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Day 5 of 33 

Imitation of Christ, by Thomas á Kempis: Book 3, Chapter 40 

Wherefore, but I did know well, how to cast from me all human comfort, either for the sake of devotion, or through 
the necessity by which I am compelled to seek Thee, because there is no man that can comfort me. Then might I 
deservedly hope in Thy favor, and rejoice in the gift of a new consolation. Thanks be to Thee from Whom all 
things proceed, as often as it happens to me. I, indeed, am but vanity, and nothing in Thy sight , an inconstant 
and weak man. Where, therefore, can I glory, or for what do I desire to be thought of highly? 

Forsooth of my very nothingness; and this is most vain. Truly vainglory is an evil plague, because it draws away 
from true glory, and robs us of heavenly grace. For, while a man takes complacency in himself, he displeases 
Thee; while he wants for human applause, he is deprived of true virtues. But true, glory and holy exultation is to 
glory in Thee, and not in one's self; to rejoice in Thy Name, but not in one's own strength. To find pleasure in no 
creature, save only for Thy sake. Let Thy Name be praised, not mine; let Thy work be magnified, not mine; let Thy 
Holy Name be blessed, but let nothing be attributed to me of the praise of men. Thou art my glory; Thou art the 
exultation of my heart; in Thee, will I glory and rejoice all the day; but for myself, I will glory in nothing but in my 
infirmities. 

Recite: Veni Creator, Ave Maris Stella, Magnificat, and Glory Be (See Appendix) 
 

Day 6 of 33 

Imitation of Christ, by Thomas á Kempis: Book 1, Chapter 18 

On the examples of the Holy Fathers. 

Look upon the lively examples of the holy Fathers in whom shone real perfection and the religious life, and you 
will see how little it is, and almost nothing that we do. Alas, what is our life when we compare it with theirs? Saints 
and friends of Christ, they served our Lord in hunger and in thirst, in cold, in nakedness, in labor and in weariness, 
in watching, in fasting, prayers and holy meditations, and in frequent persecutions and reproaches. Oh, how many 
grievous tribulations did the Apostles suffer and the Martyrs and Confessors and Virgins, and all the rest who 
resolved to follow the steps of Christ! For they hated their lives in this world, that they might keep them in life 
everlasting. Oh what a strict and self-renouncing life the holy Fathers of the desert led! What long and grievous 
temptations did they bear! How often were they harassed by the enemy, what frequent and fervent prayers did 
they offer up to God, what rigorous abstinence did they practice! 

What a valiant contest waged they to subdue their imperfections! What purity and straightforwardness of purpose 
kept they towards God! By day they labored, and much of the night they spent in prayer; though while they 
labored, they were far from leaving off mental prayer. They spent all their time profitably. Every hour seemed 
short to spend with God; and even their necessary bodily refreshment was forgotten in the great sweetness of 
contemplation. They renounced all riches, dignities, honors and kindred; they hardly took what was necessary for 
life. It grieved them to serve the body even in its necessity. Accordingly, they were poor in earthly things, but very 
rich in grace and virtues. 
 
Recite: Veni Creator, Ave Maris Stella, Magnificat, and Glory Be (See Appendix) 
 

Day 7 of 33 

Imitation of Christ, by Thomas á Kempis: Book 1, Chapter 18, cont. 

Outwardly they suffered want, but within they were refreshed with grace and Divine consolation. They were aliens 
to the world; they seemed as nothing and the world despised them; but they were precious and beloved in the 
sight of God. They persevered in true humility, they lived in simple obedience, they walked in charity and 
patience, and so every day they advanced in spirit and gained great favor with God. They were given for example 
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Day 6 

 

The Sixth Step of the Divine Will in the Queen of 

Heaven: After her triumph in the Test  

comes the Possession 

 

The Soul to the Queen of Heaven: 

Holy Queen Mother, again I see you await me; 

stretching out your hands you place me on your lap and 

squeeze me to your Heart to make me feel the life of the 

Divine Fiat that you possess. Oh, how refreshing is its 

warmth; how penetrating its light! Holy mother, if you love 

me so much, plunge the little atom of my soul into the sun 

of the Divine Will that you conceal [within yourself], so 

that I may say: “My will is ended, it will no longer have a 

life of its own; my life shall be the Divine Will.” 

 

Lesson of the Queen of Heaven: 

Dearest child, trust your tender mother and listen 

closely to the lessons I now wish to impart, as they shall 

serve to make you abhor your own will and yearn for the 

Divine Fiat to reign in you – the Fiat that lovingly yearns to 

establish its life in you.  

My child, the Divine Will was assured of my 

fidelity through the test it asked of me. Although everyone 
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believes that I had no test and [that in order for me to be 

without sin] it sufficed that God work the great miracle of 

conceiving me without Original Sin, oh how wrong they 

are! On the contrary, God asked a test [of my fidelity] that 

He asked of no one else, and He did so with justice and 

with the greatest wisdom. Since [He decreed that] the 

Eternal Word should descend into me, not only was it 

decorous that He not find in me Original Sin, but also that 

he not find a human will operating in me. It would have 

been unbefitting for God to descend into a creature in 

whom the human will reigned. This is why He wanted a 

test from me that would last my entire life. Through the test 

of my will I was to securely establish within my soul the 

Kingdom of the Divine Will. And once this kingdom was 

securely established in me, God could do within me 

anything He pleased; He could grant me everything and, I 

can also say, He could deny me nothing. 

I now wish to address what I earlier shared with 

you; during the course of my lessons I wish to disclose to 

you the events and the prodigies the Divine Will 

accomplished in me and that I ponder in my Heart. So now 

pay close attention, my child.  

After my triumph in the test, the Divine Fiat took its 

sixth step in my soul by allowing me to take possession of 

all of God’s divine qualities
10

 to the fullest possible extent 

that is imaginable for a creature. I was the possessor of all 

things – heaven, earth, and even God himself whose very 

                                                             
10

 The original Italian states: “le proprietà divine”. 
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Will I possessed. I possessed God’s own divine sanctity, 

love, beauty, power, wisdom and goodness, and I was 

constituted the Queen of all things. I was not a stranger in 

the house of my Heavenly Father, but I vividly experienced 

his paternity and the happiness of being his faithful 

daughter. I can say that I grew up on God’s paternal lap, 

and I knew no other love or possessed no other knowledge 

than that which my Creator endowed me with. Who could 

possibly describe all that the Divine Will accomplished in 

me? It raised me so high and embellished me so much that 

the very angels remained speechless – they were at a loss to 

begin to describe what they beheld. 

Now, my dearest child, as soon as the Divine Fiat 

had me take possession of all things, I felt that I was in 

possession of everything and everyone. With its power, 

immensity and all-embracing vision, the Divine Will 

enclosed all souls within my soul, and I felt a little place in 

my Heart for each and every soul. From the moment I was 

conceived I carried you in my Heart, and – oh, how much I 

loved you and still love you! I love you so much that I 

became your mother in God’s presence. My prayers and my 

sighs were directed toward you and, in a delirium of 

motherly love, I said: “Oh, how I wish to see my child 

come to possess all things like me.” 

Now, listen closely to what your tender mother 

wishes to tell you: Do not pay heed to your human will 

anymore. If you do as I say, all things will be in common 

between you and me. You will possess a divine power and 

all things will convert into divine sanctity, love and beauty. 
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Just as the Most High sang to me, “All beautiful, all holy 

and all pure are you, O Mary”, in my ardent love I will say, 

“[All] beautiful, pure and holy is my child, because my 

child possesses the Divine Will.” 

 

The soul: 

Queen of Heaven, I greet you as well: “All 

beautiful, pure and holy is my Heavenly Mother”. If you 

have a place for me in your maternal Heart, I entreat you to 

enclose me in it so that I may be sure to no longer do my 

own will, but always the Will of God. We will both be 

happy, you my mother, and me your child. 

 

Aspiration:  

Today, to honour me, recite three Gloria’s three 

times, in thanksgiving to the Most Holy Trinity for having 

established in me the Kingdom of the Divine Will, and for 

having made me possessor of all things. And with each 

Gloria you recite, while making the words of the Supreme 

Being your own, say to me: “All beautiful, pure and holy is 

my mother.” 
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Exclamation: 

Queen of Heaven, let me be possessed by God’s 

Divine Will.  



10 PM HOUR 
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Sixth Hour 

10 PM 

Second hour of the Agony in the Garden 

 

O my sweet Jesus, one hour has already passed 

since You came to this garden. Love took primacy in 

everything, making You suffer everything at once – 

everything the executioners will make You suffer 

throughout the entire course of your most bitter Passion; or 

rather, love makes up for your Passion and reaches the 

point of making You suffer in the most interior recesses of 

your divine Person in ways your executioners cannot. O my 

Jesus, I see You now staggering in your steps, and yet, You 

want to walk. Tell me my love, where do You want to go? 

Oh, I understand, to see your beloved disciples. I too want 

to accompany You, so that if You stagger I may sustain 

You. 

O my Jesus, your Heart receives another bitter 

blow: Your disciples are already asleep. And You, who are 

always compassionate, call them, wake them up and with 

complete paternal love admonish them and recommend to 

them vigilance and prayer. You then return to the garden, 

but You carry this additional wound in your Heart. O my 

love, in this wound I see all the wounds inflicted by 

consecrated souls who, because of temptation, temperament 

or lack of mortification, instead of clinging to You, being 

vigilant and praying, give into their own desires and, 
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sleepy, instead of making progress in love and in the union 

with You, draw back. I unite myself to your Passion, O my 

impassioned beloved. I offer You reparation for all the 

ingratitude of your most faithful ones. These are the 

offenses which most sadden your adorable Heart, and their 

bitterness is such that it makes You delirious. 

O interminable love, your love which is already 

boiling in your veins conquers everything and forgets 

everything. I see You prostrate on the ground in prayer, 

offering yourself up, making reparation and, in everything, 

trying to glorify the Father for the offenses He receives 

from souls. O my Jesus, I too prostrate myself on the 

ground and with You I intend to do what You do. 

O Jesus, delight of my heart, I see that crowds upon 

crowds of all of our sins, miseries, weakness, the most 

enormous crimes and the gravest ingratitude advance 

toward You, assail You, crush You, wound You and pierce 

You. And what do You do? The Blood that boils in your 

veins faces all of these offenses, bursts your veins, pours 

out in large rivulets and drenches You. It flows to the 

ground and You offer your Blood in exchange for all 

offenses – You exchange life for death. Ah love, You have 

been reduced to such a sorrowful state! You are about to 

breathe your last. O my love, my sweet life, oh please, do 

not die! Raise your face from the ground which You wet 

with your most sacred Blood! Come into my arms! Let me 

die in your place! 
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But I hear the trembling and dying voice of my 

sweet Jesus that says: “Father, if it is possible, let this 

chalice pass from Me; yet not My will, but your will be 

done." 

It is now the second time I hear this from my sweet 

Jesus. But what do You make me understand from this 

“Father, if it is possible, let this chalice pass from me?” O 

Jesus, all the rebellions of souls advance toward You. You 

see that “Fiat voluntas tua” that is, “Your will be done,” 

which was to be the life of each creature, being rejected by 

almost all of them and, instead of finding life, they find 

death. And wanting to give life to all and to offer solemn 

reparation to the Father for the rebellion of souls, as many 

as three times You repeat: “‘Father, if it is possible, let 

this chalice pass from Me’ – that is, the chalice of souls 

who, by withdrawing from Our Will, becoming lost. 

‘Although this chalice of Mine is extremely bitter, [I 

repeat] not My will, but your Will be done.’” 

But while You say this, your bitterness is so intense 

and so overwhelming that You reach the point of death. 

You agonize, and are about to breathe your last. O Jesus, 

my love, since You are in my arms, I too want to unite 

myself to You. I want to offer reparation and partake in 

your Passion on account of all the faults and sins 

committed against your Most Holy Will, and I entreat You 

that I may always do your Most Holy Will. May your Will 

be my breath and my air; may your Will be my heart, my 

heartbeat, my thought, my life and my death. But, please, 

do not die! Where shall I go without You? To whom shall I 
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turn? Who will help me? It will spell the end for me! O 

please, do not leave me. Keep me in whatever condition 

You wish, as You best please, but keep me with You, 

always with You! May it never happen that I be separated 

from You, even for an instant! Rather, let me comfort You, 

offer You reparation and share in your Passion on behalf of 

all, as I see that all sins of every kind weigh upon You. 

Therefore, my love, I kiss your most sacred head. 

And what do I see? I see all evil thoughts, and You feel 

disgust for them. For your most sacred head, each evil 

thought is a thorn which pierces You bitterly. Oh, the 

crown of thorns which the Jews will place on You cannot 

be compared with these thorns! How many crowns of 

thorns formed by the evil thoughts of souls are placed upon 

your adorable head, whereby your Blood flows 

everywhere, from your forehead and from your hair! Jesus, 

I unite myself to your Passion and intend to place upon 

You as many crowns of glory as there are evil thoughts. 

And to comfort You, I offer You all the angelic 

intelligences and your own intelligence to give You an act 

of compassion and of reparation for all. 

O Jesus, I kiss your sorrowful eyes, and in them I 

see all the evil gazes of souls that make tears and Blood 

pour out over your face. I unite myself to your Passion and 

I intend to comfort your sight by placing before You all the 

pleasures forged by a union of love with You that are found 

in heaven and on earth. 
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Jesus, my love, I kiss your most sacred ears. And 

what do I hear? I hear in them the echo of horrendous 

blasphemies, shouts of revenge, and malicious gossip. 

There is not one voice which does not resound in your most 

chaste hearing. O insatiable love, I unite myself to your 

Passion and intend to comfort You by making resound in 

your ears all the harmonies of heaven, the sweetest voice of 

our dear mother, and the ardent accents of Magdalene and 

of all loving souls. 

Jesus, my life, I want to impress a more fervent kiss 

upon your face, whose beauty has no equal. Oh, this is the 

face on which the angels, like cupids, desire to fix their 

gaze for the great beauty that enraptures them. Yet, souls 

sully it with spit, beat it with slaps and stomp on You. My 

love, what arrogance! I would like to shout so loudly that I 

may put them to flight! I unite myself to your Passion and, 

to offer reparation for these insults, I go to the Most Holy 

Trinity to ask for the kiss of the Father and of the Holy 

Spirit, and the divine caresses of their creative hands. I also 

go to our Heavenly Mother so that she may give me her 

kisses, the caresses of her maternal hands and her profound 

adorations. I offer You everything to make reparation for 

the offenses made to your most sacred face. 

Beloved Jesus, goodness itself, I kiss your most 

sacred mouth, embittered from horrible blasphemies, from 

the nausea of drunkenness and gluttony, from obscene 

conversations, from prayers poorly recited, from evil 

teachings and from all the evil man does with his tongue. 

Jesus, I unite myself to your Passion and intend to sweeten 



10 PM HOUR 

56 
 

your mouth by offering You all the angelic praises and the 

good use of the tongue made by many holy Christians. 

Jesus, my oppressed love, I kiss your neck, and I see 

it loaded down with ropes and chains on account of the 

attachments and sins of souls. I unite myself to your 

Passion, and offer You the indissoluble union of the divine 

Persons. Fusing myself in this union, I extend my arms to 

You and, forming a sweet chain of love around your neck, I 

wish to remove the ropes of these attachments that almost 

suffocate You and, to comfort You, I press You tightly to 

my heart. 

Divine Fortress, I kiss your most sacred shoulders. I 

see them lacerated and your flesh almost torn to pieces by 

the scandals and the evil examples of souls. I unite myself 

to your Passion and, to comfort You, I offer You the most 

holy examples of your life, the examples of our Holy 

Queen Mother and those of all the saints. And letting my 

kisses flow over each one of your wounds, O my Jesus, I 

desire to enclose in them souls who, on account of 

scandals, have been snatched from your Heart, and so re-

join the flesh of your most sacred humanity. 

My laboured Jesus, I kiss your bosom, which I see 

wounded from the insipidness, lukewarmness, lack of 

correspondence and ingratitude of souls. I unite myself to 

your Passion and, to offer You comfort, I offer You the 

reciprocal love of the Father and the Holy Spirit – the 

perfect correspondence of the three divine Persons. And 

immersing myself in your love, O my Jesus, I intend to 
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shelter You to shield You from the new blows that souls 

direct against You with their sins. I take your love and 

intend to wound them with it, so that they may never again 

dare to offend You, and I pour it out over your bosom to 

comfort and heal You. 

Beloved Jesus, I kiss your creative hands. I see all 

the evil actions of souls which, like as many nails, pierce 

your most sacred hands. Therefore, You remain pierced, 

not with three nails as on the Cross, but with as many nails 

for as there are evil works of souls. I unite myself to your 

Passion and, to comfort You, I offer You all the holy works 

and courage of the martyrs who gave their blood and life 

for love of You. In a word, O my Jesus, I intend to offer 

You all good works in order to remove from You the many 

nails of all evil works. 

O Jesus, I kiss your most sacred feet, always 

untiring in searching for souls. In them You enclose all the 

steps of souls, but You feel many of them run away and 

You wish to stop them. With each of their evil steps You 

feel a nail being driven into You, and You intend to use 

these very nails to nail them to your love. The pain You 

feel and the effort You make to nail them to your love is so 

intense and so overwhelming that You tremble all over. My 

God and my love, I unite myself to your Passion and, to 

comfort You, I offer You the steps of all faithful souls who 

expose their lives in order to save souls. 

O Jesus, I kiss your Heart. You continue to agonize, 

not for what the Jews will make You suffer, but for the pain 
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that all the offenses of souls cause You. In these hours You 

want to give primacy to love, the second place to all sins 

for which You expiate, offer reparation, glorify the Father 

and appease the Divine Justice, and the third to the Jews. In 

this way You show that the Passion the Jews will make 

You suffer is nothing but the representation of the double, 

most bitter Passion which love and sin make You suffer. 

And this is why I see, all concentrated in your Heart, the 

lance of love and the lance of sin. I see that You await the 

third lance, the lance of the Jews. Your Heart, stifled in its 

love, suffers violent convulsions, impatient yearnings of 

love, desires that consume You and enflamed heartbeats 

that seek to give life to every heart. 

And it is exactly here, in your Heart that You feel 

all the sorrows souls cause You. Such souls, with their evil 

desires, disordered affections and profane heartbeats, 

instead of desiring your love, seek out other [inordinate] 

loves. Jesus, how much You suffer! I see You faint,
43

 

submerged by the waves of our iniquities. I unite myself to 

your Passion and seek to comfort the bitterness of your 

Heart thrice pierced, by offering You the eternal sweetness 

and the sweetest love of our dear mother Mary, as well as 

those of all your truly beloved souls. 

And now, my Jesus, let my poor heart draw life 

from your Heart, so that I may live only with your Heart. In 

each offense You are to receive, let me be ever ready to 
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 Cf. footnote 34, p. 10 re. the Italian word for “faint” (“svenire”). 
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offer You unceasing solace, comfort, reparation and acts of 

love. 

 

  




