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THE HOLY MASS OF THE EARLY CHURCH
 
(Jesus says:) « Do you know what Mass will be? It will be 
My death applied forever to the living or suffering 
mankind. »                             (P5, p. 375: G9, Ch. 587.7) 

 
 THE INSTITUTION OF THE EUCHARIST 

THE FIRST MASS 
(It is Holy Thursday evening and Jesus has just performed 
the Passover ritual.) 
[...] Jesus sits down. He does not lie down. He sits as we 
do. And He says: « Now that the old rite has been 
accomplished, I will celebrate the new one. I have 
promised you a miracle of love. It is time to work it. That is 
why I have longed for this Passover. From now on, this is 
the Victim that will be consumed in a perpetual rite of love. 
My beloved friends, I have loved you throughout the whole 
life of the Earth. I have loved you for the whole eternity, 
My children. And I want to love you till the end. There is 
nothing greater than this. Bear that in mind. I am going 
away. But we shall remain forever united through the 
miracle that I will now work. » 
Jesus takes a loaf still entire and places it on the chalice 
that has been filled. He blesses and offers both, He then 
breaks the bread and takes thirteen morsels of it, and 
gives one to each apostle saying:« Take this and eat it. 
This is My Body. Do this in remembrance of Me, Who am 
going away. » He gives the chalice and says: « Take this 
and drink it. This is My Blood. This is the chalice of the 
new alliance in My Blood and through My Blood, that will 
be shed for you, to remit your sins and give you the Life. 
Do this in remembrance of Me. » 
Jesus is very sad. There is no smile, no trace of light, no 
colour on His face. It is already an agonizing face. The 
apostles look at Him utterly anguished. 
Jesus stands up saying: « Do not move. I shall be back at 
once. » He takes the thirteenth morsel of bread and the 
chalice, and He goes out of the Supper-room. 
« He is going to His Mother » whispers John. 
[...] Jesus comes back in. He has the empty chalice in His 
hands. Only at its bottom, there is a trace of wine, and in 
the light of the chandelier, it looks just like blood. 
 
 

 
[...] « I have told you everything and I have given you 
everything. And I repeat. The new rite has been 
accomplished. Do this in remembrance of Me. I have  
washed your feet to teach you to be humble and pure like 
your Master. Because I solemnly tell you that disciples 
must be like their Master. Remember that, bear it in mind. 
Also when you are in high offices, remember that. There is 
no disciple greater than his Master. As I washed you, do 
the same to one another. That is, love one another like 
brothers, helping and respecting one another, setting an 
example to one another. And be pure, to be worthy of 
eating the living Bread that descended from Heaven, and 
have the strength, in yourselves and through It, to be My 
disciples in the hostile world that will hate you because of 
My Name [...] »             (P5, pp. 504-5; G 9, Ch. 600.14)  

 
JESUS GUIDES PETER IN THE MASS 

AFTER THE RESURRECTION 
(After the resurrection, Lazarus has arranged crowds of 
people to be assembled at Gethsemane as Jesus directed 
him.) 
The Lord appears and says greeting: « Peace to you. [...] 
Begin the Passover banquet. » Peter and James are 
behind the Lord awaiting His orders. 
And the banquet is celebrated with the same ritual of the 
Passover Supper: hymns, questions, libations. [..] 
At the beginning, Jesus made a gesture to Peter to bend 
and listen to Him. And Peter, after listening to Him said in 
a loud voice: « At this moment, the Lord offered the 
chalice for us all, as He was the Father and Head of His 
Family. » 
Now He makes another gesture to Peter who listens again 
and then stands up and says: « And at this point, the Lord 
girded Himself to purify us and teach us what we are to do 
to consume the Eucharistic Sacrifice worthily. » 
The supper proceeds until at another sign Peter says 
again: « At this moment the Lord, after taking the bread 
and the wine, offered them, and praying, blessed them, 
and, after breaking the bread into parts, He handed them 
to us saying: "This is My Body and this is My Blood of the 
new eternal Testament, and it will be shed for you and for 
many to the remission of sins". » 
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Jesus stands up. He is most imposing. He orders Peter 
and James to take a loaf of bread and break it into small 
morsels, and to fill a chalice, the biggest one there is on 
the tables, with wine. They obey and hold the bread and 
the wine in front of Him, and Jesus stretches out His 
hands over them and prays without any other action 
except His enraptured look… 
« Hand out the morsels of bread and offer the brotherly 
chalice, Every time you do this, you shall do it in memory 
of Me. » 
The two Apostles obey, full of veneration… 
While the distribution of the Species takes place, Jesus 
goes down to the women. I think, but I cannot see, 
because I do not go in where they are, that Jesus 
administers Holy Communion to His Mother with His own 
hands. Then He goes back up to the terrace. He does not 
sit down any more. The supper is about to end. He asks: 
« Is it all consumed? » 
« It is all consumed, Lord. » 
« As I did on the Cross. Stand up. Let us pray. » 
He stretches out His arms as if He were on the cross, and 
He intones the prayer of the Our Father. 
« Go. And may the Grace of the Lord be in all of you and 
may His peace accompany you » Jesus says dismissing 
them. And He disappears in a bright light.  
                                  (P5, pp.861-2;  G10, Ch.636.9-10) 

 
PETER, THE MASS AND THE FIRST CHRISTIANS 

It is one of the very first meetings of Christians, in the 
days immediately after Pentecost. 
The twelve apostles are once again twelve because 
Matthias, already elected in the place of the traitor, is 
among them. [...] The house of the Supper room is exactly 
in the room where the Last Supper was consumed, the 
Eucharist was instituted, and [...] the Redemption began. 
The large room, however, has undergone a modification, 
necessary for its new function as a church, and required 
by the number of the believers. [...] 
In the room there are men and women of all ages. In a 
group of women, there is Mary, the Mother, surrounded by 
Martha and Mary of Lazarus, by Nike, Eliza, Mary of 
Alphaeus, Salome, Johanna of Chuza, in short, by many 
of the women disciples, both Jewish and not Jewish, 
whom Jesus had cured, comforted, evangelized, and who 
had become sheep of His fold. Among the men there are 
Nicodemus, Lazarus, Joseph of Arimathea, a large 
number of disciples, among whom there are Stephen, 
Hermas, the shepherds, Elisha the son of the leader of the 
synagogue of Engedi, and many more. There is also 
Longinus, not in his military uniform, but as if he were an 
ordinary citizen with a long plain greyish tunic. Then many 
more, who have certainly entered the flock of Christ after 
Pentecost and the first evangelization of the Twelve. 
Peter speaks also now, evangelizing and teaching the 
people present. He speaks once again of the Last Supper. 
He says: « I will tell you once again of this Supper in 
which, before being sacrificed by men, Jesus the 
Nazarene, as He was called, Jesus Christ, the Son of 
God and our Saviour, as He is to be called and believed 
with all our hearts and minds because our salvation is 
in this faith, sacrificed Himself of His own free will, and out 
of excess of love, giving Himself in Food and Drink to men 
and saying to us, His servants and continuators: "Do this 
in memory of Me". And that is what we do. But, o men, as 

we, His witnesses, believe that in the Bread and in the 
Wine, offered and blessed, as He did, in His memory and 
out of obedience to His divine order, there is His Most 
Holy Body and His Most Holy Blood, that Body and that 
Blood that are of a God, of the Son of the Most High God, 
and that they have been crucified and shed for the sake 
and the lives of men, so you also, all of you, who have 
come to be part of the true, new, immortal Church, 
predicted by the Prophets and founded by the Christ, 
must believe it. Believe and bless the Lord Who to us - His 
crucifiers, if not materially, certainly morally and spiritually, 
because of our weakness in serving Him, because of our 
dullness in understanding Him, because of our cowardice 
in abandoning Him running away in His supreme hour, in 
our, no, in my personal betrayal of a man fearful and 
cowardly to the extent of disowning and denying Him and 
denying that I was His disciple, and more than that, the 
first among His servants (and large tears stream down 
Peter's face) shortly before the first hour, there, in the 
Court of the Temple - believe and bless, I was saying, the 
Lord, Who leaves this eternal sign of forgiveness to us. 
Believe and bless the Lord, Who allows those, who did not 
know Him when He was the Nazarene, to know Him now 
that He is the Word Incarnate reunited to His Father. 
Come and take it. He said: "He who eats My Flesh and 
drinks My Blood will have eternal Life". And we did not 
understand then (and Peter weeps again). We did not 
understand because we were slow in understanding. But 
now the Holy Spirit has brightened our intelligence, has 
fortified our faith, has infused charity into us, and we 
understand. And in the name of the Most High God, of the 
God of Abraham, of Jacob, of Moses, in the most high 
name of the God Who spoke to Isaiah, to Jeremiah, to 
Ezekiel, to Daniel and to the other Prophets, we swear to 
you that this is the truth and we beseech you to believe, 
so that you may have eternal Life. » 
Peter is full of stateliness while speaking. There is no 
longer anything in him of the rather coarse fisherman of 
not long ago. He has climbed on a stool to speak and to 
be seen and heard better because, small as he is, if he 
had remained standing on the floor of the room, he could 
not have been seen by those farther away, whereas he 
wants to dominate the crowd. He speaks moderately, in 
an appropriate voice, with the gestures of a true orator. 
His eyes, always expressive, are now more eloquent than 
ever. Love, faith, authority, contrition, everything shines 
through his eyes anticipating and reinforcing his words. 
He has finished speaking now. He comes down from the 
stool and passes behind the large table, in the space 
between the table and the wall, and waits. 
James and Judas, that is the two sons of Alphaeus and 
cousins of the Christ, now lay a white table-cloth on the 
table. To do so, they lift the large low chest which is on the 
centre of the table, and they spread a very fine linen cloth 
also on its lid. 
The apostle John goes now to Mary and asks Her 
something. Mary slips off from Her neck a kind of a small 
key and gives it to John. John takes it, goes back to the 
chest, opens it, letting down the front panel, which is laid 
on the table and covered with a third linen cloth. 
Inside the chest there is a horizontal partition that divides 
it into two sections. In the lower section there is a chalice 
and a metal plate. In the upper section, in the centre, the 
chalice used by Jesus at the Last Supper and for the first 
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Eucharist, the remains of the bread broken by Him, laid on 
a small plate as precious as the chalice. On the sides of 
the chalice and of the small plate laid on it, on one side 
there is the crown of thorns, the nails and the sponge. On 
the other side one of the shrouds, rolled up, the veil with 
which Nike wiped Jesus' Face, and the one that Mary 
gave Her Son to gird up His loins. At the bottom there are 
other things, but as they remain rather concealed and no 
one speaks of them or shows them, it is not known what 
they are. The other ones, instead, and which are visible, 
are shown to the people present by John and Judas of 
Alphaeus, and the crowd kneels in front of them. But 
neither the chalice nor the small plate of the bread are 
touched or shown, nor is the Shroud unfolded, but only 
the rolled cloth is shown, saying what it is. Perhaps John 
and Judas do not unfold it in order not to awake in Mary 
the sorrowful memory of the cruel tortures suffered by Her 
Son. 
When this part of the ceremony is over, the apostles in 
chorus intone some prayers, I should say some psalms, 
because they are sung as the Hebrews used to do in their 
synagogues or in their pilgrimages to Jerusalem for the 
solemnities prescribed by the Law. The chorus of the 
apostles is joined by the crowd and so it becomes more 
and more impressive. 
At the end, they bring some bread that is laid on the small 
metal plate, which was in the lower section of the chest, 
and also some small amphorae, which are also of metal. 
John, who is kneeling on the other side of the table 
(whereas Peter is always between the table and the wall, 
but facing the crowd) hands the tray with the bread to 
Peter, who raises it and offers it. He then blesses it and 
lays it on the chest. 
Judas of Alphaeus, who is also kneeling beside John, in 
his turn, hands Peter the chalice of the lower section and 
the two amphorae that were previously near the small 
plate of the bread, and Peter pours their contents into the 
chalice, which he then raises and offers, as he had done 
with the bread. He blesses also the chalice and lays it on 
the chest beside the bread. 
They say more prayers. Peter breaks the bread into many 
morsels, while the people prostrate themselves even 
more, and he says: « This is My Body. Do this is memory 
of Me ». 
He comes out from behind the table, taking the tray full of 
the morsels of bread, and as first thing he goes to Mary 
and gives Her a morsel. Then he goes to the front of the 
table and hands out the consecrated Bread to all those 
who approach him to have it. A few morsels are left over, 
and still on their tray, they are laid on the chest. 
He now takes the chalice and offers it, always beginning 
from Mary, to those who are present. John and Judas 
follow him with the small amphorae and they add the 
liquids when the chalice is empty, while Peter repeats the 
elevation, the offering and the blessing to consecrate the 
liquid. When all those who asked to be nourished with the 
Eucharist are satisfied, the apostles consume the bread 
and wine left over. Then they sing another psalm or hymn 
and after it Peter blesses the crowd who, after his 
blessing, go away little by little. 
Mary, the Mother, Who has always remained on Her 
knees during the whole ceremony of the consecration and 
the distribution of the species of the Bread and Wine, 
stands up and goes to the chest. She bends across the 

large table and, with Her forehead, She touches the upper 
section of the chest where the chalice and the small plate 
used by Jesus at the Last Supper are laid, and She kisses 
the edges of them. A kiss that is also for all the relics 
gathered there. Then John closes the chest and hands the 
key back to Mary, Who puts it again round Her neck.  
                                  (P5, pp.887-90: G10, Ch. 641.1-5) 

 
PAUL SAYS THE MASS  

FOR THE UPCOMING MARTYRS 
«Peace be with you, my brothers and sisters » thunders a 
voice which I immediately sense I have previously heard. 
«Paul! Paul! Bless us! » 
There is a rush of movement in the throng. Only Plautina 
remains motionless, with the pitiful burden on her lap. 
«Peace be with you » the apostle repeats. And he 
advances up to the center of the entrance hall. «Here I am 
with Diomedes and Valente to bring you Life. » 
«What about the Pontiff (Peter)?» many ask. 
«He sends you his greeting and his blessing. He is alive, 
for the time being, and safe in the catacombs. »  [...] 
And Paul, with his arms opened in the form of a cross, 
prays (he is short, rather unattractive, but an impressive 
man) in the middle of the dungeon. As if he, too, were a 
servant, he is wearing a short dark robe with a little cloak 
and a hood which he has thrust back in order to pray. 
Behind him are the two men he has named, dressed as 
he is, but much younger. 
When the prayer is over, Paul asks, «Where is Castulus?» 
«On Plautina's lap, there, in the back. » 
Paul cuts through the crowd and approaches the group. 
He bends over and observes. He blesses. He blesses the 
child and the matron. The child appears to have 
awakened at the cries greeting the apostle, for he raises a 
little hand, trying to touch Paul, who then takes his hand 
between his own and speaks. «Castulus, do you hear 
me? » 
«Yes, » says the child, moving his lips with difficulty. 
«Be strong, Castulus. Jesus is with you. » 
«Oh, why didn't you give Him to me? Now I can't any 
longer! » And a tear falls to aggravate his wounds. 
«Don't cry, Castulus. Can you swallow a single crumb? 
You can? Well then, I will give you the Body of the Lord. 
[...]  Courage, brothers and sisters. I had fed Lucina 
yesterday with the Bread of Heaven, and with the taste of 
that Bread, she went to her final martyrdom. I shall now 
give that Bread to you as well, for tomorrow is a day of 
superhuman feasting for you. The Circus awaits you. And 
you, do not fear.[...]. » 
The Christians are all kneeling and singing (Psalm 41). 
«Come. Let us joyously sing to the Lord. Let us uplift 
shouts of joy to God our Savior. Let us present ourselves 
to Him with cries of rejoicing. For the Lord is the great 
God. » (Psalm 94).  
While they were singing, some Roman soldiers and jailers 
entered; they also mount guard so that unfriendly people 
will not enter. 
Paul prepares for the rite. «You shall be our altar.» he 
says to Castulus. «Can you hold the chalice on your 
chest? » 
«Yes. » 
A linen cloth is spread over the child's little body, and the 
chalice and bread are set upon it. ** 



MARIA VALTORTA READERS GROUP 
Website: http://www.valtorta.com.au  Email: catherine @valtorta.com.au   

 
And I attend the Mass of the martyrs, which is celebrated 
by Paul and served by the two priests accompanying him. 
It is not like today's Mass, though. It seems to me to 
contain parts now lacking, and to lack parts now in use. It 
lacks the epistle, for instance, and after the blessing - 
«May the Father and the Son and the Holy Spirit bless 
you» - there is nothing else. But the parts are the same as 
now from the Gospel to the Consecration. The Gospel 
read was that of the Beatitudes. 
I see the linen cloth trembling on the chest of Castulus, 
who, as Paul requested, is holding the base of the chalice 
in his fingers so that it will not fall. I also see that when 
Paul says, «This consecration of the Body... », the flush of 
a smile passes over the wounded face of the child, and 
then the little head suddenly sinks down with a deathly 
heaviness which constantly grows. 
Plautina seems to be jolted, but controls herself. Paul 
proceeds as if not noticing anything. But when, after 
breaking the Host, he is about to bend over the little 
martyr to give him Communion as the first of all with a 
minuscule fragment, Plautina says, «He's dead.» And 
Paul pauses for an instant and then gives the matron the 
fragment intended for the child, who has remained with his 
fingers closed over the base of the chalice in his final 
contraction, and they have to disengage them from it in 
order to take the chalice and give it to the others. 
Then, after Communion has been distributed, the Mass 
ends. Paul takes off his vestments and places them and 
the linen cloth, and the chalice and the receptacle for the 
hosts in a bag he is carrying under his cloak. He then 
says, «Peace be with Christ's martyr. Peace be with holy 
Castulus. » 
And everyone responds, «Peace. » 
[...]«Brothers and sisters, may peace be with you, and 
remember me when you are in the Kingdom. » And he 
goes out, blessing them.    (Notebooks 1944, pp.176-86) 
 
** [Ed: Altars were often built over the tombs of martyrs 
because early Christians celebrated the Eucharist at 
these sites, honoring the martyrs' sacrifices. This practice 
symbolizes the connection between the martyrs' lives and 
the sacrifice of Christ, as their relics are seen as a 
reminder of their faith and witness. Since then, glass 
coffins containing saints were placed visibly under the 
altar table. However, with the increase in the number of 
churches, smaller relics were placed into altars, 
deposited directly into a niche and sealed by the bishop 
who consecrated the altar. Do you know which saint’s 
relic is in the altar of your church?] 
 

DIOMEDES SAYS THE MASS IN CHAINS IN PRISON 
(Valtorta describes what she sees:) In the midst of my 
agonies, I see these other agonies. 
A sort of circular shaft occupying only a few square 
metres. It must have a diameter of four, or at most five, 
metres and about the same depth with no windows. [...] 
The place is unhealthy, humid and fetid. Moisture oozes 
from the walls, and the floor is soaked with repulsive 
substances, for I understand that the hole in the ceiling 
serves as a drain for wastes from the cell above. 
In this horrid jail, where the deep gloom barely enables 
one to make out essential details, there [...] must be 
several people, for I hear voices and bustling. Men's and 
women's voices. The voices of children and the elderly 

intermingled with the fresh voices of young girls and the 
robust voices of adults. 
From time to time they sing melancholy hymns which, in 
spite of their sadness, possess an element of great peace. 
[...] 
When this last song slowly fades out, a light appears in 
the hole and an arm dangles out with a little lamp. A  
man's face also appears. He looks. He sees that the man 
lying on the ground is not moving and the other with his 
head in his hands does not observe the light, and he calls 
out, «Diomedes! Diomedes! It's time. »  
The sitting man rises to his feet and, dragging the long 
chain, comes under the opening in the ceiling. «Peace to 
you, Alexander.» 
«Peace, Diomedes.» 
«Do you have everything? » 
«Everything. Priscilla dared to come, disguised as a man. 
She shaved her head to look like a gravedigger. She 
brought us what we needed to celebrate the Mystery. »  
«We'll send you down the lamp. Wait. It will be a joy for 
him to receive the Mystery. » 
With a cord made of knotted belts they lower the little 
lamp into the hands of Diomedes, who - I now see him 
clearly - is an old man with a thin, austere face. Very pale, 
with little hair, he has two eyes which still shine 
expressively. In his wretchedness as a man in chains in 
that fetid lair, he possesses the dignity of a king. 
[...] «Lower what we need for the Mystery. The altar is not 
lacking. No longer his hands, extended to provide support, 
but the motionless chest [of Agapitus], which until the final 
hour throbbed for our Lord, Jesus. » 
A bag made of precious material is lowered, and from it 
Diomedes takes out a small linen cloth, a large, flat loaf of 
bread, an amphora, and a little chalice. He prepares 
everything on the dead man's chest, celebrates, and 
consecrates, saying the prayers by heart while those 
above respond. It must be in the early times of the 
Church, for the Mass is more or less like Paul's in the 
Tullianum.  
After consecration has taken place, Diomedes pours the 
wine in the chalice (which is slightly jug-shaped, perhaps 
selected precisely for this purpose) back into the 
amphora, puts the Hosts into the bag once more, and 
takes everything back to the place where the cord is 
waiting to lift the bag up again. As it rises, lifted cautiously, 
Diomedes absolves his companions. The singing almost 
entirely by little girls, sweetly resumes while the Christians 
receive Communion.  
When it ceases, Diomedes speaks:  
«Brothers and sisters, I understand that the time has 
come for the circus and the eternal victory. For Agapitus, it 
has already come. For you, it will be tomorrow. Be strong, 
brothers and sisters. The torment will be an instant. 
Blessedness will be unceasing. Jesus is with you. He will 
not leave you even when the Species are consumed in 
you. He does not abandon his confessors, but remains 
with them to receive their souls, cleansed by love and 
blood, without delay. Go. Pray in the hour of death for 
your executioners and for your priest. By my hand, the 
Lord is giving you final absolution. Do not be afraid. Your 
souls are whiter than a snowflake falling from the sky.»  
«Good-bye, Diomedes! » 
[...] On my own I cannot tell where the scene is taking 
place. I would say Rome, in times of persecution. But I 



MARIA VALTORTA READERS GROUP 
Website: http://www.valtorta.com.au  Email: catherine @valtorta.com.au   

 
don't know which jail it is. Just as I do not know who this 
priest Diomedes is, with such a venerable appearance. 
But the vision, because of its sadness, impresses me 
even more than the one at the Tullianum. 
                                         (Notebooks 1945-50, pp.30-3) 

 
A MASS FOR SAINT PETRONILLA 

(Valtorta describes what she sees:) I see two young 
women praying. A very fervent prayer which must really 
pierce the heavens. One is older. She seems to be nearly 
thirty. The other must have reached age twenty recently. 
Both of them seem to be in perfect health. They then get 
up and prepare a little altar, on which they arrange fine 
linen and flowers. 
A man comes in who is dressed like the Romans at that 
time and whom the two young women greet with the 
utmost veneration. He takes out a bag he is carrying over 
his chest and extracts everything needed to celebrate a 
Mass. He then dons the priestly vestments and begins the 
Sacrifice. 
I do not understand the Gospel very well, but it seems to 
be Mark's: "And they brought some children to him... 
Whoever does not receive the kingdom of God like a child 
will not enter it." The two young women, kneeling beside 
the altar, pray more and more fervently. 
The Priest consecrates the Species and then turns to give 
Communion to the two faithful women, beginning with the 
older one, whose face is seraphic with ardor. He then 
gives Communion to the other one. The two, after 
receiving the Species, prostrate themselves on the ground 
in deep prayer and seem to remain that way out of sheer 
devotion. 
But when the Priest turns to bless and comes down from 
the altar, placed on a wooden platform (after the 
celebration of the rite, which is just like Paul's in the 
Tullianum, except for the fact that here the celebrant 
speaks more softly, since there are only two of the faithful, 
and that is why I understand the Gospel less clearly), just 
one of the young women moves. The other remains 
prostrated as before. Her companion calls her and shakes 
her. The Priest also bends over. They lift her up. The 
pallor of death is already on that face. Her faint eyes are 
sinking under her eyelids. Her mouth finds it hard to 
breathe. But what blessedness on that face! 
They lay her out on a sort of long seat which is next to an 
open window overlooking a courtyard where there is a 
singing fountain. And they try to help her. But, pulling 
together her strength, she raises a hand and points to 
heaven and says only two words: «Grace... Jesus. » and, 
without agony, she expires. 
                                        (Notebooks 1944, p.199-200) 
 

THE MASS IN THE CATACOMBS 
(Valtorta says:) I see the catacombs. I don't know which 
ones. [...] There are also more people here, flowing in on 
all sides and greeting one another lovingly, in a soft voice, 
as the holy place demands. There are men, women, and 
children of all social conditions, dressed like poor people 
and patricians. [...] 
The number of people grows, and they finally gather in a 
vast semicircular hall; at the apex of the circle is an altar 
facing towards the crowd. The hall is full of paintings and 
mosaics. I do not grasp clearly. I know there are colored 
depictions in which the most vivid or brightest shades and 

golden haloes of rays shine out. On the altar are many 
aflame. Around the altar is a ring of virgins dressed and 
veiled in white. 
An old man with a good, majestic appearance enters, 
blessing. I believe it is the Pontiff, for they all prostrate 
themselves in reverence. He is surrounded by priests and 
deacons and passes in the midst of the hedge of lowered 
heads with a smile of ineffable beauty on his face. The 
smile alone speaks of his sanctity. He goes up to the altar 
and prepares for the rite as the faithful sing. 
The celebration takes place. It is almost like ours. Much 
more complex than the one seen in the Tullianum, 
celebrated by the Apostle Paul, and the one I saw at  
Petronilla's house.  
The elderly celebrant, certainly a Bishop if not the Pontiff, 
is helped and served by the deacons, whose clothing is 
quite different from his, for while he is wearing a robe for 
the celebration which, just by way of comparison 
resembles the dressing gowns women use when combing 
themselves - rounded mantles covering them front and 
back, as well as their shoulders and their arms almost 
down to their wrists, the deacons wear a robe for 
celebration which is nearly the same as the current ones, 
extending down to their knees and with ample, short 
sleeves. 
The Mass includes songs which I understand are 
passages from psalms or the Apocalypse readings from 
epistles or other biblical texts, and the Gospel, which the 
deacons take turns commenting on for the faithful. 
When the Gospel reading is over, which is sung by a 
young deacon, the Pontiff gets up. I designate him in this 
way because I hear a mother indicating this to her child, 
who is rather restless. The passage selected was the 
parable of the ten virgins, wise and foolish. 
The Pontiff says,  
«Proper to virgins, this parable is addressed to all souls, 
for the merits of the Blood of the Savior and Grace, 
restore virginity to souls and make them like children 
waiting for the Spouse. 
Smile, O feeble elderly people; raise your heads, O 
patricians, who until yesterday were immersed in the slime 
of corrupt paganism; O mothers and wives, look with no 
more regret at your white innocence as girls. In your 
souls, you are not unlike these lilies the Lamb walks 
among, who now form a circle around his altar. Your souls 
possess the beauty of a virgin whom no kiss has touched 
when you are reborn and remain in Christ, our Lord. His 
coming makes the soul that was previously sullied and 
black with the most abject vices whiter than dawn on a 
snow-covered mountain. Repentance cleanses it, and will 
purifies it, but love, the love of our holy Saviour, a love 
coming from his Blood, which cries in a loving voice, gives 
you back perfect virginity. Not, indeed, that which you had 
at the dawn of your human life. But that belonging to the 
father of all, Adam, and to the mother of all, Eve, before 
Satan, leading them astray, passed over their angelic 
innocence, the innocence which, as a divine gift, robed 
them in grace in the eyes of God and the universe. 
O holy virginity of the Christian life! A Bath of Blood, of the 
Blood of a God who makes you as new and pure as the 
Man and the Woman emerging from the hands of the 
Most High! O second birth of your life, into Christian life, 
the prelude to that third birth which will give you Heaven, 
when you ascend there, at God's signal, white from faith 
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or purple from martyrdom, as beautiful as angels and 
worthy to see and follow Jesus Christ, the Son of God, our 
Saviour! 
But today, more than to the souls restored to virginity by 
Grace, I turn to those enclosed in a virginal body, with a 
virginal will. To the wise virgins who have understood our 
Lord's loving invitation, and the words of the virginal John, 
and want to the Lamb, forever in the array of those who 
did not experience contamination, and will eternally fill the 
Heavens with the canticle which no one can say except 
those who are virgins out of love for God. And I speak to 
the woman strong in faith, hope and charity who feeds 
tonight on the immaculate Flesh of the Word and fortifies 
herself with his Blood as with a heavenly Wine, so as to 
be strong in his enterprise. 
One of you will rise from this altar to meet a destiny whose 
name may be 'death.' And she is going with trust in God, 
not with the faith common to all Christians, but with an 
even more perfect faith which is not limited to believing for 
herself, believing in divine protection for herself. But she 
believes for others, too, and hopes to take to this altar the 
man who, in the eyes of the world, will be her husband 
tomorrow, but in the eyes of God, her beloved brother. A 
twofold, perfect virginity which feels sure of its strength to 
the point of not fearing any violation, not fearing the wrath 
of a disappointed spouse, not fearing sensual weakness, 
not harboring a fear of threats, not fearing that hopes will 
be frustrated, and not fearing the danger and near 
certainty of martyrdom. 
Rise up and smile at your true Spouse, chaste virgins of 
Christ, who go to meet man while looking to God, who go 
to take man to God! God observes you and smiles, and 
the Mother who was a Virgin smiles at you, and the angels 
encircle you. Rise up and come to quench your thirst at 
the immaculate Fount before going to your cross and to 
your glory. 
Come, spouse of Christ. Repeat your love song to Him 
under these vaults, which are dearer to you than the 
cradle of your birth into the world, and take it with you until 
the moment when your soul sings it in Heaven while your 
body rests in its final sleep in the arms of this true Mother 
of yours, the Apostolic Church. » 
When the Pontiff’s homily is over, there is a slight buzzing 
of voices, for the Christians are whispering and pointing to 
the group of virgins. But the hum is hushed by the others 
to restore silence, the catechumens are then brought 
forth, and the Mass continues. 
There is no Creed. At least, I do not hear it being said. 
Some deacons pass among the faithful collecting offerings 
while others sing in their manly voices, alternating the 
stanzas of a hymn with the treble voices of the virgins. 
Spirals of incense rise towards the vault of the hall while 
the Pontiff prays at the altar and the deacons elevate the 
offerings collected in precious trays resting on their palms 
and in amphoras which are also precious. 
The Mass then continues, just as it is now. After the 
dialogue preceding the Preface, and the Preface sung by 
the faithful, a deep silence falls in which there are heard 
only the breathing and whispering of the celebrant, who 
prays, bending over the altar, and then straightens up 
and, in a clearer voice, pronounces the words of 
consecration. 
 
 

The "Our Father" intoned by all is quite beautiful. When 
the distribution of the Species begins, the deacons sing. 
The virgins are the first to receive Communion. They then 
sing the song I heard at the burial of Agnes: Vidi supra 
montem Sion Agnum stantem... The canticle lasts as long 
as the distribution of the Species, alternating with the 
psalm "As the hind longs for the waters, so my soul longs 
for You, my God." (I think I have translated properly.) The 
Mass ends. The Christians crowd around the Pontiff to be 
blessed by him individually.  (Notebooks 1944, pp.450-4) 
 

JESUS SPEAKS ON THE MASS 
«You have never thought about this, Maria. But the Mass 
repeats the three leading points in my life as Jesus Christ, 
the Incarnate Word of God. 
When, at the Consecration, the species become Flesh 
and Blood, I thus become incarnate as I once did. Not in 
the Virgin's womb. But in the hands of a virgin. This is why 
angelic purity is required in my priests. Woe to the 
profaners who, with their bodies sullied by carnal union, 
touch the Body of God! For if your body is the temple of 
the Holy Spirit and must thus be kept holy and chaste, the 
body of the priest at whose command I descend from 
Heaven to become Flesh and Blood and rest in his hands 
as in a cradle must be purer than a lily. And, along with his 
body, his mind, heart, and tongue. 
In the Elevation is the Crucifixion. 'When I am raised up, I 
shall draw everything to Myself.' And when I am raised up 
from an altar, I thus draw all the heartbeats, all the needs, 
all the sorrows, and all the prayers of those present and 
present Myself with them to the Father and say, 'Here I 
am; the One Consummated by love asks You, O Father, 
to grant everything for the sake of these who are "mine," 
for I have given everything for their sake.' 
And when the Sacrifice is consummated with the 
consuming of the Species, I thus return to my Father, 
saying to you, 'I bless you. I am with you until the end of 
the world,' as on the morning of the Ascension. 
Out of love I become incarnate; out of love I am 
consumed; out of love I ascend. To plead on your behalf. 
It is always Love that reigns in my works. 
Meditate on the Mass in these lights with which I 
illuminate you. And consider that there is no instant in the 
day in which a Host is not consumed out of love for you 
and Blood is not consecrated to increase the heavenly 
pools in which the spirits of human beings are cleansed, 
infirmities are healed, aridities are watered, sterilities are 
fecundated, and what belonged to error becomes God's. 
Contemplate my Blood, which, after having poured itself 
out in agonizing pains, ascends to the Father, crying out 
for your sake, 'Father, into your hands I entrust these 
spirits of mine. Father, do not abandon them. I, the 
eternally immolated Lamb, want this for them.' » 
                                           (Notebooks 1944, pp.301-2) 
 

HOLY MASSES WORLDWIDE 
(Maria Valtorta’s Guardian Angel, Azariah says:) 
«Let us unite ourselves to the altar where at this hour (it is 
3:30pm) a Holy Mass is being celebrated. A consoling 
thought! There is no moment throughout the 24 hours 
when at some point on the globe, the eternal Sacrifice is 
not consummated. » (The Book of Azariah,  p.212) 


