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Day 18 of 33 
 

Luke 17:1-10 
[On Leading Others Astray] 
And he said to his disciples: It is impossible that scandals should not come: but woe to him through whom they 
come. It were better for him, that a millstone were hanged about his neck, and he cast into the sea, than that he 
should scandalize one of these little ones. 
 
[On Brotherly Correction] 
Take heed to yourselves. If thy brother sin against thee, reprove him: and if he do penance, forgive him. And if he 
sin against thee seven times in a day, and seven times in a day be converted unto thee, saying, I repent; forgive 
him. 
 
[The Power of Faith] 
And the apostles said to the Lord: Increase our faith. And the Lord said: If you had faith like to a grain of mustard 
seed, you might say to this mulberry tree, Be thou rooted up, and be thou transplanted into the sea: and it would 
obey you. 
 
[Humble Service] 
But which of you having a servant ploughing, or feeding cattle, will say to him, when he is come from the field: 
Immediately go, sit down to meat: And will not rather say to him: Make ready my supper, and gird thyself, and 
serve me, whilst I eat and drink, and afterwards thou shalt eat and drink? Doth he thank that servant, for doing the 
things which he commanded him? I think not. So you also, when you shall have done all these things that are 
commanded you, say: We are unprofitable servants; we have done that which we ought to do. 
 

Imitation of Christ, by Thomas á Kempis: Book 3, Chapter 47 
That All Grievous Things Are to Be Endured For the Sake of Eternal Life 

 
My son, be not wearied out by the labors which thou hast undertaken for My sake, nor let tribulation cast thee 
down ever at all; but let My promise strengthen and comfort thee under every circumstance. I am well able to 
reward thee, above all measure and degree. Thou shalt not long toil here, nor always be oppressed with griefs. 
Wait a little while, and thou shalt see a speedy end of thine evils. 
 
Recite: Litany of the Holy Ghost, Litany of the Blessed Virgin Mary, & Ave Maris Stella (See Appendix) 

 
 

Day 19 of 33 
 

Luke 18:15-30 
[Jesus and the Children] 
And they brought unto him also infants, that he might touch them. Which when the disciples saw, they rebuked 
them. But Jesus, calling them together, said: Suffer children to come to me, and forbid them not: for of such is the 
kingdom of God. Amen, I say to you: Whosoever shall not receive the kingdom of God as a child, shall not enter 
into it. 
 
[The Rich Aristocrat] 
And a certain ruler asked him, saying: Good master, what shall I do to possess everlasting life? And Jesus said to 
him: Why dost thou call me good? None is good but God alone. Thou knowest the commandments: Thou shalt 
not kill: Thou shalt not commit adultery: Thou shalt not steal: Thou shalt not bear false witness: Honour thy father 
and mother. Who said: All these things have I kept from my youth. Which when Jesus had heard, he said to him: 
Yet one thing is wanting to thee: sell all whatever thou hast, and give to the poor, and thou shalt have treasure in 
heaven: and come, follow me. He having heard these things, became sorrowful; for he was very rich. 
 
[The Danger of Riches] 
And Jesus seeing him become sorrowful, said: How hardly shall they that have riches enter into the kingdom of 
God. For it is easier for a camel to pass through the eye of a needle, than for a rich man to enter into the kingdom 
of God. And they that heard it, said: Who then can be saved? He said to them: The things that are impossible with 
men, are possible with God. 
 
[The Reward of Renunciation] 

Daniel
much smaller

Daniel
much smaller

Daniel
much smaller

Daniel
much smaller
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Day 18 

 

The Virgin Mary in the House of Nazareth: Heaven and 

earth are about exchange the kiss of peace;  

the divine hour draws near 

 

The soul to its Holy Queen Mother: 

My Sovereign Mother, here I am again to follow in 

your footsteps. Your love binds me and, like a powerful 

magnet, keeps me fixed and completely attentive to your 

beautiful motherly lessons. But this is not enough; if you 

love me as your child, you must enclose me in the 

Kingdom of the Divine Will in which you lived and do live, 

and shut the doors in such a way that, even if I wanted to, I 

would not be able to leave. In this way, just like a child 

with its mother, we will live a life in common and will both 

be happy. 

 

Lesson of the Queen of Heaven: 

My dearest child, if you knew how I long to keep 

you enclosed within the Kingdom of the Divine Will! Each 

one of my lessons acts as wall that I erect to impede your 

footsteps from exiting this kingdom – it is a fortress that 

encloses your will so that your may love and understand 

how to submit yourself to the sweet reign of the Supreme 
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Fiat. Therefore, listen attentively to what I say, as these 

lessons are the fruit of your loving mother who seeks to 

attract and captivate your will, so that you may allow the 

Divine Will to conquer you. 

Now, my dear child, listen closely to what your 

tender mother wishes to tell you. I left the Temple with the 

same courage with which I entered it and only to do the 

Divine Will. I went to Nazareth and no longer found my 

dear and holy parents. I went alone, accompanied by Saint 

Joseph, and I saw in him my good angel whom God had 

given me for my custody. I had cohorts of angels that 

accompanied me on the journey, and all created things 

bowed to me in my honour, and I thank them by giving 

each created thing my kiss and my greeting as Queen. And 

we arrived at Nazareth. 

Saint Joseph and I looked at each other with 

modesty, and we felt our hearts filled with the loving desire 

to tell each other that we were both bound to God with a 

vow of perpetual virginity. Finally, the silence was broken 

and we revealed our vows to each other. Oh, how elated we 

were. We thanked the Lord and promised to live together as 

brother and sister. I was most attentive in serving him, and 

we looked at each other with veneration. The dawn of 

peace reigned on our midst. Oh, how happy all souls would 

be if they reflected their lives in me by patterning 

themselves after me! In many ways I adapted myself to the 

common lifestyle; I did not reveal to others the great seas 

of grace I possessed interiorly. 
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Now, listen closely to what your tender mother 

wishes to tell you, my child. In the house of Nazareth I was 

enflamed with love more than ever, and prayed for the 

Divine Word to come to earth. The Divine Will that 

reigned in me, invested all of my acts with light, beauty, 

sanctity and power; I felt it forming the reign of light 

within me, but a light that constantly arises and forms the 

ever-expanding kingdom of beauty, sanctity and power. 

Therefore, all the divine qualities the Divine Fiat infused in 

me by virtue of its reign in my soul, engendered within me 

the divine fruition. The [divine] light of the sun of the 

Divine Will that enveloped me was so great that, 

embellishing and investing my humanity, it continuously 

produced heavenly flowers in my soul. I felt the heavens 

lower themselves to me as the earth of my humanity arose 

within them. So [in me] heaven and earth embraced, were 

reconciled and exchanged the kiss of peace and love. By 

this means, the earth disposed itself to produce the seed of 

the Just One, the Holy One, and the heavens [prepared to] 

open up to let the Divine Word descend into its chosen 

seed. 

I continually ascended to my heavenly homeland 

and descended to earth, casting myself into the paternal 

arms of my Heavenly Father, and saying to him from my 

Heart: “Holy Father, I cannot wait any longer! My Heart is 

enflamed and, set ablaze with love, I feel a powerful force 

in me, wanting to win You over, whence I cry out: ‘Father, 

with my chains of love I wish to bind and compel You to 

no longer delay. On the wings of love I entreat You to send 
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the Divine Word from heaven to earth’.” And I cried and 

implored him to heed my prayer.  

And the divinity, conquered by my tears and 

prayers, reassured me by saying, “Daughter, who can resist 

you? You have won! The divine hour is near. Return to 

earth and continue your acts in the power of My Will, for 

through them all creation to its depths will be moved, and 

heaven and earth will exchange the kiss of peace.” But 

despite this, I did not yet know that I was to be the mother 

of the Eternal Word. 

Now, my child, listen closely to what your tender 

mother wishes to tell you, and understand well what it 

means to live in the Divine Will. By living in the Divine 

Will, I formed the heavens and its Divine Kingdom within 

my soul. Had I not formed this Kingdom within me, the 

Word would never have descended from heaven to earth. 

The only reason He descended was because He was able to 

descend into his own Kingdom, which the Divine Will had 

established within me. He found in me his heaven and his 

divine joys. Indeed, the Word would never have descended 

into a foreign kingdom – not at all. For this reason he first 

wanted to form his Kingdom within me, and then descend 

into it as a conqueror. 

What is more, by living always in the Divine Will, I 

acquired by grace what God is by nature. Without any 

human intervention, God’s divine fruition formed within 

me the seed that would enable the human nature of the 

Eternal Word to germinate in me. What can the Divine 
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Will, operating in a creature, not do? It can do everything – 

it can achieve all possible and imaginable goods. May you 

take this teaching to heart, and may you accomplish 

everything in the Divine Will. By imitating me, your 

mother, you will make my happiness and joy complete. 

 

The soul: 

Holy mother, you can obtain from God anything 

you ask. Just as you had the power to win God over, to the 

point of making him descend from heaven to earth, so you 

have the power to win over my will so that it may no longer 

have a life of its own. I trust in you and [am confident that 

I] will obtain everything from you. 

 

Aspiration: 

Today, to honour me, come and visit me for a little 

while in the house of Nazareth; offer me all of your acts in 

homage so that I may unite them to mine and convert them 

into the Divine Will. 

 

Exclamation: 

Heavenly Empress, impress the kiss of the Will of 

God upon my soul.  
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The Eighteenth Hour 

10 AM 

Jesus takes up the Cross and sets out to Calvary 

and is despoiled of his garments 

 

O my Jesus, insatiable love, I see that You allow 

yourself no rest. I feel your sighs of love and your sorrows. 

Your Heart beats heavily, and in every heartbeat I feel 

explosions of love, tortures lovingly embraced – a self-

sacrificial love.
56

 And unable to contain the fire that 

devours You, You pant, moan and sigh, and in each moan I 

hear You say: “Cross!” Each drop of your Blood repeats: 

“Cross!” All of your sorrows, in which You are immersed 

as though in an interminable sea, repeat among themselves: 

“Cross!” And You exclaim: “O beloved and longed for 

Cross, you alone will save My children, for in you I 

concentrate all My love!” 

 

Second crowning with thorns 

Your enemies take You back into the praetorium, 

and remove the purple [mantle] to clothe You again with 

your own garments. But, alas, how much pain! It would be 

sweeter for me to die than to see You suffer so much! The 

                                                             
56

 The original Italian text reads: “...sento scoppi, torture, violenze 

d’amore”. 
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garment remains snagged to your crown and they are 

unable to pull it off... So, with never-before seen cruelty, 

they tear them both off together – garment and crown. At 

this cruel tearing, many thorns break and remain stuck 

inside your most sacred head. Blood pours down in large 

rivulets and your pain is such that You moan. But the 

enemies, heedless of the tortures, clothe You with your 

own garment and violently press the crown back into your 

head. The thorns are driven anew into your eyes and into 

your ears – there is not one part of your most sacred head 

that is not pierced... Your pain is so overwhelming that You 

stagger under those cruel hands, shivering from head to 

foot; You are about to die among these atrocious and 

painful convulsions. With your languishing eyes filled with 

Blood, You strain to look at me, asking for my help amidst 

so much pain... 

O my Jesus, King of Sorrows, let me sustain You 

and press You tightly to my heart. I want to take the fire 

that devours You to burn your enemies to ashes and rescue 

You, but You do not allow this. Your yearnings for the 

Cross become more ardent, and You quickly seek to 

immolate yourself on it, even for your enemies... As I press 

You tightly to my heart with You holding me tightly, You 

say to me:  

“My child, let Me pour out My love. Offer 

reparation along with Me for those who appear to do 

good, but dishonour Me. These Jews clothe Me with My 

own garment to further dishonour Me before the people 

and convince them that I am a criminal. In appearance, 
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the act of clothing Me was good, but its purpose was 

evil. Oh, how many [on the outside appear to] do good 

deeds, [worthily] administer the Sacraments or 

[worthily] receive them, but do so with human and even 

evil motives. Good deeds done badly leads to 

callousness. And so, I wish to be crowned for a second 

time with thorns whose piercings are sharper than the 

first to shatter this callousness and, with My thorns, 

draw all souls to Myself. Oh, my child, this second 

crowning is much more painful than the first... I feel My 

head engulfed in thorns – with every movement I make 

and with every blow they inflict, I suffer many bitter 

deaths. With this I make reparation for malicious 

offenses, and for those who, in whatever circumstances 

they may be, instead of thinking of their own 

sanctification, waste and reject My grace and cause [the 

thorns to produce in] Me sharper piercings. I am 

therefore compelled to moan, to cry tears of Blood and 

sigh for man’s salvation. Oh, I do everything to love 

them, but they do everything to offend Me! May there 

be at least you who will not abandon Me in My pains 

and reparations.” 

 

Jesus embraces the Cross 

My tortured and good Jesus, with You I offer 

reparation and with You I suffer. I see that the people are 

restless and await You with fury. Your enemies hurl You 

down the stairs and force You to the Cross that is already 



10 AM HOUR 

156 
 

prepared, which You long for with many sighs. You 

lovingly gaze on the Cross and, with a firm step, approach 

it and embrace it. But, before carrying the Cross, You kiss 

it and a shiver of joy runs throughout your most sacred 

humanity. You gaze on the Cross yet again with the 

greatest joy, measure its length and breadth. In it You 

already establish the portion for each soul – the dowry to 

bind them to the divinity with a bond of marriage, and 

make them heirs of the Kingdom of Heaven. Then, unable 

to contain your love for them, You kiss the Cross again, 

saying:  

“Beloved Cross, I finally embrace you. You were 

the longing of My Heart and the martyrdom of My love. 

O Cross, up to this very moment I awaited you; My 

steps were always directed toward you. Holy Cross, you 

are the goal of My desires and the purpose of My 

existence on earth. In you I concentrate My entire being 

and in you I place all of My children. You will be their 

life, their light, their defense, their safeguard and their 

strength. You will assist them in everything and will 

bring them gloriously to Me in Heaven. O Cross, pulpit 

of wisdom, you alone will teach them true holiness, and 

you alone will make of them heroes, athletes, martyrs 

and saints. Beautiful Cross, you are My throne. Since I 

must depart from this earth, you will remain in My 
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stead. In dowry, I bequeath to you all souls to protect 

and save them. To you I entrust all souls!”
57

 

With these words You eagerly allow the Cross to be 

placed on your most sacred shoulders. O beloved Jesus, the 

Cross is too light for your love, but the weight of our sins 

adds to it, thus making it enormous and as immense as the 

expanse of the heavens. And You, my wearied and good 

Jesus, feel crushed under the weight of so many sins; your 

soul is horrified at their sight and experiences the pains of 

each sin; your sanctity is shaken before the ugliness of so 

much sin. And as the Cross weighs upon your shoulders, 

You stagger, You pant and a mortal sweat passes through 

your most sacred humanity.  

O Jesus, my love, I don’t have the heart to leave 

You alone. I want to share the weight of the Cross with 

You. To comfort You in bearing the weight of our sins, I 

cling to your feet. In the name of all creatures, I love You 

for those who do not love You, I praise You for those who 

despise You, and I bless You, I thank You and I obey You 

on behalf of all... I promise to offer You my entire being in 

reparation for any offense You may receive. I console You 

with my kisses and continuous acts of love to offer You 

[my loving] acts in reparation for the offensive acts souls 

thrust upon You. But I realize that I am too wretched; to be 

able to offer You true reparation I need You [to offer 

reparation in me]. Therefore I unite myself to your most 
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 The expression of Mary “saving” souls finds its proper significance 

in her cooperation with Christ’s Redemptive work (cf. footnote 47, pp. 

69-70). 



10 AM HOUR 

158 
 

sacred humanity and, with You, I unite my thoughts to your 

thoughts in reparation for all evil thoughts – mine and those 

of others; I unite my eyes to your eyes in reparation for [all] 

evil glances; I unite my mouth to your mouth in reparation 

for blasphemies and evil conversations; I unite my heart to 

your Heart in reparation for evil tendencies, desires and 

affections... In a word, by uniting myself to your immense 

love for all and to the immense good You do for all, I offer 

reparation for everything your most sacred humanity [in 

me] makes reparation for. But I am not yet satisfied, as I 

desire to unite myself to your divinity and completely lose 

my entire poor being in it, and in this way, give You 

everything... 

 

The Sorrowful Way to Calvary 

My most patient Jesus, I see You taking the first 

steps under the enormous weight of the Cross. I unite my 

steps with yours, so that when You are weak, staggering, 

about to fall and have poured forth all your Blood, I will be 

at your side to sustain You. I will place my shoulders 

beneath your Cross to share with You its weight. Do not 

reject me, but accept me as your faithful companion. O 

Jesus, You gaze at me, and in that gaze I see You offer 

reparation for those who do not carry their crosses with 

resignation, but rather, they swear, get irritated, commit 

suicide and murder. And You implore love and resignation 

to the cross on behalf of all. But your pain is such that You 

feel crushed under the Cross. You have taken only the first 
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step and already You fall beneath it. As You fall, You bang 

against the rocks and the thorns are driven more deeply into 

your head, while all your wounds feel the harrowing effects 

and You pour forth new Blood. And since You do not have 

the strength to get up, your enemies, irritated, force You to 

stand with kicks and shoves. 

My fallen love, let me help You stand, let me kiss 

You, dry your Blood and offer reparation with You for 

those who sin out of ignorance, anxiety and weakness. I 

beseech You to help these souls. Jesus, my life, forcing 

You to suffer unheard-of convulsions, your enemies 

manage to put You on your feet and, as You stagger, I hear 

your panting breath. Your Heart beats more vehemently 

and new pains pierce it intensely... You shake your head to 

clear your eyes of the Blood that fills them, and You gaze 

earnestly... Oh, beloved Jesus, I now understand: Your 

mother who is searching for You like a moaning dove, 

wishes to offer You her last words and to receive your last 

gaze. You feel her sorrows as her torn Heart is in your 

Heart, both of which are moved and wounded in mutual 

love... You see her pushing her way through the crowd as 

she desires at all costs to see You, to hug You and to say 

goodbye to You for the last time. You are profoundly 

transfixed upon seeing her mortal paleness and all of your 

sorrows reproduced in her by love. If she lives, it is only by 

a miracle of your omnipotence.  

You move your steps in her direction, but You can 

hardly exchange a glance... Oh, the blow that strikes your 

two Hearts! The soldiers take notice and, striking and 
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shoving You, prevent your mother and You, her Son, from 

saying the last goodbye. The torment You both experience 

is so overwhelming that your mother remains petrified with 

sorrow and is about to die. Faithful John and the pious 

women sustain her while You fall again under the Cross... 

Then, your sorrowful mother does with her soul what she 

cannot do with her body: She fuses herself in You, makes 

the Will of the Eternal One her own and, assimilating all of 

your pains within herself, she exercises her maternal office 

by kissing You, offering You reparation, comforting You 

and pouring the balm of her sorrowful love into all of your 

wounds. 

My sorrowful Jesus, I too unite myself with our 

sorrowful mother. I make all your pain and every drop of 

your Blood my own. In each wound I wish to act as a 

mother and, together with You and her, I offer reparation 

for all dangerous encounters, for those who expose 

themselves to the occasions of sin or, forced by necessity to 

be exposed to them, remain entangled in sin. 

Jesus, You moan and fall under the Cross. The 

soldiers fear You may die under the weight of so many 

martyrdoms and from the shedding of so much Blood. In 

spite of this, with lashes and kicks, they barely manage to 

force You back onto your feet. And You offer reparation 

for repeated falls into sin, for mortal sins committed by all 

classes of people, and You pray for obstinate sinners while 

shedding tears of Blood for their conversion. 
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My love, You are crushed, and as I follow You in 

your reparations, I see that You stagger under the enormous 

weight of the Cross. You shiver from head to toe. At their 

continuous shoving, the thorns penetrate more and more 

into your most sacred head. The Cross, with its heavy 

weight, digs into your shoulder, to the extent of forming a 

wound so deep that it exposes your bones... With every 

step, it seems that You die. Although You are unable to 

walk farther, your love which can do all things, gives You 

strength. As You feel the Cross dig into your shoulder, You 

offer reparation for hidden sins – those for which reparation 

has yet to be offered and that increase the bitterness of your 

convulsions. Beloved Jesus, let me place my shoulder 

under the Cross to comfort You and offer reparation with 

You for all hidden sins. 

But your enemies, again fearing that You may die 

under the Cross, force a Cyrenean to help You carry it. 

Unwilling and complaining, he helps You – not out of love, 

but because he is obliged. Then there echoes in your Heart 

all the complaints of those who suffer – who lack 

resignation and who act out of rebellion, anger and 

contempt. But your sufferings increase in seeing that souls 

consecrated to You, whom You call to assist You and be 

your companions in suffering, flee from You. And if You 

press them tightly to yourself by allowing them to share in 

your sorrows, oh, how they wrest themselves free from 

your arms and seek out pleasures, thereby leaving You 

alone to suffer. O my Jesus, while I offer reparation with 

You, I beg You to hold me in your arms and hug me so 
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tightly that there may be no pain You suffer that I do not 

endure, so that through them I may be transformed and may 

make up for the abandonment of all souls. 

Beloved Jesus, You are overcome with weariness 

and, all bent over, can hardly walk. And I see that You stop 

and try to look. O heart of mine, what is it? What are You 

looking for? Oh, it is Veronica who, fearless and 

courageous, approaches You with a cloth and dries your 

face that is completely covered with Blood. And You leave 

your face impressed on the cloth as a sign of gratitude. My 

generous Jesus, I too want to dry your precious Blood from 

your face, but not with a cloth; I wish to offer You my 

entire being to comfort You. I wish to fuse myself with 

your interior and requite with You, O Jesus, heartbeat for 

heartbeat, breath for breath, affection for affection and 

desire for desire. I intend to plunge my being into your 

most sacred intelligence and, making all these heartbeats, 

breaths, affections and desires flow in the immensity of 

your Will, I intend to multiply them to infinity. I desire, 

beloved Jesus, to form waves of heartbeats so that not one 

evil heartbeat may resound in your Heart and, by this 

means, relieve all the bitterness You experience on the 

inside. I intend to form waves of affections and desires to 

cast away all evil affections and desires which might, even 

slightly, sadden your Heart. Still more, my beloved Jesus, I 

intend to form waves of breaths and thoughts to cast away 

any breath or thought that might cause You the least 

displeasure. I will be vigilant, O Jesus, so that nothing else 

may afflict You or add more bitterness to your interior 
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sorrows... O my Jesus, please let my whole interior swim in 

the immensity of your interior. In this way, I will discover 

enough love and good will to keep from penetrating your 

interior all the evils and displeasing desires inflicted on 

You by souls. 

Meanwhile, your enemies, disapproving of 

Veronica’s [courageous] gesture, flog You, push You and 

shove You along the way... A few more steps and again 

You stop, and yet, under the weight of so much suffering, 

your love does not stop. On seeing the pious women 

weeping on account of your suffering, You forget yourself 

and console them saying: “Daughters, do not weep over 

My suffering, but over your sins and over [those of] 

your children.” What a sublime teaching; how sweet your 

word is! O Jesus, with You I offer reparation for our lack of 

charity, and I ask You for the grace to make me forget 

myself and remember only your interests. 

On hearing You speak, your enemies become 

enraged and with the ropes they yank You and push You 

with such rage that You fall down. As You fall, You bang 

against the stones. The weight of the Cross crushes You, 

and You feel yourself dying. Let me sustain You and 

protect your most sacred face with my hands... I see You 

touch the ground and gasp in your Blood, but your enemies 

want to make You stand, so they again yank You with the 

ropes, pull You up by your hair and kick You, but to no 

avail... You are dying, my Jesus! What sorrow... my heart 

breaks with grief! Almost dragging You, they take You up 

to Mount Calvary... As they drag You, I hear You make 
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reparation for all the offenses of souls consecrated to You 

that weigh upon You so much that no matter how hard You 

try to stand, You cannot! And so, dragged and trampled on, 

You reach Calvary, leaving behind You the red traces of 

your precious Blood. 

 

Jesus is despoiled of his garments and is crowned with 

thorns for the third time 

Jesus, here new sufferings await You. They strip 

You again, tearing off both your garment and the crown of 

thorns. Oh, in feeling the thorns being torn out from inside 

your head You groan. As they tear off your garment, they 

also tear your lacerated flesh that has adhered to it. The 

wounds rip open, your Blood flows to the ground in 

torrents, and the pain is so overwhelming that You collapse 

almost dead. 

But nobody is moved to feel any compassion for 

You, my love! On the contrary, with bestial fury they force 

the crown of thorns on You again – they beat it onto your 

head – and the lacerations and the tearing of your hair 

clotted in your coagulated Blood causes You such intense 

pain that only the angels can convey what You endure. And 

the angels, horrified, turn their heavenly gaze away from 

You and weep... My despoiled Jesus, allow me to hold You 

to my heart and warm You, as I see that You are shivering 

as an icy mortal sweat pervades your most sacred 

humanity. How I long to give You my life – my blood to 
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take the place of your Blood that You have lost in exchange 

for my life! And, straining to look at me with his 

languishing and dying eyes, Jesus seems to say to me:  

“My child, how much souls cost Me! This is the 

place where I await all souls in order to save them; 

where I want to offer reparation for the sins of those 

who degrade themselves to a state lower than beasts, 

and so obstinately offend Me that they reach the point 

of not being able to live without committing sins. Their 

minds are blinded, and they sin unbridledly. This is why 

they crown Me with thorns for the third time... And in 

being despoiled of My garments, I offer reparation for 

those who wear extravagant and indecent clothing, for 

sins against modesty and for those who are so bound to 

riches, honours and pleasures that their hearts make 

gods of them. Oh yes, each one of these offenses is a 

death I endure, and if I do not die it is because the Will 

of My eternal Father has not yet decreed the moment of 

My death!”  

O Jesus, You are stripped of your garments. My 

love, while I offer reparation with You, I beg You to strip 

me of everything with your most sacred hands, and not 

allow any bad affections to enter my heart; watch over it, 

surround it with your sorrows and fill it with your love. 

May my life be the complete repetition of your life. 

Strengthen my desire to despoil myself with your blessing; 

bless me from your Heart and grant me the strength to be 

present at your sorrowful crucifixion so that I may remain 

crucified with You! 




