
9/21/1899 –  Vol.  2  Differences  with  lady  obedience.  The  purpose  of  Luisa’s state.  

 Yet,  who  would  have  said  it?  In  spite  of  the  fact  that  the  wrong  is  hers,  and that  she  

does  not  give  me  the  capacity  to  manifest  it,  Miss  obedience  took  offense and  began  to  act  like  

a  cruel  tyrant  –  and  she  reached  such  cruelty  as  to  take the  sight  of  my  loving  Good  away  from  

me,  my  sole  and  only  comfort.  It  really shows  that  sometimes  she  also  behaves  like  a  little  girl:  

when  she  has  a  whim for  something,  if  she  does  not  get  it  with  good  manners,  she  deafens  the  

house with  screams  and  with  crying,  to  the  point  that  one  is  forced  to  content  her.  There are  no  

reasons,  there  is  no  way  in  the  middle  to  persuade  her.  So  lady  obedience does.  Brava!  -  I  would  

not  have  thought  you  were  like  this.  Since  she  wants  to  get her  own  way,  she  wants  me,  even  

stammering,  to  write  about  Charity.  Oh,  holy God!  You  Yourself,  make  her  a  little  bit  more  

reasonable,  because  it  really  shows that  one  cannot  go  on  in  this  way.  And  you,  O  obedience,  

give  me  back  my  sweet Jesus  -  don’t  cut  me  to  the  quick  any  more.  I  pray  you  not  to  take  the  

sight  of  my highest  Good  away  from  me  any  more,  and  I  promise  you  that,  even  stammering, I  

will  write  as  you  want.  I  only  ask  of  you  the  good  grace  to  let  me  recover  for  a few  days,  because  

my  mind,  too  little,  can  no  longer  take  being  immersed  in  that vast  ocean  of  divine  Charity,  

especially  because  in  it  I  can  see  my  miseries  and my  ugliness  more,  and  in  seeing  the  love  that  

God  has  for  me,  I  feel  I  am  almost going  mad;  and  so  my  weak  nature  feels  faint  and  can  take  

no  more.  But  in  the meantime  I  will  occupy  myself  with  writing  about  other  things,  to  then  

continue with Charity.  

 I  resume  my  poor  speaking.  While  my  mind  was  occupied  with  the  things already  said,  I  

was  thinking  to  myself:  ‘What  would  be  the  purpose  of  writing this,  if  I  myself  did  not  practice  

what  I  write?  This  writing  would  certainly  be  my condemnation.’  While  I  was  thinking  of  this,  

blessed  Jesus  came  and  told  me:  “This writing  will  serve  to  make  known  who  the  One  is  that  

speaks  to  you  and  occupies your  person.  And  then,  if  it  does  not  serve  you,  my  light  will  serve  

others,  who  will read what I make you write.”  

 Who can say how mortified I was left in thinking that others will  take  advantage of  the  graces  

He  gives  me,  if  they  read  these  writings,  and  I  who  receive  them, do  not?  Will  they  not  condemn  

me?  And  then,  at  the  mere  thought  that  they  may end  up  in  the  hands  of  others,  my  heart  aches  

with  pain  and  with  blushing  for myself.  Now,  remaining  in  greatest  affliction,  I  kept  saying:  ‘What  

is  the  purpose of  my  state,  if  it  will  serve  as  condemnation?’  And  my  most  loving  Jesus,  coming 

back,  told  me:  “My  life  was  necessary  for  the  salvation  of  the  peoples;  and  since I  could  not  

continue  it  on  earth,  I  choose  whom  I  please  in  order  to  continue  it within  them,  so  as  to  continue  

the  salvation  of  the  peoples.  This  is  the  purpose  of your state.”  

 

9/21/1900  – Vol.  4  The  power  of  obedience.  Obedience  must  be  everything for her.  

 Who can  tell  my affliction  in being deprived of  my dearest  friend,  suffering? I  admired,  yes,  

the  prodigious  empire  of  holy  obedience,  as  well  as  the  virtue which  the  Lord  had  communicated  

to  the  confessor  who,  by  obedience  and  by signing  me,  had  freed  me  of  a  malady  which  I  

considered  grave,  and  which  was enough  to  undo  my  body.  But  in  spite  of  this,  I  could  not  help  

feeling  the  pain of  being  deprived  of  a  suffering  so  good,  which  moved  blessed  Jesus  to  pity  and 

compassion, in such a way that I could make Him come almost continuously.  

 So,  when  Our  Lord  came  I  lamented  to  Him,  saying:  ‘My  beloved  Good,  what have  You  

done  to  me?  You  had  me  freed  by  the  confessor,  and  so  I  have  lost  the hope  of  leaving  the  earth  

for  now.  Besides,  why  make  so  many  stratagems,  putting father  in  the  middle,  when  You  could  

have  freed  me  Yourself?  Ah,  maybe  You  did not  want  to  grieve  me  directly,  did  You?’  And  He:  

“Ah,  my  daughter,  how  quickly you  have  forgotten  that  obedience  was  everything  to  Me,  and  I  

want  obedience  to be  everything  for  you.  Besides,  I  put  father  in  the  middle,  so  that  you  would  



have regard  for  him  as  for  my  very  person.”  Having  said  this,  He  disappeared,  leaving me all 

embittered.  

 How  many  things  can  lady  obedience  come  up  with!  One  has  to  know  her and  have  to  

deal  with  her  for  a  long  time,  not  a  short  one,  to  truly  be  able  to  tell who  she  is.  Brava,  brava,  

lady  obedience!  The  more  one  goes  on,  the  more  you make  yourself  known.  As  for  myself,  to  tell  

the  truth,  I  admire  you,  and  I  am  even forced  to  love  you;  but  I  cannot  help  feeling  huffy  with  

you,  especially  when  you come  up  with  one  of  your  big  ones.  Therefore  I  beg  you,  O  dear  

obedience,  to  be more indulgent – more indulgent in letting me suffer.  

 

9/21/1913 – Vol.  11  All  things  done  with  Jesus  in  His  Divine  Will  become His  own,  with  His  same  

qualities,  the  same  Life,  and  the  same  Creative Power.  

 This  morning  my  always  adorable  Jesus  made  Himself  seen  with  unspeakable sweetness  

and  affability,  as  if  He  wanted  to  tell  me  something  very  dear  to  Him and  very  surprising  for  me.  

So,  hugging  me  and  pressing  me  to  His  Heart,  He told  me:  “My  beloved  daughter,  all  the  things  

that  the  soul  does  in  my  Will  and together  with  Me  -  prayers,  actions,  steps,  etc.  -  acquire  my  

same  qualities,  the same  Life  and  the  same  value.  See,  all  the  things  that  I  did  upon  earth  -  

prayers, sufferings,  works  -  are  all  in  action,  and  will  remain  in  eternity  for  the  good  of whoever  

wants  them.  My  work  differs  from  the  work  of  the  creatures.  Containing within  Myself  the  Creative  

Power,  I  speak  and  I  create,  just  as  one  day  I  spoke and  created  the  Sun.  It  is  as  if  this  Sun,  

which  is  always  full  of  light  and  heat  that never  decreases,  remained  in  the  act  of  receiving  

continuous  creation  from  Me. Such  was  my  work  on  earth.  Since  I  contain  the  Creative  Power  

within  Me,  the prayers,  the  steps,  the  works  which  I  did,  and  the  blood  which  I  shed  remain  in 

continuous  act  of  praying,  working,  walking,  etc.,  just  as  the  Sun  is  in  continuous act  of  giving  

light.  Therefore,  my  prayers  continue,  my  steps  are  always  in  the act  of  running  after  souls;  and  

so  on  with  the  rest.  Otherwise,  what  would  be  the great difference between my work and the work 

of my Saints?  

 Now,  my  daughter,  listen  to  a  beautiful  -  beautiful  thing,  not  yet  understood by  creatures:  

all  the  things  that  the  soul  does  together  with  Me  and  in  my  Will are  like  my  own  things;  and  

they  remain  as  her  own.  The  connection  of  my  Will and  the  work  done  together  with  Me  participate  

in  my  same  Creative  Power.” I  remained  ecstatic,  with  a  joy  that  I  could  not  contain,  and  I  said:  

‘Is  all  this possible,  O  Jesus?’  And  He:  “Whoever  does  not  understand  this  can  say  that  he does  

not  know  Me.”  And  He  disappeared.  But  I  cannot  say  it  well,  and  I  don’t know  how  to  explain  

myself  better.  Who  can  tell  all  that  He  made  me  understand? Rather, it seems to me that I’ve just 

said nonsense.  

 

9/21/1920 – Vol. 12  The acts in the Divine Will remain confirmed in It.  

 I  was  doing  my  acts  in  the  Most  Holy  Will  of  my  Jesus,  and  moving  in  my interior,  He  

told  me:  “My  daughter,  as  the  soul  does  her  acts  in  my  Will,  her acts  remain  confirmed  in  It.  So,  

if  she  prays  in  my  Will,  as  her  prayer  remains confirmed  in  my  Will,  she  receives  the  life  of  prayer,  

in  such  a  way  that  she will  no  longer  need  to  make  an  effort  to  pray,  but  she  will  feel  the  

spontaneous promptness  of  prayer  within  herself.  In  fact,  remaining  confirmed  in  my  Will,  she will  

feel  within  herself  the  spring  of  the  life  of  prayer.  A  healthy  eye  makes  no effort  to  see;  rather,  

it  naturally  looks  at  objects,  delighting  in  them  and  enjoying them,  because  it contains  the  life of  

light  within  itself. But  a  sick eye - how many efforts;  how  it  suffers  in  looking!  In  the  same  way,  if  

the  soul  suffers  in  my  Will, if  she  works,  she  will  feel  within  herself  the  life  of  patience,  the  life  

of  working  in a  saintly  way.  So,  as  her  acts  remain  confirmed  in  my  Will,  they  lose  weaknesses, 

miseries, all that is human, and are substituted by springs of Divine Life.” 

- Servant of God, Luisa Piccarreta 


