Lent 2004

True Life iIn God

Special Stigmala &dition

On the first

Friday of Lent, on the 27" of
February 2004, two days after Ash
Wednesday, something remarkable
happened in front of the altar at our
home in Clear Island Waters on the
Gold Coast (story starts next page).

It all started 4 days before Vassula’s arrival
in Australia in March 2001 for her 7-city
witnessing tour across Australia, when the
statue of our Lady of Lourdes started to
weep and ooze oil. The altar has also been
the place where our Lord has been filling
bottles of oil while Vassula was witnessing
in Armenia, and where my wife Suzy spent
two months assisting in the preparation of

Picture taken
Thursday 4 ™" March 2004,
6" day into the stigmata

Hands of Marianne showing the stigmata wounds in the form of crosses. Left hand has one cross,
right hand two crosses. Sweet smelling oil flows from both wounds.

As many of you know by now, we have three
statues standing on the altar at our home,
all oozing oil: our Lady of Lourdes
(Immaculate Conception), the Sacred Heart
of Jesus and St. Joseph holding the Infant
Jesus.

Vassula’s 1°' visit to Armenia. And not to
forget the many prayers that have been
said at the altar by the thousands of people
who have visited our home in the last three
years or so over more than 70 prayer
meetings a la mini-conferences.



Early that Friday night, must have been around
8:45 p.m., | had to leave the house to go to my
office to get something. In the meantime,
Marianne was at the altar waiting for me so we
could pray the Rosary together. | told her not to
wait for me and that she could start the Rosary
on her own, because | wasn’'t sure how long it
was going to take, as there are always things in
the office that hold me back. | was back around
9:30 p.m. When | walked to the altar to join
Marianne, she looked at me puzzled and
showed me the palm of her hands, and said
completely stunned, but in a soft voice: “l don’t
know how to tell you this... Look what’s
happened to my hands... They are wet!”

Tiny wounds in left and right hands that ooze oil.
Picture taken Friday 27" February 2004 when
the wounds had just started

| looked at her hands and was completely in
shock and awe. | saw tiny wounds in the palm of
both her hands, from where an oily substance
was flowing.

Immediately the thought came into my mind
that these are the wounds of a stigmata. | was
at first afraid that the tiny wounds would give
off an unpleasant odour, but they smelled nice,

like oil, perhaps with a touch of myrrh. The
wounds of Padre Pio came into my mind, how
pleasantly they smelled despite the severe
nature of the wounds.

| remembered also reading in the True Life in
God messages that Satan can perfectly ape God
and had even inflicted stigmata-like wounds on
someone of the New Age sect.

So | told Marianne we should pray immediately
and ask God that if this was not from Him, to
protect us and take it away. We did exactly
that, in simple words.

We also prayed the St. Michael exorcism
prayer. Jesus names it the “exorcism
prayer” in the True Life in God messages
(see 9 Feb, 1989) and St. Michael himself
said to Vassula on 29 Sep. 1988: “if God's
creation only knew how this prayer combats
evil, they would have recited it daily”.

We also recited a prayer for protection from
an Orthodox prayer book that always lingers
around on the altar, and that at times
smells of sweet rose incense.

Picture taked'about two hours after start of
- the wounds= NOTE € oil on both palms.

| said to Marianne that we should take pictures
immediately and start documenting this. | had
to make another trip to the office to get my
digital camera. | started taking pictures.

In the meantime, Marianne had started to feel a
burning sensation in both her hands. We
continued to pray at the altar and said the
Divine Mercy Chaplet. Later on, a couple of
hours after the first photo shoot, | took
another series of pictures, and it seemed as if
the wounds had opened up more, but the smell
coming from the wounds remained pleasant.
The oil continued to flow from both palms, and
we had to use some cotton-wool to wipe it off.
There was a sense of peace; we felt that God
was with us. We started to accept cautiously
that this may well be from God, but knew that



we still needed to be on guard, and asked God
to give us a sense of discernment; we were
taking into account the cunningness and
craftiness of the deceiver and confuser. The
pleasant smell coming from the wounds was for
us at least a consolation, because if the smell
was not pleasant, it would have been a very
uneasy night to go through for Marianne.
Marianne expresses this concern as follows: “A
torment began in my soul that if this is not from
God but from the evil one, how repulsive this
would be. My consolation was that the
fragrance was sweet. In my sleep the torment
continued, but | remember praying the St.
Michael prayer while asleep. The following day
at the altar | surrendered my will completely. |
said: “Lord, let Your purpose be fulfilled in this
way for Your Glory, otherwise take it away. Give
me the graces | would need to efface myself, so
only You will be seen.” ”

The burning sensation in both hands continued,
with added shooting sensations going to her
fingers.

That same evening | called Fr. Joseph (of the
Nerang Parish) to share with him what had
happened, but could not reach him. So we kept
this for the next day, when we would inform
Suzy as well, who was in Sydney spending time
with her family and helping out her elderly
parents.

Fr. Joseph celebrates Mass in St. Bridget’s
Church Nerang on Tuesday nights at 7 p.m. On
Tuesday 2" March Marianne and | went there to
attend Mass and show Fr. Joseph the stigmata
wounds. We gave Fr. Joseph a piece of cotton-
wool that had been used to wipe the oil off
Marianne’s hands, and it smelled like rose
incense. We asked Fr. Joseph not to make it
known as yet, because our intention was to
bring it out into the open at our next scheduled
prayer meeting of Friday 12" March at our
home, where Fr. Joseph had said that he would
celebrate Mass as well. In the meantime, we had
put our trust in God to lead the whole situation
to where He wanted “it” to go.

That same evening | called Vassula and informed
her of what was happening.

Marianne says: “Every time | think about our
Lord or our Blessed Mother, or when | pray, oil
starts to flow out of the wounds more than
usual.” The burning sensation in both hands
continued, accompanied by a numb feeling in

the fingers, at times with pain extending into
the wrists.

On Wednesday 3™ March, 5 days into the
stigmata, small tiny wounds started to show up
on the other side of both hands. Again, sweet
smelling oil was oozing out from both wounds.

Wounds when oily wet

Same wounds now open. Note the notch in both
wounds.



OIL ON CROSS

Another remarkable event occurred on Thursday
4™ March; this time with a cross that was given
to Suzy and me by our beloved Archbishop
Aghan Baliozian of the Armenian Orthodox
Church in Sydney. Unlike Roman Catholics,
Armenian Crosses do not have Jesus on them.
The cross was therefore a simple wooden cross,
as you can see in the picture below. | had the
cross hanging on the wall in the kitchen of my
office for some 5 years now.

| was in my office, and had asked Marianne to
get some lunch for both of us. After we had
lunch, Marianne started feeling weak and said
that she had to lie down. She went and lay
down on the couch. After | had washed up the
dishes, | went and sat next to her on the floor
and prayed silently, because by then she was
experiencing severe pains in her hands. The
cross on the wall came into my mind. | thought |
should do something with it, perhaps lay the
cross on her head while praying. | took the
cross off the wall, but instead of putting it on
her head, | decided to give it to her, so she can
hold the cross with her hands while praying.

| left Marianne with the cross and went upstairs
to do some work. From the timestamp of the
pictures | took later on of the cross, this must
have been around 3 p.m.

Shortly thereafter | heard Marianne calling me. |
rushed downstairs thinking something had
happened to her. She said: “Look what’s
happened to the cross, there’s all oil over it!”

Feminine
silhouette with

with left hand
embracing
something.

eyes, nose
and mouth
visible on oil,

There was a thick layer of oil on the cross in the
form of a cross that smelt of rose-incense, just
like the statues. | grabbed my digital camera,
took the cross outside where there was more
light, and started taking pictures. In the
meantime, both of us were again in awe.

What an awesome God we have, Who never
ceases to give more and more of Himself.
When | downloaded the pictures into my
computer, | selected the best two, resized
them and emailed them to a few friends. But on
one of the pictures, which is the picture shown
above, Marianne and | saw more than what was
oil on the cross. We saw a feminine figure as if
embracing something with her left arm. Of
course, our Blessed Mother came straight into
our minds, holding the Body of Her Son while
on the Cross. Although this can be seen much
better on a larger size print, it is still very well
noticeable on the picture above.

For now, we have kept the cross on our altar.

Marianne holding the cross, . that became
drenched with oil while in her hands

Note 2 crosses in the right palm. The second
smaller cross to the right was not there initially.
In total there are 3 crosses; is God perhaps
reminding us of the absolute fullness of His
Trinitarian Holiness?

“Come to Me without delay and | will make you
rich, through your poverty; strong, through your
weakness; zealous and faithful, through your
wretchedness; a living Altar for Our Trinitarian
Holiness, through your nothingness; ...”.

True Life in God July 17, 1996



CROWN OF THORNS

On Friday 5" March, exactly one week after the
start of the wounds, Jesus had another surprise
for Marianne.

It was evening and Marianne had prepared a
simple meal for the two of us. | stress the word
simple, because by now Marianne is not able to
do much with her hands. Holding objects has
become quite difficult, and work at the kitchen
sink is out of the question.

Wounds on forehead just starting to show up

While we were eating, Marianne said that she
was getting pains in her head, and that she was
perspiring from her forehead, and showed me
her forehead. | said: “I think Jesus is giving you
the Crown of Thorns.” When | had a look at her
forehead, | noticed three small pimple-like red
spots, from where oil was coming out with a
sweet smell. One red spot was on the left, one
in the middle, and one on the right side, as
shown in the pictures above.

The same three wounds on the forehead now
bleeding



I had just finished washing up the dishes, when
Marianne said that she had to lie down because
she was feeling weak.

She went and lay down on the couch while | sat
next to her on the floor. She said: “Blow on my
hands; they are burning!”, and showed me the
palm of her left hand, while she herself blew
into the palm of her other hand in an attempt to

The altar at}

ease the burning sensation.

She said how much pain she had in her head,
pain like needles shooting into her head,
behinds her eyes and going down both sides of
the neck. She was perspiring, also from her
forehead. And then she said something that
stunned me; she said: “I am thirsty.” | held my
breath for a moment; our Lord’s cry from the
cross with the same words came into my mind.
Marianne was truly thirsty! | brought her a glass
of water which she drank. There was no reason
for her to be thirsty, because we just had
finished dinner, during which we drank water.
Her whole ordeal lasted for about 45 minutes.
When the pains had subsided, | mentioned to
her the significance of the words she had
spoken, that they were the same words our

Lord uttered from the Cross. She was stunned
too.

Our Lord shares His Passion with
Marianne on the way to the
Airport

Vahik, an Armenian family friend and TLiG
helper, was due to arrive at Coolangatta Airport
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Marianne received her stigmatammesnds while praying the Rosary

at 9:30 p.m. on Sunday 7" March. The main
reason Vahik was coming to the Gold Coast was
to assist me in overseeing the installation of
the air-conditioning system in our house. It can
become quite unbearable in the house on a hot
day with 70 to 100 people present at a prayer
meeting, especially when there is no breeze.
We experienced that at our first prayer meeting
of the year on a hot Wednesday morning late
January.

Around 9 p.m. we were rushing to get into the
car to head for the airport that was only 20
minutes away. | could not leave Marianne alone
in the house, in case our Lord would come to
her again and share His Passion, which she had
already experienced a couple of times before.
So, Marianne was getting ready to come with



me, when suddenly the smell of strong rose
incense hit my nose. | wondered where that
came from. | went to the altar, but no, the smell
was there but not very profound. | was back
near the staircase when | discovered that the
rose incense was coming from Marianne. |
looked at her, and what | saw were streams of
blood running down the three wounds on her
forehead. She was perspiring and felt so weak
that she had to sit on the stairs. The smell
coming from the wounds in her forehead was
that of rose incense.

However, she had the strength to go to the
bathroom and clean her forehead with a wet
towel.

Marianne was determined to come with me to
the Airport; besides, | wasn’t going to leave her
alone in the house under “such” circumstances.

Marianne stumbled her way into the car and off
we went. On the way, her situation became
more serious. She started feeling dizzy and
wanted to throw up. She was suffering from
nausea. Her agony kept on increasing the whole
way to the Airport.

There | was driving at 100 km/hr, changing
lanes, while someone next to me was going
through our Lord’s Passion. The earthly and the
Heavenly had met. But didn’t our Lord ask us to
pray without cease? To involve Him in
everything we do and say? To put Him on the
passenger’s seat while we drive off somewhere
in pursuit of our earthly duties? To have an
intimate heart to heart conversation with Him?
Well, there He was, truly on the passenger’s
seat, but in what an awesome manifestation!!!

Marianne decided to lie down in the back seat
on our way back, while Vahik sat in front.
Because Vahik was going to be part of the
family for the next few weeks or so, we decided
to tell Vahik about Marianne. We told him this
in front of the altar. He could not believe what
we were telling him.

He was so touched by all that was happening
that | do not believe he was able to sleep well
that night. | know he was up very early. How
much sleep he had that night, | did not ask him.
Perhaps you can!

Asking Jesus for a sign

That night when Marianne received the stigmata
wounds, | silently asked Jesus (without
Marianne knowing it) for a sign that all this is
from Him and not from the deceiver. There was
an empty mini-bottle on the altar; | asked Jesus

to fill it with oil if the stigmata wounds were
from Him. Saturday morning 6" March, the 8"
day of the stigmata, when | came down after
waking up, | discovered that the bottle was a
quarter full. By Tuesday 9" March, Jesus had
filled the Eg_ttle completely to the top.
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| had the courage to ask Him to fill the bottle,
because that was exactly what Jesus was doing
when Suzy was in Armenia preparing for
Vassula's 1% witnessing tour in our ancestral
country. He filled many bottles with oil. That
stopped when Suzy returned from Armenia,
clearly an indication that it was “oil for
Armenia”.

Gloves soaked in oil flowing fro
wounds in palm of both hands



Marianne has specially asked to include in
this Newsletter the following readings from
the True Life in God messages.

True Life in God: 10" Dec. 1990

God! How You make me suffer from Your Love!
how You make me suffer for thirst of Youl!

daughter, how would you like to live in My Wounds?
| would like anything You like me to have.

then | shall robe you in holiness; | shall make you
strong in your love for Me to last forever; although
you are still far from being perfect | can make you
perfect; | have formed you in this particular way to
witness for the Truth and glorify Me; I have sent you
to a people not your own to proclaim My Love, those
who want to hear let them hear and those who do
not want to hear let them not hear; tire not o
meditating and writing; bereft you must not feel, |
am with you, by your side, in this exile;

love Me, adore Me and live for Me, your Lord; allow
Me and leave Me free to envelop you into My Infinite
Love; ah ... how | delight when you desire Me and
thirst for Me! Born-again! (Jesus called me by that
name) worship Me! surely you will not make the
Bridegroom wait too long? come quickly to your
Holy One and He will place your head on His Sacred
Heart, and when you will listen to His Heart-Beats

you will no longer resist Him g’you would only
desire to glorify Him; and He will pour out His Spirit
on you to invade your spirit and annihilate all that is
you; never again shall you be "you", your "you" shall
be no more;

| shall invade you little one completely so that your
motives, will be My Motives, your desires shall be My
Desires, your words shall be My Words, your
thoughts My Thoughts; and | shall hide you in the
deepest place of My Sacred Heart; | shall efface your
"you" altogether, if you allow Me;

from now on after your consecration (I had an act of
consecration to the Sacred Heart that | intend to do
this evening) to My Sacred Heart, you will worship
Me from the depths of your heart and serve Me with
a Fire inside you, you will serve Me in fidelity and
more fervently than ever before; weak, you are, but
My Strength shall sustain you; | will not allow you to
lose sight of Me nor will | allow your heart to flutter
elsewhere; your heart will look for Me alone and
desire Me alone without cease, | shall make you
dislike all that is contrary to My Holiness and to My
Will; | shall sift you through to make sure that not
one rival remains within you;

from today, the bonds | have enlaced you with shall
be tightened even more now by Me, | shall make
your soul thirst for Me and your heart sick with love
for Me your God; | am only waiting now to consume
your whole being with the Flames of My Heart and
My Love; whatever you do from now on will be
done merely for My Interests and My Glory, and
nothing for you; you shall from now on, in other
words, be the slave of My Love, the victim of My
Heart and the benefit of My pleasures, the toy of My
Soul; | shall make your traits resemble Mine, from
the sorrows when you see the deafness of souls,
and the agony to see them fall; My Vassula, | shall
give your soul its fill; no, I shall not spare you from
My Cross, like the Father had not spared Me; how
can |?

My Affection for you is unmeasurable, besides,
everything comes out of My Generosity and my
Infinite Love; | shall arrest your eyes, your thoughts
your desires to become captives of My Heart, Love
is seeking love; unworthy you are, and you deserve
nothing, but your frailty, your misery, your total
incapacity and your nothingness besieged My
Affection and retracted My Wrath; look at Me in the
Eyes ...

(I looked into My Saviour's Eyes)

see? you have seen Fidelity and Truth face to face;
henceforth, your consecration must be loyal
invoking My Name day and night, night and day; |
shall make your spirit repulse all that is not Me, like
a thirsty traveller you will thirst for all that is Holy,
but I shall be always ready to offer you water from
the Springs of Life and Blood from My Divine Heart;
your soul shall bear more than ever before, the
Marks of My Body, for the conversion of many souls;
this is why you shall voluntarily take the road to
Calvary; | shall develop your zeal to please Me
furthermore and observe My Law, so that you build

up and plant all that I have given you 7.

rise now and restore My House; do not stop loving
Me, otherwise you will wither as quick as grass and
fade away;

and remember one major thing: g’Love loves you g:

| XBYE =I5

Praised be the Lord! Glory be to God!

like clay in the hands of a potter | shall mould you
as | please since you have given Me the liberty to do
so, and your will;

Praised be the Lord!
You have asked me to be the slave of Your Love;
since | am not worthy to be Your slave,



the slave of God, lead me into
Your purifying Fire and refine me, my King,
as gold is refined so that | am able to glorify You,
for I am only committing sin after sin.
Out of pity Lord, allow Your Light to shine in my
darkness.

Teach me to be the victim of Your Heart, and
embrace Your Cross ardently and not with
consternation,
while on the road to Calvary,
this road that leads to happiness since its
The Path of Holiness and in which You,
as the Perfect Victim, first tread on It.
| am constantly sinning, yet You do not
punish me as my sin deserves,

You are sparing me without cease,
and You allow Your Light to be in me;
this is why | know that: God is on my side.
Now | must fulfil the vows | made You
in the consecration to Your Sacred Heart;
allow me to stay in Your Tent forever,
allow me to cling on You and gaze on
Your Holy Face and | will bless You all my life,
and my soul will feast in Your Love and in Your
Presence.

pupil! rejoice then in My Tent, and worship Me;
remember, | have given you something very
precious, guard it and embrace it with love; My

Cross will guide you into holiness little soul g:
| give you My Peace;

| bless You Jesus.

the One who loves you most, blesses you;

| KBY £ = 17

True Life in God - 4 Dec. 1990

Lord,
You are All, and | am nothing.
You are stupendously Great,
so what are my praises for You the Holy of holies?
No man can glorify You enough,
yet my heart calls incessantly Your Name
because You have set my heart on You.

your praises and your calls are not in vain; love Me and
praise Me without cease, for as long as they come from

your heart, they are acceptable to Me

Lord, You have opened the doors of
heaven for me, and from the Stores of heaven
You fed me the Manna You reserved for my soul,
You gave me the Bread of heaven!

all the words | have spoken to you are Spirit and they
are Life; grow in My Spirit so that you become a
perfect witness to My Holy Name;

and now | ask you not to give way to distress; (I was
sad because of more persecutions) see My
Vassula, My Cross is heavy and, ah! | need to rest now
and then; | said: "who is generous enough to bear My
Cross for Me?" and you answered: "take me, purify me
and use me as You please;" the Cross of Peace and
Love to unite you all is at your charge now ... but
pupil! since all eternity | had predestinated you this
Cross; you belong to Me and for this reason you must
reflect My Divine Image; | am He who provides your
soul from My Infinite Resources, | shall not abandon
you, soul, | shall fill you like an incense bowl so that
your love reaches up in heaven like a column of

perfumed smoke g:

therefore, do not weary of writing, do not weary of
blessing your persecutors, do not weary of giving your
back to the strikers; you may be sorrowful to the point
of death, but the Queen is always nursing you back to
joy and life; the Queen provides you with courage and
comes and dresses your wounds with Her Maternal
Love and Affection; your Mother is caring for you My
child, like She has cared for Me; in your misery and
distress She comes flying to you and takes you into
Her Room, (Her Heart) that same Room of Her who

conceived Me gj

so do not hold back your tears, because while you are
shedding them in this exile because of the walls My
people built in all directions in My House, dividing
themselves, | too shed Tears of Blood to blend them in
yours, so that when the Father sees your tears blended
in Mine, He would not refuse your pleadings to lift the

ban, for they will be no longer your tears but Mine g’
shout pupil, that the whole earth, from end to end,
will repent and come back to Me under My Holy Name

as one
Vassula, bear My Cross with love and not with
consternation, be happy;

AX(
v

True Life in God — 6 Dec. 1990

Message for a consecrated soul.

My lips have uttered:
Come; come to Me
and | shall shepherd you
| shall never fail you
nor will | ever forget to pasture you,
with Me you will never

hunger or thirsttr:;J



"l make no boast, except in the cross of our Lord Jesus

Christ, the marks of whose wounds | bear in my body.”
St. Francis of Assisi

| have given you of My Wounds a drop of Blood, your

sore is a gift from Me.
Jesus in True Life in God - June 18, 1993

Marianne during one of those moments when our LorD is giving her a “drop” of His Passion.

She holds her head and neck out of agony in an attempt to ease the pain.
For practical reasons, she is wearing special gloves that absorb the oil flowing from the

wounds in her palms.

On Tuesday g" March, again starting at around 9:30 p.m., our Lord was sharing His
Passion with Marianne, which lasted for about 45 minutes. She had to lie down,
while | sat next to her. | tried to write down all the things she was saying about
what she was going through. Some of it you have already read earlier on.

Perspiring; ears ringing; top of head burning; sharp pains from top of head to behind
eyes; feeling very melancholic and heavy; lips dry; feels that breathing is shallow
like she does not want to breathe deeply; breaths through mouth, as if not enough
air through nose; feels intense internal sorrow, which she says is worse than pain;
she starts to cry because of all those people who do not believe in Him; she says:
“Imagine giving your life and they don’t respond!”; pain in back of head; in
the meantime, she extends her hand to a bottle of water and starts drinking, and
says: “l don’t know how one can be so thirsty”; feels everything happening inside,
outside is numb; feels all the blood running in her veins; again ringing in ears; lips
dry; feels dizzy; pain has now moved to her hands, not head anymore; fingers
numb, does not feel anything on her fingers; very dry throat; cramps start to
develop in her calves, like spasms.

After the pains have subsided, she feels like she’s had the flu; there is a sinus like
headache remaining; still pain behind her legs.

After about 45 minutes when it was over, Marianne took 2 Panadol tablets for her
headache so she could sleep. She feels very exhausted.




By now you must have realised how | show My Love,

yes, by allowing you to suffer.
Jesus in True Life in God — Sep 28, 1989



For additional copies of this newsletter. for prayer meeting dates and times, or to know more about the

True Life in God messages, please contact Suzy or myself on (07) 559 333 73 or write to us at the
following address:

Avo & Suzy Vardanian
PO Box 856

Robina QLD 4226
Australia .

With Christ’'s love,
Avo Vardanian

Vassula is not responsible for errors or omissions in the extracts used from the True Life in God messages in this
newsletter. The responsibility for accuracy of the typeset version of the messages as used in this newsletter lies with
the publisher of this newsletter. Please consult the original English handwriting editions of the True Life in God
messages if in doubt. Should you find errors, do not hesitate to let Suzy or myself know about it. Many thanks.
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