THE PERSON AND WORKS OF MARIA VALTORTA

Birth and Childhood.

Maria Valtorta was born on the 14th of March 1897 in Caserta where her parents, originally from the
Lombard region, were in temporary residence. Her father, Joseph, born in Mantova in 1862, was a
serving non-commissioned officer in the 19th Cavalry Regiment. Her mother, Iside Fioravanzi, born in
Cremona in 1861, was a French teacher. After brushing with death during her birth, Maria remained an
only child, having as wet-nurse a wretched mercenary".

When she was hardly eighteen months old, the family moved to Faenza in Romagna, and a few years
later, in 1901, transferred yet again to Milan where Maria was placed in the Ursuline Sisters'
kindergarten located in Via Lanzone. Here, at the age of four and a half, Maria began to experience
"the desire to console Jesus by becoming like Him in sorrow voluntarily borne out of love". .

In October 1904, at seven years of age, she was enrolled in the Institute of the Marcellienne Sisters,
located in Via Venti Settembre, where she initiated elementary studies, achieving from the start
scholastic recognition as first in her class. On the 30th of May 1905, in the Via Quadronno center of
the same Institute, she was confirmed by the holy Cardinal Andrea Ferrari whose touch "truly infused
the Spirit of love into her".

Subject once again to professional transfer, in September 1907 her father took the family to Voghera
where Maria frequented public schools. The French lessons, held every Thursday by a religious order
exiled from France on account of the Combes law, served to place her soul "in communion with God"
once again, and at Casteggio, on the first Sunday of October 1908, Maria received her First Holy
Communion. But she was deeply grieved at the absence of her father whom she loved so much: her
mother, an extremely severe woman, had judged his presence at the ceremony as -unnecessary".

In a Boarding-School at Monza.

Due to the habitual despotic attitude of her mother, to which her father responded with meek docility,
Maria was painfully obliged to leave her home, in March 1909, at twelve years of age to go to a

(*) Translation of the preface written originally in Italian by Emilio Pisani with citations rendered in
third person from the Autobiography and other of Maria Valtorta's manuscripts.
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boarding-school. But since it was the beautiful Bianconi College of Monza, of the Sisters of Charity
Mary, she ended up by finding herself at home. Her "generous, firm, strong and faithful" character
brought her to be nicknamed "Valtortino". Her love for study, order and obedience gave her the
reputation of being "exemplary". But her mother decided that she should follow a technical course of
studies, and Maria, quite inapt in mathematics, could not avoid failing her examination badly She later
made up for the time she had lost by means of intensive study and completed the classical course "in
which she had always succeeded so well".

After "five terrible scholastic years and four solar years", it was again her mother who decreed that she
should leave college in February 1913. She had to leave "that nest of peace", and her r heart, presaging
the future awaiting her so tormentingly, trembled with fear and grief ". From the last spiritual exercises
in which she participated at the college, given by the bishop Msgr. Cazzani, Maria wanted "to obtain an
enduring fruit for all her immediate life in the world and a program for what would be her future life".
And the Lord, once again, did not fail to reveal Himself to her soul, bringing her to understand "what
was to be her life in God, in relation to God, wanted by God".

In Florence.

In springtime of 1913, the Valtorta family moved to Florence, this time not to follow the Regiment, but
because Joseph retired for health reasons. Maria often visited the city with her father, and on her own
account continued to lead the life of a schoolgirl despite the "free lessons in religious indifference"”
which her mother did not fail to provide.

In Florence, Maria met Robert. "He was handsome, wealthy and cultured. He was also good, serious
and calm". They loved each other, "a silent, patient and respectful love". But Maria's mother wanted to
terminate the budding friendly affection. A similar circumstance was to take place nine years later in
Maria's engagement to Mario, a winsome motherless youth, needful of care and affection in order to
become "a good fellow, a valiant officer".

For Maria, "to love was an intransgressible condition to be able to live"; but she was to go to God
"after seeing how tenuous are human affections".

A Dream.

In the spring of 1916, "during a tremendous period of desperation and desire", the Lord returned to
attract her to Himself by means of a dream which was to remain "vivid" in Maria



throughout her life. In an evangelical vision, which seemed to anticipate the waking visions of her
literary work, Jesus aided Maria with words of admonishment and piety, as well as a gesture of
absolution and blessing, which for Maria were "a cleansing which completely purified her". And she
awoke "with her soul, enlightened by something which was not of this world".

Samaritan Nurse.

But her withdrawal from the world was still remote. In 1917 Maria entered the ranks of the Samaritan
Nurses and for eighteen months offered her service at the military hospital in Florence, having
requested assignment with soldiers and not with officers "to serve those who suffered and not to flirt or
find a husband". In exercising this charity, she felt as if she were "sweetly obliged to draw ever closer
to God".

Struck in the Back.

It was an act of thoughtless violence which marked the beginning of her gradual immolation. It
happened on the 17th of March 1920. She was walking along a street accompanied by her mother when
she "was struck in the back by a young delinquent. With an iron bar stripped from a bed, he came from
behind and struck her with all his might". She remained confined to bed for three months, just a sample
of what was to be her future complete infirmity.

At Reggio Calabria.

In October of the same year, she went with her parents to Reggio Calabria as a guest of her cousins
Belfanti, who were hotel proprietors. The splendour of nature in this region revived her spirit" and the
"most beautiful collection of books" belonging to her cousin Clotilde gave respite to her wholesome
desire for learning. And this time the Lord made use of a book to give her yet another vigourous push".
The Saint by Antonio Fogazzaro engraved an indelible sign in her heart; and it was a good sign".

At Reggio Calabria, Maria experienced certain psychic perceptions in a more conscious way, whereas
in the preceding years she had considered them as "premonitions" and other "strange things". At
Reggio, her rapture for Saint Francis reflourished as well, and it was to remain an immutable
characteristic of her spirituality. At Reggio, alas, she saw her mother's scheming arts destroy her
engagement to Mario.



She returned to Florence on the 2nd of August 1922 and remained there for two years, crushed by
"bitter memories".

At Viareggio.

In September 1924, the Valtorta family moved definitively to Viareggio where they settled down in the
newly purchased "little house" on October 23rd.

Here, Maria continued to lead a life of solitude, except for "some short excursions to the seaside and
pine-forest" and the "daily shopping" which allowed her to "visit Jesus in the Most Holy Sacrament,
without attracting her mother's thunderbolts". But for her "a new and different period in her life" had
begun "in which she progressively matured in God".

Offering to Love.

Attracted by the example of Saint Theresa of the Child Jesus, whose Autobiography she had read at one
sitting, Maria offered herself as victim to the merciful Love (28th January 1925), renewing thereafter
"every day" this act of offering. From that moment she grew to extraordinary heights in her love of
Jesus, even to feeling His presence in her own words and actions.

Longing for Apostolate.

Urged by a longing to serve the Lord, she wished to enter the Company of Saint Paul, but she had to
satisfy herself with carrying out "a humble, hidden apostolate, known only to God, nurtured more
through suffering than action". Beginning in December 1929, however, when she was admitted to
Catholic Action as youth cultural delegate, she was quick to take on enthusiastic activity, organizing
conferences which attracted large audiences, progressively more numerous "even among nonpractising
Catholics".

Offering to Justice and Complete Infirmity.

In the meantime, the decision was maturing in her to offer herself also as victim to divine Justice; for
which she was preparing "with a life ever more pure and sacrificial". For some time now she had
already pronounced the vows of virginity, poverty and obedience, renewing her offering on the 1st of
July 1931, while her suffering, both physical and spiritual, was spared her less and less.

The 4th of January 1933 was the last day on which Maria, walking with extraordinary fatigue, was able
to leave her house. And



from the 1st of April 1934, she was no longer able to leave her bed, which was the beginning - in an
"intense rapture of love" - of her long and active infirmity. She became "the instrument in the hands of
God". Her mission was "to suffer, to expiate, to love".

The Death of her Father.

Martha Diciotti entered the Valtorta household on the 24th of May 1935. She was to become Maria's
faithful companion, the "listener" of her writings, the one who would lovingly assist and care for her up
to her death.

Just one month later, however, after having received the consolation of the constant presence of a
friend, Maria was to suffer the painful blow of her father's death on the 30th of June. "He had always
fulfilled his duty with patience, sweetness and love, forgiving all offenses, returning good for evil,
overcoming the sorrows caused by those who continuously misjudged and hurt him". The pain of not
being able to assist him in his last moments, and of not even seeing his body after his death, brought
Maria to feel "between death and life". Her mother, after the "stupid scenes of tardy love", became
even more callous and despotic. "Finding herself absolute mistress had touched her mind".

And in her sick-bed Maria continued to suffer and to love, becoming ever more disposed to the will of
God, consoling the afflicted, correcting those in spiritual darkness, receiving painful' premonitions
about the gravity of the times, always revealing the virile strength of her character and the clear
intelligence of a mind fixed on God.

Father Migliorini and the Initial Manuscripts.

It was in 1942 that she was visited by a pious missionary priest, Fr. Rornuald M. Migliorini of the
Servants of Mary, who was her spiritual director for four years. At his request, in 1943, she agreed to
write her Autobiography, on condition that she would be allowed to tell "all the good and all the bad",
in an authentic display of her soul.

Industrious, intelligent and gifted, Maria was inclined to be interested in everything; not even her
imposed illness impeded her from working and writing. To her multiple aptitudes, particularly
feminine, she added the gift of being a born writer. And she was to put exactly this distinguished ability
at the complete disposition of God, Whom she loved to the point of self-immolation.

Prodded by supernatural impulse, on Good Friday, the 23rd of April of the same year 1943, she began
writing the "dictations" after having completed the Autobiography.
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The Death of her Mother.

A few months later, on the 4th of October, unaware of her daughter's sublime undertaking, Maria's
mother died. Maria had "loved her with a love that not even her harshness had been able to tire or
diminish".

At home, now there were just Maria and Martha.

Mystical Writer.

Her activity as writer reached intensity from 1943 to 1947, and continued, diminishing progressively,
until 1953. Maria thus wrote above all in time of war and in very difficult conditions, including
evacuation, whereby on the 24th of April 1944 she was obliged to move to St. Andrew of Compito
(section of the borough of Capannori in the province of Lucca). She returned to her dear home at
Viareggio on the 23rd of December that same year.

She used to write in an almost sitting position in bed, in ordinary school notebooks which she
supported with a piece of cardboard held on her bent knees. She would write at any time, by day or by
night, even when she was exhausted by fatigue or tormenting pains. She wrote effortlessly, naturally
and without revision. If interrupted, she could leave off writing and then resume later On with ease. She
did not consult books, except for the Bible and the catechism of Pope Pius X..

Her mission as writer did not isolate her from the world. She was concerned for the persons near her,
assisting them in their lives and worries with enlightened counsel and, when necessary, -with secret and
heroic sacrifices which miraculously solved painful cases. Neither was she indifferent to the fate of her
country which she loved so much, nor did she forego her civil duties, even to the point of having
herself transported by ambulance to the polling station on the 18th of April 1948.

During her continuous work, her living and constant prayer, her suffering embraced with the joy of the
redeemers, Maria begged, God not to concede her external signs of her intense participation in Christ,
Who used her as faithful "spokesman" and "pen", manifesting Himself in the richness of the "visions"
and in the depth of the "dictations".

The Works.

The notebooks written by Maria Valtorta include almost fifteen thousand pages. Little less than two-
thirds of this astounding literary production concerns the monumental work on the Life of Jesus (The
Poem of the Man-God). The minor works include extensive commentaries on biblical texts, doctrinal
lessons, histories of
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the first Christians and martyrs, and pious compositions.

"I can affirm" - one of Valtorta's declarations reads - "that I have had no human source to be able to
know what I write, and what, even while writing, I often do not understand".

Besides the highly inspired productions, of which she did not consider herself the author, Maria
Valtorta has left us interesting autobiographical writings and a rich correspondence which display her
strong human personality, voluntarily offered in heroic and holy service to God for the good of all.

Offering of her Intelligence.

On the 18th of April 1949, Maria offered to God the sacrifice of not seeing the ecclesiastic approval of
the Work, and she added also the precious gift of her own intelligence. The Lord must have taken her at
her word because, after seeing the Work "blocked", Maria began a slow process of withdrawal into a
kind of psychological isolation which started perhaps in 1956.

One of the first signs of this condition was the exaggerated use of capital letters in her personal
correspondence. Thereafter, followed the mania of filling holy cards, and in general any piece of paper
she happened to have at hand, with ejaculations such as "Jesus, I confide in You", which at times she
computed in terms of indulgences obtained.

And Maria, who either writing, or working or praying had never idled in bed, ended up by being
completely inactive. She began responding mistakenly in her conversations, and at times evidenced her
congenial wit without considering its convenience. But she progressively spoke less, to the point of
limiting herself to the mechanical repetition of a greeting, or of the final words of a phrase addressed to
her, frustrating all attempts at dialogue. From time to time she would shout or exclaim: "How bright the
sun is there!"

Her eyes, however, remained clear, and her attitude tranquil. She never asked for anything, and she
allowed herself to be fed like a child. When interrogated because of some serious circumstance
regarding her writings, she responded briefly and exactly, as if temporarily shaken out of her state of
incommunicability.

Death and Burial.

On the 16th of September 1961, due to her deteriorated health, Maria was taken by ambulance to Pisa
and was admitted to the Clinic of the Servants of Maria Dolorosa, where she remained until the end of
the month.



Without any signs of recovery, she was taken back to her room at Viareggio where she died on the 12th
of October 1961, at 10:35 a.m., the 65th year of her life and the 28th of her infirmity. The rector of the
Third Order of the Servants of Mary, Fr. Innocenzo M. Rovetti, was called to assist her at her deathbed.
She had belonged to this Third Order as well as to the Third Order Franciscans. At the very moment
the priest recited the words: Proficiscere, anima christiana, de hoc mundo (Depart, o -Christian soul,
from this world), Maria breathed her last. It seemed to be her final act of obedience.

From a manuscript of 1944, we know that Jesus had said to her: "How happy you will be when you
realise that you are in world forever, and that you have come there from the miserable world without
even having been aware of it, passing from a vision to reality, just like a child dreaming of his mother
awakens to find her embracing him. That is how I will behave with you".

Her body was laid in her own room on the very bed which had witnessed the sufferings, industrious
activity, acts of offering and pious death of the infirm author, who several years earlier had selected her
burial attire, the baptismal veil which was to cover her head, and the phrase to be printed in her
memory: "I have finished suffering, but I will go on loving". The few, solemn visitors were able to
admire the brightness of her right hand (the one which had been defined as "pen of the Lord") while her
left hand was turning livid. And her knees, which had served as her desk, were visibly bent under her
white dress, even now that she was laid down in the repose of death.

The funeral took place on the 14th of October in early morning and with great simplicity, just as Maria
had requested some tine before. Following the celebration of the sacred rite in the parish of St. Paolino,
a small procession of motor cars accompanied the deceased to the Mercy Cemetery where the burial
took place.

Exhumation and Priviliged Sepulcher.,

Ten years later on the 12th of October 1971, her mortal remains were exhumed from the earth and
placed in the family niche. On the 2nd of July 1973, however, with civil and ecclesiastic permissions,
they were transferred from Viareggio to Florence to be entombed in the Capitular Chapel in the Grand
Cloister of Basilica of the Most Holy Annunciation, where the tomb of Met, Valtorta is still venerated.

Diffusion of the Manuscripts.,

The first editions of Maria Valtorta's writings began to be
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published without her name during the last years of her life. They quickly received an extensive
welcome in the world, with diffusion in Italy as well as abroad, even to distant lands, and all without
publicity, but with the sole impact of their message of truth and love which win over men's hearts,
changing them for the better.

In the "dictation" of the 23rd of August 1943, we find the following words of Jesus addressed to the
writer: "Good sense is needed to use My gift. Not an open and noisy diffusion, but a slow expansion
progressively wider and without any name. When your hand is stilled in peace, in the expectation of the
glorious resurrection, then and only then will your name be mentioned".

"The Poem of the Man-God".

The major work is a great Life of Jesus, the narration of which extends from the birth and childhood of
the Virgin Mary to Her assumption into Heaven.

Defined in the Valtortian writings as "The Gospel of Our Lord Jesus Christ as it was revealed to Little
John", the work received the simpler title "The Poem of Jesus" which was preferred for the first
edition. Later, the editor was requested to rectify this title because it had already been applied to a
small volume of poetry published elsewhere, and the revised title read as "The Poem of the Man-God",
as it remains to this day.

Nevertheless, it is a "gospel" which neither substitutes nor changes the Gospel, but rather narrates it,
integrating and illuminating it, with the declared purpose of reviving in men's hearts the love for Christ
and His Mother.

And it was "revealed" to Maria Valtorta, called "Little John". John, to place her close to the Evangelist
who was the favourite disciple. Little, because of the dependence of her Work, although quite
extensive, on those of the Evangelists who, in short manuscripts, enclosed what is essential.

THE POEM OF THE MAN-GOD
(consisting of seven parts in five volumes)
The Hidden Life

The first year of the Public Life'

The second year of the Public Life

The third year of the Public Life
Preparation for the Passion

The Passion

The Glorification
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THE HIDDEN LIFE



« God created Me when His purpose first unfolded. »
(Prov. 8,22.)

1. Introduction.

22nd August 1944.

Jesus orders me: « Take a completely new notebook. Write down on the first page what I dictated on
August the 16th. She will be spoken of in this book. »

I obey and I write.

16th August 1944.
Jesus says:

«Today write only this. Purity has such a value, that the womb of a creature can contain the
Uncontainable One, because She possessed the greatest purity that a creature of God could have.

The Most Holy Trinity descended with Its perfections, inhabited with Its Three Persons, enclosed Its
infinity in a small space. But It did not debase Itself by doing so, because the love of the Virgin and the
will of God widened this space until they rendered it a Heaven. And the Most Holy Trinity made Itself
known by Its characteristics:

The Father, being once again the Creator of the creature, as on the sixth day of Creation, had a real,
worthy daughter fashioned to His perfect image. The mark of God was impressed so completely and
exactly on Mary, that only in the First-Born was it greater. Mary can be called the Second-born of the
Father because, owing to the perfection granted to Her and preserved by Her, and to Her dignity of
Spouse and Mother of God and Queen of Heaven, She comes second after the Son of the Father and
second in His eternal thought, which ab aeterno took delight in Her.

The Son, being also "Her Son", did teach Her, by the mystery of Grace, His truth and wisdom, when
He was but an Embryo, growing in Her womb.

The Holy Spirit appeared amongst men, for an anticipated prolonged Pentecost: Love for "Her Whom
He loved", Consolation to men because of the Fruit of Her Womb, Sanctification on account of the
Maternity of the Holy One.

God, to reveal Himself to men in the new and complete form, which starts the Redemption era, did not
select for His throne a star in the sky, nor the palace of a powerful man. Neither did He want the wings
of angels as the base of His feet. He wanted a spotless womb.

Also Eve had been created spotless. But she wanted to become corrupt of her own free will. Mary,
Who lived in a corrupt world Eve was in a pure world - did not wish to violate Her purity, not even
with one thought remotely connected with sin. She knew that



sin exists. She saw its various and horrible forms and implications. She saw them all, including the
most hideous one: deicide. But She knew them solely to expiate them and to be, for ever, the Woman
who has mercy on sinners and prays for their redemption.

This thought will be the introduction to other holy things that I will give for your benefit and the
welfare of many people. »

2. Joachim and Anne Make a Vow to the Lord.

22nd August 1944,

I see the inside of a house. In it there is an elderly woman sitting at a loom. I would say, noting that her
hair, which formerly was certainly jet black, is now quite grey and her face, though not wrinkled, has
the gravity that comes with age, that she must be fifty-five years old. Not more.

In estimating a woman's age, [ found my calculations upon my mother's face, whose image is more than
ever present to me in these times which remind me of her final days at my bedside... The day after
tomorrow it will be a year since I had my last look at her... My mother had a very youthful face, but
was prematurely grey. When she was fifty she was as grey as at the end of her life. But, apart from the
maturity of her appearance, nothing betrayed her age. I could therefore be mistaken in estimating the
age of an elderly woman.

The woman I see weaving in a room, bright with the light coming from a door wide open on to a large
garden - a small holding I would call it because it smoothly extends up and down a green slope - the
woman is beautiful in her definite Jewish features. Her eyes are black and deep and while I do not
know why, they remind me of the Baptist's. But, although they are as proud as the eyes of a queen, they
are also sweet, as if a veil of blue had been laid on the flash of an eagle: sweet and somewhat sad, as of
a person who thinks of and regrets lost things. Her skin is brown, but not excessively so. Her mouth,
slightly large, is well formed and is motionless in an austere setting, which, however, is not a hard one.
Her nose is long and thin, slightly drooping, an aquiline nose, which suits her eyes. She is well built,
but not fat, well proportioned and I think tall, judging her in a sitting position.

I think she is weaving a curtain or a carpet. The many-coloured shuttles move fast on the brown
coloured weft, and what has already been woven shows a pretty plaited work of Greek frets and rosettes
in which green, yellow, red and deep blue interweave and blend as in a mosaic.

The woman is wearing a very plain dark dress, a red violet colour, the hue of a special species of pansy.

She stands up when she hears someone knocking at the door.
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She is really tall. She opens the door.
A woman asks her: « Anne, will you give me your amphora? (1) I will fill it for you. »

The woman has a lovely five year old child with her, who at once clings to Anne's dress, and she
caresses him while going into another room, and returns with a beautiful copper amphora which she
hands to the woman saying: « You are always good to old Anne, indeed you are. May God reward you
with this son and the other children you will have, you fortunate one! » Anne sighs.

The woman looks at her and does not know what to say in the circumstances. To divert attention from
the distressing situation of which she is aware, she remarks: « I am leaving Alphaeus with you, if you
do not mind, so that I will be quicker and I will fill many jars and jugs for you. »

Alphaeus is very pleased to stay and the reason is clear. As soon as his mother is gone, Anne picks him
up and takes him into the orchard, lifts him up to a pergola (2) of grapes as golden as a topaz and says
to him: « Eat, eat, because they are good », and she kisses him on his little face soiled with the juice of
the grapes which the child eats avidly. Then she laughs heartily and at once looks younger on account
of the lovely set of teeth she displays, and the joy that shines on her face, dispelling her years, as the
child asks: « And what are you going to give me now? » and he gazes at her with large wide open eyes
of a deep grey-blue colour. She laughs and plays with him bending on her knees and goes on: « What
will you give me if I give you?... if I give you?... guess! » And the child, clapping his little hands, 'with
a big smile responds: « Kisses, kisses I will give you, nice Anne, good Anne, mamma Anne!... »

Anne, when she hears him say: « mamma Anne », gives out a real cry of joyful love and cuddles the
little one declaring: «My darling! Dear! Dear! Dear! » At each « dear » a kiss descends upon the rosy
cheeks.

Then they go to a cupboard and from a plate she takes some honey cakes. « made them for you, darling
of poor Anne, because You love me. But tell me, how much do you love me? » And the child, thinking
of what has impressed him most, says: « As much as the Temple of the Lord. » Anne kisses him again
on his lively little eyes, his little red lips and the child cuddles against her like a kitten.

His mother goes back and forth with a full jar and smiles without saying anything. She leaves them to
their effusiveness.

An elderly man comes in from the orchard. He is a little smaller than Anne, and his thick hair is
completely white. His face is of a

(1) Amphora: a two-handled jar commonly used by the Greeks and Romans.

(2) Pergola: grape vines supported by poles and forming a kind of roof with their leaves.
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clear complexion with a squarely cut beard; his eyes are like blue turquoises and his eyelashes are light
brown, almost fair. His robe is dark brown.

Anne does not see him because her back is turned to the door and he approaches her from behind
questioning: « And nothing for me? » Anne turns round and says: « Joachim! Have you finished your
work? » At the same time little Alphacus runs to the elderly man's knees exclaiming: « Also to you, also
to you. » And when the man bends down to kiss him, the child clings to his neck, ruffling his beard with
his little hands and his kisses.

Joachim also has his gift. He brings his left hand from behind his back and offers the child such a
beautiful apple, that it seems made of the finest porcelain. Smiling he says to the child who is holding
his hands out eagerly: « Wait, I will cut it for you! You cannot take it as it is. It is bigger than you! »,
With a small pruning knife, which he carries on his belt, he cuts the fruit into small slices. He seems to
be feeding a nestling, such is the care with which he puts the morsels into the little wide open mouth
that munches and chews.

«Look at his eyes, Joachim! Don't they look like two little wavelets of the Sea of Galilee when the
evening wind draws a veil of cloud over the sky? » Anne is speaking, resting one hand on her husband's
shoulder, and she is leaning slightly on him, too: an attitude revealing the deep love of a wife, a love
still perfect after many years of marriage.

And Joachim looks at her lovingly and agrees, saying: « Most beautiful! And His curls? Aren't they the
colour of crops dried in the sun? Look: in them there is a mixture of gold and copper. »

« Ah! If we had had a child, I would have liked him thus: with these eyes and this hair... » Anne has
bent down, in fact she is on her knees and with a deep sigh she kisses the two large grey-blue eyes.

Joachim, too, sighs. But he wishes to comfort her. He puts his hand on her thick curly grey hair and
whispers to her: « We must continue to hope. God can do everything. While we are alive, the miracle
may happen, particularly when we love Him and we love each other. » Joachim stresses the final
phrase.

But Anne is silent, dejected, and she is standing, her head bowed, to conceal two tears streaming down
her face. Only little Alphaeus sees them and he is confounded and grieved that his great friend is
crying, as he sometimes does. He lifts his hands and wipes the tears.

«Don't cry, Anne! We are happy just the same. At least I am, because I have you. »

« Also I have you. But I have not given you a child... I think I have distressed the Lord, because He
has made my womb
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barren... »

« O my wife! How can you have distressed Him, you holy woman? Listen. Let us go once more to the
Temple. For this reason. Not only for the Tabernacles! Let us say a long prayer... Perhaps it will
happen to you as it did to Sarah... as it happened to Anne of Elkanah. They waited for a long time and
they considered themselves dejected because they were barren. Instead a holy son was maturing for
them in the Heavens of God. Smile, my wife. Your crying is a greater sorrow to me than being without
offspring... We shall take Alphaeus with us. We shall make him pray, since he is innocent... and God
will hear his prayer and ours together and will grant it. »

« Yes, let us make a vow to the Lord. The offspring will be His. As long as He grants it. Oh! to hear me
being called "mamma"! »

And Alphaeus, an astonished and innocent spectator, exclaims: « I will call you so! »
« Yes, my darling... but you have your mummy, and I have no baby... »
The vision ceases here.

I understand that Mary's birth cycle has begun. And I am very happy because I wanted it so much. And
I think that you (3) will be happy, too.

Before I began to write I heard Mother say to me: « So, My dear daughter, write about Me. All your
grief will be comforted. » And while saying so She laid Her hand on my head caressing me kindly.
Then the vision began. But at first, that is, until I heard the fifty-year-old woman being called by name,
I did not realise that I was in the presence of Mother's mother and consequently of the grace of Her
birth.

(3) It is to be noted that Maria Valtorta often addresses her spiritual Father in the course of her work.

3. Anne, Praying in the Temple, Has Her Wish Fulfilled.

23rd August 1944.
Before writing the following, I wish to make a note.

The house did not seem to me the well known one of Nazareth. The location, at least, is quite different.
Also the orchard garden is larger and beyond it fields can be seen, not many, but they are there. Later,
when Mary is married, there is only the orchard, large, but not more than an orchard: and I have never
seen in other visions the room that I saw. I do not know whether for financial reasons Mary's parents
disposed of part of their property or whether Mary, when she left the Temple, moved into another
house given to her perhaps by Joseph. I do not remember whether
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in past visions and instructions I had a clear sign that the house of Nazareth was the house where she
was born.

My head is very heavy with fatigue. And then, particularly with dictations, I forget the words at once,
although the commands remain recorded in my mind and illuminate my soul. But details fade away
immediately. If after one hour I had to repeat what I heard, with the exception of one or two main
sentences, | would not know anything else. Visions, on the contrary, remain clear in my mind because |
had to watch them myself. I hear dictations but I see visions. Therefore they remain clear in my mind
which functioned in following them through their various phases.

I was hoping there would be a declaration on yesterday's vision. Instead nothing.
I am beginning to see and I write.

Outside the walls of Jerusalem, on the hills and among the olive trees, there is a large crowd. It looks
like a large market. But there are no booths. There are no shouting charlatans or pedlars. No games.
There are coarse wool tents, certainly proof against water, hanging on posts fixed to the ground, and
tied to the posts there are green branches, providing both ornamental decoration and practical coolness.
Other tents, instead, are made entirely of branches fixed to the ground and tied in ridge fashion, thus
forming small green tunnels. Under each tent there are people of every age and condition, speaking
quietly and earnestly, with the cry of a child breaking the quietness now and again.

It is nightfall and the lights of small oil lamps are glittering here and there throughout the odd camp.
Around the lights some families are taking their supper on the ground, the mothers holding the little
ones in their laps. Many of these tired infants fall asleep holding pieces of bread in their tiny pink
fingers while their small heads fall on their mothers' breasts, like little chicks under hens. The mothers
finish their meals, as best they can, each with only one hand free, while the other hand is holding the
child against her heart. Meanwhile other families are not yet supping and are talking in the dimness of
twilight, waiting for the food to be ready for eating. Small fires are lit here and there and women are
busy around them. Slow somewhat plaintive lullabies soothe children who are having difficulty in
going to sleep.

High above is a beautiful clear sky, which is becoming a deeper and deeper blue until it looks like an
enormous black-bluish soft velvet velarium. On this cloth, a little at a time, invisible craftsmen and
decorators fix gems and night lights, some isolated, some in odd geometrical patterns, amongst which
stand out the Great Bear and the Little Bear, in the shape of a cart, with its shaft resting on the ground
after the oxen have been freed from the yoke. The Pole Star is smiling in all its brightness.
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I realise it is October because the loud voice of a man says so: « This month of October is beautiful as
very rarely in past years! »

Here is Anne coming from a fire with something in her hands, spread over a loaf of bread which is
large and flat like a cake and serves also as a tray. Little Alphaeus is holding on to her skirt and is
prattling in his little voice. Joachim, when he sees Anne approaching, hastens to light his lamp; he is at
the entrance of his little hut made of branches and is speaking to a man about thirty years old, whom
Alphaeus greets from a distance in his shrill voice saying:« Daddy. »

Anne in her stately walk passes along the rows of huts. She is stately, yet humble. She is not haughty
with anyone. She picks up the child of a very poor woman, as the urchin had fallen at her feet while
running like a little scamp. Since he has dirtied his face and is crying, Anne cleans him, comforts him
and hands him to his mother who has run towards them and is apologising. Anne says to her: « Oh! It's
nothing. I am glad he did not hurt himself. He is a lovely child. What age is he? »

« Three years. He is my second youngest and I am expecting another one shortly. I have six boys. Now
I would like to have a girl... A girl is a lot for her mother... »

« The Most High has consoled you very much, woman! » sighs Anne.

And the woman goes on: « Yes. I am poor, but the children are our joy and the bigger ones already help
with the work. And, Madam, (it is very obvious that Anne is of a higher social standing and the woman
realises it), how many children have you got? »

«None. »

«None?! Isn't this one yours? »

«No, he is the son of a very good neighbour. He is my consolation... »
«Did yours die or... ? »

« I never had any. »

« Oh! » The poor woman looks at her pitifully.

Anne says goodbye to her, sighing very heavily, and goes to her hut.

« I have kept you waiting, Joachim. I was held up by a poor woman, the mother of six boys. Fancy that!
And she is expecting another child shortly. »

Joachim sighs.

Alphacus' father calls him, but he answers: « I am staying with Anne. I will help her. » Everybody
laughs.

« Leave him. He does not disturb us. He is not bound by the Law yet. Here or there he is but a little
bird eating » states Anne. And she sits down with the child in her lap and gives him some cake and, I
think, some roasted fish. I can see that she does something
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before giving it to him; perhaps she removes a fishbone. She has served her husband first. She eats last.

The night is more and more crowded with stars and the camp with lights. Then little by little many
lights go out. They are the lamps of those who were the first to have supper and who now go to sleep.
Also the buzzing slowly decreases. No more children's voices are heard. Only some babies still
unweaned raise their lamb-like little voices seeking their mothers' milk. The night blows her breath
over places and people and obliterates pains and memories, hopes and ill-feelings. Nay, perhaps these
last two survive in dreams, although alleviated by sleep.

Anne says so to her husband while lulling Alphaeus who is falling asleep in her arms: « Last night |
dreamt that next year I will be coming to the Holy City for two feasts, instead of one only. And one will
be the offering of my creature to the Temple... Oh! Joachim!... »

«Do hope, Anne. Did you not perceive anything else? Did the Lord not whisper anything to your
heart? »

«Nothing. Only a dream... »

« Tomorrow is the last day of prayer. All the offerings have already been made. But we will renew
them again tomorrow, solemnly. We shall gain our favour from God by our faithful love. I always think
that it will happen to you as it did to Anne of Elkanah. »

«May God grant it... and I wish I had someone say to me now: "Go in peace. The God of Israel has
granted the grace you asked for!" »

«If the grace comes, your child will tell you turning over for the first time in your womb; and it will be
the voice of an innocent, therefore the voice of God. »

The camp is now silent in darkness. Anne also takes Alphaeus to the adjoining hut, and puts him on the
bed near his little brothers, who are already asleep. Then she lies down beside Joachim and their lamp
also goes out: one of the little stars on earth. More beautiful, the stars in the vault of heaven remain
watching over mankind asleep.

Jesus says:

« The just are always wise, because, as friends of God, they live in His company and are taught by
Him, yes, by Him, Infinite Wisdom.

My grandparents were just and therefore they possessed wisdom. They could quote accurately from the
Book, singing the praises of Wisdom from its context: "She it was I loved and searched for from my
youth: I resolved to have her as my bride".

Anne of Aaron was the strong woman of whom our Ancestor
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speaks. And Joachim, a descendant of king David, had not sought so much charm and wealth as virtue.
Anne possessed a great virtue. All holy attributes joined together like a sweet-smelling bunch of
flowers to become one beautiful thing that was: this exceptional Virtue. A real virtue, worthy of being
set before the throne of God.

Joachim had therefore married wisdom twice, "loving her more than any other woman": the Wisdom of
God enshrined in the heart of a just woman. Anne of Aaron had not sought anything else but to join her
life to that of an upright man, certain that family joy lies in uprighteousness. And to be the embodiment
of the "strong woman" she lacked only the crown of children, the glory of the married woman, the
justification of marriage, the one of which Solomon speaks, as for her happiness she lacked children,
the flowers of a tree that has become one thing with the adjoining tree and obtains thereof abundance of
new fruit, in which the two good qualities blend into one, because she had never experienced any
disappointment on account of her husband.

Although she was now approaching old age and had been Joachim's wife for many years, she was
always for him "the .spouse of his youth, his joy, the most dear hind, the graceful fawn", whose
caresses always had the fresh charm of the first nuptial evening and sweetly fascinated his love,
keeping it as fresh as a flower sprinkled with dew, and as ardent as a fire continuously kept burning.
Therefore, in their affliction, their childless state, they spoke to each other "words of consolation in
their thoughts and troubles".

And eternal Wisdom, when the time came, besides teaching them in waking consciousness, enlightened
them with dreams at night, visions of the poem of glory that was to come from them and was Most
Holy Mary, My Mother. If their humility made them hesitant, their hearts trembled in hope at the first
hint of God's promise. There was already certainty in Joachim's words: "Do hope... We shall gain our
favour from God by our faithful love". They were dreaming of a child: they got the Mother of God.

The words of the book of Wisdom appear to be written for them: "By means of her I shall acquire glory
before the people... by means of her, immortality shall be mine and I shall leave an everlasting memory
to my successors". But to obtain all this they had to become masters of a true and lasting virtue which
no event marred. Virtue of faith. Virtue of charity. Virtue of hope. Virtue of chastity. The chastity of a
married couple! They possessed it, because it is not necessary to be virgins to be chaste. And chaste
nuptial beds are guarded by angels and from them descend good children who make the virtue of their
parents the rule of their lives.
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But where are they now? Now children are not wanted, neither is chastity. I therefore say that love and
marriage are desecrated. »

4. With a Canticle, Anne Announces that She Is a Mother.

24th August 1944.

I see Joachim and Anne's house once again. Nothing is changed inside, with the exception that there are
many branches full of flowers, placed in amphoras here and there, certainly the fruit of the pruning of
the trees in the orchard, all in bloom: a cloud varying from snow-white to the red of certain corals.

Also Anne's work is different. On the smaller of two looms she is weaving some lovely linen cloth and
is singing, moving her feet to the rhythm of the song. She is singing and smiling. At whom? At herself,
at something she is aware of in her inside.

I have written separately the slow and yet gay song, so that I might follow it, for she repeats it several
times as if she rejoices in it. She sings it more and more loudly and with certainty, like someone who
found a melody in her heart and at first whispers it softly and then, being sure, proceeds faster and in a
higher tone. The slow and yet gay song (which I am transcribing because it is so sweet in' its simplicity)
says:

« Glory to the Almighty Lord Who had love for the children of David. Glory to the Lord!

His supreme grace has visited me from Heaven

The old tree has borne a new branch and I am blessed.

At the Feast of Lights hope scattered the seed;

Now the fragrance of Nisan sees it germinating.

Like an almond-tree my flesh is adorned with flowers in spring.

In the evening she perceives she is bearing her fruit.

On that branch there is a rose, there is a most sweet apple.

There is a bright star, an innocent little child.

There is the joy of the house, of the husband and wife.

Praise be to God, to my Lord, Who had mercy on me.

His light said to me: "A star will come to you."

Glory, glory! Yours shall be the fruit of this tree.

The first and last, holy and pure as a gift of the Lord.

Yours it shall be and may joy and peace come upon the earth.

Fly, shuttle. Fasten the yarn for the infant's cloth.

The infant is about to be born. May the song of my heart rise to God singing hosannas. »

Joachim comes in when she is about to repeat her song for the fourth time. « Are you happy, Anne?
You look like a bird in spring. What song is that? I have never heard anyone sing it. Where does it
come from? »
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« From my heart, Joachim. » Anne has got up and is now moving towards her husband, smiling happily.
She looks younger and lovelier than ever.

«1 did not know you were a poet » declares her husband looking at her with obvious admiration. They
do not look like an elderly couple. In their glances there is the fondness of young couples. « I came
from the other end of the orchard when I heard you singing. For years I had not heard your voice, that
of a turtle-dove in love. Do you mind repeating that song for me? »

« I would repeat it even if you did not ask me. The children of Israel have always entrusted to songs the
sincere cries of their hopes, joys and pains. I have entrusted to a song the task of telling myself and you
a great joy. Yes, also of telling myself because it is such a great thing that although I am sure of it now,
it does not yet seem to me to be true... » and she begins the song over again. But when she comes to
the point: « On that branch there is a rose, there is a most sweet apple, a star... », her well tuned
contralto voice at first trembles, then it breaks, and with a sob of joy she looks at Joachim and raising
her arms she cries: « I am a mother, my darling! » And she takes refuge on his heart, between the arms
that he has held out and has now clasped around his happy wife. This is the most chaste and happy
embrace that I have ever seen in my life, chaste and ardent in its chastity.

And the sweet reproach is whispered over Anne's grey hair: « And you were not telling me? »

« Because I wanted to be sure. Old as I am... to know that [ am a mother... I could not believe it was
true... I did not want to give you the most bitter disappointment of all. Since the end of December 1
have perceived that my womb was becoming new and bearing, as I say, a new branch. But now on that
branch the fruit is certain... See? That linen is for the one that is coming. »

«Is it not the linen that you bought in Jerusalem in October? »

«Yes, it is. I spun it while I was waiting... and hoping. I was hoping because the last day while I was
praying in the Temple, as close as possible for a woman to be to the House of God, and it was already
evening... remember that I was saying: "A little longer, a little more". I could not withdraw from the
place without receiving the grace! Well, in the growing darkness, from inside the sacred place, where I
was watching from the depth of my soul, to obtain assent from the everpresent God, I saw a light, a
spark of beautiful light depart. It was as white as the moon and yet it had in itself all the brightness of
all the pearls and gems that are in the world. It seemed that one of the precious stars of the Veil, the
stars placed under the feet of the Cherubim had become detached and bright with a supernatural light...
it seemed that beyond the sacred Veil, from the Glory itself, a fire started which came quickly towards
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me and while cutting through the air, it sang with a heavenly voice chanting: "May what you asked for,
come to you'". That is why I sing: "A star will come to you". What child will ours ever be, since it
reveals itself as the light of a star in the Temple and in the Feast of Lights says: "I am"? Did you
perhaps foresee rightly when you thought I would be a new Anne of Elkanah? How shall we name our
creature, whom I perceive talking to me in my womb as sweetly as the melody of waters, with its little
heart beating repeatedly like the heart of a pretty turtle-dove held in one's hands? »

«If it is a boy we shall call him Samuel... If a girl, Star. The word that stopped your song to give me
the joy of learning that [ am a father. The form it took to reveal itself in the holy shade of the Temple. »

« Star. Our Star, because, I don't know why, but I think it is a girl. I think that such sweet caresses can
only come from a most sweet daughter. Because I do not bear her, I have no pain. It is she who takes
me on a blue flowery path, as if I were supported by holy angels and the earth was already far away... |
have always heard women say that it is painful to conceive and to bear. But I have no pain. I feel
strong, young, fresher than when I presented you with my virginity in my far away youth. Daughter of
God because this creature born of a barren stump, is more of God than ours - she gives no pain to her
mother. She only brings her peace and blessings: the fruits of God, her true Father. »

« Mary, then, we shall call her! Star of our sea, pearl, happiness. The name of the first great woman in
Israel. But she will never sin against the Lord and to Him only she will give her songs, because she is
offered to Him: a victim before being born. »

«Yes, she is offered to Him. Male or female, as it may be, after rejoicing for three years over our
creature, we shall give it to the Lord. Victims ourselves with her, for the glory of God. »

I do not see or hear anything else.

Jesus says:

« Wisdom, after enlightening them with dreams at night, descended "breath of the power of God, pure
emanation of the glory of the Almighty", and became Word for the barren one. He, who already saw
His time for redemption close at hand: I, Christ, Anne's grandson, almost fifty years later, by means of
the Word, will work miracles on barren, diseased, possessed, desolate women and on all the miseries of
the world.

But in the meantime, for the joy of having a Mother, I whisper a mysterious word in the shade of the
Temple that contained the hopes of Israel, of the Temple now at the end of its life, because a new and
real Temple is about to come on earth, no longer containing the hopes of one people, but the certainty
of Paradise for the
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people of the whole world, and for centuries and centuries until the end of the world. And this Word
works the miracle of making fertile what was barren. And also the miracle of giving me a Mother, Who
not only had the best disposition, as was natural She should have, being born of two saints, but, unique
creature, had not only a good soul as many others still have, not only a continuous increase of goodness
because of Her good will, not only an immaculate body, but had an immaculate soul.

You have seen the continuous generation of souls from God. Now think what must have been the
beauty of this soul which the Father looked fondly on before time existed, which formed the delight of
the Trinity, which Trinity longed to adorn it with its gifts, to present it to Itself. Oh! Most Holy Mary
that God created for Himself and then for the salvation of men! Bearer of the Saviour, You were the
first salvation. Living Paradise, with Your smile You began to sanctify the world.

The soul created to be soul of the Mother of God! When this vital spark derived from the more lively
throb of the Threefold Love of the Trinity, the angels rejoiced because Paradise had never seen a
brighter light. Like a petal of a heavenly rose, a mystical and precious petal, that was a gem and a
flame, the breath of God descended to give life to a body quite differently than for others. It descended
so powerful in its ardour that Guilt could not contaminate it, it came through the heavens and enclosed
itself in a holy womb.

The world had its Flower, but did not yet know, the true, unique Flower, that blooms eternally: lily and
rose, sweet-smelling violet and jasmine, helianthus and cyclamen blended together and with them all
the flowers on earth in one Flower only: Mary, in Whom every grace and virtue is gathered together.

In April the land of Palestine looked like a huge garden and the fragrance and colours delighted the
hearts of men. But the most beautiful Rose was still unknown. She was already flowering to God in the
secrecy of Her mother's womb, because my Mother loved since She was conceived. But only when the
vine gives its blood to make wine and the sweet strong smells fill the yards and the nostrils, She would
smile to God first and then to the world, saying with Her most innocent smile: "Here, the Vine that will
give you the Bunch of grapes to be squeezed in the winepress, so that it will become eternal Medicine
for your disease, is amongst you".

I said: "Mary loved since She was conceived!" What is it that gives light and knowledge to the soul?
Grace. What is it that removes Grace? Original sin and the mortal one. Mary, the Immaculate, was
never deprived of the remembrance of God, of His closeness, His love, His light, His wisdom. She was
therefore able to understand and love when She was but flesh forming around an
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immaculate soul that continued to love.

Later, I will let you contemplate mentally the depth of Mary's virginity. You will have a spell of
heavenly ecstasy, as when I allowed you to consider our eternity. In the meantime consider how to bear
a creature free from the Stain that deprives one of God, gives the mother a superior intelligence and
makes a prophetess of her, although she has conceived in a natural and human way. The prophetess of
her daughter, whom she calls: "Daughter of God". And consider what would have happened if innocent
children had been born of innocent First Parents, as God wanted.

Man, you state that you are setting out to be "superman", and with your vices are only setting out to be
"superdemon". The possibility of existing and living without the contamination of Satan, leaving to
God the administration of life, knowledge, and goodness, would have been the means to make you
"superman", not wishing more than what God had given you and which was little less than infinite. And
thus, in an evolution towards perfection, you would have been able to generate children, who should be
men in their bodies and sons of the Intelligence in their souls: victors, strong, giants over Satan, who
would have been vanquished so many thousand centuries before the hour, when he will be humiliated,
and all his evil with him. »

5. Birth of the Virgin Mary.

26th August 1944.

I see Anne coming out of the garden. She is leaning on the arm of a relative, who is like her. She is
obviously several months pregnant and she looks tired and her fatigue is not alleviated by the sultriness,
just as this present heat is exhausting me.

Although the garden is shady, it is very hot and close. The air can be cut like a soft warm dough, it is so
heavy. The sun's rays descend from a merciless blue sky and there is some dust making the atmosphere
slightly dull. The weather must have been dry for a long time, because where there is no irrigation, the
land is literally reduced to a very fine, almost white dust. Out in the open this shade of white is slightly
pink, whereas it is a dark red-brown under the trees, where the soil is damp. Likewise the ground is
moist along the small flower-beds, where rows of vegetables are growing, and around the rose bushes,
the jasmines and other flowers, and particularly in the front of and along the beautiful pergola, which
divides the orchard in two, up to the beginning of the fields, now stripped of their crops. The grass of
the meadow, which marks the boundary of the property, is parched and thin. Only at its border, where
there is a hedge of wild hawthorn, already completely studded with the rubies of its little fruits, is
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the grass greener and thicker. There are some sheep thereabouts with a young shepherd seeking pasture
and shade.

Joachim is working around the rows of vines and olive-trees. There are two men with him, helping him.
Although an elderly man he is quick and works eagerly. They are opening little channels at the end of a
field to give water to the dry plants, and this water makes its way gurgling between the grass and the
dry land. The flow forms circles that for one moment resemble a yellowish crystal and seconds later are
only rings of wet soil, around the overloaded vine branches and the olive-trees.

Along the shady pergola, under which golden bees are buzzing, greedy for the sugar of the golden
grapes, Anne moves slowly towards Joachim, who hastens towards her as soon as he sees her.

« You came so far? »
« The house is as hot as an oven. »
« And you suffer from it. »

« The only suffering of this last hour is that of a pregnant woman. The natural suffering of everybody:
man and beast. Don't get too warm, Joachim. »

« The water we have been hoping for, for such a long time, and that for fully three days seemed so
close, has not yet come and the country is parched. We are lucky to have a spring so near and so rich in
water. | have opened the channels. It is a measure of relief for the plants which have withering leaves
and are covered with dust: just enough to keep them alive. If it would only rain... » Joachim, with the
eagerness of all farmers, looks at the sky, while Anne, tired, cools herself with a fan that seems to be
made of the dry leaf of a palm interwoven with many-coloured threads keeping it firm.

Anne's companion interrupts: « Over there, beyond the Great Hermon, fast clouds are arising. There is
a northern wind. It will refreshen and perhaps bring rain. »

« The breeze has risen for three days and then it set's when the moon rises. It will do the same again. »
Joachim is discouraged.

«Let us go back home. Even here one can hardly breathe, and in any case I think it is better to go
back... » says Anne, who looks more olive-hued than usual, owing to a paleness which has come over
her face.

« Are you in pain? »

«No. But I can feel the great peace that I experienced in the Temple when I was granted the grace, and
which I felt once again when I knew I was pregnant. It is like an ecstasy, a sweet sleep of the body
while the soul rejoices and calms itself in a peace that has no bodily parallel. I have loved and still do
love you, Joachim, and when I entered your house and I said to myself: "I am the wife of a just man", I
had peace: and I felt the same every time your provident
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dent love took care of your Anne. But this peace is different. Understand: I think that the soul of our
father Jacob was invaded by a similar peace, like the soothing given by oil that spreads and appeases,
after he dreamt of the angels. And, possibly more accurately, it is like the joyful peace of the Tobiahs
after Raphael appeared to them. If I absorb myself in this feeling, it grows more and more in strength
while I enjoy it. It is as if [ were ascending into the blue spaces of the sky... And furthennore, I don't
know the reason for it, but since I have had this peaceful joy in me, I have a song in my heart: old
Tobiah's song. I think it was written for this hour... for this joy... for the land of Israel that receives
it... for Jerusalem-sinner and now forgiven... But do not laugh at the frenzy of a mother... but when I
say: "Thank the Lord for your wealth and bless the God of centuries, that He may rebuild His
Tabernacle in you", I think that He Who will rebuild the Tabernacle of the true God in Jerusalem will
be This One who is about to be born... And I also think that the destiny of my creature was prophesied
and not the fate of the Holy City, when the song says: "You shall shine with a bright light: all the
peoples of the world will prostrate themselves before you: the nations will come bringing gifts: they
will worship the Lord in you and will hold your land as sacred, because within you they invoke the
Great Name. You will be happy on account of your children, because they will all be blessed and they
will gather near the Lord. Blessed are those who love you and rejoice in your peace... " And I am the
first to rejoice, her happy mother... »

Anne changes colour, when saying these words and she lights up like something brought from the
paleness of moonlight to the brightness of a great fire and vice versa. Sweet tears, of which she is
unaware, run down her cheeks and she smiles in her joy. And in the meantime she moves towards the
house, walking between her husband and her relative, who listen and, deeply moved, are silent.

They make haste because clouds driven by a strong wind, rush across and gather in the sky, while the
plain darkens and shudders at the warning of a storm. When they reach the threshold of the dwelling, a
first livid flash of lightning crosses the sky and the rumble of the first peal of thunder sounds like the
roll of a huge drum that mingles with the arpeggio (1) of the first drops on the parched leaves.

They all go in and Anne withdraws, while Joachim, standing at the door, talks with the workers, who
have in the meantime joined him: the conversation is about the longed for water which is a blessing for
the parched land. But their joy turns into fear because

(1) Arpeggio: the sounding of notes in rapid succession.
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a very violent storm is approaching with lightning and clouds threatening hail. « If the cloud bursts, it
will crush the grapes and the olives like a millstone. Poor me! »

Joachim is also anxious for his wife, whose time has come to give birth to her child. His relative
reassures him that Anne is not suffering at all. But he is agitated, and every time his relative or any
other woman, amongst whom is Alphaeus' mother, comes out of Anne's room and goes back in again
with hot water and basins and linens dried near the blazing fireplace in the large kitchen, he goes and
makes enquiries, but he does not calm down despite their reassurances. Also the lack of cries from
Anne worries him. He says: « I am a man and I have never seen a child being born. But I remember
hearing that the absence of throes is fatal. »

It is growing dark and the evening is preceded by a furious and very violent storm: it brings torrential
rain, wind, lightning, everything, except hail, which has fallen elsewhere.

One of the workers notices the ferocity of the gale: « It looks as if Satan has come out of Gehenna with
his demons. Look at those black clouds! You can smell sulphur in the air and you can hear whistling
and hisses, and wailing and cursing voices. If it is him, he is furious this evening! »

The other worker laughs and scoffs: « A great prey must have escaped him, or Michael has struck him
with a new thunderbolt from God, and he has had his horns and tail clipped and burnt. »

A woman passes by and shouts: « Joachim! It is coming. And it is happening quickly and well! » and
she disappears with a small amphora in her hands.

The storm drops suddenly, after one last thunderbolt that is so violent that it throws the three men
against the side wall; and in front of the house, in the garden, a black smoky cavity remains as its
memory! Meanwhile a cry, one resembling the tiny plea of a little turtle-dove that for the very first time
no longer peeps but cooes, is heard from beyond Anne's door. And at the same time a huge rainbow
stretches its semicircle across the sky. It rises, or seems to rise, from the top of Hermon, which kissed
by the sun, looks like a most delicate pinkish alabaster: it rises up in the clear September sky and
through an atmosphere cleaned of all impurities, it crosses over the hills of Galilee and the plain to the
South, and over another mountain, and seems to rest the other end on the distant horizon, where it
drops from view behind a chain of high mountains.

« We have never seen anything like this! »
« Look, look! »

« It seems to enclose in a circle the whole of the land of Israel. And look! there is already a star in the
sky while the sun has not yet set. What a star! It is shining like a huge diamond!... »
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« And the moon, over there, is a full moon, three days early. But look how she is shining! »
The women arrive jubilant with a plump little baby wrapped in plain linens.

It is Mary, the Mother. A very tiny Mary, who could sleep in the arms of a child, a Mary as long, at
most, as an arm, with a little head of ivory dyed pale pink. Her tiny carmine lips no longer cry but are
set in the instinctive act of sucking: they are so small that one cannot understand how they will be able
to take a teat. Her pretty little nose is between two tiny round cheeks, and when they get Her to open
Her eyes, by teasing Her, they see two small parts of the sky, two innocent blue points that look but
cannot see, between thin fair eyelashes. Also Her hair on Her little round head is a pinkish blond, like
the colour of certain honeys which are almost white.

Her ears are two small shells, transparent, perfect. Her tiny hands... what are those two little things
groping in the air and ending up in Her mouth? Closed, as they are now, they are two rose buds that
split the green of their sepals and show their silk within. When they are open, as now, they are two
ivory jewels, made of pink ivory and alabaster with five pale garnets as nails. How will those two tiny
hands be able to dry so many tears?

And Her little feet? Where are they? For the time being they are just kicking, hidden in the linens. But
now the relative sits down and uncovers Her... Oh, the little feet! They are about four centimetres long.
Each sole is a coral shell, with a snow white top veined in blue. Her toes are masterpieces of Lilliputian
sculpture: they, too, are crowned with small scales of pale garnet. But where will they find small
sandals, when those little feet of a doll will take their first steps, sandals small enough to fit such tiny
feet? And how will those little feet be able to go such a long way and bear so much pain under the
cross?

But that for the time being is not known, and the onlookers smile and laugh at her kicking, at Her well
shaped legs, at Her minute plumpish thighs that form dimples and rings, at Her little tummy, a cup
turned upside-down, at Her tiny perfect chest. Under the skin of Her breast, as soft as fine silk, the
movement of Her breathing can be seen and the beating of Her little heart can be heard, if, as Her
happy father is doing now, one lays one's lips there for a kiss... This is the most beautiful little heart the
world will ever know: the only immaculate heart of a human being.

And Her back? They are now turning Her over and they can see the curve of Her kidneys and then the
plump shoulders and the pink nape of Her neck, which is so strong that the little head lifts itself up on
the arch of the minute vertebrae. It looks like the little head of a bird that scans the new world that it
views. She, the Pure
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and Chaste One, protests with a little cry at being thus exposed to the eyes of so many, She, Entirely
Virgin, the Holy and Immaculate, Whom no man will ever see nude again, protests.

Cover, do cover this bud of a lily which will never be opened on earth and which, still remaining a bud,
will bear its Flower, even more beautiful than Herself. Only in Heaven the Lily of the Trine Lord will
open all its petals. Because up there, there is no particle of fault that may unwillingly profane its
spotlessness. Because up there the Trine God is to be received, in the presence of the whole Empyrean,
the Trine God that within a few years, hidden in a faultless heart, will be in Her: Father, Son, Spouse.

Here She is again, in Her linens, in the arms of Her earthly father, whom She resembles. Not at the
moment. Now She is just a little human baby. I mean that She will be like him when She has grown into
a woman. She has nothing of Her mother. She has Her father's colour of complexion and eyes and
certainly also his hair. His hair is now white, but when he was young it was certainly fair, as one can
tell from his eyebrows. She has Her father's features, made more perfect and gentle, being a woman,
but that special Woman. She has also the smile, the glance, the way of moving and height of Her father.
Thinking of Jesus, as I see Him, I find Anne has given her height to her Grandson and her deep ivory
colour to His skin. Mary, instead, has not the stateliness of Her mother: a tall and supple palm-tree, but
She has the kindness of Her father.

Also the women are speaking of the storm and the unusual state of the moon, of the presence of the star
and the rainbow. Along with Joachim they enter the happy mother's room and give her her baby.

Anne smiles at one of her thoughts: « She is the Star » she says. « Her sign is in Heaven. Mary, arch of
peace! Mary, my Star! Mary, pure moon! Mary, our pearl! »

« Are you calling Her Mary? »
« Yes. Mary, star and pearl and light and peace... »
« But it means also bitterness... Are you not afraid of bringing Her misfortune? »

«God is with Her. She belongs to Him before She existed. He will lead Her along His ways and all
bitterness will turn into heavenly honey. Now be of Your mummy... for a little longer, before being all
of God... »

And the vision ends on the first sleep of Anne, a mother, and Mary, an infant.

27th August 1944.
Jesus says:

«Rise and make haste, My little friend. I am longing to take you with Me on the heavenly
contemplation of Mary's Virginity. You
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will emerge from this experience with your soul as fresh as if you too were created at the moment by
the Father, a little Eve not yet aware of the flesh. You will emerge with your soul filled with light,
because you will plunge into God's masterpiece. You will emerge with your whole being saturated in
love, because you will have understood the degree to which God can love. To speak of the conception
of Mary, the Immaculate, means to penetrate the sky, light, love.

Come and read Her glories in the Book of the Ancestor. "God possessed me at the beginning of His
works, from the beginning, before the Creation. From everlasting I was firmly set, in the beginning,
before earth came into being, the deep did not yet exist and I was already conceived. The springs did
not yet gush with water and the mountains had not yet risen in their huge masses, neither were the hills
jewels in the sun, when I came to birth. God had not yet made the earth, the rivers and the foundation
of the world, and I was there. When He prepared the Heavens I was present, when with immutable laws
He enclosed the deep under the surface, when He fixed the Heavens firm and He suspended there the
springs of water, when He assigned the sea its boundaries and gave laws to the waters, when He
ordered the waters not to invade the shore, when He laid down the foundations of the earth, I was with
Him arranging everything. I always played joyfully in His presence, I played in the universe... " You
applied these words to Wisdom, but they speak of Her: the beautiful Mother, the holy Mother, the
Virgin Mother of Wisdom that I am, Who am now speaking to you.

I wanted you to write the first line of the song at the top of the book that speaks of Her, that She might
be contemplated and the consolation and joy of God might be known; the reason for the constant,
perfect, intimate delight of this God One and Trine, Who rules and loves you and Who received from
man so many reasons for being sad; the reason why He perpetuated the human race, even when, at the
first test, humanity deserved to be destroyed; the reason for the forgiveness you have received.

To have Mary that loved Him! Oh! It was well worth while creating Man and allowing him to exist and
decreeing to forgive him, to have the Beautiful Virgin, the Holy Virgin, the Immaculate Virgin, the
Loving Virgin, the Beloved Daughter, the Most Pure Mother, the Loving Spouse! God has given you
so much and would have given you even more to possess the Creature of His delight, the Sun of His
sun, the Flower of His garden. And He continues to give you so much on account of Her, at Her
request, for Her joy, because Her joy flows into the joy of God and increases it with flashes that fill the
light, the great light of Paradise with brilliant sparkles and every sparkle is a grace to the
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universe, to mankind, to the blessed souls who reply with a jubilant cry of alleluia to each generation of
divine miracle, created by the desire of the Blessed Trinity to see the sparkling smile of joy of the
Virgin.

God desired to put a king in the universe that He had created out of nothing. A king, who by the nature
of matter should be the first amongst all the creatures created with matter and endowed with matter. A
king, who by nature of the spirit should be little less than divine, united to Grace as he was in his first
innocent day. But the Supreme Mind, to Whom all the most remote events in centuries are known,
incessantly sees what was, is and will be; and while It contemplates the past, and observes the present,
It penetrates deeply with Its foresight into the most distant future and knows in every detail how the last
man will die. Without confusion or discontinuity the Supreme Mind has always known that the king
created to be demigod at Its side in Heaven, heir of the Father, would arrive adult in His Kingdom,
after living in the house of his mother - the earth, with which he was made - during his childhood, as
child of the Eternal Father for his day on earth. The Supreme Mind has always known that man would
have committed against himself the crime of killing Grace in himself and the theft of robbing himself of
Heaven.

Why then did He create him? Certainly many ask themselves why. Would you have preferred not to
exist? Does this day not deserve, in itself, to be lived, although so poor and bare, and rendered harsh by
your wickedness, so that you may know and admire the infinite Beauty that the hand of God has sown
in the universe?

For whom would He have created the stars and planets that fly like thunderbolts and arrows, furrowing
the vault of Heaven, or dash majestically in their rush of meteors, and yet seem slow, presenting you
with light and seasons, eternally immutable and yet always mutable. They give you a new page to read
on the sky, every evening, every month, every year, as if they wished to say: "Forget your restriction,
forsake your printed matter which is full of obscure, putrid, dirty, poisonous, false, swearing,
corrupting material and rise, at least with your eyes, to the unlimited freedom of the firmament, make
your souls bright looking at so clear a sky. Build up a supply of light to take to your dark prison. Read
the word that we write singing our sidereal chorus, which is more harmonious than the one drawn from
a cathedral organ. The word that we write while shining, the word that we write while loving, because
we always bear in mind Him Who gave us the joy of existing. And we love Him for giving us our
existence, our brightness, our movement, our freedom, our beauty in the midst of the gentle azure,
beyond which we can see an even more sublime
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blue: Paradise. And we fulfill the second part of His commandment of love, by loving you, our
universal neighbours, loving you by giving you guidance and light, warmth and beauty. Read the word
we say, the one on which we modulate our singing, our brightness, our smile: God!"

For whom would He have made the blue sea, the mirror of the sky, the way to the land, the smile of
waters, the voice of waves? The sea itself is a word that with the rustling of silk, with the smiles of
happy girls, with the sighs of old people who remember and weep, with the clamour of violence, with
clashes and roars always speaks and says: "God". The sea is for you, as the sky and the stars are. And
with the sea, the lakes and the rivers, the ponds and the streams, the pure springs, all of which serve to
nourish you, to quench your thirst, to clean you: and they serve you serving their Creator, without
submerging you, as you deserve.

For whom would He have made the countless families of animals, the beautifully coloured birds, that
fly singing, and other animals that like servants, run, work, nourish you and succour you, their kings?

For whom would He have created the countless families of plants and flowers that look like butterflies,
like gems and motionless birds, and the families of fruits that are like jewels or jewels cases and are a
carpet for your feet and the trees that form shelters for your heads, a welcome relaxation and joy to
your minds, your limbs, your sight and smell?

For whom would He have made the minerals in the bowels of the earth and the salts dissolved in cold
and boiling springs, the iodines and the bromines, unless one should enjoy them, one who was not God,
but the son of God? One: man.

The joy of God lacked nothing: God had no need. He is sufficient in Himself. He has only to
contemplate Himself to rejoice, to nourish Himself, to live, to rest. The whole creation has not
increased by one atom His infinite joy, beauty, life, power. He made everything for the creature that He
wanted to place as king in the work made by Him: that creature is man.

It is worth while living to see such a work of God and to be grateful to His power that gives you the
opportunity. And you must be grateful to be alive. You should have been grateful even if you had to
wait till Doomsday to be redeemed, because you have been prevaricators, proud, lascivious and
murderers in your First Parents and you are still so individually. Yet God allows you to enjoy the
beauty of the universe, the goodness of the universe: and He treats you as if you were good children,
who are taught and granted everything so that their lives might be happier and more pleasant. What you
know, you know by the light of God. What you discover, you discover through the guidance of God. In
Goodness.
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Other knowledge and discoveries that bear the mark of evil, come from the Supreme Evil: Satan.

The Supreme Mind, that knows everything, before man existed, knew that man would be a thief and
self murderer. And as the Eternal Goodness has no limits in being good, before Guilt existed, He
thought of the means to obliterate Guilt. The means: I, the Word. The instrument to render the means
an efficient instrument: Mary. And the Virgin was created in the sublime mind of God.

Everything was created for Me, beloved Son of the Father. I-King should have had under my Divine
Royal feet carpets and jewels such as no royal palace had, and songs and voices and servants and
ministers around me as no sovereign ever possessed, and flowers and gems, all the sublime, the
greatness, the kindness that may derive from the thought of a God.

But I was to be Flesh as well as Spirit. Flesh to save the flesh. Flesh to sublime the flesh, taking it to
Heaven many centuries before its time. Because the flesh inhabited by the spirit is God's masterpiece
and Heaven had already been made for it. In order to become flesh I needed a Mother. To be God it
was necessary that the Father was God.

Then God created His Spouse and said to Her: "Come with Me. At My side see what I am doing for our
Son. Look and rejoice, eternal Virgin, eternal Maiden and may Your smile fill this Empyrean and give
the angels their starting note and teach Paradise celestial harmony. I am looking at You. And I see You
as You will be, Immaculate Woman, Who are now only a spirit: the spirit in which I rejoice. I am
looking at You and I give the sea and the firmament the blue of Your eyes, the holy corn the colour of
Your hair, whiteness to the lily and a rosy colour to the rose, like Your silky skin. I copy the pearls
from Your minute teeth, I make the sweet strawberries watching Your mouth and I give the nightingale
Your notes and the turtle-doves Your weeping. And reading Your future thoughts and listening to the
throbs of Your heart, I have the motive of guidance in creating. Come, My joy, have the worlds as a
plaything as long as You will be the dancing light of My thought; have the worlds for Your smile, have
wreaths and necklaces of stars; place the moon under Your gentle feet; make Galatea Your stellar scarf.
The stars and planets are for You. Come and enjoy looking at the flowers that will be a childish joy for
Your Baby and a pillow for the Son of Your womb. Come and see sheep and lambs, eagles and doves
being created. Stay beside Me when I make the hollows of the seas and grooves of the rivers and I raise
the mountains and I adorn them with snow and forests. Stay here while I sow fodders and trees and
vines, and I make the olive-tree for You, My Peaceful One, and the vine for You, My Vine branch who
will bear the Eucharistic Bunch of grapes. Run,

XXXVIIT



fly, rejoice, My Beauty. And may the universe which is created hour by hour learn from You to love
Me, My Love, and may it become more beautiful owing to Your smile, Mother of My Son, Queen of
My Paradise, Love of Your God". And again, seeing the Fault and admiring the Faultless One: "Come
to Me, You Who wipe out the bitterness of human disobedience, of human fornication with Satan and
of human ingratitude. I will take with You My revenge over Satan".

God, the Father Creator, had created man and woman with such a perfect law of love that you cannot
even understand its perfection any longer. And you become lost in wondering how the human species
would have come to be, if man had not-been taught by Satan how to obtain it.

Look at the fruit and seed plants. Do they produce seed and fruit by means of fornication, by means of
one fecundation out of one hundred copulations? No. The pollen emerges from the male flower and
driven by a complex of meteoric and magnetic laws it proceeds to the ovary of the female flower. The
latter opens, receives it and produces. It does not pollute itself and then refuse it, as you do, to enjoy
the same sensation the following day. It produces and until the new season, it does not get pollinated
and when it does, it is only to produce.

Look at the animals. All of them. Have you ever seen a male animal and a female one approach each
other for a sterile embrace and lascivious dealings? No. From near or far, they fly, crawl, jump or run,
they go, when it is time, to the fecundation rite. Neither do they evade stopping at the pleasure, but they
go further, to the serious and holy consequences of the offspring, the only reason that should cause a
man, a demigod by his origin of Grace which I have made complete, to accept the animality of the act,
necessary since you descended by one degree towards animals.

You do not act as plants and animals do. You had as your teacher Satan. You wanted him as your
teacher and you still want him. And the works you do are what one would expect of the teacher you
wanted. Had you been faithful to God, you would have had the joy of children, in a holy way, without
pain, without exhausting yourselves in obscene and shameful intercourses, which even beasts are
unacquainted with, although beasts are without a reasoning and spiritual soul.

To man and woman, corrupted by Satan, God decided to oppose the Man born of a Woman, Whom
God had super-sublimed to such an extent that She generated without knowing man: a Flower that
generates a Flower, without the need of seed, by a unique kiss of the Sun on the inviolated chalice of
the Lily-Mary.

The revenge of God!

Hiss, O Satan, your hatred while She comes into the world! This
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Child has beaten you! Before you were the Rebel, the Twister, the Corruptor, you were already beaten
and She was your Conqueror. One thousand assembled armies are of no avail against your power, the
arms of men fall before your scales, o Perennial One, and there is no wind capable of dispersing the
stench of your breath. And yet, the heel of this Child, which is so rosy as to look like the inside of a
rosy camellia, and is so smooth and soft that silk seems coarse in comparison, and is so small that it
could enter the chalice of a tulip and make itself a tiny shoe with that vegetable satin, that heel is
crushing your head without any fear and relegates you to your den. And Her cry causes you to flee
away, although you are not afraid of armies. And Her breath purifies the world of your foul smell. You
are defeated. Her name, Her look, Her purity are a lance, a thunderbolt that pierces you and demolishes
you and imprisons you in your den in Hell, o Cursed One, who deprived God of the joy of being the
Father of all men created!

In vain you have corrupted them, who had been created innocent, leading them to knowledge and
conception by means of the sensuousness of lust, depriving God, in His beloved creature, of being the
benefactor of the children according to rules, which, had they been respected, would have kept a
balance on earth between sexes and races, a balance capable of averting wars between peoples and
calamities between families.

By obeying, they would have also known love. Nay, only by obeying they would have known love and
possessed it. A complete and peaceful possession of this gift from God, Who from the supernatural
descends to the inferior, so that also the flesh may rejoice devoutly, since it is united to the spirit and
created by Him Who created the spirit.

Now, men, what is your love, what are your loves? Either lewdness disguised as love or an incurable
fear of losing the love of your partner through her or other people's lewdness. You are never sure of
possessing the heart of your husband or wife, since lust entered the world. And you tremble and cry and
become overwrought with jealousy, sometimes you kill to avenge a betrayal, sometimes you despair,
and sometimes you lack will or even become insane.

This is what you have done, Satan, to the children of God. Those whom you have corrupted, would
have known the joy of having children without suffering any pain and would have experienced the joy
of being born without fear of dying. But now you are beaten in a Woman and by a Woman. From now
on, whoever loves Her will become once again God's own, overcoming your temptations, to be able to
look at Her immaculate purity. From now on mothers, though not able to conceive without pain, will
find comfort

XL



in Her. From now on She will be the guide of married women and the Mother of dying people, so that it
will be sweet to die resting on that breast which is a shield against you, you Cursed One, and against
the wrath of God.

Mary, little voice, you have seen the birth of the Virgin's Son and the assumption of the Virgin to
Heaven. You have therefore seen that the faultless ones are unaware of the pain in giving birth as well
as of the pain in dying. But if the Most Innocent Mother of God was granted the perfection of celestial
gifts, all those who in the First Parents had remained innocent and sons of God, would have generated
without throes as it was fair, having conceived without lust, and they would have died without anxiety.

The sublime victory of God over Satan's revenge was to raise the perfection of the beloved creature to a
super-perfection that should annul at least in one person all recollection of humanity, liable to Satan's
poison, so that the Son should be generated not by a man's chaste embrace, but by a divine embrace
that causes the spirit to change colour in the ecstasy of the Fire.

The Virgin's Virginity!...

Come. Contemplate this deep virginity that gives ecstatic dizziness in its contemplation! What is the
poor enforced virginity of a woman that no man married? Less than nothing. What is the virginity of a
woman who wanted to be a virgin to belong to God, but is so in her body and not in her spirit, where
she allows alien thoughts to enter and entertains allurements of human thoughts? It is a sham virginity.
But still very little. What is the virginity of a cloistered nun who lives only for God? Very much. But it
is never the perfect virginity when compared with My Mother's.

There has always been an association, also in the most holy one. The original association between spirit
and fault. The one that only Baptism dissolves. It dissolves it, but as in the case of a woman separated
from her husband by his death, it does not render virginity complete such as it was in the First Parents
before Sin. A scar remains and hurts causing one to remember it, and it is always ready to become a
sore like certain diseases that periodically are made worse by their virus. In the Virgin there is no sign
of this dissolved association with the Fault. Her soul appears beautiful and intact as when the Father
conceived Her, gathering all graces in Her.

She is the Virgin. She is the Only One. She is the Perfect One. The Complete One. Conceived as such.
Generated as such. Remained such. Crowned such. Eternally such. She is the Virgin. She is the acme of
intangibility, of purity, of grace that is lost in the Abyss from which it emerged: in God: most perfect
Intangibility, Purity, Grace.

That is the revenge of the God Trine and One. Against creatures
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desecrated He raises this Star to perfection. Against pernicious curiosity He raises this Coy Virgin,
contented only with loving God. Against the science of evil, this sublime Innocent Virgin. In Her there
is not only no knowledge of dejected love: there is not only non-acquaintance with the love that God
had given to married people. Much more. In Her there is the absence of incentives, the inheritance of
Sin. In Her there is only the icy and white-hot wisdom of divine love. A fire that strengthens the flesh
with ice, so that it may be a transparent mirror at the altar where God married a Virgin and does not
lower Himself because His perfection embraces Her perfection, which, as it becomes a bride, is only
inferior to His by one point, subject to Him as a Woman, but without fault as He is. »

6. The Purification of Anne and the Offering of Mary.

28th August 1944.

In Jerusalem I see Joachim and Anne, together with Zacharias and Elizabeth, coming out from a house,
which must belong to friends or relatives, and they are turning their steps towards the Temple for the
ceremony of the Purification.

Anne is carrying the Baby, all wrapped up in swaddling clothes, nay, all tied up in a wide garment of
light wool, which, however, must be soft and warm. It is impossible to describe how carefully and
lovingly she carries and watches her little creature, lifting the edge of the fine warm cloth to see if Mary
is breathing freely, and then she readjusts it to protect Her from the sharp air of a clear but cold winter
day.

Elizabeth is holding some parcels in her hands. Joachim is pulling with a rope two big and very white
lambs, that are more like rams than lambs. Zacharias has nothing in his hands. He is handsome in his
linen garment, which can be seen under a white heavy woollen mantle. Zacharias, much younger than
the one already seen at the birth of the Baptist, in his full manhood, as Elizabeth is a mature woman,
but still fresh in her appearance: and she bends in ecstasy over the tiny sleeping face, every time Anne
looks at the Baby. She also looks beautiful in her blue almost dark violet dress and in her veil that
covers her head and then falls on her shoulders, and on the mantle which is darker than her dress.

But Joachim and Anne are certainly solemn in their best clothes. Unexpectedly, he is not wearing his
dark brown tunic. Instead he has on a long garment of a very deep red, which we would now call St.
Joseph's red, and the fringes attached to his mantle are new and beautiful. He, too, is wearing a kind of
a rectangular veil on his head and it is secured with a leather band. Everything is new and of excellent
quality.
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Anne, oh! She is not wearing dark clothes to-day! Her dress is a very pale yellow, almost the colour of
old ivory, tied at her waist, neck and wrists with a large belt that seems of silver and gold. Her head is
covered by a very light damask veil, held at her forehead by a thin but precious plate. She has a filigree
necklace round her neck and bracelets at her wrists. She is like a, queen, also because of the dignity
with which she wears her dress, and particularly her cape, which is of a light yellow colour hemmed
with a Greek fret beautifully embroidered in the same shade.

«You look exactly as the day you got married. I was just a little older than a girl, then, but I still
remember how beautiful and happy you were » says Elizabeth.

«But now I am even more so... and I decided to wear the same dress for this rite. I had kept it for
this... and I was no longer expecting to put it on for this. »

« The Lord has loved you very much... » says Elizabeth sighing.
« And that is why I am giving Him the thing I love most. This flower of mine. »
« How will you be able to tear it from your heart when the time comes? »

« Remembering that I did not have it and that God gave it to me. I shall always be happier now than
then. When I know She is in the Temple I will say to myself: "She is praying near the Tabernacle, She
is praying the God of Israel also for Her mummy" and I will have peace. And a greater peace I will
have in saying: "She belongs entirely to Him. When these two old but happy parents, who received Her
from Heaven, are no longer alive, He, the Eternal, will still be Her Father". Believe me, I am fully
convinced, this little creature is not ours. I was not able to do anything more... He put Her in my
bosom, a divine gift to wipe away my tears and fulfill our hopes and our prayers. That is why She
belongs to Him. We are the happy guardians... and may He be blessed for this! »

They have now reached the walls of the Temple.

« While you go to Nicanor's Gate, I will go and inform the priest. And then I will come, too » Zacharias
says. And he disappears behind an arch leading into a large yard surrounded by porches.

The group continues to proceed along the ensuing terraces. I do not know whether I have said this
before: the enclosure wall of the Temple is not on level ground but it rises up higher and higher by
means of successive terraces. Each terrace is reached by means of a flight of steps and on each terrace
there are yards and porches and beautiful portals wrought in marble, bronze and gold.

Before reaching their destination they stop to take out the contents of the parcels: cakes, I think, which
are wide and flat and very greasy, some white flour, two doves in a small wicker cage and some big
silver coins: they are quite heavy but fortunately
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garments did not have pockets in those days. They would have made holes in them.

Here is the beautiful Gate of Nicanor, all chiselled in heavy bronze silver plating. Zacharias is already
there beside a stately priest dressed in linen.

Anne is sprinkled with what I suppose is lustral water and then she is instructed to move towards the
altar of the sacrifice. The Child is no longer in her arms. Elizabeth, who has stopped at this side of the
Gate, has taken Her.

Joachim, instead, enters behind his wife, dragging a miserable bleating lamb. And I... I do exactly what
I did on the occasion of Mary's purification: I close my eyes not to see any slaughter.

Now Anne is purified.

Zacharias whispers something to his colleague, who nods smiling. He then approaches the group which
has reassembled and congratulating the mother and father on their joy and their loyalty to the promises,
he is given the second lamb, the flour and the cakes.

« So this daughter is sacred to the Lord? May His blessing be with Her and with you. Here Anna is
coming. She will be one of Her teachers. Anna of Phanuel of the tribe of Asher. Come here, woman.
This little one is offered to the Temple as a victim of praise. You will be Her teacher and She will grow
holy under your guidance. »

Anna, already completely grey, fondles the Child, who has awakened and is looking with Her innocent
and surprised eyes at all the white and gold lit up by the sun.

The ceremony must be over. I did not see any special rite for the offering of Mary. Perhaps it was
sufficient to tell the priest, and above all God, at the sacred place.

« I would like to give the offering to the Temple and go over there where I saw the light last year »

They go accompanied by Anna of Phanuel. They do not enter the actual Temple; since they are women
and it is the case of a little girl, it is understandable that they do not even go where Mary went to offer
Her Son. But very close to the wide open door, they look into the half-dark inside from which sweet
songs of girls can be heard and where precious lamps are lit and spread a golden light on two flower
beds of white veiled heads: two real flowerbeds of lilies.

« In three years' time You will be there too, my Lily » promises Anne to Mary, Who looks fascinated at
the inside and smiles at the slow song.

« You would say that She understands » says Anna of Phanuel. « She is a beautiful child! She will be as
dear to me as if She were my own. I promise you, mother. If I shall be granted to be so. »

« You shall, woman » Zacharias says. « You will receive Her
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amongst the sacred girls. I also shall be there. I want to be there that day to tell Her to pray for us from
the very first moment... » and he looks at his wife who understands and sighs.

The ceremony is over and Anna of Phanuel withdraws, while the others leave the Temple speaking to
one another.

I hear Joachim say: « Not only two lambs and the best, but I would have given all my lambs for this joy
and to praise God! » I do not see anything else.

Jesus says:

« Solomon in his Wisdom says: "Whoever is a child, let him come to me". And really from the
stronghold, from the walls of her city, Eternal Wisdom said to the Eternal Maiden: "Come to Me",
longing to have Her. Later the Son of the Most Pure Maiden will say: "Let little children come to Me
because the Kingdom of Heaven is theirs, and those who do not become like them will not have any
part in My Kingdom". The voices follow one another and while the voice of Heaven cries to little
Mary: "Come to Me", the voice of Man says, and thinks of His Mother in saying so: "Come to Me if
you can be like children".

I give you My Mother as a model.

Here is the perfect Maiden with the pure and simple heart of a dove, here is the One Whom years and
worldly contacts do not make defiant in the cruelty of a corrupted, twisted, false spirit. Because She
does not want it. Come to Me, looking at Mary.

Since you see Her, tell me: Is Her glance as an infant very different from the one you saw She had at
the foot of the Cross or in the delight of Pentecost or when Her eyelids closed upon Her innocent eyes
for Her last sleep? No. Here is the uncertain and astonished glance of an infant, then it will be the
amazed and modest look of the Annunciation, and then the happy one of the Mother in Bethlehem, then
the worshipping glance of My first and sublime Disciple, then the tormented one of the Tortured
Mother on Golgotha, then the radiant glance of Resurrection and Pentecost, then the veiled look of the
ecstatic sleep of the last vision. But whether it opens at the first sight, or closes tired on the last light,
after seeing so much of joy and horror, Her eye is the clear, pure, placid piece of the sky that always
shines below Mary's forehead. Wrath, falsehood, pride, lewdness, hatred, curiosity never soil it with
their smoky clouds.

It is the eye that looks at God lovingly, whether it cries or laughs, and that for God's sake fondles and
forgives and bears everything, and by the love of God is rendered unassailable to the assaults of Evil,
that so often makes use of the eye to penetrate the heart. It is the pure, restful, blessing eye that the
pure, the saints, the lovers of God possess.
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I said: "The lamp Of the body is the eye. If your eye is sound, your whole body will be filled with light.
But if your eye is diseased, your whole body will be all darkness". Saints possessed this eye which is
the light for the soul and salvation for the flesh, because like Mary throughout their lives they looked
only at God. Een more: they remembered God.

I will explain to you, My little voice, the meaning of this word of Mine. »

7. The Son Has Put His Wisdom on His Mother's Lips.

29th August 1944.

I see Anne once again: since yesterday evening I see her thus: sitting at the entrance of the shady
pergola, busy at her needlework. She is wearing a grey sand coloured dress, a very simple one and very
wide, probably because of the great heat.

At the end of the pergola the mowers can be seen cutting the hay. But it cannot be first-crop hay
because the grapes are almost golden coloured and the fruits of a large apple-tree are like shiny yellow
and red wax. The cornfield is nothing but stubble with poppies waving like tiny flames and stiff and
clear cornflowers shaped like stars and as blue as the eastern sky.

A little Mary comes forwards from the shady pergola: She is already quick and independent. Her short
step is steady and Her white sandals do hot stumble amongst the pebbles. Her graceful gait already
resembles the slightly undulating step of a dove, and She is all white - like a little dove - in Her linen
dress which reachesdown to Her ankles. It is a wide dress curled at the neck by a blue ribbon and the
short sleeves show rosy and plump forearms. She looks like a little angel: Her hair is silky and honey-
blonde, not very curly but gracefully wavy ending in curls: Her eyes are sky blue, Her sweet little face
is rosy and smiling. Also the breeze that through Her wide sleeves inflates the shoulders of Her linen
dress helps to give Her the appearance of a little angel having his wings half-open ready to fly.

She has in Her hands poppies, cornflowers and other flowers that grow in cornfields, but I do not know
their names. She is walking and when She is near Her mother She starts running, shouting joyfully and,
like a little dove, She ends Her flight against Her mother's knees: she has opened them to receive Her.
Anne has put her needlework aside so that She would not get pricked and has opened her arms to
embrace Her.

So far yesterday evening. This morning She reappears and continues as follows.

« Mummy, Mummy! » The little white dove is completely in the nest of Her mother's knees, touching
the short grass with Her little
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feet and hiding Her face in Her mother's lap, so that only Her golden hair can be seen on the nape of
Her neck over which Anne bends to kiss it fondly.

Then Se lifts Her head and offers Her mother flowers. They are all for Her mummy and of each one
She tells the story She has invented.

This blue and big one, is a star which has come down from Heaven to bring the kiss of the Lord to My
mummy. Here: kiss this little celestial flower there, on its heart, and you will see that it tastes of God.

This other one, instead, which is a paler blue, like daddy's eyes, has written on its leaves that the Lord
loves daddy very much because he is good.

And this tiny little one, the only one to be found, (it is a myosote), is the one that God made to tell
Mary that He loves Her.

And these red ones, does mummy know what they are? They are pieces of king David's dress, stained
with the blood of the enemies of Israel and sown on the battlefields and the fields of victory. They
originate from those strips of the heroic regal dress torn in the struggle for the Lord.

Instead this white and gentle one, that seems to be made with seven silk cups looking up to the sky, full
of perfumes, and that was growing over there, near the spring - daddy picked it for Her amongst the
thorns - is made with the dress of Solomon. He wore it, so many many years before, in the same month
in which his little granddaughter was born, when he walked in the midst of the multitudes of Israel
before the Ark and the Tabernacle, in the splendid majesty of his robes. And he rejoiced because of the
cloud which returned to encircle his glory, and he sang the canticle and the prayer of his joy.

« I want to be always like this flower, and like the wise king I want to sing throughout My life canticles
and prayers before the Tabernacle » ends Mary.

« How do You know these holy things, my darling? Who told You? Your father? »

«No. I do not know who it is. I think I have always known them. Perhaps there is one who tells Me and
I do not see him. Perhaps one of the angels that God sends to speak to good people. Mummy, will you
tell Me another story? »

« Oh, my dear! Which story do You wish to know? »

Mary is thinking, deeply absorbed in Her thoughts. Her expression should be immortalized in a
portrait. The shadows of Her thoughts are reflected on Her childish face. There are smiles and sighs,
sunshine and clouds, thinking of the history of Israel. Then She makes up Her mind: « Once again the
story of Gabriel and Daniel, where Christ is promised. »
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And She listens, with Her eyes closed, repeating in a low voice the words Her mother says, as if to
rememer them better. When Anne comes to the end She asks: « How long will it be before we have the
Immanuel? »

« About thirty years, my darling. »

« Such a long time! And I shall be in the Temple... Tell Me, if I should pray very hard, so hard, day
and night, night and day, and I wanted to belong only to God, for all My life, for this purpose, would
the Eternal Father grant Me the grace of sending the Messiah to His people sooner? »

«I do not know, my dear. The Prophet states: "Seventy weeks". I do not think a prophecy can be
wrong. But the Lord is so good » she hastens to add, seeing tears appear on the fair eyelashes of her
child, « the Lord is so good that I believe that if You do pray very hard, so hard, He will hear Your
prayer. »

A smile appears once again on Her little face, which She has lifted up towards Her mother and the rays
of the sun, filtering through the vine branches cause Her tears to shine like dew-drops on very thin
stems of alpine moss.

« Then I will pray and I shall be a virgin for this. »
« But do you know what that means? »

« It means that one does not know human love, but only the love of God. It means that one has no other
thought but for the Lord. It means to remain children in the flesh and angels in the heart. It means that
one has no yes but to look at God, and ears to listen to Him, and a mouth to praise Him, hands to offer
oneself as a victim, feet to follow Him fast, and a heart and a life to be given to Him. »

«May God bless You! But then You will never have any children, and yet You love babies and little
lambs and doves so much... Do You know that? A baby is for his mother like a little white and curly
lamb, he is like a little dove with silk feathers and coral mouth to be loved and kissed and heard say:
"Mummy!" »

« It does not matter. I shall belong to God. I shall pray in the Temple. And perhaps one day I will see
the Immanuel. The Virgin who is to be His Mother must be already born, as the great Prophet says, and
She is in the Temple... I will be Her companion... and maidservant. Oh! Yes. If I could only meet Her,
by God's light, I would like to serve Her, the Blessed One. And later, She would bring Me Her Son,
She would take Me to Her Son, and I would serve Him too... Just think, mummy!... To serve the
Messiah!! » Mary is overcome by this thought that exalts Her and makes Her totally humble at the same
time. With Her hands crossed over Her breast and Her little head slightly bent forward and flushed with
emotion, She is like an infantile reproduction of the Annunciation that I saw. She resumes: « But will
the King of Israel, the Lord's Anointed, allow Me to serve Him? »
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«Have no doubts about that. Does King Solomon not say: "There are sixty queens and eighty
concubines and countless maidens?" You can see that in the King's palace there will be countless
maidens serving the Lord. »

« Oh! You can see then that I must be a virgin? I must. If He wants a virgin as His Mother, it means
that He loves virginity above all things. I want Him to love Me, His maiden, because of the virginity
which will make Me somewhat like His beloved Mother... This is what I want... I would also like to be
a sinner, a big sinner, if I were not afraid of offending the Lord... Tell Me, mummy, can one be a
sinner out of love of God?. »

« But what are You saying, my dear? I don't understand You. »

«I mean: to commit a sin in order to be loved by God, Who becomes the Saviour. Who is lost, is
saved. Isn't that so? I would like to be saved by the Saviour to receive His loving look. That is why I
would like to sin, but not to commit a sin that would disgust Him. How can He save Me if I do not get
lost? »

Anne is dumbfounded. She does not know what to say.

Joachim helps her. He has approached them walking noiselessly on the grass, behind the low hedge of
vine-shoots. « He has saved You beforehand, because He knows that You love Him and You want to
love Him only. So You are already redeemed and You can be a virgin as You wish » says Joachim.

«Is that true, daddy? » Mary embraces his knees and looks at him with Her clear blue eyes, so like Her
father's and so happy because of this hope She gets from Her father.

«It is true, my little darling. Look! I was just bringing You this little sparrow, that at its first flight
landed near the spring. I could have left it there but its weak wings did not have enough strength to fly
off again, and its tiny legs could not hold it on to the slippery moss stones. It would have fallen into the
water. But I did not wait for that. I took it and now I am giving it to You. You will do what you like
with it. The fact is that it was saved before it fell into the danger. God has done the same with You.
Now, tell me, Mary: have I loved the sparrow more by saving it beforehand, or would I have loved it
more saving it afterwards? »

« You have loved it now, because you did not let it get hurt in the cold water. »
« And God has loved You more, because He has loved You before You sinned. »

« And I will love Him wholeheartedly. Wholeheartedly. My beautiful little sparrow, I am like you. The
Lord has loved us both equally, by saving us... I will now rear you and then I will let you go. And you
in the forest and I in the Temple will sing the praises of God, and we shall say: "Please send the One
You promised to those who expect Him". Oh! Daddy, when are you taking Me to
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the Temple? »

« Soon, my dear. But are You not sorry to leave Your father? »

« Yes, very much! But you will come... in any case, if it did not hurt, what sacrifice would it be? »
« And will You remember us? »

« I always will. After the prayer for the Immanuel I will pray for you. That God may give you joy and a
long life... until the day He becomes the Saviour. Then I will ask Him to take you to the celestial
Jerusalem. »

The vision ends with Mary tightly clasped in Her father's arms.

Jesus says:

«I can already hear the comments of the doctors with captious objections: "How can a little girl not yet
three years old speak thus? It is an exaggeration". And they do not consider that they make a monster of
Me by ascribing adults' actions to My own childhood.

Intelligence is not given to everybody in the same way and at the same time. The Church has fixed the
age of reason at six years of age, because that is the age when even a backward child can tell good from
evil, at least in basically important matters. But there are children who long before that age are capable
of discerning and understanding and wanting with sufficiently developed discretion. Little Imelde
Lambertini, Rosa da Viterbo, Nellie Organ, Nennolina, may give you confirmation, o difficult doctors,
to believe that My Mother was able to think and speak like that. I have quoted four names at random
amongst the thousands of holy children who populate My Paradise, after reasoning on earth as adults
for possibly more or fewer years.

What is reason? A gift of God. God can therefore give it as He wishes, to whom He wishes and when
He wishes. Reason in fact is one of the things that make you more like God, the Intelligent and
Reasoning Spirit. Reason and intelligence were graces given by God to Man in the Earthly Paradise.
How full of life they were, when Grace was alive, still intact and active in the spirit of the first two
Parents!

In the Book of Jesus Ben Sirach it is stated: "All wisdom is from the Lord, and it is His own for ever".
What wisdom, therefore, would men have had, had they remained children of God?

The gaps in your intelligence are the natural fruits of your fall from Grace and honesty. By losing
Grace you banished Wisdom for centuries. As a meteor which is hidden behind masses of clouds,
Wisdom no longer reached you with its bright flashes, but through Mist which your prevarications have
rendered thicker and thicker.

Then Christ came and He restored Grace, the supreme gift of the love of God. But do you know how to
keep this gem clear and pure?



No, you do not. When you do not crush it with your individual will in sinning, you soil it with your
continuous minor faults, your weaknesses, your attachment to vice. Such attempts, even if they are not
a proper marriage with the septiform vice, are a weakening of the light of Grace and of its activity. And
then, to weaken the magnificent light of intelligence that God had given the First Parents, you have
centuries and centuries of corruption, which exert a harmful influence on the body and on the mind.

But Mary was not only the Pure, the new Eve created for the joy of God: She was the super Eve, the
Masterpiece of the Most High, She was the Full of Grace, the Mother of the Word in the mind of God.

Jesus Ben Sirach says: "Source of Wisdom is the Word". Will the Son therefore not have put His
wisdom on His Mother's lips?

If the mouth of a Prophet was purified with embers, because he had to repeat to men the words that the
Word, the Wisdom, entrusted to Him, will Love not have cleansed and exalted the speech of his infant
Spouse Who was to bear the Word, so that She should no longer speak as a little girl and then as a
woman, but only and always as a celestial creature melted in the great light and wisdom of God?

The miracle is not in the superior intelligence shown by Mary in Her childhood, as afterwards it was by
Me. The miracle is in containing the Infinite Intelligence, that dwelt there, within suitable bounds, so
that crowds should not be startled and satanic attention should not be awakened.

I will talk again on this subject which is part of the "remembrance" which saints have of God. »

8. Mary Is Presented in the Temple.
30th August 1944.

I see Mary between Her father and mother walking in the streets in Jerusalem.

Passers-by stop to look at the beautiful Girl all dressed in white and wearing a very light mantle. The
mantle, because of its design in branches and flowers, which are a little darker against the soft
background, seems to be the same one that Anne was wearing on the day of her Purification. The only
difference is that while it reached down to Anne's waist, in the case of Mary, Who is only a little girl, it
reaches down to Her ankles and envelops Her in a small light and bright cloud of rare beauty.

Her fair hair, loose on Her shoulders, or rather, on Her gentle neck, shines through the veil where there
is no pattern, but only the very light background. The veil is held on Her forehead by a very pale blue
ribbon, on which small lilies are embroidered with
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silver threads, certainly the work of Her mother.

As I said, the snow white dress reaches down to the ground, and Her little feet can just be seen, as She
walks, in Her white sandals. Her hands are like two magnolia petals, peeping from the long sleeves.
Apart from the blue ribbon, there is no other colour. It is all white. Mary seems to be dressed in snow.

Joachim is wearing the same garment he had on for the Purification. Anne, instead, is wearing a very
dark violet dress. Also the mantle, which also covers her head, is dark violet. She is holding it lowered
below her eyes. Two poor eyes of a mother, red with tears, that do not wish to weep and above all do
not wish to be seen crying, but can but shed tears under the protection of the mantle, a protection that
serves its purpose with regard to passersby and also to Joachim, whose eyes, usually clear, are to-day
red and dull, because of the tears he has shed and is still shedding. He is walking with a stoop, his head
is covered by a veil worn in the fashion of a turban, 'with the folds hanging down along his face.

A very old Joachim. Whoever sees him, must think that he is the grandfather or the great grandfather of
the little girl he is holding by the hand. The pain of losing Her causes the poor father to drag his feet
and he is so weary that he looks twenty years older. He is so sad and tired that he looks like an old sick
man. His mouth trembles slightly between the two wrinkles that at the sides of his nose are so deep
today.

They are both endeavouring to conceal their tears. But if they are successful with many people, they are
not with Mary, Who, because of Her height, sees them from below, and lifting Her head looks at Her
father and mother alternately. They make an effort to smile at Her with their trembling mouths and they
hold Her tiny hand tighter every time their little daughter looks at them and smiles. They must be
thinking: « There. A smile to be seen one time less. »

They proceed slowly. Very slowly. They seem to be wishing to protract their journey for as long as
possible. Everything serves as a pretext to stop... But a journey must come to an end! And this one is
about to end. Up there, at the top of this last stretch of the road, there are the Temple walls. Anne utters
a groan and holds Mary's hand tighter.

« Anne, my dear, I am here with you! » a voice utters, coming out from the shade of a low arch built
over a cross-roads. And Elizabeth, who was waiting for them, approaches her and embraces her. And
since Anne is crying she says: « Come into this friendly house for a little while. Then we shall go
together. Also Zacharias is here. »

They all enter a low dark room where the only light is a big fire. The landlady, obviously a friend of
Elizabeth's, but unknown to
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Anne, kindly withdraws and leaves them alone.

« You must not think that I am repenting or I am giving my treasure to the Lord unwillingly » explains
Anne crying, « but it's my heart... oh! how my heart aches, my old heart that is returning to its childless
solitude! If you could only feel... »

« I know, my dear Anne... But you are good and God will console you in your solitude. Mary will pray
for the peace of Her mother. Won't you, Mary? »

Mary caresses Her mother's hands and kisses them. She presses them to Her face to be caressed and
Anne holds Her little face tightly in her hands and kisses it repeatedly. She is never tired of kissing Her.

Zacharias enters and greets them saying: « May the peace of the Lord be with the just. »

«Yes » replies Joachim, « implore peace for us, because our hearts are trembling in our offer, as
Abraham's did, while he was climbing the mountain, but we shall not find another offer to replace this
one. Neither do we want it, because we are faithful to the Lord. But we are suffering, Zacharias. Since
you are a priest of God, please understand us and do not be perturbed. »

«Never. On the contrary, your sorrow which does not go beyond reasonable limits and does not shake
your faith, teaches me how to love the Most High. But take heart. Anna, the prophetess, will take care
of this flower of David and Aaron. At present She is the only lily of David's holy issue in the Temple
and She will be taken care of as a royal pearl. Although we are approaching the time when the Messiah
is to come, and the women belonging to the house of David should be anxious to consecrate their
daughters to the Temple, because the Messiah will be born of a virgin of David's issue, yet, because of
the general weakening of faith, the places of the virgins in the Temple are empty. They are too few and
none of the royal offspring, since Sarah of Elisha left three years ago to get married. It is true that there
are still thirty years to the appointed time, but... Well let us hope that Mary will be the first of many
virgins of David's offspring before the Sacred Veil. And then... who knows... » Zacharias does not say
anything else. But he looks at Mary thoughtfully. Then he resumes: « Also I will watch over Her. [ am a
priest and I have power in here. I will make use of it for this angel. And Elizabeth will often come to
see Her. »

« Oh! Certainly! I am in such need of God that I will come and tell this little Girl, so that She may tell
the Eternal One. »

Anne has taken heart again. To relieve her anxiety even more Elizabeth asks her: « Is this not the veil
of your wedding? Or have you been weaving new byssus? »

«It is. I am consecrating it to the Lord with Her. My eyes are no longer so good... and also our wealth
has been reduced by taxation
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and misfortunes... I could not afford heavy expenses. I have only seen to Her clothing for the time She
will be in the House of the Lord and afterwards... Because I do not think that I shall be there to dress
Her for Her wedding... but I want it to be the hands of Her mummy, even if cold and motionless, which
prepare Her for the wedding and weave Her linens and dresses. »

« Oh! Why think of that!? »

« I am old, my dear cousin. I have never felt it so much as I do now in my great pain. I have given the
last ounce of strength in my life to this flower, to bear Her and to nourish Her, and now the pain of
losing Her is drawing my last strength away and dispersing it. »

« Don't say that, for Joachim's sake. »
«Yes, you are quite right. I will try and live for my husband. »

Joachim pretends he has not heard, intent as he is on listening to Zacharias, but he has heard and he
sighs deeply, his eyes shining with tears.

« It is between the third and the sixth hour. I think we ought to go » Zacharias says.
They all get up to put on their mantles and set off.

But before going out Mary kneels down on the threshold with Her arms stretched out: a little imploring
cherub. « Father! Mother! Your blessing, please. »

She is not crying, the little brave girl. But Her lips are trembling and Her voice, broken by a sob,
resembles more than ever the trembling cooing of a little dove. Her face is pale, and Her eyes have the
look of resigned distress which I will see again on Calvary and in the Sepulchre, where it was so much
more intense that it was impossible to look at Her without deep suffering.

Her parents bless Her and kiss Her: once, twice, ten times, they are never satisfied... Elizabeth is
weeping silently and Zacharias, notwithstanding his efforts to conceal his tears, is deeply moved.

They go out. Mary is between Her father and mother as before. Zacharias and his wife are in front of
them.

They are now inside the walls of the Temple. « I will go to the High Priest. You go to the Great
Terrace. »

They go across three yards and through three halls, set one upon the other. They are now at the foot of
the huge marble cube crowned with gold. Every dome, convex like a huge half orange, blazes in the
sun, which now, at midday, is shining down directly on to the large yard surrounding the solemn
building and is filling with its dazzling light the large square and the wide flight of steps leading up to
the Temple. Only the porch facing the steps, along the facade, is in the shade and the very high bronze
and gold door is even darker and more solemn looking in so much light.

Mary looks whiter than snow in so much sunshine. She is now at the foot of the steps, between Her
father and Her mother. How
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violently their hearts must be throbbing! Elizabeth is beside Anne, but a little behind her, about half a
step.

Upon the blare of silver trumpets the door rotates on its hinges, which seem to be emitting the sound of
a cithern, while turning on the bronze balls. The interior appears with its lamps in the far end and a
procession is moving towards the door, a stately procession with silver trumpets, clouds of incense and
lights.

It is now at the threshold. In front is the High Priest... a stately old man, dressed in very fine linen, and
wearing over his linen dress a short linen tunic and on top of it a kind of chasuble, something
multicoloured between a chasuble and a deacon's vestment: purple and gold, violet and white alternate
and sparkle like gems in the sun: two real gems are shining more brightly at the top of his shoulders.
Perhaps they are buckles with their precious settings. On his breast there is a large metal plate shining
with gems and held by a gold chain. Pendants and trimmings gleam on the hem of his short tunic and
gold shines above his forehead on his mitre, that reminds me of the mitre worn by Orthodox priests, a
mitre shaped as a dome instead of being pointed like the Roman Catholic one.

The solemn personage moves forward, alone, as far as the beginning of the steps, in the golden
sunshine that makes him look even more splendid. The others stand waiting under the shady porch, in a
circle outside the door. On the left there is a group of girls, all dressed in white, with prophetess Anna
and other elderly ladies, obviously teachers.

The High Priest looks at the little Girl and smiles. She must look very tiny at the foot of the flight of
steps worthy of an Egyptian temple! He lifts his arms to the sky in prayer. They all bow their heads in
perfect humility before the priestly majesty communicating with the Eternal Majesty.

Then, he beckons to Mary. And She departs from Her mother and father, and as if fascinated, climbs
the steps. And She smiles. She smiles in the shade of the Temple, where the precious Veil is hanging...
She is now at the top of the steps, at the feet of the High Priest, who imposes his hand on Her head. The
victim has been accepted. Which purer victim had the Temple ever received?

Then he turns round and holding his hand on Her shoulder as if he were leading the immaculate little
Lamb to the altar, he takes Her to the Temple door. Before letting Her in, he asks Her: « Mary of
David, are You aware of Your vow? » When She replies « Yes » in Her silvery voice, he cries out:
« Go in, then. Walk in my presence and be perfect. »

Mary enters and is swallowed up by the darkness. The group of virgins and teachers, then the Levites
hide and isolate Her more and more... She can no longer be seen...
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Also the door is now closing on its sweet-sounding hinges. Through the gap which is becoming
narrower and narrower, the procession can be seen advancing towards the Holy of Holies. Now it is
only a thread. Now it is no more: it is closed.

The last chord of the harmonious hinges is replied to by a sob from the two old parents and by a joint
cry: « Mary! Daughter! » and then two groans, the one invoking the other: « Anne! » « Joachim! » and
they finish whispering: « Let us give glory to the Lord Who is receiving Her in His House and is
leading Her along His path. »

It all ends thus.

Jesus says:

« The High Priest had said: "Walk in my presence and be perfect". The High Priest did not know that
he was speaking to the Woman Who is inferior in perfection only to God. But he was speaking in the
name of God, and therefore his order was a sacred one. It is always sacred, particularly with regard to
the Virgin Full of Wisdom.

Mary had deserved that "Wisdom should precede Her and show Itself to Her first", because "from the
beginning of Her day She had watched at Its door, and wishing to be taught, out of love, She wanted to
be pure to achieve perfect love and deserve to have Wisdom as Her teacher".

In Her humility She did not know that She possessed Wisdom before being born and that the union
with Wisdom was but the continuation of the divine pulsations of Paradise. She could not imagine that.
And when God whispered sublime words to Her in the depths of Her heart, in Her humility She
considered them thoughts of pride and raising Her innocent heart to God, She besought Him: "Lord,
have mercy on Thy Servant!"

Oh! It is true that the True Wise Virgin, the Eternal Virgin, has had only one thought from the dawn of
Her day: to raise Her heart to God from the morning of life and to watch for the Lord, praying before
the Most High, asking forgiveness for the weaknesses of Her heart, as Her humility convinced Her, and
She was not aware that She was anticipating the request for forgiveness for sinners, which She would
later make at the foot of the Cross, together with Her dying Son.

"When the great Lord will decide, She will be filled with the Spirit of intelligence" and will then
understand Her great mission. For the time being She is only a child, who in the sacred peace of the
Temple, establishes and re-establishes closer and closer connections, affections and memories with Her
God.

This is for everybody.

But for you, My little Mary, has your Teacher nothing special to tell you? "Walk in My presence, be
therefore perfect". I am slightly

LVI



modifying the sacred phrase and I am giving it to you as an order. Be perfect in love, perfect in
generosity, perfect in suffering.

Look once again at Mother. And consider what so many ignore or wish to ignore, because sorrow is too
irksome to their taste and their spirit. Sorrow. Mary suffered from the very first hour of Her life. To be
perfect as She was, implied the possession of a perfect sensitivity. Consequently sacrifice was to be
more piercing, And thus more meritorious. He who possesses purity possesses love, who possesses love
possesses wisdom, who possesses wisdom possesses generosity and heroism, because he knows why he
makes a sacrifice.

Raise your spirit, even if the cross bends you, breaks you and kills you. God is with you. »

9. Death of Joachim and Anne.

31st August 1944.
Jesus says:

«Like a quick winter twilight when an ice-cold wind gathers clouds in the sky, the lives of My
grandparents had a quick decline, after the Sun of their lives was placed to shine before the Sacred Veil
of the Temple.

But it is said:
"Wisdom brings up her own sons,
and cares for those who seek her.
Whoever loves her loves life,
those who wait on her will enjoy peace.
Those who serve her, minister to the Holy One
and the Lord loves those who love her.
If he trusts himself to her he will inherit her
and his descendants will remain in possession of her
because she accompanies him in his trials.
First of all she selects him,
then she brings fear and faintness on him,
ploughing him with her discipline,
until she has tested him in his thoughts
and she can trust him.
In the end she will make him firm,
will lead him back to the straight road
and make him happy.
She will reveal her secrets to him,
She will place in him treasures of science,
and knowledge of justice".

Yes, all this has been said. The books of wisdom may be applied to all men, who will find guidance in
them and a light for their
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behaviour. But happy are those who can be recognised amongst the spiritual lovers of Wisdom.

I surrounded Myself with wise people, in My human kinship. Anne, Joachim, Joseph, Zacharias, and
even more Elizabeth, and then the Baptist, are they not real wise people? Not to mention My Mother,
the abode of Wisdom.

Wisdom had inspired My grandparents how to live in a way which was agreeable to God, from their
youth to their death, and like a tent protecting from the fury of the elements, Wisdom had protected
them from the danger of sin. The sacred fear of God is the root of the tree of wisdom, that thrusts its
branches far and wide to reach with its top tranquil love in its peace, peaceful love in its security,
secure love in its faithfulness, faithful love in its intensity: the total, generous, effective love of saints.

"Who loves her, loves life and will inherit Life" says Ecclesiasticus. This sentence is linked with Mine:
"Who loses his life for My sake, will save it". Because we are not referring to the poor life of this
world, but to the eternal life, not to the joys of one hour, but to the immortal ones.

Joachim and Anne loved Wisdom thus. And Wisdom was with them in their trials.

How many trials they experienced, whilst you, men, do not want to have to suffer and cry, simply
because you think that you are not completely wicked! How many trials these two just people suffered,
and they deserved to have Mary as their daughter! Political persecutions had driven them out of the
land of David, and made them excessively poor. They had felt sadness in seeing their years fading
through without a flower that would say to them: "I shall be your continuation". And afterwards, the
anxiety of having a daughter in their old age when they were certain they would never see Her grow
into a woman. And then the obligation of tearing Her from their hearts to offer Her on the altar of God.
And again: their life became an even more painful silence, now that they were accustomed to the
chirping of their little dove, to the noise of Her little steps, to the smiles and kisses of their creature,
having to wait for the hour of God, their only company being the memories of the past. And much
more... Diseases, calamities of inclement weather, the arrogance of mighty ones of the earth... so many
blows of battering rams on the weak castle of their modest possessions. And it is not enough: the pain
for their far away creature, who was going to be left lonely and poor and, notwithstanding their cares
and sacrifices, would get only the remains of Her father's property. And how will She find such
remains, since they will be left uncultivated for many years, awaiting Her return? Fears, trials,
temptations. And yet, loyalty to God for ever!

Their strongest temptation: not to deny their declining lives the
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consolation of their daughter's presence. But children belong first to God and then to their parents.
Every son can say what I said to My Mother: "Do you not know that I must be busy with My Father's
affairs?" And every father, every mother must learn the attitude to be maintained looking at Mary and
Joseph in the Temple, at Anne and Joachim in the house of Nazareth, a house which was becoming
more and more forlorn and sad, but where one thing never diminished, but increased continuously: the
holiness of two hearts, the holiness of a marriage.

What light is left to Joachim, an invalid, and to his sorrowful wife, in the long and silent nights of two
old people who feel they are about to die? Only the little dresses, the first pair of little sandals, the
simple toys of their little daughter, now far away, and memories of Her, memories... And peace when
they say: "We are suffering, but we have done our duty of love towards God".

And then they were overcome by a supernatural joy shining with a celestial light, a joy unknown to the
children of the world, a joy that does not fade away when heavy eyelashes close on two dying eyes: on
the contrary, it shines brighter in the last hour, illuminating the truth that had been hidden within them
throughout their lives. Like a butterfly in its cocoon, the truth in them gave faint indications of its
presence, just soft flashes, whereas now it opens its wings to the sun and shows its beautiful
decorations. And their lives passed away in the certainty of a happy future for themselves and their
descendants, their trembling lips murmuring words of praise to God.

Such was the death of my grandparents. Such as their holy lives deserved. Because of their holiness,
they deserved to be the first guardians of the Virgin Beloved by God, and only when a greater Sun
showed itself at the end of their days, they realized the grace God had granted them.

Because of their holiness, Anne suffered no pain in giving birth to her child: it was the ecstasy of the
bearer of the Faultless One. Neither of them suffered the throes of death, but only a weakness that fades
away, as a star softly disappears when the sun rises at dawn. And if they did not have the consolation of
having Me present, as Wisdom Incarnate, as Joseph had, I was invisibly present, whispering sublime
words, bending over their pillows, to send them to sleep, awaiting their triumph.

Someone may ask: "Why did they not have to suffer when generating and dying, since they were
children of Adam?" My answer is: "If the Baptist, who was a son of Adam, and had been conceived
with the original sin, was presanctified by Me in his mother's womb, simply because I approached her,
was no grace to be granted to the mother of the Holy and Faultless One, Who had been preserved by
God and bore God in Her almost divine spirit,
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in Her most pure heart, and was never separated from Him, since She was created by the Father and
was conceived in a womb, and then received into Heaven to possess God in glory for ever and ever?" 1
also answer: "An upright conscience gives a peaceful death and the prayers of saints will obtain such a
death for you".

Joachim and Anne had a whole life of upright conscience behind them and such a life rose like a
beautiful landscape and led them to Heaven, while their Holy Daughter was praying before the
Tabernacle of God for Her parents far away, whom She had postponed to God, Summum Bonum, and
yet She loved them, as the law and Her feeling commanded, with a perfect supernatural love. »

10. Mary's Canticle Imploring the Coming of the Christ.

2nd September 1944.

Only yesterday evening, Friday, I began to see. I saw nothing but a very young Mary, twelve years old
at most, Her face no longer roundish, as is typical of children, but already showing the future outlines
of a woman in a perfect oval. Also Her hair is no longer falling loose on Her neck in soft curls, but it is
plaited and two thick braids fall over Her shoulders down to Her waist. Her hair is a very pale gold
colour, so light that it seems to be blended with silver. Her face is more pensive and mature, although it
is the face of a young girl, a beautiful and pure girl, all dressed in white. She is sewing in a very small
room, which is also completely white, and through the wide open window one can see the imposing
central part of the Temple, the flights of steps of the yards and porches. Beyond the enclosure wall also
the town can be seen with its streets, houses, gardens, and in the background the humped green top of
the Mount of Olives.

Mary is sewing and singing in a low voice. I do not know whether it is a sacred song or not. It says:
« Like a star in clear water
a light is shining within My heart.
It has been with Me since My childhood
and it guides Me tenderly with love.
In the depths of My heart there is a song.
Where does it come from?
Man, you do not know.
It comes from where the Holy One rests.
I look at My clear star
And I do not want anything,
Not even the sweetest and dearest thing,
Except this sweet light that is all Mine.
You brought Me down from the Heavens above,

LX



O star of Mine, into the womb of a mother,
Now You live in Me, but beyond the veil

I see Your glorious face, Father.

When will You grant Your servant the honour
Of being the humble maid of the Saviour?
Send us the Messiah from Heaven,

Accept, Holy Father, the offer of Mary. »

Mary is now quiet. She smiles and sighs, then She kneels down in prayer. Her little face is shining
brightly. She is looking upwards, towards the clear blue summer sky and Her face seems to be
absorbing and then radiating all the brightness in the air. Or rather, it looks as if from within Her a
hidden sun is radiating its rays and lighting up Her face, colouring Her snow-white flesh with a light
rosy hue. And the light from Her face spreads out towards the world and the sun shining on the world: a
blessing and a promise of much good.

While Mary is getting up after Her prayer, with ecstatic brightness still on Her face, old Anna of
Phanuel enters the room. She stands still, amazed or at least wondering at Mary's attitude and
appearance.

Then she calls Her: « Mary! » and the Girl turns round with a smile, a different one but still so beautiful
and says: « Peace to you, Anna. »

« Were You praying? Are Your prayers never enough for You? »

« My prayers would be enough. But I speak to God. Anna, you cannot imagine how close I feel Him.
More than close, within My heart. May God forgive Me My pride. But I do not feel lonely. See? Over
there, in that House of gold and snow, behind the double Curtain, there is the Holy of Holies. Nobody
is ever allowed to look at the Propitiatory, on which the glory of the Lord rests, except the High Priest.
But My worshipping soul does not need to look at the embroidered Curtain, which quivers at the songs
of the virgins and Levites and is scented with precious incense, as if I wanted to pierce its fabric and
see the Testimony shine through it. I do look at it! Do not think that I do not look at it with worshipping
eyes like every son of Israel. Do not think that pride blinds Me making Me think what I will now tell
you. I look at it and there is no humble servant amongst the people of God that looks more humbly at
the House of the Lord than I do, because I am convinced that I am the least of all. But what do I see? A
veil. What do I think there is behind the Veil? A Tabernacle. What is in it? If I listen to My heart, I see
God shining in His loving glory and He says to Me: "I love You" and I reply to Him: "I love You" and
I die and I am recreated at each beat of My heart in this reciprocal kiss... I am amongst you, My dear
teachers and companions. But a circle of fire
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isolates Me from you. Within the circle, God and Myself. And I see you through the Fire of God and so
I love you... but I cannot love you according to the flesh, neither shall I ever be able to love anyone
according to the flesh. I can only love Him Who loves Me, according to the spirit. This is My destiny.
The secular Law of Israel wants every girl to be a wife, and every wife to be a mother. But, while
obeying the Law, I must obey the Voice that whispers to Me: "I want You"; I am a virgin and a virgin I
shall remain. How shall I succeed? This sweet invisible Presence that is with Me will help Me, because
it is Its desire. I am not afraid. I have no longer My father and mother... and only God knows how My
love for whatever human being belonged to Me was burnt in that pain. Now I have but God. I therefore
obey Him unquestioningly... I would have done so also regardless of My father and mother, because I
have been taught by the Voice that whoever wishes to follow It, must go beyond father and mother.
Parents are loving patrols watching the hearts of their children, whom they wish to lead to happiness
according to their plans... and they are not aware of other plans leading to infinite happiness... I would
have left them My dresses and mantles, to follow the Voice that says to Me: "Come, My beloved
Spouse". I would have left them everything, and the pearls of My tears, for I would have cried having
to disobey them, and the instincts of My blood, because I would have defied even death to follow the
Voice calling Me, would have told them that there is something greater and sweeter than the love of a
father and mother and that is the Voice of God. But now, by His will, I am free from this tie of filial
love. Nay, it would not have been a tic. My parents were two just people and God certainly spoke to
them as He speaks to Me. They would have followed justice and truth. When I think of them, I imagine
them in the quiet expectation among the Patriarchs and I hasten with My sacrifice the coming of the
Messiah to open for them the gates of Heaven. I am My own guide on earth, or rather God guides His
Poor servant giving Her His commands and I fulfill them because it is a joy for Me to obey. When the
time comes, I will reveal My secret to the spouse... and he will accept it. »

« But, Mary... which words will You find to persuade him? You will have the love of a man, the Law
and life against you. »

«I shall have God with Me... God will enlighten the heart of the Spouse... life will lose the incentives
of the senses and become a pure flower with the fragrance of charity. The Law... Anna, don't call Me a
blasphemer. I think the Law is about to be changed. By whom, do you think, if it is divine? By the Only
One Who can change it. By God. The time is nearer than you think, I tell you. Because when I was
reading Daniel, a great light came to Me from the depths of My heart and I understood the meaning of
the
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enigmatic word. The seventy weeks will be shortened because of the prayers of just people. Does this
mean that the number of the years is being changed? No. A prophecy is never wrong. But the measure
of the prophetic time is the course of the moon, not of the sun. Therefore I say: "Near is the hour when
the Baby born of a Virgin will be heard crying". Oh! Since this Light that loves Me tells Me so many
things, I wish it would tell Me where the happy mother is, that will give birth to the Son of God and
Messiah of His people! Barefooted I would travel all over the world, neither cold nor frost, neither dust
nor heat, nor wild beast nor hunger would prevent Me from reaching Her and I would say to Her:
"Grant Your servant and the servant of the servants of Christ to live under Your roof. I will turn Your
millstone and Your press, use Me as a slave to work Your millstone and to watch Your herds, make Me
wash the napkins of Your Child... I will work in Your kitchen, at Your oven, wherever You wish... but
receive Me. That I may see Him! And hear His voice! And receive His glance!" And if She did not
want Me, I would live at Her doorstep like a beggar, in cold and hot weather, just to hear the voice of
the Child Messiah and the echo of His laughter, and see Him passing by... And perhaps one day He
would offer Me a piece of bread... Oh! If I were dying with hunger and I were fainting because of
extensive fasting, I would not eat that bread. I would hold it close to My heart like a bag of precious
pearls and I would kiss it to scent the perfume of Christ's hand and I would never be hungry or cold,
because its touch would give Me ecstasy and heat, ecstasy and food... »

«You ought to be the Mother of the Christ, since You love Him so much! Is that why You wish to
remain a virgin? »

« Oh! No. I am misery and dust. I dare not lift My eyes towards the Glory. That is why, rather than the
double Veil, beyond which I know dwells the invisible Presence of Jehovah, I love looking into My
heart. Over there, there is the terrible God of Sinai. Here, within Me, I see our Father, a loving Face
that smiles and blesses Me, because I am small like a little bird, that the wind sustains without feeling
its weight and I am weak like the stem of a lily of the valley, that can only bloom and smell sweetly and
can present no other force to the wind but its scented and pure sweetness. God, My loving wind! Not
because of that. But because the Son of God and of a Virgin, the Holy of the Most Holy One, can but
like what in Heaven He chose as his Mother and what on the earth speaks to Him of His Heavenly
Father: Purity. If the Law pondered that, if the rabbis, who have complicated the Law with all the
quibbles of their teaching, turned their minds to higher horizons and aimed at supernatural things,
deserting the human and lucrative affairs which cause them to forget the supreme End, they should,
above all, make Purity the main subject of their teaching, so that the
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King of Israel may find It when He comes. With the olive branches of the Peaceful One, with the Palms
of the Triumpher, spread lilies, lilies, lilies... How much Blood the Saviour will have to shed to redeem
us! How much indeed! From the thousands of wounds that Isaiah saw on the Man of Sorrows, a stream
of Blood is falling, like dew from a porous vase. May this divine Blood not fall where there is
desecration and blasphemy, but into chalices of fragrant purity that may receive it and gather it for the
purpose of spreading it amongst the diseased and leprous souls and amongst those who are dead to
God. Give lilies to wipe with their pure petals the sweat and the tears of Christ! Give lilies for His keen
desire of Martyrdom! Oh! Where will that Lily be, that will bear You? Where is the Lily that will
quench Your parching thirst, that will become red with Your Blood, will die for the pain of seeing You
dying, and will cry over Your bloodless Body? Oh! Christ! Christ! My desire!... »

Mary is now silent, weeping and overwhelmed.

Anna is also silent for a little while and then with her clear voice of a deeply moved old woman, she
asks: « Have You anything else to teach me, Mary? »

Mary rouses. She must think, in Her humility, that Her teacher is reproaching Her and She
exclaims:« Oh! Forgive Me! You are My teacher. I am nothing. But this voice comes from My heart. |
watch over it, to avoid speaking. But like a river that under the fury of water breaks its embankment, it
has' now overcome Me and overflowed. Please pay no attention to My words and chastise My
presumption. Words of mystery should remain in the depths of one's heart, which God helps in His
goodness. I know. But this Invisible Presence is so sweet that I am filled with joy... Anna, please
forgive your little servant! »

Anna embraces Her while tears shine on her old wrinkled trembling face. The tears run along her
wrinkles, like water along an uneven ground that becomes a trembling swamp. But the old teacher does
not provoke laughter, on the contrary her crying excites the deepest respect.

Mary is clasped in her arms, Her little face against Her teacher's breast. And it all finishes thus.

Jesus says:

« Mary remembered God. She dreamt of God. She thought She dreamt. She was only seeing again what
She had seen in the splendour of God's Heaven, in the instant She was created to be united to the body
conceived on the earth. She shared with God one of God's properties, although in a lesser degree, as
was fitting. That is the property of remembering, seeing and foreseeing, which is an attribute of the
mighty and perfect intelligence not impaired by
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Fault.

Man was created in the image and likeness of God. One of the likenesses is the capability, for the soul,
of remembering, seeing and foreseeing. This explains the faculty for reading into the future. This
faculty sometimes comes directly, by God's will, sometimes it is a power of recollection, that rises like
the sun in the morning, illuminating a point on the horizon of centuries, already seen in the vision of
God.

Such mysteries are too deep to be fully understood by you. But consider.

Can the Supreme Intelligence, the Mind that knows everything, the Sight that sees everything, give you
something different from Himself, having created you by an act of His will and a breath of His infinite
love, and having made you His children both by your origin and your destination? He gives you it in an
infinitesimal part, as the creature cannot contain the Creator. But that part is perfect and complete,
although infinitesimal.

What treasure of intelligence God gave man, Adam! The Fall impaired it, but My sacrifice reinstates it
and opens the splendour of Intelligence, its wealth, its science for you. How sublime is the human mind
united to God by His grace, sharing with God the faculty of knowledge!... The human mind united to
God by Grace.

There is no other way. Those who inquisitively seek ultrahuman secrets should remember that. All
knowledge that does not come from a soul in grace - and is not in grace who is against God's Law,
which is very clear in its commandments - such knowledge comes from Satan. It seldom corresponds to
the truth when human matters are concerned, it never corresponds to the truth with regard to
superhuman matters. The Demon is in fact the father of falsehood and can but lead on to the path of
falsehood. There is no other method of knowing the truth, except the one that comes from God, Who
speaks and says or reminds, as a father reminds his son of his paternal house and says to him: "Don't
you remember when you used to do this with Me, you saw that, you heard something else? Don't you
remember when [ used to kiss you goodbye? Do you remember when you saw Me for the first time and
you admired the bright light on My face shining on your virginal soul, which, having been just created
by Me was still pure and free from the evil that later impaired you? Do you remember when you
understood for the first time, in a throb of love, what Love is? Which is the mystery of our Being and
Proceeding?" And what the limited capability of a man in grace cannot reach, the Spirit of science
clarifies and teaches.

But to possess the Spirit, Grace is needed. To possess Truth and Science, Grace is required. To possess
the Father, Grace is necessary. Grace is a tent in which the three Persons dwell, it is a
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Propitiatory on which the Eternal Father rests and speaks, not from within a cloud, but revealing His
face to His faithful children. Saints and just people remember God. They remember the words they
heard in the Creating Mind and which the Supreme Goodness revives in their hearts to raise them like
eagles to the contemplation of the Truth and to the knowledge of Time.

Mary was full of Grace. The whole One and Trine Grace was in Her. The whole One and Trine Grace
prepared Her like a Bride for the Wedding, like a Nuptial Bed for the Offspring, like a Divine Person
for Her Maternity and mission. She closes the cycle of the Prophetesses of the Old Testament and
opens the period of the "spokesmen of God" of the New Testament.

True Ark of the Word of God, looking into Her immaculate heart, She discovered the words of eternal
knowledge, which the finger of God had written there, and She remembered, as all saints do, that She
had already heard them when Her immortal soul was being created by God Father, the Creator of all
living beings... And if She did not remember everything of Her future mission, the reason is that God
leaves some gaps in every human perfection, according to a Law of divine prudence, out of goodness
and as a reward to creatures.

Mary, the second Eve, had to achieve Her part of merit in being the Mother of Christ, with a faithful
good will, that God exacted also from His Christ to make Him a Redeemer.

The spirit of Mary was in Heaven. Her morale and Her body were on the earth and they had to tread on
the earth and on the flesh to reach the spirit and join it to the Spirit in a fruitful embrace. »

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.

LXVI



11. Mary Will Confide Her Vow to the Spouse God Will Give Her.
3rd September 1944.

What a terrible night! It seemed that the demons were raiding the world. Cannon shots, thunder and
lightning, dangers, fears, the suffering because I was lying on a bed which was not mine. And in the
middle of all this, there was Mary, like a sweet white flower amongst fire and troubles. She looked a
little older than in yesterday's vision, but still a young girl with Her plaits of fair hair over Her
shoulders. Her dress was white and Her smile mild and coy: an intimate smile at the glorious mystery
enclosed in Her heart. I spent the night comparing Her mild appearance with the ferocity of the world
and meditating on Her words of yesterday morning, a song of living charity, as compared to the
ferocious hatred of men...

This morning, in the quiet of my room, I saw the following scene.
Mary is still in the Temple. She is now coming out with other virgins from the inner part of the Temple.

There must have been a ceremony because there is the scent of incense in the air of a red sunset. It must
be late October, because the sky, already serenely restful as is usual in clear October days, is bending
over the gardens of Jerusalem, where the yellow ochre leaves about to fall add gold red spots to the
silvery green of the olive-trees.

The crowd, nay the host of white dressed virgins, crosses the rear yard, then climbs the steps, goes
through a porch and enters another square yard, not quite so splendid, without any other door except
the one leading into it. It must be the yard allocated to the small dwellings of the virgins assigned to the
Temple, because each girl moves towards her cell, like a little dove to its nest. They look like a flock of
doves that separate after gathering together. They are all speaking in low but joyful voices, before
separating. Mary is silent. Before leaving the other girls, She bids them goodbye affectionately and
then goes to Her little room in a comer on the right hand side.

One of the teachers, an elderly lady, but not so old as Anna of Phanuel, joins Her. « Mary, the High
Priest wants to see You. »

Mary looks at her somewhat surprised, but does not ask any question. She only replies: « I will go at
once. »

I do not know whether the large hall, which She enters, is the house of the High Priest or whether it is
part of the dwellings of the women assigned to the Temple. I know it is wide and bright, tastefully
arranged. In addition to the High Priest, a stately man in his robes, there are also Zacharias and Anna of
Phanuel.

Mary bows down on the threshold and does not enter until the High Priest says to Her: « Come in,
Mary. Do not be afraid. » Mary
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looks up again and slowly moves forward, not because She is unwilling, but because of a somewhat
unintentional gravity, which makes Her look more of a woman.

Anna smiles at Her to encourage Her and Zacharias greets Her: « Peace to you, cousin. »

The High Priest observes Her very carefully and then he remarks to Zacharias: « She is obviously of the
stock of David and Aaron... »

« My child, I am aware of Your grace and goodness, I know that every day You are growing in grace
and knowledge before God and men. I know that the voice of God whispers His sweetest words to
Your heart. I know that You are the Flower of God's Temple and that a third Cherub is before the
Testimony since You were here. And I would like Your perfume to continue to rise with the incense
every day. But the Law says differently. You are no longer a girl, but a woman. And every woman must
be a wife in Israel to bear a son to the Lord. You shall follow the commandment of the Law. Do not be
afraid, do not blush. I am aware of Your royalty. The Law that prescribes, that each man is to be given
a woman of his own stock will protect You. But even if that were not the case, I would do so, so that
Your magnificent blood might not be corrupted. Don't You know anyone of Your stock, Mary, who
might be Your husband? »

Mary lifts Her face full of blushes. Her eyes are shining with tears which begin to appear and with a
trembling voice She replies: « No, nobody. »

« It is not possible for Her to know anyone, because She came here in Her childhood and David's race
has been struck too severely and scattered too widely to allow the various branches to gather like
foliage around the royal palm » says Zacharias.

« We shall then leave the choice to God. »

The tears that Mary had restrained so far, gush out and fall on Her trembling mouth. She looks
imploringly at Her teacher.

«Mary has consecrated Herself to the Lord for His glory and for the salvation of Israel. She was but a
little child just learning to read and write and She had already made Her vow... » says Anne, helping
Her.

«Is that why You are crying then? Not because You wish to resist the Law? »
«Just for that... nothing else. I shall obey you, Priest of God. »

« This confirms what I have always been told of You. How long have You been consecrated to the
Lord? »

«I have always been, I think. I was not yet in this Temple, and I had already given Myself to the
Lord. »

« But are You not the little one who came twelve years ago and asked me to be allowed to enter? »
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«Iam. »
« Well, then, how can You say that You already belonged to God then? »

«If T look back, I find I was consecrated... I do not remember when I was born, neither do I remember
how I began to love My mother and to say to My father: "Father, I am your daughter"... But I
remember that | gave My heart to God, although I do not know when it started. Perhaps it was with the
first kiss that I was able to give, with the first word that I learned to say, with the first step that I took...
Yes, I think I find My first recollection of love with My first steady step... My house... near the house
there was a garden full of flowers... and there was an orchard and some fields... and there was a spring
of water at the rear, under the hill, and the water gushed out from a hollow rock that formed a grotto...
it was full of long and thin herbs that hung down forming small green waterfalls everywhere and they
seemed to be weeping because the thin little leaves, that seemed an embroidery work, had tiny little
drops of water on them and when the drops fell they tinkled like little bells. Also the spring seemed to
be singing. And there were birds on the olive and apple-trees above the spring and white doves used to
come and wash in the clear water of the fountain... I was no longer thinking of all that, because I had
put all My heart in God and, with the exception of My father and mother, whom I loved in life and in
death, every other worldly thing had disappeared from My heart... But you have made Me think of it...
I must find when I gave Myself to God... and the things of My first years come back to My mind... I
loved that grotto, because I heard a voice sweeter than the song of the water and the warbling of the
birds say to Me: "Come, My Beloved". I loved those herbs covered with tinkling and sparkling
diamond drops, because I could see in them the sign of My Lord and I used to say to Myself: "O soul
of Mine, see how great Your God is, He Who made the cedars of Lebanon for the eagles, has also
made these little leaves that bend down under the weight of a little mosquito and He made them for the
joy of Your eyes and as a protection for Your little feet". I loved that silence of pure things: the light
breeze, the silvery water, the purity of the doves... I loved the peace that hovered over the little grotto,
and descended from the apple and olive-trees, now full of blossoms, then laden with beautiful fruit...
And I do not know... the voice seemed to be saying to Me, yes, just to Me: "Come, specious olive;
come, sweet apple; come, sealed spring; come, My dove"... Sweet is the love of a father, sweet the
love of a mother... sweet their voices calling Me... but this, this one! Oh! in the earthly Paradise I
think that she, who became guilty, heard it thus, and I do not understand how she could prefer a hiss to
this voice of love, how she could desire any other knowledge that was
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not God... With My lips which still tasted of My mother's milk, but with My heart full of celestial
honey, I then said: "Here I am. I am coming. I am Yours. No one will have My body, but You, My
Lord, neither will My soul have any other love... " And while saying so, it seemed to Me that I was
saying over again things already said and that I was fulfilling a rite already fulfilled, and the chosen
Spouse was not a stranger to Me, because I already knew His ardour and My sight had been formed at
His light and My capacity for loving had been fulfilled in His embrace... When? 1 do not know.
Beyond life, I would say, because I feel I always had Him, and that He always had Me, and that I exist
because He wanted Me for the joy of His Spirit and Mine... Now I obey you, O Priest. But please tell
Me how I am to behave... I have neither father nor mother. Please be My guide. »

« God will give You Your husband and he will be a holy man, because You have entrusted Yourself to
God. You will tell him Your vow. »

« And will he agree? »

« T hope so. Pray, my child, that he may understand Your heart. Go now. May God always accompany
You. »

Mary withdraws with Anna. Zacharias stays with the High Priest.

The vision ends thus.

12. Joseph Is Appointed Husband of the Virgin.

4th September 1944.

I see a rich hall with a beautiful floor, curtains, carpets and inlaid furniture. It must be still part of the
Temple: there are priests in it, including Zacharias, and many men of every age, from twenty to fifty
approximately.

They are all talking in low but animated voices. They seem to be anxious about something I do not
know. They are dressed in their best clothes, which seem to be new or just recently washed and they are
obviously dressed for some special feast. Many have removed the piece of cloth covering their heads,
others still wear it, particularly the elder ones, whereas the young people show their bare heads, some
dark blond, some brown, some black, only one auburn. Their hair is mostly short, but some wear it long
down to their shoulders. They do not all know one another, because they observe one another
inquisitively. But they seem to be akin somehow, because it is clear that they are all concerned with the
same matter.

In a corner I can see Joseph. He is talking to a hale and hearty elderly man. Joseph is about thirty years
old. He is a handsome man with short and rather curly hair, dark brown like his beard
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and his moustache, which cover a well shaped chin and rise towards his rosy-brown cheeks, which are
not olive-coloured as is normal in most people with a brown complexion. His eyes are dark, kindly and
deep, very serious and perhaps somewhat sad. But when he smiles, as he does now, they become gay
and young looking. He is dressed in light brown, very simple but very tidy. A group of young Levites
comes in and they take up position between the door and a long narrow table, which is against the same
wall as the door, which is left wide open. A single curtain hanging down to about twenty centimetres
from the floor is drawn to cover the empty space.

The curiosity of the group increases. It grows more so when a hand pulls the curtain to one side to
admit a Levite, who is carrying in his arms a bundle of dry branches on which one in blossom is gently
laid: it looks like a light foam of white petals, with a vague pinkish hue that spreads softer and softer
from the centre to the top of the light petals. The Levite lays the bundle of branches on the table very
gently to avoid detracting from the miracle of the branch full of flowers among so many dry ones.

Whispering spreads in the hall. They all stretch their necks and sharpen their eyes to see. Zacharias,
who is near the table with the other priests, also endeavours to see. But he can see nothing.

Joseph, in his comer, gives a quick glance to the bundle of branches and when the man he was speaking
to says something to him, he shakes his head in denial as if to say: Impossible and smiles.

A trumpet is heard beyond the curtain. They all become quiet and turn in an orderly way towards the
door, which is now completely clear as the curtain has been pulled to one side. The High Priest enters
surrounded by elders. They all make a deep bow. The Pontiff goes to the table and begins to speak,
standing up.

«Men of the race of David, gathered here at my request, please listen. The Lord has spoken, glory be
to Him! From His Glory a ray has descended and, like the sun in springtime, it has given life to a dry
branch which has blossomed miraculously, whereas no other branch on earth is in bloom to-day, the
last day of the Feast of Dedication, and the snow that fell on the mountains in Judah has not yet melted
and everything is white between Zion and Bethany. God has spoken and has made Himself the father
and the guardian of the Virgin of David Who has Him alone as Her protection. A holy girl, the glory of
the Temple, She deserved the word of God to learn the name of a husband agreeable to the Eternal
One. And he must be very just to be chosen by the Lord as the protector of the Virgin so dear to Him!
For this reason our sorrow in losing Her is alleviated and all worries about Her destiny as a wife cease.
And to the man appointed by God we entrust with full confidence the Virgin blessed by God and by
ourselves. The name of the husband
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is Joseph of Jacob of Bethlehem, of the tribe of David, a carpenter in Nazareth in Galilee. Joseph:
come forward. It is an order of the High Priest... »

There is a lot of whispering. Heads move round, eyes cast inquisitive glances, hands make signs: there
are expressions of disappointment and relief. Someone, particularly amongst the older people, must be
happy that it was not his fate.

Joseph, blushing and embarrassed moves forward. He is now near the table, in front of the Pontiff,
whom he has greeted reverently.

« Everyone must come here to see the name engraved on the branch. And everyone must take his own
branch to make sure that there is no deception. »

The men obey. They look at the branch gently held by the High Priest and then each takes his own:
some break it, some keep it. They all look at Joseph. Some look and are silent, others look and
congratulate him. The elderly man to whom Joseph was speaking before, exclaims: « I told you,
Joseph! Who feels less certain, is the one who wins the game! » They have all now passed before the
Pontiff.

The High Priest gives Joseph his branch in bloom, he lays his hand on his shoulder and says to him:
« The spouse the Lord has presented you with, is not rich, as you know. But all virtues are in Her. Be
more and more worthy of Her. There is no flower in Israel as beautiful and pure as She is. Please, all go
out now. You, Joseph, stay here. And you, Zacharias, since you are Her relative, please bring in the
bride. »

They all go out, except the High Priest and Joseph. The curtain is drawn once again over the door.

Joseph is standing in a very humble attitude, near the Priest. There is silence, then the Priest says to
Joseph: « Mary wishes to inform you of a vow She made. Please help Her shyness. Be good to Her,
Who is so good. »

« I will put my strength and my manly authority at Her service and no sacrifice on Her behalf will be
heavy for me. Be sure of that. »

Mary enters with Zacharias and Anna of Phanuel.

« Come, Mary » says the Pontiff. « Here is the spouse that God has destined to You. He is Joseph of
Nazareth. You will therefore go back to Your own town. [ will leave You now. May God give You His
blessing. May the Lord protect You and bless You, may He show His face to You and have mercy on
You. May He turn His face to You and give You peace. »

Zacharias goes out escorting the Pontiff. Anna congratulates Joseph and then she goes out, too.

The betrothed are now facing each other. Mary, full of blushes, is
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standing with Her head bowed. Joseph, who is also red in the face, looks at Her and tries to find the
first words to be said. He eventually finds them and a bright smile lights up his eyes. He says: « I
welcome you, Mary. I saw You when You were a little baby, only a few days old... I was a friend of
Your father's and I have a nephew, the son of my brother Alphaeus, who was a great friend of Your
mother. He was her little friend, because he is only eighteen years old, and when You were not yet
born, he was only a little boy and he cheered up Your sad mother who loved him so much. You do not
know us because You were only a little girl when You came here. But everyone in Nazareth loves You
and they all think and speak of Joachim's little Mary, Whose birth was a miracle of the Lord, Who
made the barren old lady blossom wonderfully... And I remember the evening You were born... We all
remember it because of the prodigy of a heavy rain that saved the country and of a violent storm during
which the thunderbolts did not damage even a stem of heather and it ended with such a large and
beautiful rainbow that the like has never been seen again. And then... who does not remember
Joachim's happiness? He dandled You showing You to his neighbours... As if You were a flower that
had descended from Heaven, he admired You and wanted everyone to admire You, a happy old father
who died talking about his Mary, Who was so beautiful and good and Whose words were so full of
wisdom and grace... He was quite right in admiring You and in saying that there is no other woman
lovelier than You are! And Your mother? She filled Your house and the neighbourhood with her songs
and she sang like a skylark in springtime when she was carrying You, and afterwards when she held
You in her arms. I made a cradle for You. A tiny little cradle, with roses carved all over it, because
Your mother wanted it like that. Perhaps it is still in the house... I am old, Mary. When You were born
I was beginning to work. I was already working... I would never have believed that I was going to have
You as a spouse! Perhaps Your parents would have died a happier death if they had known, because
they were my friends. I buried Your father, mourning over his death with a sincere heart, because he
was a good teacher to me. »

Mary raises Her face, little by little, taking heart, as She hears Joseph speak to Her thus, and when he
mentions the cradle She smiles gently and when Joseph speaks of Her father, She holds out Her hand to
him and says: « Thank you, Joseph. » A very timid and gentle « thank you. »

Joseph holds Her little jasmine hand in his short and strong hands of a carpenter and he caresses it with
an affection that expresses more and more confidence. Perhaps he is waiting for more words. But Mary
is silent once again. He then goes on: « As You know, Your house is still intact, with the exception of
the part that
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was demolished by order of the consul, to build a road for the waggons of the Romans. But the fields,
what is left of them - You know that because of Your father's illness much of the property had to be
disposed of - have been rather neglected. For over three years the trees and the vines have never been
pruned and the land is untilled and hard. But the trees that saw You when You were a little girl are still
there, and if You agree, I will at once take care of them. »

« Thank you, Joseph. But you have your work... »

«I will work in Your orchard in the morning and in the evening. The days are getting longer and
longer. By springtime I want everything to be in order for Your happiness. Look: this is a branch of the
almond tree near the house. I wanted to pick it - the hedge is so ruined that one can enter anywhere, but
I will remake it solid and strong - I wanted to pick it, because I thought that if I should be the chosen
one, You would have been pleased to have a flower from Your garden. But I was not expecting to be
the chosen one as I am a Nazirite (1) and I have obeyed because it is an order of the Priest, not because
I wish to get married. Here is the branch, Mary. With it I offer You my heart, that, like it, has bloomed
up till now only for the Lord and is now blooming for You, my spouse »

Mary takes the branch. She is moved and looks at Joseph with a face that has become more and more
confident and bright. She feels certain of him. When he says to Her « I am a Nazirite », Her face
becomes bright and She takes courage: « Also I am all of the Lord, Joseph. I do not know whether the
High Priest told you... »

« He only told me that You are good and pure, that You wish to inform me of a vow, and that I must be
good to you. Speak, Mary. Your Joseph wants You to be happy in all Your desires. I do not love You
my with body. I love You with my soul, holy girl given to me by God! Please see in me a father and a
brother, in addition to a husband. And open Your heart to me as to a father and rely on me as on a
brother... »

« Since My childhood I have consecrated Myself to the Lord. I know this is not the custom in Israel.
But I heard a voice requesting My virginity as a sacrifice of love for the coming of the Messiah. Israel
has been waiting for Him for such a long time!... It is not too much to forgo the joy of being a mother
for that! »

Joseph gazes at Her as if he wanted to read Her heart, then he takes Her tiny hands which are still
holding the branch in blossom and he says: « I will join my sacrifice to Yours and we shall love the
Eternal Father so much with our chastity that He will send His Saviour to the world earlier, and will
allow us to see His Light

(1) Hebrew who had taken special vows of abstinence, see Numbers, 6.
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shining in the world. Come, Mary. Let us go before His House and take an oath that we shall love each
other as the angels do. Then I will go to Nazareth to prepare everything for You, in Your house, if You
wish to go there, or elsewhere if You wish so. »

«In My house... There was a grotto down at the bottom... Is it still there? »

«It is, but it is no longer Yours... But I will build another one for You where it will be cool and quiet
during the hottest hours of the day. I will make it as much as possible identical to the older one. And
tell me: whom do You want with You? »

«Nobody. I am not afraid. Alphaeus' mother, who has always come to see Me, will keep Me company
during the day. At night I prefer to be alone. No harm can befall Me. »

« And now I am there, too. When shall I come and get You? »
« Whenever you wish, Joseph. »

« Then I will come as soon as the house is ready. I will not touch anything. I want You to find it as
Your mother left it. But I want it to be bright and clean, to receive You without any sadness. Come,
Mary. Let us go and tell the Most High that we bless Him. »

I do not see anything else. But I feel in my heart the sense of confidence that Mary feels.

13. Wedding of the Virgin and Joseph.

5th September 1944.

How beautiful Mary is dressed as a bride, among Her joyful friends and teachers! There is also
Elizabeth amongst them.

She is dressed in snow-white linen, so soft and refined that it looks like precious silk. She is wearing
round Her slender waist a burin wrought belt in gold and silver, made of medallions held together by
little chains - each medallion is an embroidery of gold threads on heavy silver burnished by age.
Probably because the belt is too long for Her, still a gentle girl, the last three medallions hang down in
the front and fall amongst the folds of the very wide dress that is so long as to form a sort of train. On
Her feet She is wearing white leather sandals with silver buckles.

Around Her neck the dress is held by a chain of small gold roses and silver filigree, reproducing on a
smaller scale the design of the belt. Running through large holes on the loosely cut neck, the chain
gathers the cloth and forms a kind of small frill. Mary's neck emerges from the white pleated cloth with
the grace of a stem wrapped in a precious fabric and seems even more slender and whiter than ever, the
stem of a lily ending in a lily-like face, which is even paler than usual for the excitement - and purer.
The face of a most pure victim.

Her hair no longer hangs over Her shoulders. It is arranged in a
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knot of plaits in a charming style, and precious burnished silver hairpins, all made with embroidered
filigree at the top, hold it in position. Her mother's veil is placed over the plaits and it falls in beautiful
folds under the precious thin plate that encircles Her snow-white forehead. The veil falls down Her
sides and since Mary is not as tall as Her mother, it falls lower than Her hips, whereas it reached Anne's
waist. She has nothing on Her hands, but is wearing bracelets on Her wrists. Her wrists are so thin that
the heavy bracelets of Her mother cover the back of Her hands and would fall to the ground if She
tossed Her hands.

Her friends gaze upon Her and admire Her. They twitter gaily like sparrows asking questions and
expressing their admiration.

« Are they Your mother's? »

« They are antique, are they not? »

« How beautiful, Sarah, this belt is! »

« And what about this veil, Susan? How refined it is. Just look at those lilies woven in it! »
« Let me see Your bracelets, Mary. Were they Your mother's? »

« Yes, she wore them. But they are of My father's mother. »

« Oh! Look. They have the seal of Solomon interwoven with thin little branches of palm and olive-trees
and amongst these there are lilies and roses. Oh! Who did such perfect and refined work? »

« They belong to the House of David » explains Mary. « The women of the family have worn them for
centuries, when they get married and they are left in heritage to the heiress. »

« Certainly You are the heiress... »
« Did they bring You everything from Nazareth? »

«No, they did not. When My mother died, My cousin took My trousseau to her house to keep it safely.
Now she has brought it back to Me. »

« Where is it? Where is it? Show it to Your friends. »

Mary does not know what to do... She would like to be kind, but she is not anxious to pull out all the
things which are nicely laid in three heavy trunks.

Her teachers come to Her help: « The groom is about to arrive » they point out. « This is not the
moment to cause confusion. Leave Mary alone. You are tiring Her. Go and get ready. »

The chattering group go away somewhat sulkily. Mary can now enjoy in peace the company of Her
teachers who say words of praise and blessing to Her.

Also Elizabeth has come near. And as Mary, deeply moved, is crying because Anna of Phanuel has
called Her « daughter » and has kissed Her with true motherly love, Elizabeth says to Her: « Mary,
Your mother is not here, and yet she is present. Her soul is rejoicing with Yours. Look, the things that
You are wearing are giving You her caresses once again. You can still find in them the flavour
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of her kisses. One day, a long time ago, the day You came to the Temple, she said to me: "I have
prepared Her dresses and Her trousseau, because I wish to be the one who weaves Her linens and
makes Her bridal dresses, so that I shall not be absent on the day of Her joy". And listen. In the last
days, when I was assisting her, every evening she wanted to caress Your first little dresses and the ones
You are now wearing and she would say: "I can smell the jasmine perfume of my little one and I want
Her to perceive here the kiss of Her mummy". How many kisses on this veil that is now shading Your
forehead! There are more kisses than threads!... And when You will wear the cloth woven by her, just
think that it was woven more by her motherly love than by the shuttle. And these jewels... Also in hard
circumstances they were saved by Your father for You, that You might be beautiful in this hour, as
befits a princess of the House of David. Be happy and cheerful, Mary. You are not an orphan, because
Your parents are with You and Your husband is a father and a mother to You, such is his
perfection... »

«Yes, that is true! I certainly cannot complain. In two months he has been here twice, and today he has
come for the third time, facing the rain and the windy weather, to take orders from Me... Fancy: orders
from Me who am a poor woman and much younger than he is! And he has denied Me nothing. He does
not even wait for Me to ask. I think an angel must tell him what I want, because he tells Me before 1
can speak. The last time he said: "Mary, I think that You prefer to stay in Your father's house. Since
You are a daughter heiress, You can do so, if that is Your wish. I will come to Your house. However, in
order to accomplish the rite, You will go for one week to my brother Alphaeus' house. Mary already
loves You so much. And from there the procession will start that will take You to Your house in the
evening of the wedding day". Was that not very kind of him? It did not even matter to him if the people
should say that he has not a house which I would like... I would have liked it, because he is there and
he is so good. Certainly... I prefer My own house... because of memories... Oh! Joseph is so good! »

« What did he say about Your vow? You haven't told me yet. »

« He made no objection. On the contrary, when I told him the reasons, he said: "I will join my sacrifice
to Yours". »

« He is a holy young man » says Anna of Phanuel.
The « holy young man » is coming in just now in the company of Zacharias.

He is really magnificent. All dressed in gold yellow he seems an eastern sovereign. A splendid belt
supports his bag and his dagger, the former of morocco embroidered in gold, the latter with a morocco
sheath and gold decorations. On his head he is wearing a turban, that is the usual piece of cloth worn
like a hood, as is still
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customary amongst certain people in Africa, such as the bedouins, and it is held by a precious ring, a
thin wire of gold, to which there are tied some small bunches of myrtle. He has on a new mantle, with
fringes, and he wears it with great dignity. He is sparkling with joy. He has in his hands small bunches
of myrtle in bloom.

« Peace to you, my spouse! » he greets Her. « Peace to everyone. » When he has received a reply to his
greetings, he says: « I saw Your joy the day I gave You a branch from Your garden. I thought I should
bring You some myrtle which I picked near the grotto You love so much. I wanted to bring You some
of the roses that are already beginning to bloom near Your house. But roses do not last long. After a
journey of several days I would have arrived here with only the thorns. And I want to offer You, my
dear, only roses and spread Your way with soft scented flowers, so that Your feet may rest on them
without touching anything dirty or harsh. »

« Oh! Thank you, you are so good! But what did you do to keep it so fresh? »

«I tied a vase to the saddle and I put in it the branches of the flowers in bud. During the journey they
have burst into flower. Here they are, Mary. May Your forehead be garlanded with purity, the symbol
of a bride, which, however, is much inferior to the purity of Your heart. »

Elizabeth and the teachers adorn Mary with a little garland of flowers which they form attaching to the
precious ring the little white bunches of myrtle and they insert small white roses which they take from a
vase placed on a small chest.

Mary is on the point of taking Her large white mantle to put it on Her shoulders, but Joseph precedes
Her and helps Her to fasten it at the top of Her shoulders with two silver buckles. The teachers then
arrange the folds with loving care.

Everything is ready. While they are awaiting I do not know what, Joseph takes Mary to one side and
says to Her: « I have pondered a lot on Your vow these last days. I told You that I will share it with
You. But the more I think of it, the more I realise that a temporary Naziritism is not sufficient, even if
renewed several times. I have understood You, Mary. I do not yet deserve the word of Light, but a
murmur of it comes to me. And it causes me to read Your secret, at least in its main lines. I am a poor
ignorant man, Mary. A poor workman. I know nothing of letters and I have no treasures. But I place at
Your feet my treasure: my absolute chastity, for ever, to be worthy of being beside You, Virgin of God,
"my sister spouse, enclosed garden, sealed fountain", as our Ancestor says, who perhaps wrote the
Song of Songs seeing You... I shall be the guardian of this garden of spices in which are the most
precious fruits and from which a spring of living water gushes out in a gentle surge: Your kindness, o
spouse, has conquered my soul with
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Your innocence, O most beautiful one. You are more beautiful than dawn, You are a sun that shines
because Your heart shines, You are full of love for Your God and for the world, to which You wish to
give a Saviour with Your sacrifice of a woman. Come, my beloved spouse » and he takes Her gently by
the hand and leads Her towards the door. All the others follow them and outside the joyful companions,
all dressed in white and wearing veils, join them.

They go through yards and porches, among the crowds that watch them, up to a point that is not the
Temple, but seems to be a hall used for ceremonies, because there are lamps and rolls of parchment as
in synagogues. They go as far as a tall lectern, almost a desk, and they wait. The others stand orderly
behind them. Other priests and curious people gather at the end.

The High Priest enters solemnly.
There is whispering amongst the curious crowd: « Is he going to marry them? »

« Yes, because She is of royal and sacerdotal rank. A flower of David and Aaron, the bride is a virgin
of the Temple. The groom is of the tribe of David. »

The Pontiff joins the right hand of the bride with the right hand of the groom and he blesses them
solemnly: « May the God of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob be with you. May He join you and fulfill His
blessing in you giving you His peace and numerous descendants with a long life and a happy death in
the bosom of Abraham. » He then withdraws as solemn as when he entered.

The promise has been exchanged. Mary is Joseph's spouse. (2)

They all go out and they orderly move to a hall where they stipulate the wedding contract in which it is
stated that Mary, the daughter heiress of Joachim of David and of Anne of Aaron gives Joseph, as Her
dowry, Her house and the estate attached to it, Her personal property and what She has inherited from
Her father.

It is now all over.

The betrothed go out into the yard and they move toward the exit near the dwellings of the women
assigned to the Temple. A comfortable heavy waggon is waiting for them. A tent is laid over it as a
shelter and Mary's heavy trunks are already loaded on it.

After farewell words, kisses and tears, blessings and advice, Mary gets into the waggon with Elizabeth,
while Joseph and Zacharias sit in the front. They have taken off their best mantles

(2) In Israel, also at the time of Our Lady, a marriage comprised two phases: the engagement and the
wedding. The rite of the engagement, by which the marriage was essentially established, implied that
the young couple should be blessed by a priest while holding each other's right hand; a legal contract
was made in regard to property and rights. During this first phase they did not live together. The
wedding was the solemn accomplishment of the contract and the couple began to live together.
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and are all wearing dark ones.

The waggon departs at the heavy trot of a big dark horse. The Temple walls and then the city walls are
receding and here is the country, new, fresh, blooming in the early springtime sunshine, with the corn a
few inches off the ground, its little leaves, which look like emeralds, waving at a gentle breeze, which
carries the scent of peach and apple flowers, of clover flowers and of wild mint.

Mary is weeping silently, under Her veil, and now and again She removes the tent and looks at the far
away Temple and the city She has left...

The vision ends thus.

Jesus says:

« What does the Book of Wisdom say, singing her praises? "Within wisdom is a spirit intelligent, holy,
unique, manifold, subtle". And it goes on listing her endowments, ending the period with the words...
"almighty, all-surveying, penetrating all intelligent, pure and most subtle spirits. She is so pure she
pervades and permeates all things. She is a breath of the power of God, hence nothing impure can find
a way into her... image of His goodness. Although alone she can do all, herself unchanging, she makes
all things new, she passes into holy souls, she makes them friends of God and Prophets".

You have seen how Joseph, not by human culture, but by supernatural education can read in the sealed
book of the Immaculate Virgin and how he borders upon prophetic truths by his "seeing" a superhuman
mystery where others could only see a great virtue. Since he is imbued with this wisdom, which is a
breath of the power of God and a definite emanation of the Almighty, he sails with a secure spirit the
sea of this mystery of grace which is Mary. He penetrates with Her spiritual contacts, in which, rather
than the lips, the two spirits speak to each other in the sacred silence of their souls, where God only can
hear voices and those who are well liked by God, because they are His faithful servants and are full of
Him.

The wisdom of the Just man, which increases by his union and Closeness to Mary, Full of Grace,
prepares him to penetrate the deepest secrets of God and enables him to protect and defend them from
the snares of man and demon. And in the meantime it invigorates him. It makes the just man a saint,
and the saint the guardian of the Spouse and of the Son of God.

Without removing the seal of God, he, a chaste man, now elevating his chastity to angelical heroism,
can read the word of fire written by God on the virginal diamond, and he reads what his wisdom does
not repeat, but is greater than what Moses read on
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the stone tablets. And to prevent profane eyes from prying into the mystery, he places himself, seal
upon the seal, as an archangel of fire on the threshold of Paradise, within which the Eternal Father takes
His delight, "walking in the cool of the evening" and talking to Her Who is His love, Garden of lilies in
bloom, Air scented with perfumes, fresh morning Breeze, lovely Star, Delight of God. The new Eve is
there, in front of him, not bone from his bones, nor flesh from his flesh, but companion of his life,
living Ark of God, Whom he receives in guardianship and Whom he must return to God as pure as he
received Her.

"Spouse to God" was written in the immaculate pages of that mystical book... And when in the hour of
trial suspicion hissed its torture, he suffered as a man and as a servant of God, as no man suffered,
because of the suspected sacrilege. But this was to be the future trial. Now, in this time of grace, he
sees and he puts himself at the most true service of God. Then the storm of the trial will come, as for all
saints, to be tested and made coadjutors of God.

What do you read in Leviticus? "Tell Aaron, your brother, that he must not enter the sanctuary beyond
the Veil in front of the Throne of mercy that is over the Ark, whenever he chooses. He may die; for I
appear in a cloud on the Throne of mercy, unless he has done these things first: he will offer a young
bull for a sacrifice for sin and a ram for holocaust, he is to wear a linen tunic and cover his nakedness
with a linen girdle".

And Joseph really enters the sanctuary of God, when and as far as God wants, beyond the veil that
conceals the Ark on which the Spirit of God hovers and he offers himself and will offer the Lamb, a
holocaust for the sin of the world and in expiation of such sin. And he does that dressed in linen, and
mortifying his virile limbs to abolish their faculty of sensation, which once, at the beginning of times,
did triumph, impairing the rights of God on man and which will now be crushed in the Son, in the
Mother and in the putative father, to lead men back to Grace and restore the right of God on man. He
does that with his perpetual chastity.

Was Joseph not on Golgotha? Do you think he is not amongst the co-redeemers? I tell you solemnly
that he was the first and therefore he is great in the eyes of God. Great for his sacrifice, his patience, his
perseverance, his faith. Which faith is greater than this one that believed without seeing the miracles of
the Messiah?

Praise be to My putative father, an example to you of what you lack most: purity, faithfulness and
perfect love. Praise be to the magnificent reader of the sealed Book, imbued with Wisdom to be able to
understand the mysteries of Grace and chosen to protect the Salvation of the world from the snares of
all enemies. »
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14. Joseph and Mary arrive in Nazareth.

6th September 1944.

A very blue sky of a mild February is over the hills of Galilee. The gentle hills that I have never seen in
the early history of Mary, are now instead as familiar to me as if [ were born there.

The main road is fresh looking because of last night's rain and it is neither dusty nor muddy. It is hard
and clean as if were the street of a town and it runs between two hedges of hawthorn in bloom. The
hedges are so white that they look like a snowfall. The scenery is broken by the monstrous
conglomerations of cacti, with thick leaves like palettes, spiked with stings and decorated with the huge
granades of their peculiar fruits, grown without stem on the top of the leaves. Because of their colour
and shape, the cactus leaves always give me the impression of sea depths and coral reefs, of jellyfish
and other deep sea animals.

Beyond the hedgerows, there is the country. The purpose of the hedges is to fence in the grounds of the
various owners, and thus they stretch in every direction forming a strange geometrical design of curves
and angles, lozenges, squares, semicircles and the most unbelievable acute and obtuse angled triangles,
a design all sprayed with white, like a strange ribbon thrown over the country just for fun and over
which hundreds and hundreds of birds fly, chirp, sing, in the joy of love, while working to build their
nests. In the fields the corn is taller than in Judaea. The meadows are full of flowers and there are
hundreds of fruit-trees all in full bloom, that look like clouds of vegetables white, red, pink, with all
gradations of these colours: they seem to be an answer to the light clouds in the sky which the setting
sun paints pink, light lilac, periwinkle violet, opal blue and coral orange.

With the light evening breeze the first petals fall from the trees in blossom and they seem a swarm of
little butterflies searching for pollen on wild flowers. And from tree to tree there are festoons of vines
still barren, except at the top of the festoons, where there is more sunshine, and the first little innocent,
surprised, trembling leaves are beginning to open.

The sun is setting peacefully in the sky, which is so benign in its deep blue. The light makes it even
more limpid and causes the snow on Mount Hermon and other far away mountain tops to shine.

A waggon is moving along the road. It is the waggon that is carrying Joseph, Mary and Her cousins.
Their journey is at an end.

Mary is looking with the eagerness of those who want to know, nay want to recognise what they have
already seen, but can no longer remember and they smile when a faint memory comes back to them and
rests, like a light, on this or that thing, on this or that Point. Elizabeth, Zacharias and Joseph help Her to
remember,
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pointing to various places and houses.

Nazareth is already showing its houses, spread out on the undulations of its hills. Lit up from the left by
the setting sun, it shows the white of its low wide little houses bordered in pink and surmounted by
terraces. Some of them, fully illuminated by the sun, seem to be near a fire, so red are the fronts of the
houses because of the sun, that also lights up the water of the ponds and of the low wells, with
practically no parapets, and from which squeaky pails of water are being pulled up for the houses as
well as water-bags for the orchards.

Children and women rush to the side of the road and look into the waggon and greet Joseph who is well
known to them. But they are somewhat embarrassed and shy with regard to the other three travellers.

But when the waggon enters the little town, there is no longer any embarrassment or shyness. Many
people of all ages are gathered at the entrance of the village under a rustic arch of flowers and
branches, and there is an outburst of shrill voices and a tossing of branches and flowers as soon as the
waggon appears from behind the comer of the last house lying before it in the country. It is the women,
girls and children of Nazareth greeting the bride. The men, more grave, are standing behind the excited
and shouting crowd and they are greeting solemnly.

The waggon is not covered now by the tent, which was removed before reaching the village, both
because the sun was no longer annoying them and to enable Mary to see Her native land. Mary thus
appears in all the beauty of a lovely flower. White and blonde like an angel She smiles lovingly at
everybody: at the children who throw Her flowers and kisses; at the girls of Her own age who call Her
by name; at the elderly women who bless Her with their cheerful voices. She bows to the men and
particularly to one who is perhaps the rabbi or the elder of the town.

The waggon proceeds slowly along the main road, followed for a considerable distance by the crowd,
for whom the arrival is an event.

« There is Your house, Mary » says Joseph, pointing with his whip to a little house which is just under
the edge of an undulation of the hill. Behind the house there is a lovely large kitchen garden all in
bloom, at the end of which there is a small olive-grove. Behind the olive-grove there is the usual
boundary hedge of hawthorn and cactus. The fields that once belonged to Joachim, are farther
beyond...

«As You can see, very little is left for You » says Zacharias. « Your father's illness was a long and
expensive one. Also the expenses to repair the damage done by the Romans were heavy. See? The road
took away the three main rooms and the house was cut down in
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size in order to enlarge it, without excessive expenses, a part of the mountain was adapted, where the
grotto is. Joachim kept his supplies there and Anne her looms. You will do as You think best. »

« Oh! It does not matter if only little is left. It will be sufficient for Me. I will work... »

«No, Mary. » It is Joseph who is speaking. « I will work. You will do nothing but weave and sew
things for the house. I am young and strong and I am Your husband. Please do not humiliate me with
Your work. »

«I shall do as you wish. »
«Yes, in this case I do want it. In everything else Your wishes are the law. But not in regard to this. »
They have arrived. The waggon stops.

Two women and two men, about forty and fifty years of age respectively, are at the entrance and many
children and young boys are with them. « May God give You peace, Mary » says the elder man and one
of the women approaches Mary embracing and kissing Her.

« He is my brother Alphaeus and she is Mary, his wife, and these are their children. They have come to
greet You and to tell You that their house is Yours if You wish so » says Joseph.

«Yes, come Mary, if it is painful for You to live by Yourself. The country is beautiful in springtime
and our house is in the middle of fields full of flowers. And You will be the loveliest flower there »
says Mary of Alphaeus.

« Thank you, Mary. I would come so willingly. But I am so anxious to see and recognise My own
home. I left it when I was a little girl, and I have forgotten what it is like... Now I have found it again...
and I feel I have found also My lost mother, My beloved father, and that I can hear the echo of their
words... and I smell the perfume of their last breathing. I feel I am no longer an orphan, because once
again | have around Me the embrace of these walls... Please understand Me, Mary. » Mary's voice
trembles and Her eyes begin to shine with tears.

Mary of Alphaeus replies to Her: « As You wish, my dear. I want You to feel that I am Your sister and
friend, and also a mother to You, since I am so much older than You are. »

The other woman has come forward: « Hello, Mary. I am Sarah, Your mother's friend. I saw You being
born. And this is Alphaeus, Alphaeus' nephew, and a great friend of Your mother. What I did for Your
mother, I am willing to do for You, if You wish so. See? My house is the nearest to Yours and Your
fields are now ours. But if You want to come, come whenever You wish. We will open a passage
through the hedge and we shall be together, yet each of us will be at home. This is my husband. »

« Thank you all and for everything. Thank you for all the good

LXXXIV



you did to My parents and for your love for Me. May God the Almighty bless you for it. »

The heavy trunks are unloaded and carried into the house. They go in. I now recognise the little house
of Nazareth, as it was during the life of Jesus.

Joseph takes Mary by Her hand and they go in. On the threshold he says to Her: « And now, on this
threshold, I want a promise from You. That whatever may happen to You, whatever You may need,
there is no other friend whom to apply to but Joseph and that, for no reason whatsoever, may You
worry all by Yourself. Remember that I am everything for You and it will be a joy for me to make Your
life happy and, since happiness is not always in our power, I will at least make it peaceful and safe. »

«I do promise, Joseph. »
The door and windows are opened. The last searching rays of the sun enter.

Mary has now taken off Her mantle and veil, because, with the exception of the myrtle flowers, She has
still Her bridal dress on. She then goes into the kitchen garden in bloom. She looks and smiles. Still
held by the hand by Joseph, She goes round the garden. She looks as if She were taking possession of a
lost place.

And Joseph shows Her his work: « See? I dug a hole here to gather the rain water, because these vines
are always thirsty. I cut off the oldest branches of this olive tree to strengthen it and I transplanted these
apple trees because two of them had withered. Over there I planted some fig trees. When they grow up
they will shelter the house both from the excessive heat of the sun and from inquisitive people. The
pergola is the old one. I only changed the rotten poles and I did some trimming. It will give You a lot
of grapes, I hope. And here, look » and he leads Her proudly towards the side of the hill at the back of
the house, which limits the northern side of the garden « there I dug a grotto and I have reinforced it
and when these little plants take roots, it will be almost identical to the one You had. There is no
spring... but I hope to convey a little stream there. I will work in the long summer evenings, when I
come to see You... »

« What do you mean? » asks Alphaeus. « Are you not getting married this summer? »

«No. Mary wants to weave Her woollen clothes, the only things missing from Her trousseau. And I
agree with Her. Mary is so young that it does not matter if we wait for a year or more. In the meantime
She will get used to the house... »

« Well! You have always been somewhat different from other people and you still are. I do not know
who would not be in a hurry to get married to a beautiful flower like Mary, and you are delaying things
by months!... »
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« A joy awaited for a long time is a joy to be taken delight in more intensely » replies Joseph with a
gentle smile.

His brother shrugs his shoulders and asks: « Well, then, when are you thinking of getting married? »

« When Mary is sixteen. After the feast of the Tabernacles. The winter evenings will be sweet for the
newly weds!... » and he smiles again looking at Mary. A smile of a gentle secret understanding. A
smile of a brotherly chastity giving comfort. He then resumes his tour of the garden. « This is the big
room under the mountain. If You agree, I will use it as a workshop when I come here. It is joined to the
house, but not in the house. So I will not annoy You with noises and disorder. However, if You wish
otherwise... »

«No, Joseph. That is perfectly all right. »
They go back into the house and light the lamps.
«Mary is tired » says Joseph. « Let us leave Her in peace with Her cousins. »

They all say goodbye and go out. Joseph stays for a few moments and speaks to Zacharias in a low
voice.

« Your cousin is leaving Elizabeth with You for a little while. Are You happy? I am. Because she will
help You... to become a perfect housewife. With her You will be able to arrange Your things and Your
furniture, and I will come every evening to help You. With Elizabeth You can purchase the wool and
whatever You may need. And I will see to the expenses. Remember, You have promised to come to me
for everything. Goodbye, Mary. Sleep the first night as the landlady of this house and may the angel of
God make Your sleep peaceful. May the Lord be always with You. »

« Goodbye, Joseph. May you also be under the wings of God's angel. Thank you, Joseph. For
everything. As far as I can, I will requite your love with Mine. »

Joseph says goodbye to Her cousins and goes out.

And the vision ends with him.

15. Conclusion to the Pre-Gospel.

Jesus says:

« The cycle is over. It has been so sweet and gentle and with it your Jesus has taken you out of the
turmoil of these days without any shock. Like a baby enveloped in soft woollen swaddling clothes and
laid on soft cushions, you have been immersed in those blissful visions so that you might not perceive
the cruelty of men who hate instead of loving one another, and be terrorised by such ferocity. You
could no longer endure certain situations, and I do not want you to die because of them, because I take
care of My "mouthpiece".

The reason why victims have been tortured by utter despair is
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about to cease in the world. Therefore, Mary, the time of your dreadful suffering for too many reasons
in such strong contrast with your feelings, will come to an end as well. But your suffering will not
cease: you are a victim. But part of it: the latter, will cease. Then the day will come when I will say to
you, as | said to Mary of Magdala when she was dying: "Rest. It is now time for you to rest. Give Me
your thorns. It is now time for roses. Rest and wait. I bless you, o blessed soul".

That is what [ was saying to you, and it was a promise which you did not understand, as the time was
approaching when you were to be immersed in, rolled over, chained and filled with thorns, in deepest
darkness... I am repeating that to you now, With the joy which only the Love, Which I am, can feel
when It can stop one of Its beloved from suffering. I am now telling you that that time of sacrifice is
ceasing. And I, Who know, say to you, on behalf of the world which does not know, on behalf of Italy,
of Viareggio, of this little village, where you brought Me - meditate on the meaning of these words - |
say to you "thanks" as is due to holocausts for their sacrifices.

When I showed you Cecily, the virgin-spouse, I told you that she became impregnated with My
perfumes, behind which she dragged her husband, brother-in-law, servants, relatives, friends. You
played the role of Cecily in this mad world, and you do not know, but I am telling you, I Who know.
You became saturated with Me, with My word, you informed people of My desires and the best among
them understood and following you, a victim, many more have risen, and if your fatherland and the
places dearer to you are not completely ruined, that is due to the fact that many victims have been
consumed after your example and your ministry. Thank you, My blessed one. But go on. I have great
need to save the earth, to buy the earth again, and you victims are the money.

May Wisdom, which taught saints and teaches you directly, elevate you more and more in the
understanding of the Science of life and in its practice. Pitch your little tent near the house of the Lord.
Nay, pitch the pegs of your own dwelling in the abode of Wisdom and live there without ever coming
out. You will rest, under the protection of the Lord Who loves you, like a bird among flowery branches
and He will shelter you from all spiritual storms and you will be in the light of the glory of God, from
Whom words of peace and truth will descend for you.

Go in peace. I bless you, o blessed soul. »

Immediately afterwards Mary says:

« A present to Mary for her feast from Mother. A chain of presents. And if there are some thorns
amongst them, do not complain to the Lord Who has loved you as He has loved few people.

LXXXVIT



I told you at the beginning: "Write about Me. All your sorrows will be comforted" - You can now see
that it was true. This gift had been put aside for this time of excitement, because we do not take care
only of the spirit, but we also look after matter, which is not the queen but a useful servant to the spirit
in fulfilling its mission.

Be grateful to the Most High, Who is really a Father to you, also in an affectionately human sense, and
lulls you with sweet ecstasies to conceal from you what would frighten you. Love Me more and more. I
have led you into the secrecy of My early years. You now know everything about Mother. Love Me as
daughter and sister in our destiny of victims. And love God the Father, God the Son, God the Holy
Spirit with perfect love. The blessing of the Father, of the Son and of the Spirit passes through My
hands, is scented with My motherly love for you and it descends and rests upon you. Be supernaturally

happy. »

16. The Annunciation.

8th March 1944.

What I see. Mary, a very young girl: She looks fifteen years old, at most. She is in a small rectangular
room: a room most suitable for a girl. Along one of the longer walls, there is a bed: a low bed, without
bedstead, covered with thick mats or carpets, which appear to be laid on boards or cane-trellis, because
they are very stiff and without any curve, as is usual with our beds. Against the other wall there is a
kind of bookcase with an oil lamp, some rolls of parchment, some needlework carefully folded: it
seems to be embroidery work.

Beside the bookcase, towards the door, which opens onto the kitchen garden and which is now covered
by a curtain gently moved by a light breeze, there is the Virgin sitting on a low stool. She is spinning
some linen which is as white as snow and as soft as silk. Her little hands, just a little darker than linen,
are whirling the spindle very quickly. Her beautiful young face is slightly bent forward and She is
smiling gently as if She were caressing or following some sweet thought.

There is a great silence in the little house and in the kitchen garden. There is a great peace both on
Mary's face and in the surrounding place. There is peace and order. Everything is neat and tidy and the
room, although very modest looking and very modestly furnished - it is almost as bare as a cell - has
something austere and regal about it because of its cleanliness and the care With which everything is
laid: the clothes on the bed, the rolls, the lamp, the copper pitcher near the lamp, with a bunch of
branches in bloom in it. I do not know whether they are peach or pear branches. They are certainly
branches of a fruit-tree, with pinkish
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white flowers.

Mary begins to sing in a low voice, then She raises Her voice slightly. But She does not sing loudly.
Still, it is a voice vibrating in the little room and one can perceive the vibration of Her soul in it. I do
not understand the words as they are spoken in Hebrew. But as now and again She repeats Jehovah I
realize that it is a sacred song, perhaps a psalm. Mary is probably remembering the songs of the
Temple. And it must be a happy memory because She lays Her hands in Her lap, while still holding the
yarn and the spindle, and lifts Her head leaning against the wall: Her face is beautifully flushed and Her
eyes are lost behind... I wonder what sweet thought. Her eyes are shining with tears, which appear but
do not overflow and they make Her eyes look larger. And yet those eyes are smiling, they are smiling at
a thought they can see and by which Mary is abstracted from the earthly world. Mary's face, flushed
and girded by the plaits She wears rolled up like a crown round Her head, seems a beautiful flower, as
it emerges from Her plain white dress.

The song changes into a prayer: « Most High Lord God, do not delay any longer in sending Your
Servant to bring peace to the world. Grant us the favourable time and the pure and prolific virgin for
the coming of Your Christ. Father, Holy Father, grant Me, Your servant to offer My life for this
purpose. Grant Me to die after seeing Your Light and Your Justice on earth and after knowing that our
Redemption has been accomplished. O Holy Father, send the Promise of the Prophets to the earth.
Send the Redeemer to Your maidservant, so that in the hour of My death, Your abode may be opened
to Me, as its gates have already been opened by Your Christ for all those who have hoped in You.
Come, come, O Spirit of the Lord. Come to the faithful who are expecting You. Come, Prince of
Peace!... » Mary remains absorbed thus...

The curtain moves fast, as if someone behind it ventilated it or shook it to draw it. And a pearl white
light mixed with pure silver makes the slightly yellow walls clearer and makes the colours of the cloths
brighter and Mary's raised face more spiritual. And in such light, while the curtain is still drawn on the
mystery to be accomplished, the Archangel prostrates himself: the curtain no longer moves: it is
hanging stiff against the doorposts like a wall separating the inside from the outside.

The Angel must necessarily take a human appearance. But it is a transhumanised appearance. Of what
flesh is this beautiful and gleaming figure made? With what substance did God form it to make it
perceptible to the senses of the Virgin? Only God can possess such substances and use them so
perfectly. It is a face, a body, eyes, a mouth, hair and hands like ours. But they are not our dull matter.
It is a light that has taken the colour of flesh, of eyes,

LXXXTIX



hair, lips, a light that moves and smiles, looks and speaks.

« Hail, Mary, full of Grace, Hail! » The voice is a sweet arpeggio as of pearls thrown on a precious
metal plate.

Mary is startled and lowers Her head. And She is even more startled when She sees the shining creature
kneeling at about a metre from Her and looking at Her with infinite veneration, his hands crossed over
his chest.

Mary jumps to Her feet and She squeezes against the wall. She turns pale and red alternately. Her face
shows surprise and fear. She subconsciously presses Her hands against Her breast hiding them under
Her large sleeves. She stoops, endeavouring to conceal Her body as much as possible. An attitude of
gentle modesty.

«No. Do not fear. The Lord is with You! You are blessed amongst all women! »

But Mary continues to be afraid. Where has that extraordinary being come from? Is he a messenger of
God or of the Deceiver?

« Do not fear, Mary! » repeats the Archangel. « I am Gabriel, the Angel of God. My Lord has sent me
to You. Do not be afraid, because You have found grace in the eyes of God. And You will conceive
and bear a Son and You will call Him "Jesus": He will be great and will be called Son of the Most High
(and such He will really be). And the Lord God will give Him the throne of His Ancestor David and He
will rule over the House of Jacob for ever, and His reign will have no end. Understand, o Holy Virgin
loved by God, Daughter blessed by Him, called to be the Mother of His Son, what Son You will
generate »

« How can this come about, since I do not know man? Perhaps the Lord God will no longer accept the
offer of His maidservant and does not want Me a Virgin for His love? »

«Not by deed of man You will be a mother, Mary. You are the Eternal Virgin, the Holy Virgin of God.
The Holy Spirit will come upon You and the power of the Most High will cover You with its shadow.
So the Child born of You will be called Holy and Son of God. Our Lord God can do everything.
Elizabeth, the barren one, in her old age has conceived a son who will be the Prophet of Your Son, and
will prepare His ways. The Lord has removed her disgrace and her memory will remain amongst
peoples together with Your name, as the name of her creature will be joined to the name of Your Holy
Son, and until the end of centuries you will be called blessed, because of the grace of the Lord which
has come to You both and particularly to You, by means of Whom Grace has come to all peoples.
Elizabeth is in her sixth month and her burden lifts her to joy, and will lift her even more when she
hears of Your joy. Nothing is impossible to the Lord, Mary, full of Grace. What shall I tell my Lord?
Let no thought whatsoever disturb You. He Will protect Your interests if You trust in Him. The world,
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Heaven, the Eternal Father are awaiting Your word! »

Mary crosses Her hands over Her breast and bowing down deeply, She says: « I am the handmaid of
the Lord. Let what you have said be done to Me. »

The Angel shines out of joy. He kneels in adoration because he certainly sees the Spirit of God descend
upon the Virgin bent down in assent, and he disappears without moving the curtain, but leaves it well
drawn over the holy Mystery.

17. The Disobedience of Eve and the Obedience of Mary.

S5th March 1944,
Jesus says:

«... Do we not read in Genesis that God made man the overlord of everything on the earth, that is
everything except God and His angelical ministers? Do we not read that He made the woman the
companion of man in his joy and his domination over all living beings? Do we not read that they were
allowed to eat of everything with the exception of the tree of the knowledge of Good and Evil? Why?
What is the meaning of the words "that he might rule"? And what is the meaning of the tree of the
knowledge of Good and Evil? Have you ever asked these questions, you man, who ask so many useless
ones and never ask your soul about heavenly truths? Your soul would tell you, if it were alive, because
a soul in grace is held like a flower in the hands of your angel, and like a flower it is kissed by the sun
and sprinkled with dew by the Holy Spirit, Who warms and illuminates it, sprays and decorates it with
heavenly lights. How many truths your soul would tell you, if you only knew how to converse with it, if
you loved your soul that makes you like God, Who is a spirit, as your soul is a spirit. What a great
friend you would have if you loved your soul instead of hating it to the extent of killing it; what a great
and sublime friend with whom you could talk of celestial matters, since you men are so eager to talk
and you ruin one another with friendships which, if they are not unworthy ones (as sometimes they are),
they are almost always useless and they turn into a vain and damaging tumult of worldly words.

Did I not say: "If anyone loves Me he will keep My word, and My Father will love him, and we shall
come to him and make Our home with him"? The soul in grace possesses love, and by possessing love
it possesses God, that is the Father Who preserves it, the Son Who teaches it, the Spirit Who
illuminates it. It therefore possesses Knowledge, Science, Wisdom, Light. Consider therefore what
sublime conversations your soul could hold with you. Such conversations filled the silence of prisons,
the silence of cells, the silence of hermitages, the silence of the rooms of holy sick people.
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Such conversations were the consolation of prisoners awaiting martyrdom, of cloistered monks and
nuns searching for the Truth, of hermits longing for an advanced knowledge of God, of sick people in
bearing, nay, in loving their crosses.

If you knew how to question your soul, you would be told that the true, extensive meaning - as
comprehensive as creation itself - of the words "that he might rule" is this: "That man might dominate
everything, that is his three states. The lower state, the animal one. The middle state, the moral one.
The superior state, the spiritual one. And all three of them are to be directed to one sole aim: to possess
God". To possess Him by deserving Him through a strict control which subdues all the power of one's
ego and conveys it to one only purpose: to deserve to possess God. Your soul would tell you that God
had forbidden the knowledge of good and evil, because He had already granted good to His creatures
gratuitously, and He did not want you to know evil, because it is a sweet fruit to taste, but once its juice
becomes part of your blood, it causes a fever that kills you and produces a parching thirst, so that the
more one drinks of that false juice, the more thirsty one becomes.

You may object: "And why did He put it there?" Because evil is a force that originated by itself like
certain monstrous diseases in the most wholesome body.

Lucifer was an angel, the most beautiful of all the angels, a perfect spirit, inferior only to God, and yet
in his bright essence a vapour of pride arose and he did not scatter it. On the contrary, he condensed it
by brooding over it. And Evil was born of this incubation. It existed before man. God had hurled him
out of Paradise, the cursed incubator of Evil, who had desecrated Paradise. But he is the eternal
incubator of Evil and as he can no longer soil Paradise, he has soiled the earth.

That metaphorical tree proves this truth. God had said to the man and the woman: "You know all the
laws and the mysteries of creation. But do not infringe on My right of being the Creator of man. My
love will suffice for the propagation of the human race and it will spread among you and will excite the
new Adams of the race without any lust of the senses but with purely charitable pulsations. I have given
you everything. I am only keeping for Myself this mystery of the formation of man".

Satan wanted to deprive man of this intellectual virginity and with his venomous tongue he blandished
and caressed Eve's limbs and eyes, exciting reflections and a perspicacity which they did not have
before, because malice had not yet intoxicated them.

She "saw". And seeing, she wanted to try. Her flesh was aroused. Oh! If she had called to God! If she
had hurried to Him saying: "Father! The Serpent has caressed me and I am upset". The Father
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would have purified and healed her with His breath, which could have infused new innocence into her
as it had infused life. And it would have made her forget the snake's poison, nay it would have
engendered in her a disgust for the Serpent, as it happens in those who bear an instinctive dislike for
diseases of which they have just been cured. But Eve does not go to the Father. Eve goes back to the
Serpent. The sensation is a sweet one for her. "Seeing that the fruit of the tree was good to eat and
pleasing and agreeable to the eye, she took it and ate it".

And "she understood". Now Malice was inside her and was gnawing at her intestines. She saw with
new eyes and heard with new ears the habits and voices of beasts. And she craved for them with insane
greed.

She began the sin by herself. She accomplished it with her companion. That is why a heavier sentence
is laid on woman. Because of her, man has become rebellious towards God and has become acquainted
with lewdness and death. Because of her, he was no longer capable of dominating his three reigns: the
reign of the spirit, because he allowed the spirit to disobey God; the moral reign, because he allowed
passions to master him; the reign of the flesh, because he lowered it down to the instinctive level of
beasts. "The Serpent seduced me" says Eve. "The woman offered me the fruit and I ate of it" says
Adam. And the triple greed has ruled the three dominions since then.

Only Grace can relax the hold of this ruthless monster. And if Grace is alive, nay thoroughly alive, and
kept more and more alive by the good will of a faithful son, it will succeed in strangling the monster
and will no longer have anything to fear. It will not be afraid of internal tyrants, which are the flesh and
passions; neither will it be afraid of external tyrants, these are the world and the mighty ones on the
earth. It will dread neither persecutions nor death. It is as Paul the Apostle says: "I fear none of these
things, neither do I care for my life more than I care for myself, provided I carry out the mission and
the ministry the Lord Jesus gave me, and that was to bear witness to the Good News of God's Grace".

[...]»

8th March 1944.
Mary says:

«I obeyed in My joy, because when I understood the mission to which God called Me, I was full of
joy, My heart opened like a closed lily and it shed that blood which was to become the soil for the
Lord's Seed.

The joy of being a mother.

I had consecrated Myself to God since My childhood, because the light of the Most High had shown
Me the cause of evil in the world
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and, as far as it was in My power, I wanted to remove from Myself every trace of Satan.

I did not know I was without stain. I could not think I was. That simple thought would have been
presumption and pride, because, since [ was born of human parents, it was not right for Me to think that
I was the Chosen One to be the Faultless One. The Spirit of God had informed Me of the pain of the
Father because of the corruption of Eve, who had lowered herself to the level of inferior creatures,
whereas she was a creature of grace. It was My intention to soothe that pain by remaining unprofaned
by human thoughts, wishes and contacts and thus restoring an angelical purity in My body. The
palpitations of My heart were to be only for Him, and only for Him My whole being.

But if there was no passion of the flesh in Me, there was still the sacrifice of not being a mother. Also
Eve had been granted by the Father Creator the gift of maternity, a maternity devoid of what now
degrades it. The sweet and pure maternity without a sensual burden! I experienced it! Of how much did
Eve divest herself by giving up such wealth! More than immortality. And do not think that I am
exaggerating. My Jesus and I, His Mother, with Him, have experienced the languor of death. I, the
sweet languor of a tired person who falls asleep, Jesus, the intense languor of who dies sentenced to
death. So we also experienced death. But only I, the new Eve, experienced maternity without any kind
of profanation, that I might tell the world how sweet was the destiny of woman called to be a mother
without any bodily pain. And the desire of such pure maternity was possible and actually existed in the
Virgin wholly devoted to God, because that maternity is the glory of woman.

If you consider in what high esteem the Israelites held a mother, you will realise even more what
sacrifice I had made when I consecrated Myself to virginity. Now the Eternal Good Father granted Me,
His servant, this gift, without divesting Me of the purity I had clothed Myself in to be a flower on His
throne. And I rejoiced with the double joy of being the mother of a man and the Mother of God.

The joy of being the Woman by means of Whom peace was reestablished between Heaven and earth.

Oh! What a joy to have desired this peace for the sake of God and of men and to know that it was
coming to the world through Me, the poor handmaid of the Almighty! What a joy to say: "Men, do not
cry any longer. I have in Me the secret that will make you happy. I cannot tell what it is because it is
sealed in Me, in My heart, just as the Son is enclosed in My inviolate womb. But I am already bringing
it to you, and the moment when you will see Him and hear His Holy name is getting nearer and nearer".
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The joy of having made God happy: the joy of the believer for his God made happy.
Oh! The joy of removing from God's heart the bitterness of Eve's disobedience, pride and disbelief!

My Jesus explained the fault with which the first Couple got stained. I redeemed that sin by going up
the same stages as they descended.

Disobedience was the beginning of the downfall: "Do not eat and do not touch of that tree" said God.
And man and woman did not respect that prohibition, although as kings of creation they were allowed
to touch and eat of everything except of that tree because God wanted them to be inferior only to
angels.

The tree: the means to test their obedience. What does obedience to God's commands imply? It implies
all possible good, because God commands nothing but good. What is disobedience? It is evil, because
it brings about a rebellious mental state in which Satan can be active.

Eve goes toward the tree, which, if avoided, would have caused her welfare, if approached, would
cause her ruin. She goes there led by the childish curiosity of seeing what is special about it, and by a
rashness that makes her consider God's command a useless one since she is strong and pure, the queen
of Eden, where everything is subject to her and nothing can hurt her. Her presumption is her ruin.
Presumption is the yeast of pride.

At the tree she finds the Seducer, who sings his song of lies to her inexperience, to her beautiful
virginal inexperience, to her badly guarded inexperience. "You think there is evil here? No, there isn't.
God told you because He wants to keep you as slaves under His power. You think you are king and
queen? You are not even as free as wild animals. Animals can love one another with true love. You
cannot. Animals are granted the gift of being creators like God. Animals generate little ones and see
their families grow as much as they like. You do not. You are denied this joy. Why make you man and
woman if you have to live thus? Be gods. You do not know the joy of being two in one flesh, that
creates a third one and many more. Do not believe God when He promised you the joy of posterity
seeing your children forming new families, leaving their father and mother for their families. He has
given you a sham life: real life is to know the laws of life. Then you will be like gods and will be able
to say to God: "We are equal to You'".

And the allurement continued because there was no will to break it, on the contrary there was the will
to continue it and to learn what did not belong to man. And the forbidden tree becomes really mortal
for the human race because from its branches there hangs the fruit of bitter knowledge that comes from
Satan. And the woman becomes a female and with the yeast of Satanic
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knowledge in her heart, she moves on to corrupt Adam. With their bodies and souls degraded and their
morals corrupted, they became acquainted with sorrow and the death of both their souls deprived of
Grace and of their bodies divested of immortality. And Eve's wound engendered suffering, which will
not subside until the last couple on earth are dead.

I went along the road of the two sinners, but in the opposite direction: I obeyed. I obeyed in every way.
God inspired Me to be a virgin. I obeyed. When I loved virginity that made Me as pure as the first
woman before she met Satan, God asked Me to get married. I obeyed, elevating marriage to the degree
of purity intended by God when He created the First Parents. I was then convinced that My destiny was
solitude in marriage and the contempt of people because of My holy sterility, when God asked Me to
be a Mother. I obeyed. I believed that it was possible and that the word came from God, because I was
filled with peace when I heard it. I did not think: "I deserved it". I did not say: "Now the world will
admire Me, because | am like God, creating the flesh of God". No, I did not. I lowered Myself in My
humility.

Joy gushed out of My heart like the stem of a rose. But it was soon decorated with sharp thorns and it
was clenched in the tangle of sorrow, like branches enveloped by the bearbines of convolvuli (1).
Sorrow for the pain of My spouse: it suffocated My joy. Sorrow for the pain of My Son: a thorn that
pierced My joy.

Eve wanted pleasure, triumph, freedom. I accepted sorrow, humiliation, slavery. I gave up My peaceful
life, the esteem of My spouse, My own freedom. I kept nothing for Myself. I became the maid of God
in the flesh, in morals, in the spirit, relying on Him not only for the virginal conception, but also for the
protection of My honour, for the consolation of My spouse, for the means suitable to elevate him also
to the sublimation of marriage, so that we could restore man and woman to their lost dignity. I
embraced the will of the Lord for Myself, My spouse and My Creature.

I said "Yes" for the whole three, as I was certain that God would not break His promise to assist Me in
My sorrow of a spouse who realises she is considered guilty, and of a mother who knows she is
generating a Son to deliver Him to sorrow. I said "Yes" and nothing else. That "Yes" cancelled Eve's
"No" to God's command. "Yes, My Lord, as You wish. I will know what You want Me to know. I will
live as You want Me to live. I will rejoice if You wish so. I will suffer for what You want Me to suffer.
Yes, for ever, My Lord, from the moment Your ray made Me a Mother to the moment You called Me
back to You. 'Yes', for ever 'Yes'. All the good voices of the flesh, all the good passions of the spirit
were under

(1) A genus of climbing plants, including the bindweed.
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the weight of My perpetual 'Yes'. And above, on a diamond pedestal, there was My spirit, lacking
wings to fly to You, but it was the master of the whole 'ego' subdued and made Your servant. Servant in
joy, servant in sorrow. But smile, o0 God. And be happy. Guilt has been defeated. It has been removed
and destroyed. It lies under My heel, it was washed in My tears and destroyed by My obedience. The
new Tree will be born of My bosom and it will bear the Fruit that knows all the evil because It suffered
it all in Itself and will give all the good. All men will be able to come to It and I shall be happy if they
take of It, even if they do not remember that It was born of Me. Providing man is saved and God is
loved, let it be done to His handmaid what is done to a clod of earth on which a tree is planted: a step to
ascend".

Mary, we must always be steps so that other people may ascend to God. It does not matter if they tread
on us, providing they are successful in reaching the Cross. It is the new tree that has the knowledge of
Good and Evil, because it tells man what is good and what is evil so that he may choose and live and at
the same time it is a medicine that cures those who are intoxicated by the evil they wanted to taste. Let
our hearts be under the feet of men, that the number of the redeemed may increase and the Blood of My
Jesus not be shed fruitlessly. That is the destiny of the maids of God. But then we deserve to receive the
holy Host in our hearts and to say at the foot of the Cross drenched with His Blood and our tears: "Here
is, o Father, the immaculate Host which we offer to You for the salvation of the world. Look at us,
Father, melted with It and give us Your blessing for Its infinite merits".

And I give you My caresses. Rest now, My dear daughter. The Lord is with you. »

Jesus says:

« My Mother's words should disperse all perplexity of thought also in the minds most confused and
muddled by pseudo science I... L.

I said: "metaphorical tree". Now I will say: "symbolical tree". Perhaps you will understand better. Its
symbol is clear: the inclination to good and to evil of the two children of God, would be understood by
their behaviour towards the tree., Like 'aqua regia' that tests gold and the scales of the goldsmith that
weigh its carats, that tree, by God's command, became a means of testing and it gave the measure of
Adam's and Eve's symbolic metal purity.

I can already hear your objection: "Was the punishment not excessive and the means used to condemn
them not childish?"

Not so. Actual disobedience in you, who are their heirs, is not so grave as if it were in them. You have
been redeemed by Me. But Satan's poison is always ready to rise again, like certain diseases
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that never disappear completely in the blood. The First Parents possessed Grace without ever even
nearing Disgrace. They were therefore stronger and more firmly supported by Grace that generated
love and innocence. The gift given them by God was infinite. Much graver is therefore their fall
notwithstanding that gift.

Also the fruit that was offered and eaten was symbolical. It was the fruit of an experience they wanted
to have at Satan's instigation to break God's command. I had not forbidden men love. I only wanted
them to love each other without malice; as I loved them in My holiness, they were to love each other in
the holiness of affections unsoiled by lewdness.

It must not be forgotten that Grace is light, and whoever possesses it knows what is good and useful to
know. Mary, Full of Grace, knew everything, because Wisdom taught Her, Wisdom that is Grace, and
She knew how to live in a holy way. Also Eve knew what was good for her to know. But not more,
because it is valueless to know what is not good. But she did not have faith in God's word, and was not
faithful to her promise of obedience. She believed in Satan, she broke her promise, she wanted to know
what was not good, she loved it without regret, she turned love into something corrupt and degraded,
which I instead had permitted as something holy. A sullied angel, she wallowed in mud and litter,
whereas she could have run happily amongst the flowers of the earthly Paradise and she could have
seen her offspring flourish around her, like a plant that is covered with flowers without bending its
leaves into the mire.

Do not be like the foolish children mentioned by Me in the Gospel; they heard other children sing and
they stopped their ears, they heard them play the pipes and they did not dance, they heard them weep
and they wanted to laugh. Do not be narrow-minded, do not be deniers. Accept the Light without
malice and stubbornness, without irony and disbelief. Enough said about that.

To make you understand how grateful you must be to Him Who died to elevate you to Heaven and to
defeat Satan's concupiscence, I wanted to speak to you, in this period of preparation for Easter, of what
was the first link of the chain by which the Word of the Father was dragged to death, the Divine Lamb
to the slaughterhouse. I wanted to speak to you about it, because at present ninety per cent of you are
like Eve intoxicated by Lucifer's breath and words, and you do not live to love one another, but to glut
yourselves with sensuality, you do not live for Heaven but for filth, you are no longer creatures gifted
with soul and reason, but dogs without soul and without reason. You have killed your souls and
perverted your reason. I solemnly tell you that brutes surpass you in the honesty of their love. »
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18. The Annunciation of Elizabeth's Pregnancy to Joseph.

25th March 1944.

The little house of Nazareth appears to me with Mary in it. Mary, a young girl, as when the Angel of
God appeared to Her. This simple sight fills my soul with the virginal perfume of the house. The scent
still remains in the room where the Angel gently waved his golden wings. That divine perfume was all
concentrated on Mary to make a mother of Her and it now emanates from Her.

It is evening, because shadows begin to invade the room into which so much heavenly light had
descended.

Mary is kneeling near Her little bed and is praying with Her arms crossed over Her breast and Her face
bowed down very low. She is still dressed as She was at the moment of the Annunciation. Everything is
exactly as it was then. The flowery branch is in its vase, the furniture in the same position. Only the
distaff and the spindle are now leaning in a corner, the former with its flax, the latter with its bright
thread wrapped around it.

Mary stops praying and stands up, Her face is flushed as if it were lit up by a flame. Her lips are
smiling, but Her eyes are shining with tears. She takes the oil lamp and lights it with a flint. She checks
that everything is in good order in the room. She straightens up the blanket on the bed as it had been
displaced. She adds some water to the vase containing the flowery branch and She places it outside, in
the cool of the night. She then comes back in. She takes the folded embroidery from the bookcase and
the lamp and goes out closing the door. She takes a few steps in the little kitchen garden, along the side
of the house and then goes into the little room where I saw the parting goodbye of Jesus and Mary. 1
recognise it although some pieces of furniture which were there previously are now missing.

Mary disappears into another small adjoining room, taking the lamp with Her, and I am left alone in the
company of the embroidery work laid on the corner of the table. I can hear Mary's light steps moving to
and fro, She then makes a noise with water as if She were washing something. Then there is the noise
of broken sticks and I understand that She is lighting the fire.

Then She comes back and goes into the little garden. She comes in once again with some apples and
vegetables. She puts the apples on the table, on an engraved metal tray, possibly made of copper. She
goes back into the kitchen, (for the kitchen is certainly over there). Now the flames of the fireplace are
merrily casting light through the open door into this room and make dancing shadows on the wall.

Some time goes by and Mary comes in with a small brown loaf and a bowl of hot milk. She sits down
and dips some small slices of bread into the milk. She eats them slowly. Then leaving half of the
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bowl of milk, She goes into the kitchen and comes back with the vegetables on which She pours some
oil and She eats them with the bread. She quenches Her thirst with the milk. She then takes an apple
and eats it. The meal of a little girl.

Mary eats and thinks, and She smiles at some inner thought. She looks up and all around the walls and
seems to be telling them a secret. Now and again, She becomes serious, almost sad. But soon Her smile
is back on Her lips again.

There is a knocking at the door. Mary gets up and opens it. Joseph comes in. They greet each other.
Then Joseph sits on a stool in front of Mary, on the opposite side of the table.

Joseph is a handsome man in the prime of life. He must be thirty-five years old at most. His face is
framed by his dark brown hair and a beard of the same colour and his eyes are very sweet and very
dark, almost black. His forehead is large and smooth, his nose thin and slightly aquiline, his cheeks are
roundish of a brown hue, but not olive-coloured, on the contrary they are rosy near the cheek-bones. He
is not very tall, but he is strong and well built.

Before sitting down he has taken off his mantle and it is the first I have seen of its kind, because it is a
full circle. It is held close at the neck by a kind of hook and it has a hood. The colour is light brown and
it seems to be made of a cloth of coarse wool proof against water. It looks like the mantle of a
mountaineer suitable to shelter from inclement weather.

Also before sitting down he offers Mary two eggs and a bunch of grapes, somewhat withered, but well
preserved. And he smiles saying: « The grapes were brought to me from Cana. I was given the eggs by
a Centurion for some repair work I did to his cart. A wheel was broken and their carpenter is ill. They
are new laid. He took them from the hen house. Drink them. They will do You good. »

« Tomorrow, Joseph. I have just finished My meal. »

«But You can take the grapes. They are good, as sweet as honey. I carried them very carefully, so that
they would not get spoiled. Eat them. There are plenty more. I'll bring them to-morrow in a little
basket. I couldn't this evening, because I came straight from the Centurion's house. »

« Well, then, you have not had any supper yet. »
«No, I haven't, but it does not matter. »

Mary gets up at once and goes into the kitchen and She comes back with some milk, some olives and
cheese. « I have nothing else » She says. « Take an egg. »

But Joseph does not want it. The eggs are for Mary. He eats with relish his bread and the cheese and he
drinks the lukewarm milk. He then accepts an apple. And his supper is over.

Mary takes Her embroidery after cleaning the table and Joseph helps Her and he remains in the kitchen
even when She comes



back here. I can hear him putting things away. He pokes the fire because it is a cool evening. When he
comes in, Mary thanks him.

They speak to each other. Joseph tells Her how he spent the day. He talks of his little nephews and he
takes an interest in Mary's work and in Her flowers. He promises to bring Her some beautiful flowers
which the Centurion has promised him. « They are flowers we haven't got here. They were brought
from Rome. And he promised me some little plants. Now, when the moon is in the right quarter I will
plant them for You. They have lovely colours and a beautiful scent. I saw them last year, because they
bloom in summer. They will scent the whole house for You. Then I will prune the trees when the moon
is right. It is time. »

Mary smiles and thanks him. Then there is silence. Joseph looks at Mary's fair head bowed over Her
embroidery. A look of angelical love. Certainly, if an angel were to love a woman with the love of a
husband, he would look at her thus.

Then Mary, as if She were taking a sudden decision, lays the embroidery on Her lap and says: « I also
have something to tell you. I never have anything to say, because you know how retired I live. But

today I have some news. I heard that our relative Elizabeth, Zacharias' wife, is about to have a
child... »

Joseph opens his eyes wide and exclaims: « At her age? »

« At her age » replies Mary smiling. « The Lord can do everything, and now He is giving this joy to our
relative. »

« How do you know? Is the news certain? »

« A messenger came. One who would not tell lies. I would like to go to Elizabeth's, to help her and tell
her that I am rejoicing with her. If you will allow Me... »

«Mary, You are my lady and I Your servant. Whatever You do is well done. When would You like to
g0? »

« As soon as possible. But I shall be away for some months. »

« And I will count the days waiting for You. Go and don't worry. I will look after the house and Your
little garden. You will find the flowers as beautiful as if You had taken care of them. Only... wait.
Before Passover I must go to Jerusalem to buy certain things for my work. If You can wait for a few
days, I will come with You as far as Jerusalem. I can't go any farther, because I must hurry back. But
we can go there together. I will be happier if I know that You are not on the road by Yourself. When
You want to come back, You can let me know and I will come and meet You. »

«You are so good, Joseph. May the Lord reward you with His blessings and keep sorrow away from
you. I always pray Him for that. »

The chaste couple smile at each other angelically. There is silence again for a little while.

Then Joseph gets up. He puts his mantle on and he covers his
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head with the hood. He says goodbye to Mary Who has also got up, and he goes out.

Mary looks at him going out and She sighs rather sadly. She then lifts Her eyes to Heavens. She is
certainly praying. She closes the door carefully. She folds the embroidery. She goes into the kitchen,
puts out or covers up the fire. She makes sure that everything is in order. She then takes the oil lamp
and goes out closing the door. With Her hand She shields the feeble flame that flickers in the cool
evening breeze... She enters Her room and prays once again.

The vision ends thus.

Mary says:

« My dear daughter, when I came back to the reality of earthly life after the ecstasy that had filled Me
with inexpressible joy, My first thought was for Joseph: a thought as sharp as a rose thorn, that pierced
My heart enraptured among the roses of Divine Love, Who had become My Spouse only a few
moments before.

By this time I loved My holy and provident guardian. Since the time when by the will of God,
manifested to Me by the word of the Priest, I had become married to Joseph, I had the possibility of
knowing and appreciating the holiness of that Just man. When I became united to him, My dismay at
being an orphan disappeared and I no longer regretted the lost retreat of the Temple. He was as sweet
as My deceased father. With him I felt as safe as with the Priest. All perplexity had disappeared, nay it
had been forgotten, so far it was from My virginal heart. I had in fact understood that there was no
reason whatsoever for hesitation or fear with regard to Joseph. My virginity entrusted to Joseph was
safer than a child in his mother's arms.

But now, how could I tell him that I was a Mother? I endeavoured to find suitable words to give him
the news. A difficult task, as I did not want to boast of God's gift and on the other hand there was no
way of justifying My maternity without saying: "The Lord has loved Me amongst all women and has
made Me, His servant, His Bride". Neither did I wish to deceive him by concealing My condition from
him.

And while I was praying, the Spirit of Whom I was full, said to Me: "Be silent. Entrust Me with the
task of justifying You with Your spouse". When? How? I did not ask. I had always relied upon God,
and I had always allowed Myself to be led by Him exactly as a flower is led away by 'running water.
The Eternal Father had never abandoned Me without His help. His hand had always supported,
protected and guided Me so far. It would do so also now.

O My daughter, how beautiful and comforting is faith in our Eternal Good God! He holds us in His
arms as in a cradle, like a
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boat He steers us into the bright harbour of Goodness, He warms our hearts, comforts and nourishes us,
He bestows rest and happiness, light and guidance on us. Reliance in God is everything, and God grants
everything to those who trust in Him: He gives Himself.

That evening I elevated to perfection My reliance as a creature. Now I was able to do so, because God
was in Me. Before I had the confidence of a poor creature, such as I was: a mere nothing, even if I was
so much loved as to be the Faultless One. But now I had a divine confidence, because God was Mine:
My Spouse, My Son! Oh! What a joy! To be One with God. Not for My own glory, but to love Him
with a total union and say to Him: "You, only You are in Me: please assist Me with Your Divine
perfection in everything I do".

If He had not said to Me: "Be silent!", I would probably have dared say to Joseph, with My face bowed
to the ground: "The Spirit has penetrated Me and now the Embryo of God is in Me", and he would
have believed Me, because he held Me in high esteem and because like those who never lie, he could
not believe that others lied. Yes, to avoid hurting his feelings in future, I would have overcome My
reluctance to praise Myself. But I obeyed the divine command. And for months after that moment, I felt
the first wound pierce My heart.

It was the first pain in My destiny of Co-Redeemer. I offered and suffered it in atonement and to give
you a guidance for similar circumstances in life, when it is necessary to suffer in silence for an event
that casts a bad light on you in relation to those who love you.

Entrust God with the protection of your reputation and affections. If you deserve God's protection with
a holy life, you can proceed safely. Even if the whole world is against you, He will defend you with
regard to those who love you and will cause the truth to be known.

Now rest, My dear, and be more and more My dear daughter. »

19. Mary and Joseph Set Out for Jerusalem.

27th March 1944.
I see their departure to go to St. Elizabeth's.

Joseph has come with two little donkeys to fetch Mary: one for himself, the other for Mary. One of the
little animals has the usual saddle with a strange gadget attached to it. Later I gather that it is a kind of a
luggage-rack on which Joseph fastens a small wooden casket, a small trunk we would call it nowadays,
which he brought for Mary's clothes, to prevent them from getting wet.

I hear Mary thank Joseph wholeheartedly for the provident gift, in which She packs what She takes out
of a parcel She had made
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up previously.

They close the door of the house and start off. It is daybreak, for I can see the rosy dawn in the east.
Nazareth is still asleep. The two early travellers meet only a shepherd who is driving forward his little
sheep, which are trotting along, one against the other, jammed in close flock. They are all bleating. The
little lambs with their shrill sharp voices bleat more than the others, and want their mothers’ breasts
even while moving. But the mothers are hurrying towards the pastures and with their louder bleatings
they urge the little ones to follow them.

Mary looks and smiles and since She has stopped to let the herd go by, She bends on the saddle and
caresses the mild little beasts that pass near Her donkey. When the shepherd arrives carrying a newly-
born little lamb in his arms and he stops to speak to Mary, She smiles and caresses the pinkish little
face of the lamb, that is bleating desperately and She exclaims: « It's looking for its mother. Here is
your mother. She won't leave you, of course she won't, little lamb. » In fact the ewe rubs herself against
the shepherd, then stands up on her hind legs and licks the face of her little one.

The herd passes by making the noise of water drops falling on leaves. Behind it there is the dust raised
by the trotting feet of the sheep and the patterns of their footprints on the dusty road.

Joseph and Mary take to the road again. Joseph is wearing his large mantle, Mary has on a kind of a
striped shawl, because it is a very cool morning.

They are now in the country and they are- proceeding one beside the other. They seldom speak. Joseph
is thinking of his business, Mary is following Her own thoughts and in Her concentration She smiles at
them. At times She looks around and smiles at the things She sees. Now and again She looks at Joseph
and then an expression of sad gravity darkens Her face; then She smiles again, still looking at Her
provident spouse who speaks so little and when he does speak it is only to ask Her whether She is
comfortable and whether She needs anything.

By now there are many people on the road, particularly near and inside villages. But Mary and Joseph
do not pay much attention to the people they meet. They proceed on their trotting donkeys, in the midst
of the noise of the harness bells, and they stop only once in the shade of a thicket, to eat some bread
and olives and to drink at a well that runs down from a grotto. They stop later to take shelter from a
sudden heavy downpour from a very dark cloud.

They have taken cover under the mountain, against a protruding rock that protects them from most of
the heavy rain. Joseph wants Mary to put on his big mantle, which is proof against water and he
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insists so much that Mary is obliged to yield to the insistence of Her spouse, who to reassure Her of his
own immunity, covers his head and shoulders with a small grey blanket which was on the saddle.
Probably the donkey's blanket. Now Mary looks like a little monk, with Her face framed by the hood
and the mantle closed round Her neck and covering all Her body.

The shower slackens and turns into a tedious drizzling rain. Mary and Joseph start off again along a
muddy road. But it is springtime and after a short while the sun makes the journey more comfortable.
Also the two little donkeys are now trotting more happily along the road.

I do not see anything else because the vision ends here.

20. From Jerusalem to Zacharias' House.

28th March 1944.
We are in Jerusalem. I know the town very well now, with its streets and gates.

The first thing Mary and Joseph do is to go to the Temple. I recognise the stable where Joseph left his
donkey on the day of Jesus' presentation in the Temple. Also now He leaves the two donkeys there,
after feeding them, and then he goes with Mary to worship the Lord.

When they come out, they enter a house which apparently belongs to people they know. They take
some refreshment there and Mary rests until Joseph comes back with a little old man. « This man is
going Your way. You will not have to travel a long way by Yourself to get to Your relatives. You can
trust him because I know him. »

They get on their donkeys again and Joseph goes with Mary as far as the Gate (it is not the one they
entered but a different one) and they part there. Mary proceeds with the little old man who is as
talkative as Joseph was silent and takes an interest in many things. Mary answers him patiently. In front
of the saddle She has now the little trunk which Joseph's donkey had carried earlier and She is no
longer wearing the large mantle. Neither has She on the shawl, which is folded on the trunk, and She is
really beautiful in Her dark blue dress and white veil that protects Her from the sun. How beautiful She
is!

The old man must be somewhat deaf, because Mary, Who is wont to speak in a very low voice, had to
speak loudly to make Herself heard. And now he is tired. He has finished with all his questions and
news and is dozing on the saddle, led by the donkey that is familiar with the road.

Mary takes advantage of this respite to collect Her thoughts and to pray. It must be a prayer that She
sings in a low voice, looking
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at the blue sky, with Her arms crossed over Her breast, while Her face is bright and happy because of
some internal emotion.

I see nothing else.

And even now that the vision is interrupted, as it happened yesterday, Lam left with Mother near me,
visible to my internal sight so clearly that I can describe for you the light rosy hue of Her cheeks, not
very chubby but gently soft, the bright red of Her little lips and Her clear blue eyes sweetly shining
between Her darkblond eyelashes.

I can tell you how Her hair, divided into two on the crown of Her head, falls softly with three
undulations on each side, as far down as to cover half of Her little rosy ears, and then disappears with
its pale shiny gold behind the veil covering Her head (because I see Her with Her mantle over Her
head, wearing a dress of paradisiac silk and a dark mantle, as thin as a veil, of the same cloth as the
dress).

I can tell you that Her dress is tight round Her neck by means of a sheathing inside which runs a cord
the ends of which form a knot in front at the base of Her neck. Likewise Her dress is gathered at Her
waist by a thicker cord, also of white silk, hanging down Her side with two tassels.

I can even tell you that Her dress, tight as it is at Her neck and waist, forms seven round soft folds on
Her breast, the only ornament of Her very modest garment.

I can inform you of the chastity emanating from all Her aspect, from Her so delicate and harmonious
forms which make Her such an angelical woman.

And the more I look at Her the more I suffer thinking of how much they made Her suffer and I wonder
how they could have had no mercy on Her, so meek and kind, so delicate also in Her physical
appearance. I look at Her and I can hear once again all the shouting on Calvary, also against Her, all
the mockery and insults, all the maledictions shouted against Her because She was the Mother of the
Convict. Now I see Her beautiful and tranquil. But Her present countenance does not cancel the
memory of Her tragical face during those hours of agony, or that of Her desolate face in the house in
Jerusalem, after Jesus' death. And I would like to be able to caress and kiss Her cheek, so delicately
rosy and soft, to remove with my kiss that remembrance of grievous tears, as She certainly remembers
as I do.

You cannot believe how much peace it gives me to have Her near me. I think that to die seeing Her
must be as sweet and even sweeter than the sweetest hour of one's lifetime. During the time that I did
not see Her thus, all for myself, Her absence was a great sorrow to me, just like the absence of a
mother. I now feel once again the ineffable joy which was my companion in December and
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early January. And I am happy, notwithstanding that the sight of the torture of the Passion casts a veil
of grief on all my happiness.

It is difficult to explain and make you understand what I feel and what has been happening since
February the eleventh, when in the evening I saw Jesus suffer in His Passion. That sight has changed
me completely. Whether I die now or in one hundred years' time, that vision will always be the same in
intensity and consequences. Previously I used to think of the sorrows of Christ, now I live them,
because one word, or a glance at an image is enough to make me suffer all over again what I suffered
that evening and be horrified at those tortures; and I grieve over His desolate sufferings, and even if
nothing reminds me of them, their remembrance tears my heart.

Mary is beginning to speak and I become silent.

Mary says:

«I will not speak much, because You are very tired, My poor daughter. I only wish to draw Your
attention and the attention of readers to the constant habit of Joseph and Mine of giving priority to
prayer. Tiredness, haste, worries, occupations never hindered our prayer, on the contrary they helped it.
It was always the queen of our occupations, our relief, our light, our hope. If in sad moments it was a
consolation, in happy ones it was a song. But it was always the constant friend of our souls. It detached
us from the earth, from our exile, and it raised us up towards Heaven, our Fatherland.

Not only I, Who by now had God with Me and I had but to look at My bosom to worship the Holy of
Holies, but also Joseph felt united to God when he prayed, because our prayers were a true adoration of
our whole beings, which melted with God by worshipping Him and by being embraced by Him.

And please note that not even I, although I had the Eternal God in Me, not even I felt exempted from
respectful homage to the Temple. The deepest holiness does not exempt anyone from feeling a mere
nothing with regard to God and from converting such nothingness into an endless hosanna to God's
glory, since He allows us to do so.

Are you weak, poor, faulty? Invoke the holiness of the Lord: "Holy, Holy, Holy!" Invoke the Blessed
Holy One to assist you in your misery. He will come and instil His holiness into you. Are you holy and
rich in merits in the eyes of God? Invoke the holiness of the Lord just the same. It is infinite and will
increase yours. The angels, who are superior to the weaknesses of mankind, do not cease singing their
"Sanctus" not even for an instant, and their supernatural beauty increases with each invocation of the
holiness of our God. Imitate the angels.
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Never divest yourselves of the protection of prayer, which blunts the weapons of Satan, the malice of
the world, the incentives of the flesh and mental pride. Never lay down this weapon, which causes
Heaven to open and pour out Its graces and blessings.

The world needs a shower of prayers to be purified from the sins that draw punishments from God. And
since only few people pray, those few must pray as if they were many. They must multiply their living
prayers to make up the necessary amount to obtain graces. Prayers are living when they are flavoured
with true love and sacrifice.

My dear daughter, it is a good thing, pleasing to God and meritorious, that you should suffer because of
the sufferings of My Jesus and Mine, in addition to your own. Your sympathetic love is so dear to Me.
But do you want to kiss Me? Kiss the wounds of My Son. Dress them with the balm of your love. |
suffered spiritually the pangs of the scourges, of the thorns and the torture of the nails and of the cross.
And likewise I feel spiritually all the caresses given to my Jesus, as they are as many kisses given to
Me. And then come. I am the Queen of Heaven. But I am always the Mother... »

And I am happy.

21. Arrival at Zacharias' House.

Ist April 1944.

I am now in a mountainous place. They are not high mountains, neither are they just hills. There are
ridges and creeks as we see in our Apennines in Tuscany and Umbria. The vegetation is thick and
beautiful and there is plenty fresh water, that keeps the pastures green and the orchards fruitful: apple
and fig-trees are mostly cultivated in the orchards and grapes near the houses. It must be springtime
because the grapes are rather big, about the size of vetch grains, and the apple-blossoms have already
sprung and they look like so many little green pellets; on top of the fig branches the first fruits can be
seen, still in the embryo stage, but already well formed. The meadows are real soft multicoloured
carpets. Sheep are grazing or resting on them and they look like white spots on the emerald of the
grass.

Mary on Her donkey is climbing up a rather well kept road, probably the main road. She is climbing
because the village is higher up and it looks quite tidy. My internal warner says to me: « This place is
Hebron. » You spoke to me of Montana. I cannot help it. It is indicated to me with this name. I do not
know whether Hebron is the whole area or only the village. That is what I hear and that is what I say.

Mary is now entering the village. It is evening. Some women on
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their doorsteps watch the arrival of the stranger and gossip with one another. Their eyes follow Her and
they are not happy until they see Her stop in front of one of the prettiest houses, in the centre of the
village, with a kitchen garden in the front and rear and a well cultivated orchard around it. The orchard
continues into a large meadow that rises and slopes according to the sinuosity of the mountain and ends
in a wood of tall trees, beyond which I do not know what there is. The whole place is surrounded by a
hedge of blackberries or wild roses. I cannot tell exactly which, because, if you remember, the flowers
and leaves of these two thorny hedges are very much alike and until their branches bear fruit it is easy
to confuse them. In front of the house, that is on the side that skirts the village, the place is enclosed by
a small low white wall, on top of which there are rows of rose-bushes, at present without flowers, but
already full of buds. In the centre there is an iron gate. It is easily understood that it is the house of a
notable of the village or of a well-to-do family, because everything shows comfort and great order, if
not riches and pomp.

Mary gets off the donkey and goes to the gate. She looks through the iron bars, but does not see
anyone. She endeavours then to-make Herself heard. A little old woman, who more curious than the
others has followed Her, shows Her a strange gadget that is used as a bell. It consists of two pieces of
metal balanced on a kind of yoke, at the end of which there is a rope. When the rope is pulled, the two
metal pieces strike each other and give the sound of a bell or gong.

Mary pulls the rope, but so gently, that there is only a faint tinkling, which no one hears. Then the little
old woman, whose face is all nose and slipper'-chin and whose tongue is worth ten put together, gets
hold of the rope and pulls it several times with all her might. She makes enough noise to raise a dead
man! « That's how You do it, woman. Otherwise, how can they hear You? You know, Elizabeth is old
and Zacharias also is old. Now he is also dumb, as well as deaf. Also the two servants are old, don't
You know? Have You ever been here before? Don't You know Zacharias? Are You... »

Mary is rescued from the deluge of information and questions by a little old man who suddenly appears
panting. He must be a gardener or a farmer, for he is holding a hoe in his hand and there is a pruning
knife tied to his belt. He opens the gate and Mary enters thanking the little woman but... leaving her
fairly recent question unanswered. What a disappointment for the curious soul!

As soon as She is inside Mary says: « I am Mary of Joachim and Anne, from Nazareth. I am your
masters' cousin ».

The man bows down and welcomes Her, he then calls out in a loud voice: « Sarah! Sarah! » He opens
the gate again to let in the
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donkey that had been left outside. Mary, in fact, to get rid of the persistent little woman, had slipped
inside very quickly and the gardener just as quickly had closed the gate in the face of the gossip. And
while taking the donkey in, he exclaims: « Oh! What a great happiness and what an upheaval to this
household! Heaven has granted a child to the barren one, may the Most High be blessed! But seven
months ago, Zacharias came back dumb from Jerusalem. He now makes himself understood by gestures
or by writing. Perhaps You already know. My landlady has longed so much for You in this joy and this
travail! She always spoke to Sarah about You and she would say: "If I only had little Mary with Me! 1
wish She were still in the Temple! I would send Zacharias to fetch Her. But now the Lord wanted Her
married to Joseph of Nazareth. She is the only one who can comfort me in my pain and help me to pray
to God, because She is so good. And they all miss Her in the Temple. On the last feast day, the last
time I went to Jerusalem with Zacharias to thank the Lord for the child He has given me, Her teachers
said to me: 'The Temple seems to be without the Cherubim of the Glory since Mary's voice is no longer
heard inside these walls' ". » He then shouts again: « Sarah, Sarah! My wife is a little deaf. But come,
please, I'll show You the way. »

Instead of Sarah, a fairly old woman appears at the top of the staircase on one side of the house. Her
face is all wrinkles and her hair is very grey. It must have been very black at one time because her
eyelashes and eyebrows are still very dark and also from the colour of her face one can tell that she was
swarthy. Her present very obvious pregnant condition is a strange contradiction to her evident old age,
notwithstanding her wide and loose dress. She looks down shading her eyes with her hand. As soon as
she recognizes Mary she raises her arms to the sky and utters an « Oh! » of joy and surprise. She then
rushes, as fast as she can, towards Mary. Also Mary, who always moves very quietly, now runs, as swift
as a little deer, and reaches the foot of the staircase at the same time as Elizabeth. And She embraces
with great affection Her cousin who is crying with joy at seeing Her.

They remain embraced for an instant and then Elizabeth detaches herself exclaiming: « Ah!», an
exclamation of mingled joy and sorrow and she places her hands on her enlarged abdomen. She bows
her face and turns red and pale alternately. Mary and the servant hold out their hands to support her
because she staggers, as if she were unwell. But Elizabeth, after a moment of concentration, lifts her
face which is now so bright that she looks much younger. She then looks at Mary with evident
veneration as if she sees an angel, she bows in a deep salutation exclaiming: « You are blessed amongst
all women! Blessed is the Fruit of Your womb! (She says exactly that: two clearly separate sentences).
How did I
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deserve that the Mother of my Lord should come to me, Your servant? There, at the sound of Your

voice, the child leaped out of joy in my womb and when I embraced You, the Spirit of the Lord
whispered deepest truths to my heart. You are blessed, because You believed that it was possible for
God also what does not appear possible to the human mind! You are blessed, because by Your faith
You will accomplish the things the Lord predicted to You and the Prophets foretold for our times! You
are blessed, for the Salvation You have brought to the house of Jacob! You are blessed for the Holiness
You have brought to my son, whom I feel leaping with joy, like a happy little kid, in my womb,
because he feels free from the burden of guilt, and is called to be the Predecessor, sanctified before
Redemption by the Holy One Who is growing within You! »

Mary, with two tears that run down like two pearls from Her sparkling eyes to Her smiling lips, with
Her face raised to heaven and also Her arms raised up, in the attitude that Her Jesus will take so often,
exclaims: « My soul proclaims the greatness of the Lord » and She continues the canticle as it has been
handed down to us. At the end, at the verse: « He has come to the help of Israel his servant etc. », she
puts Her hands on Her breast, kneels down stooping to the ground, adoring God.

The servant, who quite wisely had disappeared when he realised that Elizabeth was not really
physically unwell, on the contrary, she was confiding her thoughts to Mary, is now coming back from
the orchard with a solemn old man, whose hair and beard are completely white, and who greets Mary
from a distance with great gestures and loud guttural sounds.

Zacharias is arriving says Elizabeth, touching the shoulder of Mary, engrossed in prayer. « My
Zacharias is dumb. God has punished him because he did not believe. I will tell You later. But now I
hope that God will forgive him, because You have come. You, full of Grace. »

Mary rises and goes to meet Zacharias. She stoops to the ground in front of him, kissing the hem of his
white robe that reaches down to the ground. It is a very wide robe, held tight to the waist by a large
embroidered braid.

Zacharias welcomes Mary by gestures and they both move toward Elizabeth. They all enter a room on
the ground floor. It is a wide room, tastefully arranged, where they make Mary sit down and they offer
Her some new milk - there is still foam on it - and some small cakes.

Elizabeth gives some orders to the maid servant, who has appeared at last, her hands still covered with
flour and her hair whiter than usually because of the flour dust on it. Perhaps she was baking bread. She
gives orders also to the male servant,
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whose name I hear is Samuel, and tells him to take Mary's trunk to a room which she indicates to him.
She thus fulfils her duties of a landlady towards her guest.

In the meantime Mary is replying to the questions Zacharias is asking Her, writing them on a wax tablet
with a style. From Her answers I understand that he is asking Her about Joseph and Her married life
with him. I also understand that Zacharias has been denied all supernatural light about Mary's state and
Her condition of Mother of the Messiah. Elizabeth goes near her husband and laying her hand on his
shoulder, in a loving attitude, as if she were caressing him chastely, she says to him: « Also Mary is a
mother. Rejoice over Her happiness. » But she does not say anything else. She looks at Mary. And
Mary looks at her but does not encourage her to say more and Elizabeth keeps silent.

A sweet, very sweet vision! It obliterates the horror of the sight of Judas' suicide.

Last night, before falling asleep, I saw Mary crying, bent over the unction stone, on the dead body of
Our Redeemer. She was on His right-hand side, with Her back to the opening of the sepulchre grotto.
The torches lit up Her face so that I could see Her poor face ravaged by sorrow and washed by tears.
She would take Jesus' hand, caress it, warm it against her cheeks, kiss it, stretch its fingers out... kiss
them one by one, those poor motionless fingers. Then She would caress His face, would bend down to
kiss His open mouth, His half-open eyes, His wounded forehead. The reddish light of the torches made
the wounds of the tortured body appear more real and rendered the cruelty of His torture and the
realism of His death more true and real.

And I remained in contemplation until my mind was clear. When I came out of my sopor, I prayed and
I lay down to go to sleep. Then the above vision began. But Mother said to me: « Don't move. Just
look. You will write it tomorrow » In my sleep I dreamt it all over again. When I woke up at 6.30 I saw
what I had already seen both when I was awake and in my sleep. And I wrote while I was seeing. Then
you came and I asked you if I could add the following. They are various sketches of Mary's stay in
Zacharias' house.

22. Mary and Elizabeth Speak of their Children.
2nd April 1944.

It is morning. I see Mary sewing, sitting in the room on the ground floor. Elizabeth is going to and fro,
busy with the housework. And when she comes into Mary's room, she never fails to go and caress Her
fair head, which looks even more fair against the rather dark walls and in the beautiful sun rays that
enter through the door open on to the garden.
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Elizabeth bends down to look at Mary's work - the embroidery She had in Nazareth - and she praises its
beauty.

« I have also some linen to spin » says Mary.
« For your Child? »

«No. I had it already when I never thought... » Mary does not say anything else. But I understand: «...
when I never thought I was to be the Mother of God »

«But now You will have to use it for Him. Is it good? Fine? Children, You know, need very soft
material. »

« 1 know. »

«1 had begun... Late, because I wanted to be sure that it was not a deception of the Evil One.
Although... I felt such a joy within me, that it could not possibly come from Satan. After... I suffered
so much. I am old, Mary, really old, to be in this state. I suffered so much. Don't You suffer... »

« No. I don't. I have never been so well. »

« Of course. Quite right. You... there is no stain in You, as God chose You for His Mother. And that is
why You are not subject to Eve's sufferings. The One You bear is holy. »

«I feel as if | had a wing in My heart and not a burden. I seem to have within Me all the flowers and all
the birds that sing in springtime, and all the honey and all the sunshine... Oh! I am so happy! »

« Blessed Mary! Neither do I feel any longer burden, tiredness or pain, since I saw You. I seem to be
new, young, freed from the miseries of woman's flesh. My child, after leaping happily at the sound of
Your voice, is now quiet in his joy. And I seem to have him, in me, as in a living cradle, and I see him
sleeping satisfied and happy, breathing like a little bird under the wing of its mother... I will now start
working. He will no longer be a weight. I cannot see very well, but... »

«Never mind, Elizabeth. I will see to the spinning and weaving both for you and for your baby. I am
quick and My sight is very good. »

« But you will have to see to Your... »

« Oh! There will be plenty time!... First I will take care of you, since you are going to have your baby
very shortly, and later I will see to My Jesus. »

It is beyond human possibility to tell you how sweet are Mary's expression and voice, how bright Her
eyes are with sweet happy tears, and how She smiles in pronouncing that Name, looking at the clear
blue sky. She seems to be enraptured simply saying: « Jesus ».

Elizabeth exclaims: « What a beautiful name! The name of the Son of God, of Our Redeemer! »

« Oh! Elizabeth! » Mary becomes sad and She seizes the hands of Her relative who had laid them
across her enlarged abdomen. « Tell
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Me, since you were illuminated by the Spirit of the Lord, when I came here, and you prophesied what
the world does not know, tell Me: what will My Creature have to suffer to save the world? The
Prophets... Oh! What do the Prophets say of the Saviour? Isaiah... Do you remember Isaiah? "He is
the Man of sorrows. Through His wounds we are healed. He was pierced through for our faults,
crushed for our sins. Yahweh has been pleased to crush Him with suffering. After being condemned He
was lifted up... " What lifting is he referring to? They call Him the Lamb and I cannot help thinking of
the lamb of the Passover, of the lamb of Moses, and I associate it with the serpent elevated by Moses
on a cross. Elizabeth!... Elizabeth!... What will they do to My Creature? What will He have to suffer
to save the world? » Mary is crying.

Elizabeth comforts Her. « Mary, don't cry. He is Your Son, but He is also the Son of God. God will see
to His Son, and will look after You, His Mother . And if so many will be cruel to Him, so many will
love Him. So many!... For ever and ever. The world will look at Your Son and will bless You with
Him. They will bless You, for You are the Spring from which redemption gushes out. The destiny of
Your Son! He will be raised to the rank of King of the whole creation. Just think of that, Mary. King,
because He will redeem the whole creation, and as such, He will be universal King. And He will be
loved also in the world, in its lifetime. My son will precede Yours and will love Him. The angel told
Zacharias. And he wrote it down for me. How painful it is to see him dumb, my Zacharias! But I hope
that when the baby is born also the father will be freed from his punishment. Will You pray, too, since
You are the Seat of the Power of God and the Cause of delight in the world. To obtain this grace I
make my offers to the Lord, as best I can. I offer my creature: because it belongs to Him, as He lent it
to His servant to grant her the joy of being called "mother". It is the testimony of what God has done
for me. I want his name to be "John". Isn't my son a grace? And didn't God grant me it? »

« And God, I am sure, will grant you the grace. I will pray... with you ».

«I suffer so much seeing him dumb!... » Elizabeth is crying. « When he writes, as he can no longer
speak to me, there seem to be mountains and oceans between me and my Zacharias. After so many
years of sweet conversation, now there is nothing but silence from his mouth. And particularly now,
when it would be so nice to talk about who is about to come. I even refrain from speaking to avoid
seeing him getting strained in his efforts to reply to me by gestures. I have cried so much! How much
did I long for You! The people of the village watch, talk and criticise. Such is the world. But when one
has a pain or a joy, one needs to be understood, not criticised. But now my life seems completely
improved. I feel a joy
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in me since You came here. I feel that my test is about to end and that I will soon be completely happy.
I am right, am I not? I have resigned myself to everything. But if God would only forgive my husband!
If I could only hear him pray once again! »

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.
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I see Mary Who is spinning very quickly under the pergola, where the grapes are growing bigger and
bigger. Some time must have elapsed because the apples are beginning to redden on the trees and the
bees are humming near the fig flowers already mature.

Elizabeth is now quite stout, and she is walking heavily. Mary looks at her carefully and lovingly. Also
Mary's sides appear more round when She gets up to pick up the spindle which has fallen far away from
Her. The expression on Her face has changed. It is more mature; before She was a girl, now She is a
woman.

The women go into the house because it is now getting dark, and the lamps are lit in the room. While
waiting for supper, Mary begins to weave.

«Does it never tire You? » asks Elizabeth, pointing to the loom.
«No, you can be sure of that. »

«1 am exhausted by this heat. I have not suffered any longer, but now the weight is too heavy for my
old kidneys. »

« Take courage. You will soon be free. How happy you will then be. I am longing to be a mother. My
Child! My Jesus! What will He be like? »

« As beautiful as You are, Mary. »

« Oh no! More beautiful! He is God. I am His maid. What I meant is, will He be fair or dark? Will His
eyes be like a clear sky, or like the eyes of a mountain deer? I imagine Him more beautiful than a
cherub, with golden curly hair, His eyes the same colour as the Sea of Galilee when the stars begin to
peep on the horizon, His tiny little mouth as red as a pomegranate that bursts when it matures in the
sun, and His cheeks as pink as this pale rose, with two little hands that could be contained in the hollow
of a lily, they are so small and tiny, and two tiny feet that I can hold in the hollow of My hand, so soft
and smooth, even more so than the petal of a flower. See. The idea I form of Him is taken from all the
beautiful things that nature suggests to Me. And I can hear His voice. When He cries - because My
Child will cry a little when He is hungry or sleepy, and it will always be a great pain for His Mummy
Whose heart will be pierced every time She hears Him cry - when He cries, His voice will be like the
bleating that now comes from a little lamb, only a few hours old, when it seeks its mother's breast, and
her warm maternal fleece to sleep. When He laughs - and My heart in love with my Creature will then
be full of Heaven, for I can be in love with Him, because He is My God, and it will not be against My
consecrated virginity to love Him as a lover - His voice when He laughs will be like the merry cooing
of a happy little dove which is full and content in its cosy little nest. And I think of Him when He is
taking His first steps... a little bird hopping on a flowery meadow. The meadow will be His Mother's
heart, it will
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be laid under His tiny pink feet with all Her love, so that He may not tread on anything that may hurt
Him. Oh, how I will love My Child! My Son! Also Joseph will love Him. »

« But You will have to tell Joseph. »

Mary's face darkens, and She sighs. « Yes, I will have to tell him... I wish Heaven would tell him,
because it is so difficult to tell. »

« Shall I tell him? We will ask him to come for John's circumcision... »

«No. I have entrusted God with the task of informing him of his happy destiny of putative father of the
Son of God, and He will do so. The Spirit said to Me that evening: "Be silent. Entrust Me with the task
of justifying You". And He will do so. God never lies. It is a great trial, but with the help of the Eternal
Father, it will be overcome. No one must learn from My mouth what the benignity of the Lord has
done. Certainly you are the exception, because the Spirit revealed it to you. »

«I have not mentioned it to anybody, not even to Zacharias who would have been very happy. He
thinks you are a mother according to nature. »

«I know. And I decided that out of prudence. The secrets of God are holy. The angel of the Lord did
not reveal My divine maternity to Zacharias. He could have done so, if God had wanted, because God
knew that the time for the Incarnation of His Word in Me was already imminent. But God hid this
joyful light from Zacharias, who rejected your late maternity as something impossible. I have complied
with the will of God, as you have seen. You perceived the secret living in Me. He did not perceive
anything. Until the screen of his incredulity does not fall before the power of God, he will be separated
from supernatural lights. »

Elizabeth sighs and becomes silent.

Zacharias comes in. He offers some parchment rolls to Mary. It is the hour of prayer before supper.
Mary prays in a loud voice in place of Zacharias. Then they settle down at the table.

« When You are no longer with us, how we shall regret having no longer anyone to pray for us » says
Elizabeth, looking at her dumb husband.

« You will pray then, Zacharias » says Mary.

He shakes his head and writes: « I will never be able to pray again for other people. I became unworthy
when I doubted of my God. »

« Zacharias, you will pray. God forgives. »

The old man wipes a tear and sighs.

After supper, Mary goes back to the loom.

« That's enough! » says Elizabeth. « You will become too tired. »

« Your time is approaching, Elizabeth. I want to prepare for your
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child clothes worthy of him who will precede the King of the House of David. »
Zacharias writes: « Of whom will He be born? And where? »

Mary replies: « Where the Prophets said, and of whom the Eternal Father will choose. Whatever our
Most High Lord does, is well done. »

Zacharias writes: « Well, in Bethlehem then! In Judah. We shall go and worship Him, woman. And
You will come to Bethlehem, too, with Joseph. »

And Mary, bowing Her head over the loom says: « I will come. » The vision ends thus.

Mary says:

« The first charity towards our neighbours is to be exerted towards our neighbours. This must not seem
a pun to you. There is charity towards God and charity towards our neighbours. Charity towards our
neighbours comprises also charity towards ourselves. But if we love ourselves more than our
neighbours, we are no longer charitable, we are selfish. Also in lawful matters, we must be so holy as to
always give priority to the needs of our neighbour. Be sure, My children, that God provides for the
generous by means of His power and His bounty.

It was this certainty that led Me to Hebron to assist My relative in her condition. And to My eagerness
for human help, God, giving beyond measure as He is wont, added an unforeseen gift of supernatural
assistance. I went to give material help and God sanctified My good intention by sanctifying, through
it, the fruit of Elizabeth's womb, and by means of that sanctification, by which the Baptist was
presanctified, He relieved the physical pain of the elderly daughter of Eve, who had conceived at an
unusual age.

Elizabeth, a woman of fearless faith and confident submission to God's will, deserved to understand the
mystery that was enclosed within Me. The Spirit spoke to her through the bouncing in her womb. The
Baptist pronounced his first speech, as the Announcer of the Word, through the veils and the
diaphragms of veins and flesh that separated and united him at the same time to his holy mother.

Neither did I deny My prerogative of being the Mother of the Lord, because she was worthy of the
information and the Light had revealed Itself to her. To deny it would have meant denying God the
praise that it was just should be given to Him, the praise that I bore in Me, and which, since I could not
tell anyone, I repeated to the herbs, to the flowers, to the stars, to the sun, to the singing birds and the
patient sheep, to the warbling waters, to the golden light that kissed Me descending from Heaven. But it
is sweeter to pray together rather than say our prayers by ourselves,
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I would have liked all the world to know of My destiny, not for My own sake, but that they might join
Me in praising My Lord.

Prudence forbade me to reveal the truth to Zacharias. That would have implied going beyond the work
of God. And if I was His Spouse and Mother, I was still His servant, and I could not take the liberty of
substituting Him and exceeding Him in a decree, simply because He had loved Me beyond measure.

Elizabeth in her holiness understood, and was silent. Because a holy person is always submissive and
humble.

The gift of God must increase our goodness. The more we receive from Him, the more we must give.
Because the more we receive, the more obvious it is that He is with us and within us. And the more He
is with us and within us, the more we must endeavour to reach His perfection.

That is why I worked for Elizabeth, postponing My own work. I was not afraid that I would not have
time. God is the master of time. He provides for those who hope in Him, also in normal things.
Selfishness does not speed matters up, it delays them. Charity does not delay, it speeds up. Always bear
that in mind.

How much peace there was in Elizabeth's house! If I had not been worried about Joseph and... and my
Child, Who was the Redeemer of the world, I would have been happy, But the cross was already
casting its shadow on My life and I heard the voices of the Prophets like a knell...

My name was Mary. Bitterness was always mingled with the sweetness that God poured into My heart.
And it increased more and more until the death of My Son. But when God calls us, Mary, to the destiny
of victims for His glory, oh! it is sweet to be ground like corn in the millstone, to convert our pain into
a bread that can strengthen the weak and make them capable of reaching Heaven!

Now, it is enough. You are tired and happy. Rest now with My blessing »

23. The Birth of the Baptist.
3rd April 1944.

This vision of peace descends from Heaven, amid the disgusting things which the world nowadays
offers us, and I do not know how that can be, because I am like a little twig at the mercy of the wind in
my continuous conflicts with human wickedness so discordant with what lives within me.

We are still in Elizabeth's house. It is a beautiful summer evening, still clear in the last rays of the sun,
and yet the sky is already decorated with a falcated moon that looks like a silver comma attached to a
large deep blue cloth.

The rose-bushes give off strong perfume and the bees, like humming
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gold drops, are making their last flights in the quiet warm evening air. From the meadows, there is a
strong smell of hay dried in the sun, it is almost like that of bread, of warm bread, just taken out of the
oven. Perhaps it comes also from the many sheets hanging everywhere to dry, and which Sarah is now
folding.

Mary is walking with Her cousin, linking arms with her. They go up and down very slowly, under the
semi-dark pergola.

But Mary watches everything and, while taking care of Elizabeth, She sees that Sarah is ill at ease in
folding a long sheet which she has taken off a hedge. « Sit down here, and wait for me » She says to her
relative. And She goes to help the old servant, pulling the sheet to straighten it, and then folding it
carefully. « They still smell of sun, they are warm » She says with a smile. And to make the old lady
happy, She adds: « This sheet, after your bleaching, has become as beautiful as ever. You are the only
one who knows how to do things so well. »

Sarah goes away, overjoyed, with her load of scented sheets.

Mary goes back to Elizabeth and says: « Let us take a few more steps. They will do you good. » And as
Elizabeth is tired, and does not wish to move, Mary says to her: « Let us go only to see if your doves
are all in their nests, and if the water in their tub is clear. We shall then come back home. »

Doves must be the favourite pets of Elizabeth. When they are in front of the rustic tower where all the
doves are gathered, Elizabeth is deeply moved; in fact the hens are in the nests and the cocks are in
front of them, but neither of them move, instead they all start cooing loudly when they see the two
women: a gentle form of greeting. Elizabeth is overcome by the weakness of her condition and by fears
which make her cry. She expresses her fears to her cousin. « If I should die... what will happen to my
poor little doves? You will not be staying here. If You were to remain in my house, it would not matter
if I died. I have had the greatest joy a woman can possibly have. The joy which I was no longer
expecting to have, and I cannot even complain of death with the Lord, because He has overwhelmed
me with His benignity, may He be blessed for it. But there is Zacharias-... and then there will be the
child. An old man who would feel as though he were lost in a desert without his woman. And the other
is so small, that he would be like a flower, condemned to die of cold because he is without his mother.
Poor baby, without the caresses of his mother!... »

« But why are you so sad? God has given you the joy of being a mother, and He will not take it away
from you when it is full. Little John will receive all the kisses of his mummy, and Zacharias all the
attentions of his faithful wife until the very end of his long life. You are two branches of the same tree.
One will not die, leaving the other alone. »
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«You are good, and You comfort me. But I am so old to have a son. And now that I am about to have
one, I am afraid. »

«Oh! No! There is Jesus here. We must not be afraid where there is Jesus. My Child relieved your
pain, you said that yourself, when He was just a bud newly formed. Now that He is becoming more and
more mature, and He already lives as My Creature - I can feel in My throat the beating of His little
heart, and I feel as if a little nestling with a light pulsating heart were resting on My throat He will
remove all dangers from you. You must have faith. »

«T have. But if I should die... don't leave Zacharias at once. I know that You are concerned with Your
own house. But please remain here a little longer to help my husband in his first days of sorrow. »

« I shall stay to take delight in your joy and in the joy of your husband, and I will leave you when you
are strong and happy. But now be quiet, Elizabeth. Everything will be all right. Nothing will happen to
your household while you are suffering. Zacharias will be served by the most loving maid, your flowers
will be looked after, and your doves will be attended to, and you will find them all beautiful and happy
to rejoice with, when their loved mistress comes back. Let us go in now, because you are getting
pale... »

«Yes, I think I am beginning to suffer again. Perhaps my time has come. Mary, pray for me. »
« 1 will support you with My prayer until your labour ends in joy. »
The two women slowly go back into the house.

Elizabeth withdraws to her rooms. Mary, a capable and provident woman, gives the necessary
instructions, prepares everything that may be necessary, and at the same time, She comforts Zacharias
who is worried.

In the house that is sleepless that night, and where one can hear the strange voices of women called in
to help, Mary is watchful like a lighthouse on a stormy night. The whole house rotates around Her, and
She sees to everything, smiling sweetly. And She prays. When She is not called for this or that matter,
She concentrates in prayer. She is now in the room where they always gather for their meals and to
work. Zacharias is with Her, and he sighs and walks up and down uneasily. They have already prayed
together. Then Mary has continued to pray. Also now that the old man, being tired, has sat down on his
big chair near the table, and is quiet and sleepy, She prays. And when She sees him sleeping with his
head resting on his arms crossed on the table, She takes Her sandals off to make no noise and walks
barefooted and, making less noise than a butterfly fluttering around the room, She takes Zacharias'
mantle, and lays it on him so gently that he continues to sleep in the comfort of the woollen cloth that
protects
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him from the cold air of the night that comes in, in gusts from the door, which is very often opened.
Then She starts praying again, and She prays more and more intensely, kneeling down, raising Her
arms, when the painful cries of Elizabeth become heart-rending.

Sarah comes in and invites Her to go out. Mary goes out barefooted into the garden. « My mistress
wants You » she says.

«I am coming. » And Mary walks along the house, goes upstairs... She looks like a white angel,
wandering in the peaceful starry night. She goes into Elizabeth's room.

« Oh! Mary! Mary! What a pain! I can't stand it any longer, Mary! How much pain one must suffer to
be a mother! »

Mary caresses her lovingly, and kisses her.
«Mary! Mary! Let me put my hands on Your bosom! »

Mary takes the two wrinkled and swollen hands, and lays them on Her round abdomen, pressing them
tightly with Her smooth, slender little hands. And She speaks in a low voice, now that they are alone:
«Jesus is here, and He hears and sees you. Have faith, Elizabeth. His holy heart is beating more
strongly because He is acting for your good. I can feel it throbbing as though I were holding it in My
hands. And I understand the words that My Child says to Me. He is now saying: "Tell the woman not to
be afraid. Only a little more pain. And then, with the first rays of the sun, among the many roses
awaiting the morning's rays to open out on their stems, her house will have the most beautiful ros