entertaining for our Lady more perfect feelings of esteem and love, of confidence and veneration. It leads us to
join the Confraternities of the Holy Rosary and of the Scapular, to recite the five or the fifteen decades of the Holy
Rosary, to honor Mary's images and altars, to publish her praises and to enroll ourselves in her modalities. This
devotion is good, holy and praiseworthy if we keep ourselves free from sin. But it is not so perfect as the next, nor
so efficient in severing our soul from creatures, in detaching ourselves in order to be united with Jesus Christ. The
third devotion to our Lady, known and practiced by very few persons, is this I am about to disclose to you,
predestinate soul. It consists in giving one's self entirely and as a slave to Mary, and to Jesus through Mary, and
after that, to do all that we do, through Mary, with Mary in Mary and for Mary We should choose a special feast
day on which we give, consecrate and sacrifice to Mary voluntarily lovingly and without constraint, entirely and
without reserve: our body and soul, our exterior property such as house, family and income, and also our interior
and spiritual possessions: namely, our merits, graces, virtues, and satisfactions.
Recite: Litany of the Holy Ghost, Litany of the Blessed Virgin Mary, Ave Maris Stella, St. Louis de Montfort’s
Prayer to Mary, and the Rosary (See Appendix)

Day 22 of 33
From True Devotion To the Blessed Virgin Mary, Nos. 106-110
Marks of authentic devotion to our Lady
106. First, true devotion to our Lady is interior, that is, it comes from within the mind and the heart and follows
from the esteem in which we hold her, the high regard we have for her greatness, and the love we bear her.
107. Second, it is trustful, that is to say, it fills us with confidence in the Blessed Virgin, the confidence that a child
has for its loving Mother. It prompts us to go to her in every need of body and soul with great simplicity, trust and
affection.
108. Third, true devotion to our Lady is holy, that is, it leads us to avoid sin and to imitate the virtues of Mary. Her
ten principal virtues are: deep humility, lively faith, blind obedience, unceasing prayer, constant self-denial,
surpassing purity, ardent love, heroic patience, angelic kindness, and heavenly wisdom.
109. Fourth, true devotion to our Lady is constant. It strengthens us in our desire to do good and prevents us from
giving up our devotional practices too easily. It gives us the courage to oppose the fashions and maxims of the
world, the vexations and unruly inclinations of the flesh and the temptations of the devil. Thus a person truly
devoted to our Blessed Lady is not changeable, fretful, scrupulous or timid.
110. Fifth, true devotion to Mary is disinterested. It inspires us to seek God alone in his Blessed Mother and not
ourselves. The true subject of Mary does not serve his illustrious Queen for selfish gain. He does not serve her for
temporal or eternal well-being but simply and solely because she has the right to be served and God alone in her.
Recite: Litany of the Holy Ghost, Litany of the Blessed Virgin Mary, Ave Maris Stella, St. Louis de Montfort’s
Prayer to Mary, and the Rosary (See Appendix)

Day 23 of 33
From True Devotion To the Blessed Virgin Mary, Nos. 120-121
Nature of perfect devotion to the Blessed Virgin or perfect consecration to Jesus Christ
120. As all perfection consists in our being conformed, united and consecrated to Jesus it naturally follows that
the most perfect of all devotions is that which conforms, unites, and consecrates us most completely to Jesus.
Now of all God's creatures Mary is the most conformed to Jesus. It therefore follows that, of all devotions,
devotion to her makes for the most effective consecration and conformity to him. The more one is consecrated to
Mary, the more one is consecrated to Jesus. That is why perfect consecration to Jesus is but a perfect and
complete consecration of oneself to the Blessed Virgin, which is the devotion I teach; or in other words, it is the
perfect renewal of the vows and promises of holy baptism.
121. This devotion consists in giving oneself entirely to Mary in order to belong entirely to Jesus through her. It
requires us to give:
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Day 22

Jesus the little King is born in Bethlehem;
the angels call the shepherds to adore him;
Heaven and earth rejoice

The soul to its Heavenly Mother:
Today, holy mother, my love in uncontainable; I
can no longer wait to come upon your maternal lap to see
the heavenly little baby Jesus in your arms. His beauty
enraptures me, his gaze wounds me, his lips that are about
to groan and whimper with tears enrapture my heart and
captivate my love. My dearest mother, I know that you love
me, and so I ask you to spare a little place in your arms for
me, so that I may give the little King Jesus my first kiss
and, pouring out my heart to him, I may entrust him with
those intriguing and oppressive secrets of mine. To make
him smile, I will say to him: “Your Will is mine and my
will is yours; establish within me the Kingdom of your
Divine Fiat.”

Lesson of the Queen of Heaven to her child:
My dearest child, oh how I long for you to come
into my arms so that I may have the great joy of being able
to say to our little infant King: “Don’t cry my beautiful
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Jesus; see, here with us is my little child who wants to
recognize you as her31 King, who gives you dominion over
her soul and who wants You to place within her the
Kingdom of your Will.”
Now, child of my Heart, while you are all intent on
yearning for the little baby Jesus, listen closely to what
your tender mother wishes to tell you. Consider that it was
midnight when the little newborn king emerged from my
motherly womb, and the night turned into day. The one
who was the Lord of light scattered the night of the human
will – the night of sin and the night of all evils. As a sign
that it was his omnipotent Fiat that wrought all this32 in the
order of souls, midnight turned into the most refulgent day.
All created things ran to offer praise to Jesus’ little
humanity in whom they beheld their Creator. The sun ran
to give its first kisses of light to the little baby Jesus and
warmed him with its heat; the ruling wind sent wafts of
purifying air into the stable and, with its sweet howling,
said to him: “I love You”; the heavens were shaken to their
very foundations; the earth exulted and trembled to its very
core; the sea roared with its massive waves. In sum, all
created things recognized that their Creator was among
them and they all vied in offering him praises.
31

While “her” refers here to Luisa, one may replace Luisa’s name with
one’s own, as at the outset of this work Mary tells us: “…it is with my
own hands that I am bringing ‘you’ this book as a gift… so that in
reading it you may, in turn, learn to live the life of heaven and no
longer that of earth.”
32
“This” refers particularly to the love and sorrows Jesus endured for
mankind in the womb of Mary as revealed on Day 21.

126

THE VIRGIN MARY IN THE KINGDOM

The very angels, filling the air with light and
melodious voices that all could hear, exclaimed: “Glory to
God in the highest, and peace on earth to men of good will!
The heavenly infant Jesus is born in the grotto of
Bethlehem, wrapped in poor tiny swaddling clothes.” Their
voice so resounded that the shepherds who were in vigil
listened to the angelic voices and ran to visit the divine
little King.
My dear child, continue to listen closely to what
your tender mother tells you. As I received Jesus into my
arms and gave him my first kiss, I felt the loving desire to
give something of my own to my little Son, and so, offering
him my bosom, I gave him milk in abundance – milk
formed in my person by the Divine Fiat itself to nourish the
little King Jesus. But who could possibly describe what I
felt, or the seas of grace, love and sanctity that my Son
gave me in return?
I then wrapped my divine Son in poor but clean
little clothes, and placed him in the manger, as this was his
will and I could not refuse him. But before doing so, I
shared him with dear Saint Joseph by placing him into his
arms. And oh, how Saint Joseph rejoiced. He pressed him
to his heart and the sweet little baby Jesus poured out
torrents of grace into his soul. Then, Saint Joseph and I
together arranged a little hay in the manger and, detaching
little Jesus from my maternal arms, I laid him in it. Your
mother, enraptured by the beauty of the divine infant,
remained kneeling before him most of the time. I engaged
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all my seas of love which the Divine Will had formed in me
to love, adore and thank the little baby Jesus.
And what did the little heavenly infant Jesus do in
the manger? He carried out the one continuous act of the
Will of our Heavenly Father, which was also his Will.
Moaning and sighing, He whimpered, cried and called to
everyone saying, in his loving whimpering: “Come to Me
all of you, My children. For love of you I am born in
suffering and tears; come all of you to know the excess of
My love! Give Me shelter in your hearts.” And there were
shepherds, coming and going, to visit him, and to all He
offered his sweet gazes and loving smiles, even through
tears.
Now, my child, I wish to share with you the
following lesson. My whole joy was to hold my dear Son
Jesus on my lap, but the Divine Will made me understand
that I should place him in the manger at everyone’s
disposal, so that whoever wanted to cuddle him, kiss him
and take him in their arms as if He were their own, could
do so. He was the little King of all and, as such, they had
the right to offer him the sweet pledge of their love. And I,
in order to fulfill the Supreme Will, deprived myself of my
innocent joys, whereby I began, with works and sacrifices
by giving him to all, my office of motherhood.
My child, the Divine Will is intransigent and desires
all, even sacrifices in the holiest things, but always in light
of existing circumstances, like the great sacrifice it desired
of me when asking me to deprive myself of the little baby
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Jesus; it does so in order to more greatly extend [in the
soul] its Kingdom and multiply [in the soul] the life of
Jesus himself. Indeed, when the soul deprives itself of Jesus
out of love for him,33 its heroism and sacrifice are so great
that its virtue produces a new life of Jesus that provides
him with a new indwelling. Therefore, dear child, be
attentive and never deny the Divine Will anything under
any pretext.

The soul:
Holy mother, your beautiful lessons overwhelm me,
yet if you want me to put them into practice, you must not
leave my side. When you see that I am about to succumb
under the enormous weight of [Jesus’] divine privations,
press me to your maternal Heart so that I may have the
strength never to deny the Divine Will anything.

Aspiration:
Today, to honour me, come three times to visit the
little baby Jesus and kiss his little hands. Then make five
acts of love for him to honour his tears and to assuage his
crying.
33

Within the context of Luisa’s writings, “depriving oneself of Jesus
out of love for him”, does not signify distancing oneself from him in
the Sacraments under the pretext that the Will of God surpasses them in
value, but of bringing Jesus to others without pretext whose gifts and
grace derive from him who is sacramentally present in the Eucharist.
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Exclamation:
Holy mother, pour the tears of Jesus into my heart
so that He may dispose my soul for the triumph of God’s
Will.
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Twenty-second Hour
2 PM
Third hour of agony on the Cross
Jesus’ fifth word: “I thirst”

O my Jesus, crucified and dying, as I cling to your
Cross I feel the fire that sets ablaze your entire most sacred
Person... Your Heart pounds so violently that it pushes out
your ribs, causing You harrowing and heart-wrenching
torments, whereby your most sacred humanity undergoes a
transformation that renders You unrecognizable.
The love that enflames your Heart so completely
parches and consumes You that You are no longer able to
contain your love. You feel the intense torment, not only of
your bodily thirst, but of the shedding of all of your Blood
and, much more, your burning thirst for the salvation of our
souls. Longing to absorb us within yourself as [a sponge
absorbs] water and there keep us safe, You gather what
little strength remains in You, and cry out: “I thirst.”
O You repeat these words to every heart: “I thirst
for your will, for your affections, for your desires and
for your love. A water fresher and sweeter than your
soul you could not offer Me. O please, do not let My love
for you burn in vain. My thirst is so enflamed that I not
only feel My tongue and My throat on fire, to the point
of no longer being able to utter a word, but I feel My
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Heart and My very being consumed. Have pity on My
thirst, have pity!” And as though delirious from his great
thirst, Jesus abandons himself to the Will of his Father.
Oh, my heart can no longer bear to see the
wickedness of your enemies who, instead of giving You
water, give You gall and vinegar, and You do not refuse
them! I understand, it is the gall of our many sins and the
vinegar of our untamed passions that they give You, which,
instead of refreshing You, cause You to ignite with even
greater love. O my Jesus, I give You my heart, my thoughts
and my affections; I give You my entire being to quench
your thirst and refresh your parched and embittered mouth.
O my Jesus, all that I am and all that I possess I give
to You. If my sufferings can help save even one soul, here I
am ready to endure everything; I give You my entire being
to do with me as You see fit.
I offer reparation for the sorrow You endure for all
souls who are lost. Also, I offer reparation for the sorrow
You experience from those whom You allow to share in
your sadness and abandonment in order to comfort the
burning thirst that devours You, but who choose to give
into their own pleasures and make You suffer yet more.

Jesus’ sixth word: “It is finished!”
My dying love, the endless sea of your sorrow, the
fire that consumes You and, most of all, the Supreme Will
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of the Father that decrees your death, no longer allow us to
hope that your life may be spared... But oh, how can I live
without You? By now your strength has left You, your eyes
are glazed and your face, transformed, assumes a death-like
pallor. With your mouth half-open, You breathe laboured
and interruptedly, removing all hope that You may revive.
The fire that consumes You gives way to an icy chill and a
cold sweat that covers your forehead. The intensity of the
pain and the piercing of the nails force your muscles and
nerves to contract more and more. As your nail wounds tear
open more widely, I tremble and feel like I am dying. I look
at You, my good Jesus, and I see the last tears falling from
your eyes, announcing your imminent death, while You,
barely able, utter another word: “It is finished!”
O my Jesus, You are completely consumed; there is
nothing left in You. Love has reached its goal. But am I
completely consumed for your love? What thanks I owe
You! How grateful I should be to You! O my Jesus, as You
consume yourself for love of us on the Cross, I wish to
console You by offering You reparation for everyone’s lack
of response to your love, and for all offenses directed
against your love.

Jesus’ seventh word and death on the Cross:
“Father, into your hands I commend My spirit”
My crucified, dying Jesus, You are now about to
take the last breaths of your mortal life... Rigor mortis has
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already set into your most sacred humanity, and it seems
that your Heart has stopped beating. I cling to your feet
with Magdalene and, if I could, I would give my life to
revive You. O my Jesus, I now see that You [move and]
open again your dying eyes. From the Cross You look
around, as if wanting to give your last goodbye to all. You
look at your dying mother, who no longer moves or speaks
on account of her great sorrows, and You say to her:
“Goodbye dear mother, I am leaving, but I will keep
You in My Heart. Take care of our children”... You look
at weeping Magdalene and faithful John, and with your
eyes You say to them, “Goodbye”. You gaze upon your
own enemies with love, and with your eyes You say to
them, “I forgive you, I give you the kiss of peace”...
Nothing escapes your gaze. You bid farewell to everyone
and You pardon everyone. Then, gathering all your
strength, and with a loud and thunderous voice, You cry
out: “Father, into your hands I commend My spirit!”
And bowing your head, You breathe your last. +
O my Jesus, at this cry all nature is shaken and
weeps over your death – the death of its Creator. The earth
trembles violently and, with its trembling, seems to cry out;
it seems to want to shake souls and make them recognize
You as their true God. The veil of the temple is torn, the
dead rise, and the sun, which had wept over your suffering,
now with horror withdraws its light... At this cry, your
enemies fall to their knees and, beating their breasts, say:
“Truly He is the Son of God.” And your mother, paralyzed
with grief and dying, suffers sorrows more harrowing than
death itself.
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My Jesus, You have died... With your cry You
commend not only your spirit, but all of us into the hands
of your Father, so that He may not reject us. Whence You
cry out loudly, not only with your voice, but with all of
your sorrows and with the voices of your Blood: “Father,
into your hands I commend My spirit and all souls!”
O my Jesus, I too abandon myself to You. Grant me
the grace to die completely in your love and in your Will. I
ask that You never permit me, either in life or in death, to
go out of your Most Holy Will. In this moment [of your
death on the Cross] I wish to offer reparation for all those
who do not abandon themselves perfectly to your Most
Holy Will and, therefore lose or diminish the precious fruits
of your Redemption. O my Jesus, what sorrow grips your
Heart in seeing so many souls flee from your arms, seeking
to live only for themselves. Have pity on us all, O Jesus,
and have pity on me.
I kiss your head crowned with thorns, and I ask
your forgiveness for my many thoughts of pride, ambition
and self- esteem. O Jesus, I promise You that every time a
thought arises in me that is not entirely for You and I find
myself on the verge of offending You, I will immediately
cry out: “Jesus and Mary, into your hands I commend my
spirit.”
O Jesus, I kiss your beautiful eyes, still wet with
tears and covered with dried Blood, and I ask your
forgiveness for all the times I have offended You with evil
and immodest gazes. I promise You that every time my
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eyes are led to look at mundane things, I will immediately
cry out: “Jesus and Mary, into your hands I commend my
spirit.”
O my Jesus, I kiss your most sacred ears, deafened
by insults and horrible blasphemies up to your very last
moments, and I ask your forgiveness for all the times I have
listened to, or made others listen to conversations which
distract us from You, and for all the evil conversations of
others. I promise You that every time I find myself on the
verge of hearing indiscreet conversations, I will
immediately cry out: “Jesus and Mary, into your hands I
commend my spirit.”
O my Jesus, I kiss your most sacred face that is
pale, bruised and bleeding, and I ask your forgiveness for
the many scorns, offenses and insults You receive from our
sins, the most vile [acts] of creatures. I promise You that
every time I have the temptation of not giving You all the
glory, love and adoration You deserve, I will immediately
cry out: “Jesus and Mary, into your hands I commend my
spirit.”
O my Jesus, I kiss your most sacred mouth, dry and
embittered. I ask your forgiveness for all the times I have
offended You with evil conversations or words; for all the
times I have contributed to your grief and increased your
thirst. I promise You that whenever the thought comes to
me of saying things that might offend You, I will
immediately cry out: “Jesus and Mary, into your hands I
commend my spirit.”
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O my Jesus, I kiss your most sacred neck. I still see
the marks of the chains and ropes that have oppressed You.
I ask your forgiveness for the many bonds and attachments
of souls, which formed the ropes and chains around your
most sacred neck. I promise You that every time I feel
disturbed by inordinate attachments, desires and affections,
I will immediately cry out: “Jesus and Mary, into your
hands I commend my spirit.”
O my Jesus, I kiss your most sacred shoulders, and
ask your forgiveness for the many illicit pleasures and for
the many sins committed with the five senses of our body. I
promise You that every time I am on the verge of taking
some pleasure or satisfaction that is not for your glory, I
will immediately cry out: “Jesus and Mary, into your
hands I commend my spirit.”
O my Jesus, I kiss your most sacred chest. I ask
your forgiveness for all the insipidness, indifference,
lukewarmness and horrendous ingratitude You receive
from souls. I promise You that whenever my love for You
grows cold, I will immediately cry out: “Jesus and Mary,
into your hands I commend my spirit.”
O my Jesus, I kiss your most sacred hands. I ask
your forgiveness for all the evil and vain works, and for
many acts made evil by self-interest and self-esteem. I
promise You that every time the thought comes to me of
not operating solely for your love, I will immediately cry
out: “Jesus and Mary, into your hands I commend my
spirit.”
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O my Jesus, I kiss your most sacred feet. I ask your
forgiveness for the many steps and paths taken without an
upright intention and for the many souls who walk away
from You to seek earthly pleasures. I promise You that
whenever the thought comes to me of walking away from
You, I will immediately cry out: “Jesus and Mary, into your
hands I commend my spirit.”
O Jesus, I kiss your Most Sacred Heart, and I intend
to enclose within it, along with my soul, all the souls whom
You have redeemed, so that all may be saved and no one
excluded... O Jesus, enclose me and lock me up within your
Heart so that I may behold no one but You. I promise You
that whenever the thought comes to me of wanting to go
out of your Heart, I will immediately cry out: “Jesus and
Mary, Into your hands I commend my heart and spirit.”
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