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    (1) Our body with its senses and members; 
    (2) Our soul with its faculties; 
    (3) Our present material possessions and all we shall acquire in the future; 
    (4) Our interior and spiritual possessions, that is, our merits, virtues and good actions of the past, the present 
   and the future.  
 
In other words, we give her all that we possess both in our natural life and in our spiritual life as well as everything 
we shall acquire in the future in the order of nature, of grace, and of glory in heaven. This we do without any 
reservation, not even of a penny, a hair, or the smallest good deed. And we give for all eternity without claiming or 
expecting, in return for our offering and our service, any other reward than the honour of belonging to our Lord 
through Mary and in Mary, even though our Mother were not - as in fact she always is - the most generous and 
appreciative of all God's creatures. 
 
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 24 of 33 
 

From True Devotion To the Blessed Virgin Mary, No. 152-164 
This devotion is a smooth, short, perfect and sure way of attaining union with our Lord, in which Christian 
perfection consists. (a) This devotion is a smooth way. It is the path which Jesus Christ opened up in coming to us 
and in which there is no obstruction to prevent us reaching him. It is quite true that we can attain to divine union 
by other roads, but these involve many more crosses and exceptional setbacks and many difficulties that we 
cannot easily overcome. (b) This devotion is a short way to discover Jesus, either because it is a road we do not 
wander from, or because, as we have just said, we walk along this road with greater ease and joy, and 
consequently with greater speed. We advance more in a brief period of submission to Mary and dependence on 
her than in whole years of self-will and self-reliance. (c) This devotion is a perfect way to reach our Lord and be 
united to him, for Mary is the most perfect and the most holy of all creatures, and Jesus, who came to us in a 
perfect manner, chose no other road for his great and wonderful journey. The Most High, the Incomprehensible 
One, the Inaccessible One, He who is, deigned to come down to us poor earthly creatures who are nothing at all. 
How was this done? The Most High God came down to us in a perfect way through the humble Virgin Mary, 
without losing anything of his divinity or holiness. It is likewise through Mary that we poor creatures must ascend 
to almighty God in a perfect manner without having anything to fear.(d) This devotion to our Lady is a sure way to 
go to Jesus and to acquire holiness through union with him. The devotion which I teach is not new. Indeed it could 
not be condemned without overthrowing the foundations of Christianity. It is obvious then that this devotion is not 
new. If it is not commonly practised, the reason is that it is too sublime to be appreciated and undertaken by 
everyone. This devotion is a safe means of going to Jesus Christ, because it is Mary's role to lead us safely to her 
Son. 
 
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 25 of 33 
 

From True Devotion To the Blessed Virgin Mary, Nos. 213-225 
Wonderful Effects of this Devotion 

 
213. My dear friend, be sure that if you remain faithful to the interior and exterior practices of this devotion which I 
will point out, the following effects will be produced in your soul: 
 

1. Knowledge of our unworthiness: 
By the light which the Holy Spirit will give you through Mary, his faithful spouse, you will perceive the evil 
inclinations of your fallen nature and how incapable you are of any good. Finally, the humble Virgin Mary will 
share her humility with you so that, although you regard yourself with distaste and desire to be disregarded by 
others, you will not look down slightingly upon anyone. 
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Day 24 

 

A tyrannical ruler causes the Virgin Mary and Saint 

Joseph to flee with the little King Jesus to Egypt;  

their return to Nazareth. 

 

The soul to its Queen, overwhelmed by Sorrow: 

My sovereign mother, as your little child I desire to 

come onto your maternal lap and offer you my little 

company. I see your face veiled with sadness as some tears, 

escaping you, flow from your eyes. The sweet little Baby is 

shivering as He sobbingly weeps. Holy mother, I unite my 

sorrows to yours to comfort you and assuage the crying of 

our heavenly infant Jesus. O mother, please reveal to me 

why infant Jesus is so sad; what could possible cause my 

dear little Baby so much grief? 

 

Lesson of the Holy Queen Mother: 

My dearest child, today the Heart of your mother is 

filled with love and sorrow, to the extent that I cannot 

refrain from crying. You know of the coming of the Magi 

kings who, upon inquiring of [the birth] of the new King, 

gave rise to some talk in Jerusalem. So Herod, who acted 

cruelly for fear of being removed from his throne, gave the 

order to have my sweet Jesus, my dear life, along with all 

the other children, killed. 
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My child, what sorrow [Joseph and I were asked to 

endure]! They set out to kill the One who had come to give 

life to all and bring to the world the new era of peace, 

happiness and grace! What ingratitude and obstinacy! Oh, 

my child, to what an extent the blindness of the human will 

reaches – it reaches the point of becoming so enraged as to 

bind the hands of the Creator himself and usurping his role 

as Creator. My child, have pity on my tears and assuage the 

crying of my sweet child Jesus. He weeps on account of the 

ingratitude of souls; for barely was He born, than they 

sought to kill him, while we, in order to save him, were 

forced to flee. Dear Saint Joseph has already been advised 

by the angel to leave for a foreign land. Accompany us, 

dear child. Do not abandon us, and I will continue to impart 

to you my lessons on the great evils of the human will.  

Now, as man withdrew from the Divine Will, he 

ruptured [his bonds with creation and] with his Creator. 

Everything on the earth had been made by God for him – 

everything was his – but man, in not wanting to do the 

Divine Will, lost all of his rightful claims [over creation], 

and one could say there wasn’t a place on earth that would 

receive him. Thus his plight was that of a poor exiled soul, 

a pilgrim who could not find a permanent residence. And 

this [disorder that resulted in Adam] occurred not only to 

his soul, but also to his body. All things became mutable
37

 

to poor Adam. And if man possessed any fleeting goods, it 

                                                             
37

 “Mutable” here describes the disorder in creation brought on by 

Original Sin, which includes ignorance, concupiscence, corruption and 

death (cf. Rom. 8). 
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was by virtue of the foreseen merits of this heavenly infant 

Jesus. This is because the whole magnificence of creation 

was destined by God for all those who would do the Divine 

Will and lived in its Kingdom. All others who manage to 

partake of anything [of creation], may be called veritable 

thieves of their Creator, and rightly so; such souls wish to 

seize the benefits of the Divine Will without wanting to 

first do the Divine Will. 

Now, dear child, listen to how much my dear infant 

Jesus and I love you. At his first dawning of life He goes 

out into this exile, into a foreign land, in order to free you 

from the exile in which your human will has placed you. 

He comes to call you to live, not in a foreign land, but in 

your homeland which is the Kingdom of the Supreme Fiat, 

and which was created for you when you came into 

existence. Child of my Heart, have pity on the tears of your 

mother and on those of my weeping sweet and dear infant 

Jesus. We ask you never to do your will; we entreat and 

implore you to return to the womb of the Divine Will 

which so ardently longs for you. 

Now, dear child, although we experienced sorrow 

from human ingratitude, we also experienced the immense 

joys and happiness of the Divine Fiat that made creation 

rejoice over the sweet baby Jesus – the earth gave homage 

to its Creator by becoming green and flowery underneath 

our steps; the sun, fixed on him, praised him with its light 

and heat and felt honoured to do so; the wind caressed him; 

the birds, as in a formation of clouds, came down around us 

and, with their trills and songs, sang the most beautiful 
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lullabies for our dear baby Jesus to assuage his crying and 

help him sleep. My child, since the Divine Will was in us, 

we exercised dominion over all [creation]. 

We then arrived in Egypt, and after a long period of 

time, the angel of the Lord informed Saint Joseph to return 

to the house of Nazareth, as Herod, who acted as a cruel 

tyrant [in seeking the death of Jesus] had died. Therefore, 

we returned to our homeland. 

Now, Egypt symbolizes the human will – a land full 

of idols. And wherever the infant Jesus passed, He 

vanquished these idols and cast them into hell. And how 

many idols the human will possesses: Idols of vainglory, of 

self-esteem and of passions which tyrannize the poor 

creature! Therefore, be attentive and listen closely to what 

I, your mother, wish to tell you. I am disposed to offer up 

any sacrifice to have you [decide] never [to] do your own 

will. Indeed I am disposed to offer up my life so that you 

may receive the great good of living always in the womb of 

the Divine Will.  

 

The soul:  

Sweetest mother, how I thank you for making me 

understand the great evil of the human will! And so, for the 

sake of the sorrow you suffered during your exile in Egypt, 

I ask you to free my soul from the exile of my will that I 

may return to my dear homeland of the Divine Will. 
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Aspiration: 

Today, to honour me, offer up your actions united 

with mine in thanksgiving to the Holy Child, asking him to 

enter into the Egypt of your heart and change it completely 

into the Will of God. 

 

Exclamation: 

My mother, enclose little Jesus in my heart so that 

He may completely reorder it in the Divine Will.  
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Twenty-fourth Hour 

4 PM  

Jesus’ burial and his Blessed Mother’s sorrow 

 

My sorrowful mother, I see that you dispose 

yourself for the final sacrifice of having to bury the lifeless 

body of your Son Jesus. Perfectly resigned to the Will of 

God, you accompany him and place him in the sepulcher 

with your own hands. You reverently arrange his arms and 

legs, and as you are about to offer him your last goodbye 

and last kiss, the sorrow your feel is so intense that you feel 

your Heart torn from your bosom. Love nails you to those 

arms and legs, and by virtue of your love and sorrow, your 

life is about to expire along with your lifeless Son. Poor 

mother, how shall you go on without Jesus? He is your life, 

your all. And yet, it is the Will of the Eternal One that 

wants it so. You are caught up between two insurmountable 

powers: Love and the Divine Will. Love nails you in such a 

way that you cannot detach yourself from Jesus; the Divine 

Will imposes itself by asking of you this sacrifice... Poor 

mother, how shall you go on? I unite myself with your 

sorrows! O please, angels of heaven, come to raise Mary 

from the stiffened limbs of Jesus, otherwise she will die!  

But, what a surprise. While Mary seems to have 

died along with Jesus, I now hear her voice, trembling and 

interrupted with sobs, saying:  
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“O Son, O beloved Son, I will now be deprived of 

the only comfort I had and that assuaged my sorrows: Your 

most sacred humanity, over which I might pour myself out 

by adoring and kissing your wounds. Now this too is taken 

from me, and the Divine Will decrees it thus, and to this 

Most Holy Will I resign myself. But I wish You to know, 

my Son, that I am deprived of your most sacred humanity 

which I long to adore. The mere thought of having to 

separate myself from You robs me of my strength and life... 

Oh Son, as I make this sorrowful separation, please 

increase in me your [divine] strength and life; allow me to 

remain completely immersed in your [death and] burial – to 

possess [the continuation of] your of life [on earth] along 

with your sorrows, reparations and all that You possess. 

Oh, only an exchange of our lives will grant me such 

[divine] strength to make this sacrifice of detaching myself 

from You!”  

My afflicted mother, I see you with complete 

resolve again reverently pass over Jesus’ limbs. You place 

your head upon his and, kissing it, infuse your thoughts 

within his thoughts, assimilating yourself with his thorns 

[caused by] the afflicted and offensive thoughts [of others], 

and with everything He suffered in his most sacred head. 

Oh, how you long to restore Jesus’ thoughts with your own 

and give your life for his! By fusing yourself in Jesus’ 

thoughts and thorns, you begin to revive. 

Sorrowful mother, I see you kiss the lifeless eyes of 

Jesus; I am crushed to see that Jesus no longer looks at 

you... How many times his gazes filled you with heavenly 
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joys and restored you from death to life, but now, not 

having him gaze upon you makes you suffer the pangs of 

death! So you fuse your eyes in Jesus’ eyes, assimilating 

yourself with his eyes; you unite yourself with his tears and 

with the bitterness of the many insults, scorns and offenses 

He received from others... 

But I see, my pierced mother, that you kiss his most 

sacred ears and you entreat him over and over again, 

saying: “My Son, how can it be that You no longer hear my 

voice – You, who were attentive to my every sigh? And 

here I am weeping and calling out to You... Can you not 

hear me? Oh, love is the cruelest tyrant! You meant more to 

me than my own life, and now I must endure [life without 

You in] such sorrow? O Son, I fuse my ears in yours to take 

upon myself what loved compelled You to endure in your 

most sacred ears, especially the echo of the offenses that 

resounded in them, as only the taking upon myself of your 

pains and your sorrows will sustain my life”...  

And as you say this, the sorrow that grips your 

Heart is so intense that it leaves you speechless and 

motionless. My poor mother, my poor mother, I unite 

myself to your immense sorrow! How many bitter deaths 

you undergo! But the Divine Will, with its power, enables 

you to again move, whence you look at his most sacred 

face, you kiss it and exclaim:  

“Adorable Son, how disfigured You are! You are so 

unrecognizable that if love did not move me to recognize 

You as my Son, my life and my all, I would no longer 
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recognize You! Your beauty has been transformed into 

deformity; your cheeks are swollen with welts. O beloved 

Son, the radiance and gracefulness of your face – so 

enrapturing that all who beheld You were left beatified – 

has assumed the pallor of death. My Son, they have 

reduced You to such a sorrowful state! Sin has so horribly 

disfigured your most sacred limbs! Oh, what would I, your 

inseparable mother, not give to restore to You your 

heavenly beauty! 

I fuse my face in yours, my Son, and take upon 

myself the slaps, the spittle, the scorns and everything You 

have endured in your most sacred face. Oh, Son, if You 

want me to live, then grant me your sufferings, otherwise I 

shall die!” 

Your sorrow is so great that it constricts your throat 

and stifles your voice, and you remain as though lifeless, 

pressed against the face of Jesus. Poor mother, I unite 

myself to your sorrow... Angels of mine, come and comfort 

my mother; her sorrow is great and so overwhelming that it 

leaves her speechless, without any strength or life. And the 

Divine Will, shattering through these waves of her sorrow, 

restores her to life. 

You now approach the mouth of Jesus and, kissing 

it, you feel your lips embittered by the gall that so intensely 

embittered his mouth, whence you sobbingly utter: “My 

Son, share one last word with your mother; can it be that I 

will no longer hear your voice? All the [loving and 

sorrowful] words You shared with me in life were like 
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many arrows wounding my Heart with both love and 

sorrow. Now seeing you speechless, renews these arrows in 

my sorrowful Heart. Oh, these arrows cause me so many 

deaths; they cry out to You for one last word, but since You 

do not speak, they wound me more and say to me: ‘He 

created in your soul as many heavens as there are words 

He spoke... You shall no longer hear his voice, nor enjoy 

the sweet accents and melodies of his creative word! Oh, 

my paradise [on earth] is finished, as I shall henceforth 

experience only bitterness! Oh Son, I want to impart to You 

my tongue to revive your speech. Please, renew in me all 

that which You suffered in your most sacred mouth – the 

bitter gall, the ardent thirst [of your parched mouth], your 

reparations and your prayers. By virtue of these voices of 

your sufferings [renewed in me], my sorrow will be more 

tolerable, and I, your mother, through your sufferings will 

be able to go on living.” 

Sorrowful mother, I see that those who surround 

you want to close the sepulcher, so you hasten your step. 

Whence you quickly take Jesus’ hands between yours and 

kiss them, you press them to your Heart and, fusing your 

hands in his, you fuse yourself in the very pains and 

wounds of his most sacred hands... You then pass over 

Jesus’s feet, looking at the cruel furrows the nails have left 

in them. As you fuse your feet in Jesus’ feet you fuse 

yourself in their furrows and you – in Jesus’ place – [with 

his feet] run after sinners to snatch them from hell... 

O grieving mother, I now see you give the last 

goodbye to Jesus’ pierced Heart... Here you pause, as it is 
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the last blow of sorrow your motherly Heart will here 

receive. On account of your immense love and sorrow, 

your feel your Heart torn from your bosom. Of its own 

accord, your Heart makes it flight and immerses itself in 

the Most Sacred Heart of Jesus. In seeing that you no 

longer possess your own Heart, you hasten to take 

possession of it from within Jesus’ Most Sacred Heart, and 

you also take possession of Jesus’ love that has been 

rejected by many souls, and of his many ardent desires that 

remained unfulfilled in souls on account of their 

ingratitude. Indeed, the sorrows and sufferings of your 

Son’s Most Sacred Heart will keep you crucified [with 

him] for the rest of your life. You look at the gaping wound 

in his Heart and kiss it; you pass over it gently with your 

tongue, reverencing its precious Blood.
78

 And feeling [from 

this act] the life of Jesus infused in you, you acquire the 

                                                             
78

 Luisa expresses Mary’s reverencing Jesus’ precious Blood with her 

tongue through the use of her simple Apulian grammar, i.e.,“lambire”. 

Unlike the Italian verb to lick (“leccare”), the Italian verb “lambire” 

signifies an act one often does of gently placing one’s mouth upon a 

burn or a wound to soothe it, as histatin, a small protein in saliva, is 

known to expedite the recovery and soothe the pain of wounds. Here, 

Mary’s reverential act signifies her desire to restore the beauty of her 

Son, and conveys her keen awareness of the theological reality that the 

Blood contained in Eucharist instituted hours earlier and that bestows 

eternal life to those who receive it (Jn. 6:53-56) is, in substance, the 

same Precious Blood of Jesus’ sacred body. Hannibal di Francia further 

illustrates this reality in his 12pm reflection: “If we feel weak, we shall 

entreat Jesus to give us a sip of his Blood, whereby our souls may be 

strengthened”. 
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[divine] strength to fulfill your bitter separation.
79

 Then you 

embrace him and allow the sepulchral stone to close him in.  

My Sorrowful mother, as I weep I entreat you not to 

allow Jesus to be taken from our sight. Let me first enclose 

myself in him, so as to make his life my own. If you, who 

are immaculate, all holy and full of grace cannot live 

without Jesus, how much less can I, who am weak, 

wretched and full of sins? How can I live without Jesus? 

Sorrowful mother, do not leave me alone, but take me with 

you. Just as you fused yourself in Jesus, so fuse my entire 

being in him and empty me of everything, so that Jesus’s 

entire being may be fused in me. Avail yourself of the 

maternal office Jesus had given you from the Cross: With 

your motherly Heart raise me up from my extreme 

unworthiness and, with your own hands, enclose my entire 

being in Jesus. 

Enclose in my mind Jesus’ thoughts, so that no 

other thought may enter into me; enclose in my eyes Jesus’ 

eyes, so that He may never escape my gaze; enclose in my 

ears Jesus’ ears, so that I may always listen to him and do 

his Most Holy Will in all things; enclose my face in Jesus’ 

face, so that in looking at him so disfigured for love of me, 

I may love him, unite myself to his Passion and offer him 

reparation; enclose my tongue in Jesus’ tongue, so that I 

may speak, pray and teach with Jesus’ tongue; enclose my 

hands in Jesus’ hands, so that each movement I make and 
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 Here Mary obtains the divine strength she had asked of her divine 

Son on p. 242. 
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each work I perform may derive their [merit and] life from 

Jesus’ own works and acts. Enclose my feet in Jesus’ feet, 

so that each one of my steps may infuse in other souls 

strength and zeal and dispose them for the life of salvation. 

And now, my sorrowful mother, allow me to kiss 

Jesus’ Heart and pass over it gently with my tongue, 

reverencing its precious Blood. May you enclose his Heart 

in mine so that I may live by his love, his desires and his 

sorrows... Lastly, extend to me Jesus’ stiffened right hand 

so that He may impart to me his final blessing.  

The stone closes the sepulcher. In your sorrow, you 

kiss it and, crying, give him your last goodbye, and you 

depart. But your sorrow is so great so that you remain there 

frozen as your blood runs cold... My sorrowful mother, 

with you I offer Jesus my goodbye and, crying, I remain at 

your side to offer you a word of comfort and a 

compassionate gaze for your every sigh, grief and sorrow. I 

will gather your tears and, if I see that you are about to 

faint, I will hold you in my arms. 

But I see that you are forced to return to Jerusalem 

along the path from which you came... After only a few 

steps, you find yourself once again before the Cross on 

which Jesus suffered so much and died. You run to 

embrace it and, in seeing it covered with his Blood, there 

are renewed in your Heart each and every one of the 

sufferings he endured on it. Unable to contain your sorrow, 

you exclaim:  
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“O Cross, how could you be so cruel to my Son? 

Oh, you have spared him nothing! What wrong has He 

done to you? You did not let his sorrowful mother give him 

so much as one sip of water when He had asked for it. To 

his parched mouth you offered gall and vinegar! I felt my 

sorrowful Heart bleed, as I longed to offer to his lips [the 

love of] my Heart, but I received instead the sorrow of 

seeing myself rejected... O Cross, you are indeed cruel, and 

yet you are holy, for by your contact with my Son you have 

become divinized and sanctified! May the cruelty you have 

shown him be changed into compassion for sinful mankind. 

For the sake of the sorrows He endured on you, may the 

sufferings you impart to souls infuse in them grace and 

strength, so that through the very tribulations and crosses 

they experience, [all may be saved and] no one may be lost. 

Souls cost me so much – they cost me the life of the Son 

God – and as Co-redemptrix and Mother, I bind them to 

you, O Cross.” And after kissing the Cross over and over 

again, you leave...  

80
Poor mother, I unite myself with your sorrow! At 

each step you take, memories and new sorrows arise in you 

that increase in intensity and bitterness – they inundate and 

overwhelm you, and you feel a new death with each passing 

moment... You are now at the place where you met Jesus 

this morning – where you saw him exhausted under the 

enormous weight of his Cross, with Blood streaming down 

him and on his head a bundled array of thorns, which, 

banging against the Cross, penetrated into his head deeper 
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 The text in italics is not found in the original Italian 5
th
 edition. 
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and deeper, giving him the pains of death with each blow. 

Jesus looked into your eyes, and as you gazed at each other, 

you looked upon one another with compassion. And the 

soldiers, not allowing you the comfort of meeting each 

other, shoved him and made him fall, thereby forcing him 

to shed new Blood. You see the ground soaked with his 

Blood and to reverence it you immediately lower yourself 

to the ground and, as you kiss his Blood, I hear you say: 

“Come my angels and watch over this Blood. Do not allow 

one drop of this Blood to be trampled on and profaned.” 

 Sorrowful mother, allow me to give you my hand 

to help you up, as I see you faint
81

 over the Blood of Jesus. 

As you stand and continue to walk, you discover 

everywhere traces of Jesus’ Blood and you recall his 

sorrows, whereby you hasten your step and arrive at the 

cenacle, where you enclose yourself. I too enclose myself 

in the cenacle – the cenacle of the Most Sacred Heart of 

Jesus, from whence I approach you to keep you company in 

this hour of bitter desolation. My heart cannot bear to leave 

you alone in so much sorrow. 

But what a harrowing blow my heart receives in 

seeing Jesus’ thorns that you have taken upon yourself 

penetrating your head with each graceful movement of your 

head; the piercings of all of our sins of thought penetrate 

into your very eyes, making you shed tears of blood.
82

 As 
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 Cf. footnote 34, p. 10 re. the Italian word for “faint” (“svenire”).  
82

 That the sins of thought continue to cause Mary to weep tears of 

blood is evident in the modern-day Marian statues that continue to 

weep blood.  



4 PM HOUR 

253 
 

you weep blood, you bear Jesus’ vision in your eyes, 

whereby you behold all the sins of mankind. Oh, how they 

embitter You! Since you bear all of Jesus’ sorrows in your 

Heart, you keenly understand all that which Jesus had 

suffered! And one pain is followed by yet another... As you 

attune your ears, the echo of the voices of sinful souls 

deafens you. Each offensive and discordant voice reaches 

your Heart and pierces it, whence you say: “Son, how much 

you have suffered!” 

O Sorrowful Mother, I unite myself with you in 

your bitter sorrow! Allow me to dry your face wet with 

tears of blood. But I shudder in seeing your blessed face 

now [– united to Jesus’ face –] covered with welts, 

unrecognizable and pale with a deathly pallor... I realize 

that your appearance is the result of having taken upon 

yourself the offenses directed against Jesus. You 

experience his sufferings so keenly that as you move your 

lips in prayer and emit sighs within your enflamed bosom, 

you feel your lips parched with Jesus’ thirst and your breath 

embittered with his embittered breath.... Sorrowful mother, 

I unite myself with you in your sorrow, and your sorrows 

continue to increase! As I take your hands in mine, I see 

them pierced with nails. I immediately realize that it is in 

your hands that you feel all the sorrow, murders, betrayals, 

sacrileges and evil works [that Jesus had taken upon 

himself], but that are now repeated in you with the [same] 

blows [inflicted upon him], thereby widening [Jesus’] 

wounds [relived in you] and embittering them more and 

more. I completely unite myself to your sorrow! You are 
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the true crucified mother. Why, not even your feet are 

spared Jesus’ nails! What is more, not only do you feel 

these nails piercing your feet, but they are rent open from 

the many iniquitous steps of souls who go to hell. And you 

run after them so that they may not fall into the infernal 

flames. 

But this is not all, crucified mother. All of your 

sorrows, united to those of Jesus, create an echo in your 

Heart and pierce it, not with seven swords, but with 

thousands and thousands of swords. What is more, since 

you have come to possess the Divine Heart of Jesus within 

you that contains all hearts, and whose heartbeat encloses 

the heartbeats of all, it beats in you and says: “Souls! 

Love!” And from this heartbeat that says, “Souls!”, you 

feel all sins flow in your heartbeat, and you feel yourself 

die; in the heartbeat that says, “Love!”, you feel life 

restored to you. Thus you alternate continuously between 

death and life. 

Crucified mother, as I look at you, I share in your 

sorrows – how unspeakable they truly are. I long to convert 

my being into many tongues and voices that offer you 

compassion; but in the face of the intensity of your sorrow, 

the offering of my compassion appears as nothing. 

Therefore I call upon the angels, the Most Holy Trinity 

itself, and I implore them to place their joys, harmony and 

beauty around you to comfort you and assuage your intense 

sorrows, to sustain you in their arms and to requite all of 

your sorrows with love. 
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O sorrowful mother, I now wish to thank you in the 

name of all for everything you have endured for us. I ask 

you, for the sake of your bitter sorrow to come to my 

assistance at the moment of my death. When I find myself 

alone and abandoned by all, among a thousand anxieties 

and fears, come then to requite me for the many times in 

life that I have kept you company. Come to my assistance, 

place yourself beside me and put the enemy to flight. Wash 

my soul with your tears, cover me with the precious Blood 

of Jesus; clothe me with his merits, embellish me, and heal 

me with your sorrows, along with all of Jesus’ sorrows and 

works. By virtue of these, make all of my sins disappear 

and grant me complete forgiveness. And as I breathe my 

last, receive me into your arms, place me under your 

mantle, hide me from the enemy’s gaze, take me straight to 

heaven and place me in the arms of Jesus. Let us make this 

agreement, my dear mother! 

And now, I beseech you to requite the company I 

have kept you by being present to all those who are in 

agony. Be a mother to them all, as these are extreme 

moments and they are in need of great assistance; do not 

deny your maternal office to any one of them. 

Let me say one last word as I leave. I beseech you 

to enclose me in the Most Sacred Heart of Jesus. Watch 

over me sorrowful mother. Keep me always enclosed in the 

Divine Heart of Jesus so that I may never leave it, even if I 

should choose to. O mother, with this prayer I kiss your 

hand and ask for your maternal blessing.  
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Reflections and Practices [by Hannibal di Francia] 

 

Jesus is buried. A stone seals him and prevents his 

mother from looking at her Son any longer. And do we hide 

from the gazes of others? Are we unaffected when all 

others forget about us? In holy things, do we remain 

indifferent with that holy indifference which makes us 

always obey God’s Will [over that of men]? In Jesus’ total 

abandonment, do we conquer everything with holy 

indifference which continuously leads us to him? And do 

we form with our constancy a sweet chain, so as to draw 

him toward us? Is our gaze immersed in Jesus’ gaze, such 

that when we look, we see only that which Jesus desires? Is 

our voice immersed in Jesus’ voice, such that when we 

wish to speak, we only speak with Jesus’ tongue? Are our 

steps immersed in Jesus’ steps, such that when we walk we 

leave only the impressions of Jesus’ footsteps in our wake? 

And is our heart immersed in Jesus’ Sacred Heart to love 

and desire as his Heart loves and desires? 

My dear mother, when Jesus hides from me for the 

good of my soul, grant me the grace you had when you 

were deprived of Jesus, so that I may give him all the glory 

you gave him, especially when He was placed in the 

sepulcher. 

O Jesus, I want to pray to You with your voice. And 

just as your voice pierced the heavens and resounded in the 

voices of all, in the same way, honouring your voice, may 
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my voice pierce the heavens to give You the love and the 

glory of your own word. 

O my Jesus, though my heart continues to beat, I am 

unsatisfied until You let my heart beat as one with yours. 

For only with your heartbeat will I love as You love. I shall 

give You the love of all souls so that one may be the cry of 

all: “Love, love...!” O my Jesus, allow yourself the honour 

of impressing upon everything I do the seal of your own 

power, love and glory.    

 

 

Nos cum prole pia, benedicat Virgo Maria 
 




