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“Tota pulchra” is an old chant in honour of the Mother of God and our Mother. The eye of the devoted child of such a great Mother contemplates the image and lets himself be taken by her beauty of heaven. His heart, not being able to keep the admired splendour, must make it come out with a chant singing the praise of the beauty surrounding Mary in her entire being. Before such beauty, everyone should feel in the heart, in the spirit, in the soul, what the Jeremiah felt before the Word of God that he would have wanted to suffocate in his heart, in his soul, in his spirit: “You duped me, O LORD, and I let myself be duped; you were too strong for me, and you triumphed. All the day I am an object of laughter; everyone mocks me. Whenever I speak, I must cry out, violence and outrage is my message; The word of the LORD has brought me derision and reproach all the day. I say to myself, I will not mention him, I will speak in his name no more. But then it becomes like fire burning in my heart, imprisoned in my bones; I grow weary holding it in, I cannot endure it.”  (Cf. Jer 20,7-18). In the Song of the Songs the bridegroom proclaims the beauty of his bride in summing the beauty of each part of her body. To understand the beauty proclaimed by the bridegroom for his bride, however, one must read with the eyes of the Holy Spirit or with the same eyes with which the Lord has created man and woman or also with the eyes of Adam and of Eve when they were in the state of original righteousness, before sin turned their eyes into covetous and impure: “My lover speaks; he says to me, "Arise, my beloved, my beautiful one, and come! "For see, the winter is past, the rains are over and gone. The flowers appear on the earth, the time of pruning the vines has come, and the song of the dove is heard in our land. The fig tree puts forth its figs,and the vines, in bloom, give forth fragrance. Arise, my beloved, my beautiful one, and come! "O my dove in the clefts of the rock, in the secret recesses of the cliff, Let me see you, let me hear your voice, For your voice is sweet, and you are lovely." Catch us the foxes, the little foxes that damage the vineyards; for our vineyards are in bloom! My lover belongs to me and I to him; he browses among the lilies. Until the day breathes cool and the shadows lengthen, roam, my lover, Like a gazelle or a young stag upon the mountains of Bether.” (Sg 2,10-17). 
“Ah, you are beautiful, my beloved, ah, you are beautiful! Your eyes are doves behind your veil. Your hair is like a flock of goats streaming down the mountains of Gilead. Your teeth are like a flock of ewes to be shorn, which come up from the washing, All of them big with twins, none of them thin and barren. Your lips are like a scarlet strand; your mouth is lovely. Your cheek is like a half-pomegranate behind your veil. Your neck is like David's tower girt with battlements; A thousand bucklers hang upon it, all the shields of valiant men. Your breasts are like twin fawns, the young of a gazelle that browse among the lilies. Until the day breathes cool and the shadows lengthen, I will go to the mountain of myrrh, to the hill of incense. You are all-beautiful, my beloved, and there is no blemish in you. Come from Lebanon, my bride, come from Lebanon, come! Descend from the top of Amana, from the top of Senir and Hermon, From the haunts of lions, from the leopards' mountains. You have ravished my heart, my sister, my bride; you have ravished my heart with one glance of your eyes, with one bead of your necklace. How beautiful is your love, my sister, my bride, how much more delightful is your love than wine, and the fragrance of your ointments than all spices! Your lips drip honey, my bride, sweetmeats and milk are under your tongue; And the fragrance of your garments is the fragrance of Lebanon. You are an enclosed garden, my sister, my bride, an enclosed garden, a fountain sealed. You are a park that puts forth pomegranates, with all choice fruits; Nard and saffron, calamus and cinnamon, with all kinds of incense; Myrrh and aloes, with all the finest spices. You are a garden fountain, a well of water flowing fresh from Lebanon. Arise, north wind! Come, south wind! blow upon my garden that its perfumes may spread abroad. Let my lover come to his garden and eat its choice fruits. (Sg 4, 1-16) 
You are as beautiful as Tirzah, my beloved, as lovely as Jerusalem, as awe-inspiring as bannered troops. Turn your eyes from me, for they torment me. Your hair is like a flock of goats streaming down from Gilead. Your teeth are like a flock of ewes which come up from the washing, All of them big with twins, none of them thin and barren. Your cheek is like a half-pomegranate behind your veil. There are sixty queens, eighty concubines, and maidens without number - One alone is my dove, my perfect one, her mother's chosen, the dear one of her parent. The daughters saw her and declared her fortunate, the queens and concubines, and they sang her praises; D Who is this that comes forth like the dawn, as beautiful as the moon, as resplendent as the sun, as awe-inspiring as bannered troops? I came down to the nut garden to look at the fresh growth of the valley, To see if the vines were in bloom. if the pomegranates had blossomed. Before I knew it, my heart had made me the blessed one of my kinswomen.” (Sg 6,4-12). “Turn, turn, O Shulammite, turn, turn, that we may look at you! Why would you look at the Shulammite as at the dance of the two companies? How beautiful are your feet in sandals, O prince's daughter! Your rounded thighs are like jewels, the handiwork of an artist. Your navel is a round bowl that should never lack for mixed wine. Your body is a heap of wheat encircled with lilies. Your breasts are like twin fawns, the young of a gazelle. Your neck is like a tower of ivory. Your eyes are like the pools in Heshbon by the gate of Bath-rabbim. Your nose is like the tower on Lebanon that looks toward Damascus. You head rises like Carmel; your hair is like draperies of purple; a king is held captive in its tresses. How beautiful you are, how pleasing, my love, my delight! Your very figure is like a palm tree, your breasts are like clusters. I said: I will climb the palm tree, I will take hold of its branches. Now let your breasts be like clusters of the vine and the fragrance of your breath like apples, And your mouth like an excellent wine - that flows smoothly for my lover, spreading over the lips and the teeth. I belong to my lover and for me he yearns. Come, my lover, let us go forth to the fields and spend the night among the villages. Let us go early to the vineyards, and see if the vines are in bloom, If the buds have opened, if the pomegranates have blossomed; There will I give you my love. The mandrakes give forth fragrance, and at our doors are all choice fruits; Both fresh and mellowed fruits, my lover, I have kept in store for you.” (Ct 7,1-14).
The eyes of the Holy Spirit lent to a heart, rich with love for the Virgin Mary see the Mother of God and proclaim Her: “Entirely beautiful.” Then it becomes a righteous thing to ask: what does Mary’s beauty consist of? Why is She proclaimed entirely beautiful by the Holy Spirit? Hers is a full, global, intact, uncontaminated, immaculate, most pure. In this beauty there is no shadow, not even as great as an atom. Her soul is entirely pervaded, enlightened, enlivened, protected, kept, nurtured by the sanctifying grace that is complete in Her. Nothing lacks to this grace. It is as her soul were interwoven with grace: created grace and uncreated grace, namely God himself. God is in Mary’s soul to create all the possible holiness for a creature in it. Then, it is not about a depriving holiness, namely of absence of something, such as the stain of the original sin. Instead, it is about a holiness brought to the utmost of its efficiency, operativity, fructification. Mary is the utmost human of the divine holiness. No creature has reached such a high holiness. Neither could She, for She alone is immaculate and most holy since the first moment of her conceiving. Her spirit is entirely divine truth. There is nothing of that in it, for all of that is fruit of sin and Mary has never known sin, neither the most little venial sin. The Lord has given Her the singular gift and privilege of sinlessness. Mary sees God according to his most pure truth. It is attested her proclamation that is raised toward Heaven and sheds light on the entire light with the most pure truth of our God and Lord. The difference with our spirit is evident. We speak about God in a false, liar, erroneous, deceitful, extravagant way, in a way dishonouring his eternal beauty. We are able transformers of the truth of his own revelation. While Mary nourished Herself with divine truth. We nourish ourselves with devilish lie and falsity, deceit and hypocrisy. Her Word is most pure light. Her breath is the vessel of the Holy Spirit. Her heart the Paradise of God on our earth. Her body has never been touched by a vice, never by a serious or even minor sin. Mary has never allowed her body to enjoy, see, touch, hear, smell what is evil. She has never allowed it anything too much, too excessive. Temperance, sobriety, harmony were most perfect in Her. She has always been ruled by the three theological virtues and by the four cardinal virtues. She has never let Herself be taken by the slightest sin of gluttony or enjoyment. She has always been able to rule Herself, in all things. Rather, She has always been ruled by the Holy Spirit in every moment. The Spirit has ruled Her leading Her from virtue into virtue and from holiness into holiness. Every moment of her life was of her Lord, it belonged to his will, it was offered to his divine will according to the divine will. She has never wasted one only moment. Everything in Her, soul, spirit, body were of the Lord, her God. She is always and entirely of her God and Lord.
We should reflect, in contemplating the Virgin Mary, especially during this time in which excess is made rule of life, sin norm of justice, vice modern morality. We should consider that we are only able to blot out ourselves into alcohol, into drug, into food, into smoke, into any other transgression. We have raised vanity to god of our life and ephemeral to lord and master of our earthily existence. The simple fact that by now the body is with no moral rule, no virtue is sign that our soul is without God, without his grace and that our spirit is without the heavenly truth. We should really reflect that so far we have destroyed the order made by creation by God and, in its turn, we have built an artificial order, in which man is a miserable gearwheel of the machine of universe. He is a miserable gearwheel of corruption and of death, though. When the corruption of the body reaches its utmost – and today it has reached it – then it is time to think that the soul is totally dead in us and that the spirit gives no sign of life anymore. When soul and spirit are dead in man, then no laws nor prohibitions are useful. They are useless for today the human corruption has been declared by law sound morality and right of every man. Even the purpose of creation and of redemption has been lost. For man there is only the moment to live in the devasting immorality. One needs a true spiritual resurrection. Man needs grace and truth, but only Christ Jesus can give them, and He gives them through the means of his Church, one, holy, Catholic, Apostolic. However, today even the Church of the living God is wrapped and devoured by the artificial disorder, disorder of sin, disorder of vice, disorder of death, disorder of falsity and of lie, disorder of darkness and of immorality that is consuming the entire humanity. Instead, in the Virgin Mary everything shines of holiness and beauty: heart, feeling, will, desires, aspirations, purposes. Mary has never had one only not most holy desire and an aspiration that was not conform to the Lord’s will. Her will has never been attracted by the things of earth, for her heart was always turned to Heaven. Never a misplaced feeling, for She lived of one only purpose: always and only being pleasing to her Lord and Father. Mary lived of heavenly beauty and grew in it every day, until achieving the utmost beauty. Now She lives in Heaven cloaked in divine and eternal glory, clothed with the light coming from God. Her beauty enchants and leaves even the most beautiful of the Angels of Heaven breathless. Before the Virgin Mary, Lucifer would have appeared less shining, less bright, less radiant. He could have seen the littleness of his light. Soul, spirit and body are perfectly harmonious in Mary. Mary’s body breathes the beauty of her soul and of her spirit. Hers is a reflected beauty. In Her, from her body, the Lord of glory is reflected in his purest and holiest beauty of his eternal light. Hers is not an artificial beauty like ours. Hers is a supernatural beauty. This is her statute. This is her law. This is her created essence. If our eyes are not governed and enlightened by the Holy Spirit, no one will never contemplate the beauty of the Mother of God. Without the eyes of the Holy Spirit, one does not even know who the Mother of God is. Today one is even denying her entire mystery. One wants to make her as all the other women, rather less than other women. The scorn of the Virgin Mary that rules many hearts today, included the ones of those who say to be disciples of Jesus, attests and reveals the filth of our eyes whose mud of sin reflects on Her, but also on our God, every falsity ruling our heart. The lie of the heart is falsity of the eyes and deceit of the words. Mother of God, reveal to us your splendour of Heaven so that we may let ourselves be conquered by it. To contemplate we need the most pure eyes that only the Holy Spirit can give us in creating a pure heart in us. Pure eyes, pure vision.  02 April 2023
