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Preface to the first edition
Many saints and scholars devoted to the Blessed Virgin have proclaimed her
praises, described her privileges, and celebrated her grandeurs. As for me, dear
reader, I would not know how to teach you anything new about the Mother of
God, nor how to say anything worthy of her.
But if you are or wish to be a child of Mary, you will read this little book
because it speaks of your Mother; you will feel a secret impulse to reread it; you
will discover in it new glimpses and profound thoughts which the author himself
has not suspected and which he, unassisted, would not have been able to express
in words; you will experience upon reading it an emotion which you will be
unable to trace to its source.
Remember that no treatise on the Blessed Virgin is an ordinary book. When
you are reading it, you are, without knowing it, under a higher influence; you are
in contact with a sublime personality, ineffably pure and beneficent; you are
drawn by her goodness and fascinated by her charms.
O gentle Mother, I do not intend to speak learned and sublime things of you. I
am only inviting your children to gather around you. And while we kneel before
you, teach us in what manner you are our Mother and how we must be your
children. Tell us what you have been to us in the past, what you are to us at this
moment, and what you will be to us in heaven. Teach us to carry on our spiritual
life in complete dependence upon your motherly influence.
We are not able fully to understand your ineffable grandeurs; we can scarcely
lisp your name. Each one of us is a little child which you carry in your arms. But
when a child rests his cheek against the dear face of his mother and tenderly
embraces her, does he not give her an incomparable pleasure?
This is the joy we desire to give you, O good Mother.
Will you not be pleased if we do so?

Joseph Schryvers, C. Ss. R.
Zboiska, Galicia
Feast of Our Mother of Perpetual Help

Preface to the second edition
The servants of the Mother of God are grouped in several classes. There are her
learned, her unlettered, and her simple admirers. There are also the servants who
execute her orders, the soldiers who defend her privileges, and the major-domos
who guard the entrance to her palace and watch the etiquette to be observed in
the presence of their Queen; there are the intimates of the household, her
favorites; and finally, there are her children, her little children, for whom her
maternal Heart has a preference, and who know that they are more loved by her
than all the others.
The present book was intended for these last, her little children. If it has fallen
into the hands of great and learned persons, it was by mistake; and they must not
be surprised at not having enjoyed what was not written for them.
In sending forth my appeal for the first time a few months ago, I was not
without some apprehension. Would simple souls understand? Would they find
enough in it to help them practice still more this childlike simplicity towards the
Blessed Virgin?
The result has far surpassed what I might have hoped for.
However, I had neglected—and that intentionally—certain customary
formalities. I urged souls to go quite directly to the Blessed Virgin without
passing through all the antechambers of the palace of that Great Lady. Docile to
that advice, my readers, taking advantage of the right of children of the house,
have hurried straight into the apartment of the Queen, without being announced
by the uniformed officers guarding the approach to the palace. And they have
shown their filial affection by tender expressions and by exclamations of joy
which might have scandalized those grave persons.
Moreover, the major-domos might have been astonished that these children in
the presence of the Mother of the King of kings did not read with great
ceremony a prepared discourse expressing some new and remarkable thoughts

and sentiments about the Blessed Virgin.
Alas! these little children are not so learned nor pretentious with their Mother;
and in nine consecutive chapters they have only learned to say this commonplace
thing to her: “Mother dear, we love you, and we know that you love us. And now
that we are near you, we do not want to leave you during life, and we shall
remain with you throughout eternity.”
We must permit simple souls to speak to the Blessed Virgin in simpler
language than comes from the tongues of the learned. We must expect and allow
children, when they surround and caress their Mother, to ignore ceremonies
observed by guards who present arms before a queen.
So, once more, I invite my readers to hurry quickly into the palace of the
Queen in still greater numbers and with more confidence than the first time.
Jesus wished that children be permitted to approach Him with entire liberty,
although their presence seemed bothersome and inconsiderate to the Apostles.
Can the sweet Virgin show herself less eager to receive humble souls who aspire
to the happiness of being her children?
Joseph Schryvers, C. Ss. R.
Zboiska, Sept. 12, 1925

Chapter I
Mary Is My Mother
All the faithful vie with one another in repeating: “Mary is our Mother!” The
Church in her liturgy and in her prayers encourages us to invoke her as Mother;
and our hearts, not needing other motives, feel irresistibly drawn to speak to her
as a Mother.
Yet, it is important to examine thoroughly the profound truth of Mary’s
Motherhood of men. It is much more substantial and consoling than appears at
first sight.
The Blessed Virgin gave birth to Jesus Christ. She is the true Mother of Jesus,
the God-man. That is an article of faith.
Who is Jesus Christ? He is the second person of the Blessed Trinity. He is the
Head of the Body of which Christians are the members. He is the First-born of
many brethren. He is all that by His very nature. He is not a mere man to whom
has been confided the mission of redeeming the world and of being the father of
a family of believers. No; that office was destined for Him from eternity. God,
the Father, having decreed the Incarnation of his Son in order to save the world,
eternally thought of Christ as the Redeemer and cannot think of Him otherwise
than as Mediator, First-born, Head of the Mystical Body. He was predestined as
such; and, in time, He was born as such.
When a man is elevated to the priesthood, he receives the indelible character
of a Sacrament, which imparts to him a new dignity that he can never lose or
have taken from him. Still, this dignity is not indispensable to him as a man. He
was not born a priest; he is not a priest by nature.
Jesus, on the contrary, is a priest by His very nature; He came into the world
possessing the personal right to be the Mediator; He is the Redeemer, the Lamb
immolated from the beginning of the world.

It is this Jesus Christ, the High Priest, of whom the Virgin Mary is Mother.
And this same Christ is as inseparably united to us as is the head to the members
and the vine to the branch.
Therefore, in becoming the Mother of Jesus, she became the Mother of all
those who are one with Him; in conceiving, she conceived the members; in
giving life to the Redeemer, she gave life to the redeemed.
Let us try to understand still better this plan of God and the mystery of the
Maternity of Mary.
The Blessed Virgin gave Jesus Christ His human nature. Still, Holy Church
does not say that she is the Mother only of the humanity of Christ, but that she is
truly Mother of God.
It is a fact that the humanity of Christ does not subsist separately and by
itself; it is hypostatically united to the Divinity in the person of the Word. The
Blessed Virgin did not, then, give birth only to the humanity of Christ, but to the
whole Christ who is both God and man. In giving life to Christ she gave life to
Jesus, the God-man and the Redeemer. She could not give birth to a Christ who
was not at the same time necessarily our Brother, who was not the Head of the
Body of which we are the members.
Hence, in the Christ of whom she is the Mother, we were contained; of that
Christ we were and are a part; spiritually we live by His life and partake of His
divine nature. Thus Mary, being the Mother of Jesus, is necessarily our Mother
also. She cannot, even if she tried, (here we assume the impossible) deny her
Motherhood, or refuse us the shelter of her Heart, or think of us as aliens to her.
We belong to her together with Jesus, for we are members of His Body, we are
part of her Son.
Notice, Christian soul, that this intimate union of yours with Jesus, which
makes you necessarily a child of Mary, is not an accidental thing, which slipped
into God’s plan by chance. No! It is something premeditated, predetermined
together with the Incarnation of the Word in God’s eternal plan.
Mary’s maternity involving you is an integral part of the whole divine plan. If
you were taken from her maternal bosom, then her Son, Jesus, Himself would be
taken from her, and the work of the Redemption would be frustrated.
O beloved Mother, how this thought transports me with joy! How secure I

feel in knowing I am safe in your Heart like a child in his mother’s arms! How
surely I feel your motherly love watching over me and giving me at every
moment the graces I need to grow up in Jesus! I desire to remain always united
to you. I beseech you to love me always.
*******
Mary is our Mother. The whole Christian world proclaims it; but, aside from a
few learned theologians, no one takes the trouble of proving our certain and
legitimate relationship with the Mother of God. However, for the simple soul it
would be superfluous labor after all. The heart has reasons which the mind does
not know, and the certainty that Mary is our Mother was graven by God Himself
on the heart of the Christian at the moment when he became the brother of Jesus
Christ at Baptism.
Why did you feel yourself drawn towards the shrines of the Madonna in your
early youth? Can you explain the profound emotion with which you took part in
pilgrimages organized in Mary’s honor? Why did you find the recitation of the
beads so attractive? Why did you delight in telling them all along the way,
saying over and over, “Hail, Mary. . .”?>
And you were not alone in feeling this attraction. The other children of your
age experienced the same emotions; they knelt devoutly, like you, before
pictures of the Blessed Virgin; they told her of their love and prayed to her in
their needs. And each one of them thought that he loved his heavenly Mother in
his own special manner and that she responded to his affection as if he
monopolized her attention and as if she had eyes and ears and heart for him
alone.
The years have not been able to tarnish the innocence of that devotion. The
man with calloused hands and wrinkled brow, who gives a passing salute to a
statue of the Blessed Virgin, feels now the same confident love he experienced in
his youth.
Even the old man, alone on earth, deprived of the affection of his loved ones
who have gone before him, thinks his unspoken thoughts of Mary, whom he
dreams of seeing soon in heaven where she will obtain for him the fulfillment of
all his desires.

Do not think that this filial devotion to Mary is characteristic of a single
nation, of one country only. Every race spontaneously honors her, invokes her,
invents touching ways of showing her its love; builds temples in her honor,
erects along the highways little shrines sheltering the Madonna’s image, and
conducts pilgrimages to her sanctuaries. And each nation likes to imagine that it
surpasses all others in devotion to the Mother of God.
When heretics and unbelievers receive the light and gift of faith and are
converted to Catholicism, they pass suddenly from indifference or hostility to
confidence in and love of Mary, their new-found Mother. Whereas they may
have formerly accused Catholics of exaggerated and excessive devotion toward
Mary, now they, in their turn, can scarcely find words glowing enough to praise
their heavenly Queen.
Even benighted savages are no exception to the universal rule of love for the
Blessed Virgin. As soon as they hear of the privileges and glories of the Mother
of God and have been made children of the Church, their hearts begin to expand
at once with devotion and tender love toward their heavenly Mother. They
invoke her with as much piety and confidence as Christians born in wholly
Catholic countries.
This universal attraction of all Christian hearts toward the Blessed Virgin,
which began at the dawn of Christianity, continues to our own day,
notwithstanding the attacks of unbelievers and in spite of the indifference and
skepticism which sometimes have caused faith to waver and fervor to grow cold.
The sentiment, which carried the faithful of former times toward the Mother of
God, still carries those of today toward her with equal power and emotion.
The enthusiasm which took possession of the inhabitants of Ephesus in the
fifth century, when the Fathers in Council officially declared the age-old belief
that Mary is the true Mother of God, was not greater than that which was felt by
the Catholics of Rome and of the entire world when Pope Pius IX, in the
nineteenth century, proclaimed the dogma of the Immaculate Conception of the
Blessed Virgin.
By her preaching, the Church has been able to encourage and regulate this
universal sentiment. She did not create it. She did not have to lead her children
along; far rather was she herself carried along by them. Under the pressure of

this love of all the faithful, the Church has multiplied feasts in Mary’s honor; she
has enriched her devotions to Mary; she has defined, one by one, her wonderful
privileges; she has poured out her treasures profusely upon those who honor the
Blessed Virgin; at certain more critical periods in her history, the voices of her
pontiffs have united and directed all Catholic hearts and minds and voices in
prayer to the Mother of God.
Whence proceeds this universal sentiment, which has come down the
centuries, which invariably animates all Catholic peoples, which never ceases in
spite of differences in age, place, and time? Such a sentiment, independent of
time, place, change, and varied circumstances, cannot have a merely human
source. It must come from above. It is the Holy Spirit who implants it in the
Christian when He makes him a child of God and with grace communicates to
him the life of Jesus and confides the new child to Mary’s motherly care. Thus
there is formed, between the Christian and his heavenly Mother, a bond of love
and filial confidence that neither age nor the vicissitudes of life with its
weakness and sins can ever completely sever.
*******
The Blessed Virgin is our Mother, a Mother unequaled in kindness and
tenderness. God has inscribed this truth in the frontispiece of the history of our
Redemption; He has graven it in the depths of our hearts; He causes us to
discover it in every page of visible nature.
Is it not striking that wherever a germ of life appears in the universe,
Providence delegates a mother to protect it? Would he have neglected to give us
a Mother to keep intact in our souls that mysterious germ of supernatural life
which is a participation in his own divine life?
Have you observed how a simple bud, scarcely perceptible on the branch
which bears it, is warmly enveloped against the rigors of the weather and the
deadly, stealthy attacks of insect pests? Long months and detailed preparations
are necessary before nature, the mother of this fragile being, will permit the leaf
to pierce its sheath or the flower to open its petals. The air must be well purified
by a long and rigorous cold; the temperature must be moderated and carefully
warmed by the sunny days of spring and refreshed by a bountiful rain.

But, after all, what is this tiny being? It is only a simple bud; but that bud is a
living being, a reflection infinitely distant, but true, of one of God’s perfections.
Is it not worthy, then, of being surrounded by God with detailed and elaborate
attention?
And what will be the case when God creates not only a plant, but a vastly
superior creature, an insect endowed with sensibility and motion? Oh, then
precautions are redoubled! The butterfly deposits its egg only where the grub, on
hatching, will find ample food at hand; and when the moment comes for it to
change its form, the larva will draw from its own substance the wherewithal to
spin a cocoon in which it calmly and patiently awaits the day of radiant
emergence.
Is it necessary so to multiply prodigies in order to protect the life of an
ephemeral butterfly? Yes, it is necessary; for it is a living being. It has in heaven
a Creator who cares for it because it partakes of life that comes from him, the
Life of all the living; it is a faint reflection of his goodness and beauty and
therefore precious in his eyes. And the higher in the scale of life, the more
perfect the germ of incipient life is destined to be, the more does God in his
providence multiply the marks of his solicitude.
To the brute beasts he gives a maternal heart, gifted with a marvelous instinct
for providing for the needs of the newly-born, and endowed with power and an
astonishing skill in defending its life when in danger. Even the animals which we
call wild feel only tenderness for their offspring.
But what shall we say of the solicitude of the Creator when there is question
of creating an immortal soul and of uniting it to a human body? What infinite
precautions Providence takes, long in advance, so that this infinitesimal thing
already vivified by a soul, which bears a resemblance to God, shall find a
comfortable and peaceful dwelling where no evil influence from without can
hinder its slow development.
And when this feeble being is sufficiently strong to live by itself, it will find
at its cradle a mother, a masterpiece of ingenious love and invincible patience,
who will forget every other joy in watching over her new-born child and in
nourishing it with her milk.
Now have you acquired a glimpse of why you have a Mother in heaven and

what she is to you?
But what is mere bodily life when compared to the life of grace? What is this
short existence in the face of life without end? What is human life compared
with divine life, which is infused in you by grace? It is scarcely a rough sketch, a
faint shadowy suggestion of the perfection of creative action. The true life, the
perfect life, the masterpiece of life, is the supernatural life.
What a Mother must not the Creator place near the cradle of a soul born to
that life!
Oh, I understand, Virgin blessed, why I found you bent over me from my
earliest years; why I called upon you instinctively for aid in the difficulties of my
childhood; why, in danger, I took refuge instinctively under your maternal
mantle. Yes, you are my Mother. You brought me forth into the life of grace, and
with motherly solicitude you are always concerned about me.
That is no fantastic flight of my imagination, nor the baseless fabric of a
child’s wishful dream. No, I am her child and Mary loves me as no earthly
mother loved her child. She takes pleasure in coaxing forth my caresses. She
smiles upon me, presses me to her Heart, speaks to me, and embraces me.
What joy and delight a mother finds in gazing on her child! How she rejoices
when the little creature responds to her tenderness by a sunny smile! She would
spend hours competing with him in demonstrations of affection. She becomes
oblivious of all around her; even her own sorrow is forgotten, so completely is
she wrapped in the love she bears to her new-born child, so greatly does she
desire to make him happy.
O beloved and blessed Mother, is this not the way you treat me? How I wish
to respond to your caresses, to love you, to love Jesus through you, to allow
myself to be loved by Him through you, to suffer myself to be surrounded by
your tenderness and enveloped in your favors.
Tell me often that you love me; tell it to me in my moments of distraction, in
my hours of suffering, that I may never forget that my entire spiritual life is
being spent in the shelter of your holy soul.

Chapter II
When Did the Blessed Virgin Become
Our Mother?
The Blessed Virgin became our Mother at the same moment that she became the
Mother of Jesus. In that single maternity was a multiple motherhood; she was
simultaneously constituted Mother of Christ, the Redeemer, and of all men, His
members to be redeemed.
Now, Jesus was conceived by the operation of the Holy Spirit and the
voluntary cooperation of the Blessed Virgin. At that same moment, therefore,
and by that same double operation, we were likewise conceived as Christians.
Without Mary’s consent the Word would not have taken flesh to dwell as man
amongst men. God made the greatest of His works, the Incarnation and the
Redemption, depend upon the humble consent of the humble Virgin. Therefore
He makes the application of the fruits of the Redemption, the distribution of all
graces, and the salvation of each of the elect, depend in like manner upon that
same Virgin’s consent and cooperation.
Not only did the divine Virgin become our true Mother when she conceived
Christ, but she was intimately conscious of the fact.
How could God have hidden that mystery from her? Her dignity as Mother of
Jesus and as Mother of men entailed consequences so glorious, and, at the same
time, so terrible to a Mother’s Heart, that the humble Virgin Mary could not have
freely given her consent and adhered to it if she were ignorant of all it entailed.
No; she knew all her “fiat” would mean. She not only knew its consequences,
but she accepted them voluntarily with all the ardor of her maternal Heart in
order to save us from hell.
How well she knew that in becoming Christ’s Mother she had, of necessity, to

become ours! She knew perfectly well that in becoming the Mother of men she
would one day have to lose Jesus; to keep us and save us she would have to
surrender Him to death and lose Him on the Cross. At the Annunciation Mary
resigned herself to a life of ecstatic happiness and of unspeakable anguish.
It is recorded in Holy Scripture that Rebecca, bearing the twins, Esau and
Jacob, felt them struggling in her womb. “But the children struggled in her
womb.” (Gen 25:22) This struggle caused such an agony of pain that the poor
mother cried out, “If it were to be so with me, what need was there to conceive?”
We may adapt a parallel to the Blessed Virgin who likewise conceived and
bore twin sons, Jesus and man; and there was discord between them, for the One
was just, the other a sinner—“they struggled in her womb”—and this struggle
between her two children caused the Mother of God to suffer. She knew that the
life of the one would mean the death of the Other.
And when the twin children were born—it is the Holy Spirit who records it—
Jacob “held his brother’s foot in his hand.” (Gen 25:25) The younger, Jacob,
represents man, whom God willed to redeem; he is inseparable from his Elder
Brother, Jesus, the Redeemer, and Jesus would not be born unless His brother
was born with Him.
The Blessed Mother sees her two children grow to manhood; but in her Heart
the struggle continues. Jesus is the First-born, the Well-beloved of the Father. He
has a right to the inheritance by birth. The Mother loves Him, for He is her
Child, her Eldest. But she also loves Jacob, mankind, for she has borne him with
the First; and he is entirely like his Mother, since like her he is purely of the
human race. So she intervenes that man may share—without having the title—
the birthright of the First-born; that he may participate in some way in the
privilege of Jesus; leaving the latter all the work and the suffering while man
takes possession of His inheritance.
But how great was the anguish of Mary’s maternal Heart while she arranged
this painful substitution! What sorrow for her to be obliged to put her dear Jesus
after sinful man; what ingenuity thus to ward from guilty man the just anger of
an offended God; what efforts thus to reconcile the two brothers in everlasting
love!
O beloved Mother, what tears I have cost you! But in return I love you well. I

desire ever to remain close to you, as Jacob stayed near his mother. I have no
natural right to the inheritance which Jesus possesses, but you are His Mother
and mine; you will obtain for me the blessing of our Heavenly Father, and you
will reconcile me with your Son.
O good Mother, this is what you have already begun to do in my soul!
Complete your work, transform me entirely into Jesus. Clothe me in the virtues,
the works, and the sentiments of my Elder Brother, as Rebecca robed Jacob in
the garments of Esau. Then the heavenly Father will seem to see in me His Son
Jesus, and will bless me with the heritage of His Son.
*******
The Blessed Virgin became our Mother at the moment of the Incarnation; she
began to acquit herself exteriorly of that bittersweet office when she presented
her well-beloved Son in the temple.
The Presentation in the Temple was a symbolic ceremony. It signified that the
First-born, the Redeemer, was offered and henceforth belonged to God in the
quality of Victim to free all His brothers.
Now behold; this Victim, carried in the arms of His Mother, was presented in
the temple. Mary offered Him to God as a sacrifice, and God accepted her
offering. When, after the Presentation, the Christ-child was returned to her arms,
bought back by the offering of two turtle-doves, Mary knew with poignant
sorrow that her possession of Him was only temporary: that the time when she
must surrender Him from her own arms to the arms of the Cross was only
deferred. Simeon, if she could have been ignorant of it, took it upon himself to
remind her of the heartbreaking truth: “Behold this child is set for the fall, and
for the resurrection of many in Israel, and for a sign which shall be contradicted;
and your own soul a sword shall pierce, that, out of many hearts, thoughts may
be revealed.” (Lk 2:34-35) So, when she pressed her Treasure against her
troubled Heart, she knew perfectly well that Jesus, her Son, was no longer hers;
that He was doomed to death; that He had been given back to her only as a
Lamb, which she, herself, must keep and feed and prepare for the sacrifice.
When the daughter of Pharaoh received the infant Moses, whom she found,
seemingly abandoned, on the banks of the Nile, she sought a Hebrew woman to

rear this Hebrew child. The mother of Moses, on the alert for just such an
opportunity, presented herself as a nurse and undertook to nourish him until such
time as he could be safely taken care of by the princess.
The joy of that mother, who by her loving stratagem saved her son from
death, was without doubt tempered by bitterness at the thought that the child was
no longer hers and must one day be surrendered to a pagan court.
Thus, my Mother, you received your dear Son from the hands of Simeon; but
this Child is not entirely yours. You will soon be forced to hand Him over to
enemies, to pagans who will put Him to death. It is true that, by delivering Him,
you ransomed all your other children and bring to an end the harsh captivity
which weighed upon them; but what a price to pay: to be obliged to spend the
life of your Elder Son, that Child of predilection, to purchase the life of His
brothers!
And that anguish was ever before her: everything reminded the poor Mother
that this Jesus was pledged and no longer her own. In spirit she saw Him
delivered to cruel enemies, mocked, and tortured to death.
At times, Jesus Himself reminded her that He was no longer exclusively hers,
as He did in the temple when He remained lost for three days. And in the
conversations which He had with her at Nazareth, He sometimes directed His
words to that sorrowful subject and spoke of the final sacrifice, His approaching
death.
But Jesus showed her also how that death would be the salvation of all
mankind; and Mary rejoiced that her other children would be spared. So she
spent those long years of mixed hope and fear, joy and sorrow: happy to possess
Him, dreading the day when she must lose Him.
Oh, how sorely she suffered for me during her life! And I knew nothing of the
sufferings which I caused her who bore me.
*******
The Blessed Virgin conceived us at the moment when the Word became flesh
in her virginal womb; she bore us in her soul when she offered Jesus in the
temple, and she continued that offering in her Heart up to Calvary; at last, she
brought us forth in anguish at the Foot of the Cross, when she saw Jesus bow His

head and die.
A touching story is told in the Book of Kings. A famine, which lasted three
years, desolated the land of Israel. King David consulted the oracle of the Lord
to learn the cause of the famine. He received the answer that “It is for Saul, and
his bloody house, because he slew the Gabaonites.” (II Kgs 21:1) David asked
the latter what satisfaction they desired, and they demanded that seven of Saul’s
descendants be delivered to them to be crucified. Among these seven victims
were the two sons of Respha, the wife of Saul.
Poor Respha consented to the bloody sacrifice of her two sons with sublime
resignation. When they were crucified on the mount in the presence of the Lord,
she took a haircloth, betook herself to the place of execution, spread her
mourning-garments upon the rock at the foot of the gibbets, and there she
remained, from the beginning of the harvest-time until its end, absorbed in
sorrow as she guarded the lifeless bodies of her sons to protect them from the
talons of the vultures and from the teeth of prowling beasts.
O well-beloved Mother, surely you are the Respha of the New Testament!
They come to take your child from you by command of God in order to atone,
by His death, for the sins of “the bloody house” of men. They lead Him to be
crucified, and you open not your lips to complain of the sorrow in your breaking
Heart.
But when your Jesus is toiling along on the road to Calvary, you follow Him,
clothed in mourning-garments. Your feet are wet with the Blood that trickled
down from His wounds as He passed. You are present when they nail Him to the
Cross; you hear the sighs which escape from His breast; you see the contractions
of His nerves under the violent blows from the hammer; you behold Him at last
on the gibbet, suspended between heaven and earth; and you remain there
absorbed in your silent sorrow, never taking your eyes from your dear Son,
defending Him, by your presence and by the majesty of your grief, from the
insults of the wild beasts who have crucified Him. And under those
circumstances, a few moments before He died, the agonizing Redeemer
solemnly pronounced a mysterious word: “Woman, behold your son!” And
addressing John, His beloved disciple, He said: “Behold your Mother!” (Jn
19:26-27)

At that moment, the most solemn and most tremendously important moment
not only of Christ’s earthly life but the most weighty moment of all ages, the
God-man intended to do more than settle a mere family question. Those dying
but mighty words, like all those which He had uttered during His life, had a deep
spiritual meaning, a redemptive sense. He had no need, on Calvary, to tell Mary
that all men are her children and she the true Mother of all. Mary had become
our Mother as well as Jesus’ at the Annunciation. She knew her privilege and her
mission as Mother of men. But Jesus wished at that awful hour, when His work
of Redemption was consummated, to confirm her official commission in the
presence of His disciples, and that in the touching form of a sacred last will and
testament.
Oh, how heartrending was the last attention, the final farewell of the dying
Jesus to His Mother. The words, “Behold your son,” were the response of Jesus
to the “Fiat” spoken by Mary at the moment of the Annunciation. Jesus had
asked her, by the lips of the angel, “Will you be My Mother? If you will, you
must also be the mother of men, of sinners, my brothers, who one day will slay
me before your very eyes.” And the sweet Virgin replied, “I will; be it done to
me according to Thy word.” Now that the bloody drama is consummated, Jesus
continues: “Since you have not spared your only Son, in order to save sinners, I
now deliver them to you; they are your property.” And it is truly the moment
when her direct maternal activity as Mother of men began.
Until that time she had concentrated her affection for us in her Heart; she bore
us silently in her motherly bosom, hiding this mystery of love from the world till
the days should be accomplished and she be delivered. And, finally, on Calvary,
which was our bloody and agonizing Bethlehem, she brought us forth to the
supernatural life; and she began publicly to fulfill her loving and perpetual duties
as Mother of men.

Chapter III
What Our Mother Has Been to Us
Let us penetrate farther into the Heart of our Mother and let us examine what she
has been, not only for all her children in general, but for you in particular.
Among so many human beings who have existed or who will exist, only a
limited number really received or will receive the life of Christ in their souls.
As for you, you have been regenerated by Baptism; you have become a child
of God, a brother of Christ, the child of Mary. Why have you been preferred to
so many others?
Oh, you must examine this point with particular attention, otherwise you will
not understand what your Mother has meant and continues to mean to you!
Recall then, once more, the great principle upon which your devotion to the
Blessed Virgin is based. The divine Mother brought forth Christ, the Redeemer,
the First-born, the Head of the Body of which you are a member. Therefore, if
this Christ, the Head, was born of her, then all those who are members of Christ
are also necessarily born of her.
But Jesus was born of her only through her free consent. Hence, none of His
members could be born of her without that same consent. We become brothers of
Jesus and children of Mary only because her maternal Heart has desired it,
willed it, and requested it.
Here is a truth that ought to fill you with love and gratitude. Among those
millions of children, whom she has cherished as the beloved of her Heart, you
are happily numbered; and your Mother has taken particular notice of you
among them all, has chosen you personally, has loved you as if she had you
alone to love.
Her maternal attentions toward you are not abstract, vague, general

relationships; they are concrete, special, and individual. Mary, your Mother, and
just because she is a Mother, is not like a queen who is praised by her subjects
and revered by them, but who cannot be freely approached by those so far
beneath her in dignity—a queen who is goodness and sweetness itself but who
neither knows nor is known personally by her subjects. No, she is a Mother in
the full meaning of the word; she loves you personally, with a greater love than
your child’s heart can dream.
A good mother here below neglects none of her children. She knows them
and she loves them all. She wishes each one to be surrounded by her love and in
return wants each child to confide to her all his joys and sorrows.
But the greatest love of the best earthly mother is only a faint shadow of the
love of Mary for each one of us. In the same way that God in creating the earthly
father gives only a dim impression and feeble reflection of his own love, so in
creating the heart of the earthly mother, he but faintly sketches the Heart of the
Blessed Virgin. It is she who is the model; the earthly mother, grand as she is, is
only an imperfect copy.
We lived in Mary’s thoughts before we existed. Long in advance she prepared
our resting-place in her maternal Heart with joyous expectation. On our behalf
she experienced joys ineffable and anguish unspeakable. Mary has watched over
you with a special love; she has warded off a thousand unseen dangers from you.
Oh, with what tenderness and inward joy, she pressed you to her motherly Heart,
and presented you to the heavenly Father as her well-beloved child after the life
of her Son, Christ, was infused into you at Baptism! Oh, if you could understand
to what an extent we have been the object of the solicitude of our celestial
Mother!
*******
Then came your early years, when as a child not yet enjoying the use of
reason, you were the unconscious repository of an immense treasure, the treasure
of sanctifying grace. All the lineaments of your future sanctity were contained in
the germ of grace which you even then possessed.
How important for the future are those early years! The subsequent life
depends, in large measure, upon the environment in which the early years are

spent, upon the words heard and the examples observed.
The good mother is careful to teach her child his first prayers, to make him
pronounce the names of Jesus and Mary; she fills his imagination with sound
representations, and stimulates wholesome emotions: dread of some actions,
love for others; above all, she inculcates hatred for lying, injustice, and
immodesty. All these impressions are graven on the pliant conscience of the
child and will not leave him unless torn away by violence.
Tell me, child of Mary, who prepared your earthly mother to teach you piety;
who arranged circumstances of time and place that you might be, as it were,
naturally good; who placed near you spiritual teachers who have kept the sight
of evil far from you? It was Jesus who won these favors for you and the Holy
Spirit who bestowed all these graces upon you through the ministrations of the
Blessed Mother. No grace nor favor is or ever will be accorded to any creature
save through her. She is the Dispensatrix of the treasures accumulated by her
Son’s suffering and death.
You do not realize, then, all the tenderness of your Mother, if you do not see
her occupied with you during your age of innocence and of happy ignorance.
Oh, how dear to her Heart are children! How they excite her solicitude! How
she watches over the health of their bodies and the beauty of their souls!
Go back to those early years and examine them as far as you can remember
them. An all-holy being, mysteriously concerned about you, loved you; prepared
all your surroundings, removed invisible dangers from you, placed in your soul
docility to future grace, formed your life and prepared your faculties to receive
the first supernatural impressions.
*******
As time went on, the important hour struck for you, the momentous hour
when you attained the use of reason and became personally responsible for the
direction of your own supernatural life. It is a solemn, agonizing moment, when
a human being, weak and unskilled, launches out into life and sets fickle sails for
a port that may be heaven, that might be hell.
That young will, which as yet holds the rudder in an uncertain hand, already
sees itself menaced by the tempest which the enemy of its salvation stirs up. But

it is free. No one can take from it that terrible responsibility of free will; neither
hell, nor heaven itself.
Do you not see, O favored soul, with what anxiety the Blessed Virgin awaited
that moment? For a pious and intelligent mother, the first years of her child’s use
of reason are filled with care and worry. She eagerly watches all the varied
manifestations of character and the motions of passion in her child. If he takes a
false step on an evil path, she suffers unspeakably; she prays, warns, weeps, as
Monica wept for her son, Augustine.
Can you imagine with what solicitude the Heart of your heavenly Mother
awaited those first moments, and watched the reaction of your free will toward
the suggestions of hell and the allurements of heaven?
Perhaps you had more than one fall during those years. Your Mother, noting
all, deplored your faults, turned you away from them, stirred up in you motives
of remorse for failures in order to make you enter into and develop your better
self.
Then came the great solemnity, the day of your first Holy Communion, the
first meeting with Christ, your Brother.
You felt a mysterious attraction for this hidden Jesus, this Divine Host, who
called you His brother. In the silence of your soul after Holy Communion this
good Master made the first advances, forged the first link which would attach
you to Himself, and gave you the first pledge of all the benefits with which He
would overwhelm you in the future.
Oh, how the Mother of you both prepared that meeting between her two
children! She, the divine Rebecca, prepared your heart and elicited in it, without
your realizing her activity, sentiments pleasing to Jesus.
The grace of one’s first Holy Communion is so powerful that it exercises a
decisive and mysterious influence over the soul even in advanced years.
Christian parents rejoice with reason on the occasion of their child’s first
Holy Communion. They are well aware that something unfathomable then takes
place between the soul of their child and Him who made that child for Himself.
But the Blessed Virgin sees far in advance all the consequences that that Holy
Communion will have in the life of her protégé.

Perhaps she foresaw that the remembrance of those first advances of Jesus
would one day stop you on the road to perdition. Perhaps she then designed and
cemented between her two children, Jesus and you, a mysterious union, such as
we read of in the lives of the saints. You did not then fully grasp the significance
of the grace you received that day, but Mary was the medium and the source of
the companionship established between Jesus and you.
Recall that on that day you solemnly reaffirmed your renunciation of Satan
with his works and pomps, and as a pledge of your fidelity, you linked the divine
Mother between yourself and Jesus, consecrating yourself to her in an
irrevocable manner.
*******
After your first Holy Communion the dangerous years began for you. Who,
looking back, does not view with fright the approach of that time of youth, when
all the passions awaken like unbridled nature in spring, when all exterior objects,
good and bad, exercise a fascination over the imagination and the heart? The
young, lusty with eager, glowing life, go forth gaily with innocent boldness on
rose-strewn paths. “Fearing no evil because they know no sin,” they do not even
suspect the hidden serpents that lie in wait for them in the way. Good, generous,
and pure in themselves, they imagine that everything must be good, loving, and
disinterested. Alas! What disillusionments await them, what sorrows, and what
awakenings, perhaps—what falls!
How the soul of the priest is rent with sorrow, when he finds these young,
beautiful souls flattered and deluded, surprised and seduced, until they are
stripped of grace, purity, and candor and become the hideous prey of their foul,
mocking enemy.
If mothers could follow their children, step by step, moment by moment,
during those years of dangerous enchantment and enchanted danger; if they
could see the impressions, which tumultuously assail and crowd into the
imagination to woo the inexperienced heart, how they would tremble, pray, and
often have cause for laments of awful disappointment. But the thoughts of youth
and its mind and heart are hidden from the eyes of flesh.
What your earthly mother cannot see, your heavenly Mother does see, and

you will never know what anxiety you have caused her. . .
During those years she followed your every step and watched over all your
thoughts. In moments of temptation she suggested to you precautions against
sinful falls; she excited apprehension which would frighten you away from the
abyss; she veiled and blinded your eyes lest, perchance, they be lured by many
fatal attractions, and, although you were unaware of the danger, she carried you
unscathed through the fires of fierce temptation.
Today, when you recall the pitfalls and perils which surrounded you then, you
may be stricken with astonishment. If the same occasions presented themselves
now after long years of a pious, life, you may feel that you would not have the
strength to resist. But the mysterious action of grace and of motherly providence
was ever vigilant to prevent, or at least diminish the number of your faults, lest
you should reach such a fatal number of sins as would close the gates of mercy
against you evermore.
But how many times you did turn a deaf ear to the voice of grace and fall into
sin! Even then, Mary, your afflicted Mother, ever tender and patiently hopeful,
obtained for you the grace of remorse, of prayer, and of contrition, and finally of
sincere confession.
How often the sad story of your fall and of her pardon was repeated! That is
your secret and hers and God’s. But if you did sin often and remained in sin for
long periods of time, you were the object of a particular, sorrowful tenderness on
the part of your heavenly Mother.
*******
At last, homesick for God, you returned to the fold of the Good Shepherd.
You, another prodigal son, sought your Father’s house after a long and guilty
absence in a far, strange country. You again behaved as His son after having
voluntarily served as a slave of your Father’s enemy. Poverty and shame and
loneliness opened your eyes and drove you back to your sweet Master and peace.
Tell me, who hastened that moment of sane awakening? Who caused you to
find the yoke of passion so galling? Who kept alive in your faithless, fickle heart
the spark of confidence in Jesus; who disposed your Father to be patient and
kind to you, to pardon you again; whose hands kept back the blows of an eternal

but just punishment? Realize now, as God knows, it was your Mother, the
Mother of the Good Shepherd, the Mother of the Prodigal Son!
O Mary, only in heaven shall we know the number of unhappy wretches ripe
for hell, who were snatched by you from the justice of God to be sheltered under
his mercy! Am I not of that number? Eternity will perhaps reveal to me that the
sentence had certainly been passed had not your sweet hand held that of Jesus’
until He yielded and granted me one more chance to prove my loyalty to Him
and love of you. At any rate, you have preserved me from innumerable falls into
which my weakness, my presumption, and my passions would have precipitated
me.
The moment of conversion is not the same for all. St. Augustine, St. Camillus
of Lellis, and St. Margaret of Cortona spent a great part of their lives as strangers
to God and virtue. Many souls, like theirs, have been so powerfully seized by
grace that “conversion” scarcely expresses the sudden and complete reversal of
their lives. Others have been pursued by mercy, and, after years of conscious,
voluntary, and determined resistance, have they been stricken down by an
overpowering miracle of grace.
But whatever be the manner of conversion, and whenever it takes place, it is
always the ever-holy Virgin, the celestial Mother who brings it about. We know
this not only from the general doctrine of the Church, but also from the lives of
the saints, and from our own history, even if pages or chapters of it are dark.
The Blessed Virgin knew how to plant in your soul, in childhood and in
youth, certain devotions, a certain need of having recourse to her, a certain
attraction for the recitation of the Hail Mary.
These sentiments do not entirely disappear in times of faithlessness or
indifference; and it is by those slender tendrils that Mary binds her children to
herself, even when their intellects and hearts are led astray. At the opportune
moment, under the sweet warmth of her maternal assistance, that neglected seed
develops and produces its fruit.
Oh, what gratitude we owe to the divine Mother for having contrived a
crucial event in our lives which would be her moment and opportunity to clasp
us to her Heart, and the time for the triumph of Jesus in our souls!
Let us not think, in foolish temerity, that we had no need of that triumphant

grace. If our life has been good, its goodness was unconscious and of little merit
for a long time; and when we were obliged to choose between a virtuous life
with Christ, on the one hand, and the life of the world and its votaries, on the
other, we were invisibly assisted by our good Mother.
Let us not delude ourselves, even now, with the presumptuous thought that
we are confirmed in virtue, or that, because we have fled to Christ, we are
already saved. Alas, no! The Blessed Virgin must keep us under her special
protection each instant. If she relaxed her vigilance for a moment, we would fall
into our former wretched state.
We are continually and helplessly dependent on Mary’s perpetual help. We
are and we remain as little ones, whom she nurses at her breast; we have life and
subsistence only through her.
*******
Perhaps the Blessed Virgin has linked that decisive grace of attachment to
Jesus with a special vocation to the religious life or to the priesthood.
Mark, however, that if such is not so in your case, it does not signify that you
are not very dear to her; for you she has other designs. Perhaps she needs you in
the world to uphold the cause of Christ and to perfume a corrupt world with the
good odor of the Master. She wants you to live in the bosom of your family to
perpetuate the Christian spirit or to make it flourish more and more, or perhaps
your destiny is the sacred one of bringing new souls into the world, who will one
day glorify God in the world or be consecrated to His special service. But if she
has called you and conducted you into her convent home, it is certain that her
love has particular designs upon you.
If you have been called, and if you have responded to that vocation, recall
with love and gratitude the beginning and the development of that vocation. At a
certain moment an inspiring thought flashed into your mind, “I will be a priest, a
religious,” and an intense emotion seized you. The voice of Jesus was so sweet
and so compelling, “You will be Mine, you will be My child of predilection;
your life will be spent near Me.”
At the same time, you felt a courage and an astonishing strength of soul. You
had the courage to sever the ties of home, to bid farewell to a loved family, and

the strength to shut yourself up in the house of the Lord.
Recall how, at that time, you used to pray to the Blessed Virgin that she might
help you realize your high ambition; how you felt drawn to her by so sweet and
irresistible an attraction.
She held you by the hand; she herself led you before her images so that you
might recommend your vocation to her; she disposed your relatives to place no
obstacles to her will, or if they did, she arranged to circumvent or overcome
them.
And how many other secret influences she brought to bear, how many
mysterious forces she had to set in motion that you might remain firm in your
heroic resolution!
But I can cite only one type of vocation. The good Mother of our souls has
thousands of different ways of winning hearts to Christ. The stories of vocations
are as varied as souls; but all have one point in common—in all of them runs the
same thread of the sweet and decisive influence of the Blessed Virgin.
And now you love Jesus; you serve Him in His sanctuary; you have become,
perhaps, an unconscious fountain of graces for other lovers of the Blessed
Virgin; you are striving to grow in Jesus; but know that all this work for your
spiritual development flows from the activity of your divine Mother and is under
her constant supervision.

Chapter IV
What Our Mother Is to Us
Let us examine, now, what the divine Mother means to you, now that you have
resolved to live for Jesus, be it in the world or in the convent.
The only end of life is to develop the seed of the love of God, which has been
infused in you; that is to say, to make Jesus grow in you, to make Him attain His
perfect age.
The love of God, sanctifying grace, the life of Jesus, the supernatural life—all
signify the same thing. The Holy Trinity has willed to communicate its Divine
Nature, its life of infinite holiness to creatures. It has given that divine life
without measure to Jesus, and Jesus communicates it to us, in turn, under the
form of sanctifying grace, The more a soul receives this life of Jesus, the more
perfect she becomes. Jesus Christ is thus born anew, or rather He continues to be
born, for His life is not yet finished.
Saint Paul says that this divine charity is poured into our hearts by the Holy
Spirit, who has been given to us. The Holy Spirit is the Spirit of Jesus. Jesus
Christ, according to His divinity, is the principal cause of grace. His holy
humanity is the primary instrumental cause, the instrument by which that grace
comes to us. Christ has, moreover, instituted the Sacraments, which are the
secondary instrumental causes of the communication of grace.
But by a mysterious disposition of Providence, Christ communicates no
supernatural aid whatsoever to any man without the cooperation and the
mediation of the Blessed Virgin.
Beyond doubt, God, and God alone, is the source of all good in the natural
order as well as in the supernatural. But He desires His goodness to be diffused
in varied ways, by means of creatures. Thus He created the earthly mother. The
principal source of all motherly goodness is God Himself; but He caused His

own love to be reflected in a created heart, and He made a mother’s heart like a
mirror where children might see at least, and at most, a faint reflection of His
substantial love; made a mother’s heart like a reservoir whence the children
might draw and taste the sweetness of unselfish love.
He has acted thus, too, with regard to the Blessed Mother. He made the Heart
of that sublime creature the reservoir of all the graces which will one day be
distributed to men, and He has commissioned her to make the distribution.
Yes, beyond question, all graces come from Jesus; but without the consent,
the desire, the prayer of the Blessed Virgin, no grace passes from His divine
hands to the soul of the Christian.
Jesus willed to be born only with her consent; He will not be born anew in
any heart without that same consent.
“It is and will always be true,” says Bossuet in his third sermon for the feast
of the Immaculate Conception, “that once having received through her the
universal source of grace, we receive again through her mediation its various
applications in all the different states that go to make up the Christian life. Her
maternal charity, having contributed so greatly to our salvation in the mystery of
the Incarnation, will always assist us in applying to our souls the benefits of the
Incarnation.”
The plans of God are necessarily perfect; they are at once universal and
particular; they embrace the whole and all the details; they extend to causes and
to all their effects; they contain principles with all their applications.
When God determined to let the entire plan of the Incarnation of Christ and
the Redemption of men depend upon the consent of a humble Virgin, He willed
to make each of the effects of that same Redemption, in each man, depend upon
that same Virgin’s consent.
And note here another great mystery. Since God made his plan of the
Incarnation and Redemption depend upon the free consent of his Mother, he
willed also that that dependence should not be a wordy honor, an empty office,
but a reality.
When he communicates his love and kindness to an earthly mother, that
mother can permit her children to benefit by that tenderness in a greater or lesser
degree. Her free will determines the degree of love she shall expend on each

child. She can even close her heart and harden it to prevent the love which is in
her from warming other beings. Her children will thus be deprived, through the
fault of their mother, of the benefit which God destined for them.
If, on the contrary, the mother understands her duty and wisely develops, in
herself, the love and devotion with which God has enriched her, her children will
be the beneficiaries of ever-increasing tenderness.
Thus God really, and not only apparently, rules the world and distributes his
favors through secondary causes; and those who have the honor of being chosen
by God to scatter his kindnesses can, by an act of their free will, cause other
creatures to benefit by or to be deprived of the aid which God has destined for
them.
Since the most holy Virgin has been constituted our Mother, that is to say, the
Mediatrix of all graces, God makes the communication of all the aids which he
destines for us depend upon her free will. He does not force her will any more
than he forces the earthly mother to play the role of love which he has assigned
her.
Certainly, he has given to that divine Virgin a Mother’s Heart, capable of
loving all her children; but he does not compel and dictate to her love. He leaves
her the initiative of loving. He gives her the liberty of having a special
predilection, or a particular vigilance and tenderness for certain of her children.
And as the Heart of the divine Mother is a human heart, the most perfect
human heart after that of Christ, it preserves all the distinguishing qualities,
emotions, and sympathies of the human heart. It is responsive to the attentions
which her children show her; it permits itself to be softened by prayers and tears,
it is moved at the sight of misfortune; it is powerless to resist a mark of
affection; it is drawn by simplicity and humility of heart.
And as God allows the Blessed Virgin to love and act freely, He will not
thwart her in her work nor in her motherly affections; He will be good toward
those she loves and for whom she prays; He will love especially those who are
especially devoted to her.
*******
You are, then, the fruit of a double love. God loves you, and he has placed his

love for you in the Heart of the divine Mother, and by the union of those two
Hearts, you have received the life of grace.
But as that divine life began in you by the operation of the Holy Spirit and the
voluntary cooperation of the Blessed Virgin, so it is maintained and developed in
you by that same double principle.
We are, then, borne in the bosom of Mary’s maternal charity. It is in her
blessed soul that we receive the Holy Spirit, supernatural existence, and spiritual
growth.
“Even as,” says St. Alphonsus, “she has borne Jesus in her bosom, so she
bears us in her Heart.” [1]
The mother who gives corporal life is so closely united to the fruit she bears,
that her child can only live by her. So you are hidden in the maternal bosom, in
the loving soul of Mary. Of yourself you have neither supernatural breathing nor
nourishment, nor even simple movement. You can neither desire nor will nor
think supernaturally without her. [2] For:
“It is by the hands of Mary that all heavenly gifts, all virtues, and all graces
are dispensed. Mary imparts them to whom she wills, when she wills, and as she
wills.” [3]
As the mother derives from her own substance the milk which she gives to
her child, so the divine Mother draws from her own supernatural substance, that
is to say, from the immense charity with which Jesus has enriched her, the
nourishment which will sustain in you the life of Jesus. And the more she can
communicate Jesus to souls, the more she rejoices, for the more is she a Mother.
Thus the Blessed Virgin is doubly fruitful: fruitful by her nature and fruitful
by her charity. She gave corporal life to Jesus through her human nature by the
action of the Holy Spirit; she gives us divine life through her charity by the
operation of the same Holy Spirit.
St. Augustine says that Mary is truly our Mother according to the spirit, since
by her charity she has cooperated in the birth of the faithful into the Church, and
that according to the flesh, she is truly the Mother of the Head whose members
we are.
“This great Doctor,” adds Father Ventura, [4] “recognizes, then, a double

maternity in Mary: the maternity of the flesh and the maternity of love. By her
most pure flesh she is the Mother of Jesus Christ, our Head; by love she is also
the Mother of men, who are united to that Head and likewise to His members.
The Heart of Mary has been fruitful as was her womb—miraculously. Her blood
engendered Jesus Christ; her love concurred in engendering children to the
Church.”
In her virginal womb she conceived Jesus; in her soul filled with love she
conceives us. “But before conceiving Jesus in her body, she had already
conceived Him in her soul,” says St. Augustine. And in her soul she continues to
conceive Jesus in His brothers, and to cause Him to attain to His perfect stature
and growth.
Thus her two fecundities call upon and complete each other. When Jesus, the
Redeemer, Head of the Church, lives in her womb, the sweet Virgin is conscious
that we are there with Him, for the Head cannot be present without the members.
When she conceives us in her soul by charity, she knows that Jesus is there with
us, that it is He, her dear Son, whom she continues to conceive and to cause to
grow in us, for the members cannot be present without the Head.
*******
Not only does Mary communicate to us all aids, not only does she draw these
graces from her own supernatural substance, but besides, like a good Mother, she
adapts this nourishment to the needs of her children.
Reflect here with what solicitude she chooses for you the necessary graces;
how she has first assimilated them and transformed them in her Heart in order to
adapt them to your tastes and capacities.
Fathom, if you can, the far-seeing tenderness which she needed in order not to
violate your free will and still cause the stream of grace to flow to you.
What kind efforts are necessary on the part of the earthly mother to nourish a
sick child who refuses to nurse at her breast! How clever she is to deceive the
caprices of her new-born child that it may not deprive itself of necessary
nourishment!
That is what our heavenly Mother does. She watches for occasions and profits
by circumstances in order to cause a drop of her divine Grace—a warning,

remorse, and emotion—to fall into the soul of her sick or capricious child.
And when the latter wishes to seek elsewhere for food for his disorderly
desires, she makes bitter all that is not God; she creates a great void in his heart;
she maintains therein sorrow and desire for greater and purer happiness, until at
last, tired and hungry, he seeks her maternal bosom.
Oh, how difficult is the spiritual education of the child, and how much
patience is required on the part of our Mother in heaven!
We often wish to fashion our supernatural lives according to our own design,
to choose our way, and to walk in it by our own strength. Rashly we ignore the
dangers of the road, the precipices which border it, and the enemies who lie in
wait for us along the way.
Jesus has given us His Mother to protect us. He has confided to her His
dearest treasure on earth, our soul, its spiritual advancement, its sanctity. That
good Mother knows in what manner we must make ourselves like to Jesus, what
flowers of sanctity He desires to see blossom in the garden of our soul.
Let us leave to her maternal solicitude and direction the work of making Jesus
live in us.

1 Glories of Mary, Chapter V.
2 To deny it or doubt it is to deny or to doubt the universal mediation of the Blessed Virgin (cf. Revue
Bibliogr. June 1925, p. 352).
3 St. Bernardine of Siena, cited by St. Alphonsus in the Glories of Mary, Chapter V.
4 La Mere de Dieu et des Hommes, P. II, Chapter I. — Brussels, 1848.

Chapter V
How the Soul Must Remain Attached
to Mary
Mysterious bonds, surprisingly close, unite the life of the child to that of its
mother. It seems that their lives are one and the same life. It is the same in the
order of grace. The soul receives no vital supernatural influence save through
contact with its heavenly Mother.
By faith we are conscious of that continual and universal dependence. It does
not suffice that we have received supernatural life once in Baptism; that life must
be perpetuated in us at every instant.
In the order of nature the creature depends entirely and uninterruptedly upon
its Creator to such a degree that the conservation of beings is called a continuous
creation.
In the supernatural order the dependence of the soul is still more absolute on
the Holy Spirit and on her whom He has associated with Himself as spouse. If
the soul ceases to cling to its Mother, it soon ceases to live.
On the other hand, the soul can freely draw closer to the bonds which unite it
to its heavenly Mother, and, in the same proportion, receive more grace from her.
The closer it keeps its heart and desires to Mary’s Heart, the greater will be
the flow of divine love from the Heart of the Mother into that of the child.
Having at your disposal such an easy way of rapidly becoming a saint, can
you neglect it?
It suffices for you to remain attached to the Blessed Virgin by continual
prayer, by the incessant desire of receiving within you the life of Jesus.
See how the plant eagerly pushes its tiny roots into the bosom of the earth

which bears it. A simple, senseless plant! Yet, it received from God an unerring,
secret instinct to direct its roots into the moist and fertile soil where it will
receive the most nourishment.
What an example for you! Sink every fiber of your soul, with all its
aspirations and desires, deeply into the Heart of your Mother and draw thence
abundantly of her supernatural substance.
See how the plant in growing throws out deeper and more numerous roots; for
the more it develops, the more its “hungry mouth needs press against the earth’s
sweet flowing breast.” So you, in growing spiritually, have more need to remain
rooted in Mary and to clasp her in the network of your prayers.
But those prayers, those insatiable supplications, must be humble. Recognize
your poverty in all simplicity and your absolute dependence upon your Mother.
Then become a child again; humble, helpless, without pretension, diffident of
your learning, your virtues, or your merits, and you will climb like the clinging
ivy which has no support in itself, but which reaches to the height of the tallest
trees. Thus, by clinging to your Mother, you will climb as high as she, and you
will have the sweet consolation of being supported by her.
If you were strong and rich and powerful in yourself, you would not need a
Mother; but you are poor and feeble and small; therefore you have a child’s title
to the charity and generosity of your Mother.
Let your prayer be confident. What have you to fear, little one, when
sheltered in the Heart of the best of mothers? Her role is to be good to you, to
love you, to watch over you, to give you the life of Jesus. She has received all
her wealth and power to communicate it to her children.
For her, to reproduce Jesus in other souls is to be a Mother. And the oftener
and more completely she is a Mother in this way, the more her joy and her
eternal bliss are augmented. Ask and cease not to ask, pray without interruption
and be certain of receiving all you ask. By your confident importunity you will
dilate Mary’s motherly Heart with indescribable joy.
It is not because you are good that your Mother is generous and disposed to
give; rather, it is because she herself is good without limit and needs to share her
goodness. She is a Mother, and a mother lives only to help her children.

She has consented to serve as the channel of God’s blessings on men. She is
conscious that she exists only to transmit the gifts of God.
Then give her the pleasure of realizing that you will accept all benefits from
her hand. Permit her to love you as much as she desires, as much as only the
Mother of God can love. Put no limits to your confidence in her who knows no
limits in doing good.
Permit her the satisfaction of carrying you in her arms, of caring for you, of
choosing what is best suited to your needs, be it consolations or aridity, success
or failure, health or sickness, rest or labor, life or death. Surely she knows and
has the right to decide what is best for your spiritual life without your interfering
by dictating your preferences to her.
Finally, let your prayer be an act of filial love. She is your Mother. You may
love her as much as you wish without any fear of excess, for in loving her you
love Jesus, whom she forms in you. You will never reach, by your filial love, the
limits of her motherly love. You can always be able to say that you love her far
less than she loves you, that your greatest efforts fall far short of rendering the
tender gratitude that you owe her.
O good Mother! I desire always to love you and ever to pray to you. What
intense joy I experience in knowing that I live in the center of your soul, and that
without ceasing you cause the life of Jesus to flow in me!
*******
When the Blessed Virgin has made a soul understand that it must remain
united to her by constant prayer, that soul possesses the surest pledge of future
sanctity.
All other signs may be mistaken. If someone performs miracles and has not
the gift of a continual recourse to the Blessed Virgin, I could not be sure of his
perseverance. If someone has practiced virtue for long years, I have no assurance
that he will continue in that way if he is not attached to Mary, for a secret pride
may creep into his heart and corrupt it. The continuance of a life of selfeffacement and renunciation may tire him, and in the end he may abandon all
practice of virtue.
Alas! The examples of such falls are not lacking in history. If a person spent

his life in the service of God and brought multitudes of sinners to Him, and if he
relied upon his personal efforts and merits to insure his own perseverance, he
would be rash. That is not what should reassure him, for, “In counting his
merits,” says St. Augustine, “what does he do but enumerate Your favors?”
Thus St. Alphonsus, ever anxious lest he fail to persevere, analyzed all the
possible guarantees of being faithful to the end, and seeing that all men are
lacking in something, concluded that there is only one pledge of final
perseverance: constant prayer.
Then he was disturbed and asked himself anew, “Shall I pray to the end?
Shall I not one day be unfaithful or negligent in prayer?” At this new
apprehension he cast himself into the arms of the Blessed Virgin and said to her:
“Beloved Mother, save me! Give me the mind and the will to pray to you
always. I know that you are so good that if, by my fault, I ever ceased to invoke
you, you would force me to it in order not to see me lost.”5
Continual recourse to the Blessed Virgin is, therefore, the conclusion of all
the theology of this Doctor of the Church; it is the central point in all his
asceticism.6
When he had reached extreme old age, and could not remember whether he
had said his rosary, he used to question the brother infirmarian. One day the
latter said, “I should like to have all the many extra rosaries that you have
already said today.” Then the Saint assumed a grave air and replied, “Brother, do
not jest. Do you not know that upon the rosary depends my eternal salvation?”
It is a profoundly striking truth that our salvation and final sanctification
depend upon faithful recourse to our Mother.
Oh, how I wish I could learn to pray to her always! Mother, each me to
invoke you without ceasing and to remain always in your company as a little
child clings to its mother.
This prayer differs according to circumstances; therefore, it can be continual.
In the morning your heart should be quick to offer Mary the first fruits and all
the occupations of the day. Say to her, “O my Queen, O my Mother, I give
myself entirely to you, and to prove that I love you, I consecrate to you, today,
my eyes, my ears, my mouth, my heart, and my entire being. Since I am yours,

guard me as your property and possession.”
Sometimes your intellect and will must strive to penetrate farther into the soul
of Mary, to rest in her with a more lively faith and a deeper confidence. This can
be done during the time of quiet meditation when man has all his faculties under
control. But those moments are short and fleeting. Most of the time you will
have to be content with a simple remembrance, a short prayer in passing, a
glance of love, an affectionate kiss bestowed upon one of her pictures.
Besides this loving interior attention to Mary, this union with Jesus through
Mary, the soul ought to manifest its love and confidence by exterior practices.
The child of Mary will endeavor, therefore, never to omit the recitation of the
rosary, however many and urgent his occupations may be. It is a mysterious link
—history and experience daily testify to it—which binds the child to his Mother.
The Church, by her authority and example, has confirmed the great efficacy of
this prayer.
Then, aside from all this, the soul should strive not to interrupt its intercourse
with the divine Mother. In spare moments Hail Marys should rise spontaneously
from its lips. In going from one occupation to another, in the rush of business, in
temptation, in joys and sorrows, the Hail Mary should rise from the heart of the
child to the ears of its Mother. Alone or in company, shut in his room or walking
in the streets of the large cities, in the hush of solitude, or in the noise and tumult
of public gatherings, the true child of Mary murmurs in silence his Hail Mary.
He well knows that frequently his prayer cannot be said without distraction,
but his Mother looks only at his good intention, and if the words are lost in the
turmoil of preoccupations, the melody of his good will carries clear to Mary
above all surrounding discord.
Sometimes he is not even able to recite that short prayer. Then he clings to the
Blessed Virgin by a loving and confident remembrance, or he entwines the
rosary around his fingers, and that voluntary and devout touch of his fingers on
the blessed beads is again an act of love and a wordless prayer.
In the evening he enters into himself with greater recollection. Again he
makes the offering of his whole being to Mary and through her asks pardon of
Jesus for the faults of the day. His last waking prayer is one more Hail Mary. In
his sleepless nights, or upon awakening during the night, the thought of Mary is

always present; the child, with confidence and humility, places himself in the
arms of his Mother, on her maternal Heart, and takes up again his favorite
prayer, the Hail Mary.
Thus the habit of having recourse to Mary is formed. You must consider this
practice as paramount in your spiritual life, for if you are not united to your
Mother by prayer and desire, you will stray from the true road of life and perish
in exile.
Could Jesus give us an easier way, a way sweeter or more efficacious to lead
us to perfection than to teach us continual recourse to His Mother?
*******
O most holy Virgin, I am your child, hidden in the depths of your blessed
soul! You have chosen me for your child, you have conceived me by your
immense charity, you have loved me and adopted me as the brother of your Son,
Jesus. I wish to spend my life with you, to remain your child until death and
forever in eternity. I do not wish to leave your soul. I wish to grow there, and
there to reproduce Jesus. Oh, now that I appreciate my good fortune, do not
repulse me, but rather draw me nearer to you each day. Bind me more and more
by the numberless bands of your favors.
Remember that I am another Jesus to you! Oh, how you must love me, since I
love you so! Yes, through Jesus, whose Heart I possess, I love you infinitely. I
want to rival you in love, my Mother; I will borrow from my Brother, Jesus, the
love which He bears you, and in that love I shall enfold you forever.
Disregard my weaknesses, my fickleness, my negligences. I deplore them
with all my heart. Wash my soul from its sins in the Blood of your stainless
Lamb. I do not will any of my faults, and I beseech you to preserve me from
them in the future.
Beloved Virgin, continue your office of Mother towards me. Draw from your
soul my spiritual nourishment. Adapt that food to my weakness and my needs.
Never permit me to turn my attention from you, not to wander from you in
search of sinful satisfactions.
O good Mother! I wish to remain your child. I consecrate to you my intellect,
my will, my heart, my senses, my entire being. I consecrate to you my spiritual

life which I derive from you. I consecrate to you and give back to you this Jesus
who lives in me by your will.
I yield all this to you today, beseeching you never to return it to me again; and
if I ever wish to take back my will, prevent me as the mother prevents her child
from injuring himself.
I intend to renew this offering with every breath, with every beat of my heart.
Grant especially that I may never cease to cling to you and to pray to you; and if
I ever forget that sweet obligation, remind me of it quickly, for without you I
should surely perish.
What joy it will be for me in eternity to embrace you and see you face to face
and tell you forever of my love and gratitude! Meanwhile, lock all the gates of
your Heart that I may never be tempted to stray from it!

5 One can, without objection, put the expression, “You would force me to it,” in the mouth of St.
Alphonsus, although the Revue Bibliogr., for June 1925, disapproves of it. It means in theological terms:
“You will give me an efficacious grace to cause me to pray.” That efficacious grace respects freedom,
although it infallibly attains its end. It is in this sense that Holy Church has us pray (4th Sunday after
Pentecost, Secret of the Mass): “Receive, we pray, O Lord, our offerings, and even though our wills
rebel, mercifully compel them to follow the behests of your will.”
6 Cf. Desurmont, Oeuvres Completes, t. 1, p. 96.

Chapter VI
How the Soul Grows in Mary
Once the soul learns to keep attached to its heavenly Mother by continual prayer,
it has grasped the secret of the fundamental condition of all spiritual growth.
Thanks to such prayer, the soul draws its nourishment from the soul of Mary,
and so there is accomplished in it the work of assimilation indispensable to all
growth.
But it is necessary that you follow this vital development closely, and that you
recognize clearly the part which comes from your Mother and that which
proceeds from yourself. Permit me, then, to recall to you a fundamental truth.
The spiritual food which you receive unceasingly from your union with your
Mother is charity, sanctifying grace, a participation in the life of Jesus. That
grace flows into your soul through various channels.
It is communicated a first time, or it is restored to you after you have lost it,
or the grace which is present in you is increased by the Sacraments to which
Jesus imparts His sovereign virtue.
But no one comes to the reception of the Sacraments, nor can one receive
them fruitfully without Mary’s having arranged the occasions, prepared the
heart, and prayed that God would grant that favor to the soul.
In order to make this fund of charity fruitful, God infuses inspirations, lights,
and vigor into the soul. These are transient impulses, supernatural movements
which we call actual graces. The soul reacts to such a heavenly impulse. It
cooperates with the action from on high, although it may at times neglect the
divine urge and refuse its concurrence.
Whence do these actual graces come?
The Holy Spirit is their Author and it is he who communicates them; but, in

distributing them, he wishes to be dependent upon his Spouse, upon the Mother
of Jesus and of men. She must select the opportune grace from the treasury of
her own Heart, which is the reservoir of all graces, and adapt them to the needs
of each soul.
That is the role your Mother plays; but you, too, have your part in the work.
You are a being endowed with life, sensibility, reason, and free will. When you
receive a Sacrament you must rouse in yourself the required dispositions.
Therefore you must cooperate with your Mother and prepare yourself for the
frequent and worthy reception of such Sacraments as may be received more than
once.
Have you ever really pondered the tremendous importance of this factor in
your spiritual growth? Do you dispose yourself with special care for the
reception of Penance and the Holy Eucharist? Do you receive them as often as
you are permitted? Then, what response do you make to the movement of actual
grace? Your Mother is in perpetual contact with your soul. She warns it,
encourages it, enlightens it, strengthens it, inspires it with a taste for
mortification, excites it to pray, to be saving of time, to fly useless conversations,
to empty the heart of alien affections, and to live a retired and hidden life.
The ample nourishment of grace flows into your soul, but without your
cooperation it cannot be assimilated into its substance. What vigilance and
docility you need lest you lose this supernatural nourishment which is a part of
the treasure of graces contained in the soul of your Mother!
Ask her pardon if you have failed, and begin your spiritual life again. Be
docile to her action. When you lack strength, ask it of your Mother. Oh, what
patience she must have with you before you acquire that degree of docility
which will permit her to form Jesus in you!
You must beg Mary to obtain for you a constant good will, that is to say, an
unchanging disposition always to follow the supernatural invitations even if they
lead you to suffering, humiliation, or death.
Do not cease pleading for that grace, for without it all the help which Mary
will obtain for you will remain ineffective.
The task of our becoming like to Christ goes hand in hand with the work of
becoming less like to Adam. There is in our souls opposition between the life of

Jesus and the tainted life handed down by our first parents. To aid us in our
struggle to become Christ-like, the divine Mother wishes to drive from the soul
those disorderly affections, those human desires, those attachments, that egoism,
all of which are incompatible with the holiness of her Son, Jesus.
If the Christian mother is afflicted upon seeing vicious tendencies develop in
her son at a tender age, and strives to correct them, how much more is the Heart
of our soul’s Mother afflicted when she sadly sees all the defects that mar our
heart, and how she trembles in foreseeing the consequences of an unconquered
evil habit. Therefore she is ever urging us to combat them.
This work of dissociating ourselves from the “old Adam” in us, to associate
ourselves more closely to Christ, is accomplished by Mary’s salutary advice
coupled with remorse of conscience. Such is the remedy which your Mother
offers you, a remedy bitter at times, but necessary. You must not only accept it
from her hands with gratitude but you must make use of it with courage and
confidence. For without your cooperation nothing can be accomplished in your
spiritual life.
First of all, therefore, you must entrust to her your fundamental resolution of
ruthlessly combating every voluntary fault. When you consecrate to her your
soul with all its powers and your body with all its members each morning, repeat
that resolution to her. Ask her at the same time to aid you in the struggle. Then
during the day, when your will is compelled to choose between sin and virtue,
turn quickly toward Mary: “Mother, help me! Give me the strength not to yield
to sin.”
At the time of meditation, protest that you wish to live like your Mother,
sinless, pure, humble, sweet, and obedient. Then always add a prayer that you
may never change those sentiments; supplication must be the heart and the
breathing of your soul.
Finally, ask Mary continually to overlook your cowardice and nameless fears:
“Mother, pardon me; I am your child, but I am weak. Strengthen me!”
Thus you should live in a spirit of continuous compunction for your failings.
Always ask pardon of Jesus through Mary: “Beloved Mother, cover me with
your purity, cleanse what I have stained, mend what I have broken.” This spirit
of habitual compunction ends in creating a longing for great purity in the soul. It

keeps the soul in an atmosphere of humility. It creates in it that disposition of
soul called spiritual childhood, which is so agreeable to our Lord.
So all this work of “putting off the old man and putting on the new” may be
summed up in these three principles: You must completely entrust to Mary your
resolution of living without fully deliberate sin; in your struggles and
temptations you must always fly to your Mother to ask her aid; you must live
habitually in a spirit of compunction for the past, close to Mary for the present
and future, begging her to purify you more and more and obtain for you the
pardon of her Son.
*******
Spiritual growth is slow growth of long duration and is accomplished in a
mysterious manner.
The apostle tells us, “Your life is hidden with Christ in God.” (Col 3:3) Jesus,
the First-born, is Himself the mystery of the centuries. He was hidden
throughout all ages. Yet, He was living; for He was yesterday as He is today, but
He lived in the heart of the universe hidden but active like the leaven in the
mass.
His earthly life was a hidden one. Only a few disciples recognized Him as the
Redeemer, in spite of His innumerable miracles and His three years of preaching.
Since His Ascension He likewise lives hidden; He lives hidden in His Church,
which is hated by many and unknown to more.
He willed to be hidden in the Sacrament of His love. A God lives, day and
night, in the midst of men. He multiplies His miracles to actualize His Presence
on all the altars in the world, and yet, indifferent men ignore that mystery and the
hostile scoff at and attack it.
He wishes to be hidden in us. The supernatural life is something so
magnificent that nothing in the universe can compare with it. Yet the world runs
blindly after tinselled, terrestrial splendor. The just man, whose glory delights
the heavens, is despised! It is in reality Jesus, hidden and humiliated, who lives
in him who is hated and despised. Indeed, if you wish to become Christ-like, you
must lead a hidden life, you must be humble, you must seek the last place and
not be surprised if it is given to you, for the high places of this world are not

given to those who despise the world and are despised by the world.
Your sanctuary, your refuge, your dwelling, is your divine Mother, who forms
you in solitude. You must remain with her and receive life and subsistence from
her; you must live alone, hidden with her and occupied with God.
Thus the Blessed Virgin herself lived, unknown even to many of the disciples
and first Christians. Thus she still lives in the Holy Church and in each of her
children; but, though she is hidden, she is active for her children as she once
labored unseen for Christ in Nazareth.
All Christians call her Mother; but the infinitely deep sense, the ineffable
consoling significance of her maternity remains concealed from almost all other
souls.
Accept that hidden life which you are called upon to lead. Forget yourself;
draw no attention to your real or fancied superiority or your truly laudable
qualities; forget yourself, conceal yourself, submerge yourself and live in Mary
and like Mary.
O Jesus! as You are enclosed in the Tabernacle, hidden under the lowly
species of bread, so I wish to spend my life in the bosom of Your living
Tabernacle, in her who is Your Mother and mine.
I surrender to you, O Mary, my whole being, my body and my soul, with all
their faculties and all their functions. All is yours, all is your property and
possession. Teach them the praise which you desire and deserve.
With you, good Mother, I desire to live and die. My death and the dissolution
of my body will be the last act of a hidden life. As I have given my soul to you
completely and unreservedly, so now I deliver to you in advance the whole of
my body, yes, even when it becomes a corpse; take it—I give you all, even the
dust to which I shall return!
When my soul, through you, shall live like an imperceptible atom absorbed in
the bosom of God, you shall still give a voice to my silent dust. That voice shall
sing a canticle of love and humility. It shall tell you throughout eternity that I
have, in advance, accepted the dissolution of my body, in order to unite myself to
the humiliations of Jesus and to the hidden life of my Mother.
Thanks to the hiding of your life in the soul of Mary you will soon take on a

strong resemblance to her. The nourishment of grace with which the Immaculate
Virgin supplies her children is the purest substance of her own supernatural life.
Is it surprising then, that this divine Mother reproduces in each of her children
her own character, her features, her virtues, her qualities, her desires, her hopes,
her charm and tastes?
By a mysterious influence she takes possession of the soul of her child and
transforms his appreciations and ideals, she penetrates his will and infuses into
him her own will; she penetrates even his sensible faculties and communicates to
them her own emotions.
The soul of Mary touches yours, not by a superficial contact, but by that
profound contact proper to spirits, which reaches the innermost depths and
penetrates the faculties, purifying them and controlling their action. You owe
your supernatural life to this all-good, all-merciful action of your Mother. She
nourishes your soul, to transform it into a likeness of herself.
Oh, if only you did not disturb her action! If only you permitted no tainted
breath from without to come to spoil the calm and virginal working of Mary in
your soul!
Be docile to her action and permit her to complete her work in you. Never
cease to cling to her, to penetrate into her soul, to contemplate this Masterpiece
of God. Jesus willed to make her the model of all virtues. He expects you to
copy the model.
St. Bernard says that Christ communicated to His Mother the qualities and
tendencies which He wished to inherit from her. “He desired that she be a virgin
in order to be born immaculate of her who was without stain; He willed that she
be humble in order to be born of her, meek and humble of heart.”
In like manner He placed in our Mother’s hands all the virtues He wished to
see flourish in us so that, together with the grace she dispenses, she might instill
in us all the amiable qualities that make her so beloved by God.
He willed to make her incomparably lovely and good that we might not take
our eyes nor our hearts from her. She is tender, loving, humble, patient, filled
with mercy for the unfortunate and pity for the weak. She is a virgin, the Queen
of all virgins. She is the mirror of all virginal charms, of sweetness, goodness,
innocence, purity, simplicity, candor, grace.

By her beauty she brought down to earth the Son of God, and enclosed Him
in her womb. She bore her very God, her Creator in her virginal arms. She
pressed Him to her Heart and nourished Him with her milk. The Son of God, the
Word become her Son, has pressed His divine lips against her virginal lips,
repeating, “My Mother, I love you.” As Christ acted, we should act; as Christ
spoke, we should speak; as Christ loved, we should love!
Oh, how many hearts have been drawn to Jesus Christ by the contemplation
of this creature of light and grace! How many poor slaves of sin have been
overpowered by a holy respect and a salutary shame upon seeing her, and have
renounced sin to merit being loved by her as her worthy children!
Holy Mother, accomplish in us your work. Make us like you; give us your
goodness, your humility; make us share in your innocence. Form Jesus in us; for
the more He lives in us, the more shall you be our Mother and the more shall
Jesus love you for us, and the more you shall love Jesus through our hearts.

Chapter VII
How the Blessed Virgin Wishes to
Love Jesus through Us
If we would love Jesus as much as He desires our love, we must love Him
through the instrumentality of His Mother.
Because of the wounds inflicted on our nature by original sin, no man could
ever have been a source of pleasure to God, if God Himself had not become Man
and by His own wounds healed our wounds and given us a remedy for sin. Every
human being, with one single exception, has incurred the guilt of sin and felt its
shame. Mary alone of all our race is immaculate in her perfect freedom from
every sin, original and actual. From the pure flesh and blood of Mary, God
formed a human body for Himself; and in that body worked out the Redemption
of all men. As Mary, in becoming the Mother of God, cooperated in bringing
God to men, so she is the co-redemptrix in bringing men back to God. No one
can approach God nor please him, unless he is led by Mary’s hands. All must
come under the protection of her spotless mantle and be presented to Christ as
true children of His divine Mother.
It is only right that erring sinners should come to Christ under the unerring
guidance of the Sinless Woman. She alone served and pleased Christ perfectly.
She alone responded to each and every demand of His infinite purity. She could
do so because He created Mary for Himself and He made her His Mother.
Think, then, what oceans of charity flooded into the soul of that sublime
creature that she might be lifted in some fashion to His level, so that there could
be a flux and reflux of love between Christ’s soul and His Mother’s. The result is
that Mary’s love of God is so great and perfect that she fully satisfies Christ’s
thirst for love.

If, then, we wish to please Jesus, let us offer Him that love which the Blessed
Virgin bears Him. Let us hide ourselves in her soul; let us substitute her Heart
for ours; let us love only through Mary, and live only by the beating of her Heart.
Is this substitution possible? Yes! It depends on an act of your will.
Human law recognizes a man’s power and right to surrender his property by
gift even during his lifetime. The contract which expresses that donation is
sacred and is protected by law. Once the transfer is made and accepted it is
irrevocable.
Why would it not be possible for me to make to the Queen of Heaven the gift
of myself, of my soul and body; of my will with all its desires and all its hopes;
of my intellect with all its thoughts and all its plans; of my spiritual and corporal
faculties with all their impulses; of my sensibility with all its motions, of my
entire life, natural and supernatural?
God has given me all that I am and all that I have; my soul and my body are
my property by more titles than the temporal goods which I possess. I can, then,
transfer them by a solemn, free, and conscious act to the Mother of God who is
my own Mother. And that legacy would be a sacred thing. Once accepted by the
divine Mother it will remain irrevocable.
What was formerly mine should then be mine no longer. My soul and my
body with all their acts and faculties shall have become the possession of the
Blessed Virgin. When I think, she must think through me; when I love God, it is
not my heart that loves, for it is no longer mine. It has passed into the possession
of the Heart of my Mother, and it is her virginal Heart, now enriched by
whatever love I may be capable of, which now loves my God.
Notice that if you thus consecrate your entire being to Mary, it is not for her
sake alone but it is that she may give it to Jesus; for her life, her heaven, her
happiness, and her glory is in Jesus and in His service.
Listen to the delightful vision of St. Gemma Galgani. She saw herself in the
arms of the divine Mother, resting her head on the Heart of Mary. The Blessed
Virgin asked her sweetly, “Gemma, tell me, do you love anyone more than me?”
And St. Gemma replied, “Yes, dear Mother, I love someone more than you.” At
these words, the most sweet Virgin clasped her still closer and said, “Tell me,
whom do you love more than me?” And the candid child replied, “Dear good

Mother, I will not tell you. . . . If you had been here last evening, you should
have known Whom I love more than you . . . He is quite like you, His hair is like
yours, and your complexion is His.” And the Blessed Virgin insisted, “Gemma,
do not hide from me who it is.” Then the child replied, “It is Jesus, your Son!
Oh! I love Him so much!” At these words the Blessed Virgin pressed St. Gemma
to her Heart and said to her, “Ah, yes! love Jesus, love Jesus as much as you can.
. .” And the vision disappeared.
Truly, Mary lives only for her Son and to win hearts for Him. And if she begs
for yours, she wants it that she may give it to Him. Entrust it, therefore, to her
hands. She well knows that you cannot love Jesus as He desires if you are not
entirely abandoned to her.
*******
But lo! here is a new mystery of intimacy with our Mother! You must love
Jesus by means of the Blessed Virgin; but that is not enough. You must permit
your Mother to love Jesus through you.
The two things are not the same. When you love through her, you keep the
initiative of your love, and the Blessed Virgin is only your instrument. But when
she loves through you, she undertakes the direction of your heart, and you are
nothing more than her assistant.
Which do you prefer? Oh, that she might possess you completely so that she
might love Jesus through you!
In heaven the most holy Virgin loves her divine Son with an ineffable love,
but that love is the compelled, the necessary love of the blessed. Now she still
wishes to love her Jesus with that same unconstrained and spontaneous freedom
with which she loved Him when she bore Him in her womb, when for the first
time she held Him in her arms, when she lived with Him on earth, and when she
suffered with Him on Calvary.
Therefore, she asks for your heart that with it she may still love Jesus as of
old. Through your soul she desires to pour out on her Son the love that she ever
bore Him. And that love will be unlimited. It will be your love as well as that of
your Mother.
Would you not be willing to be, on earth, the channel through which Mary

sends streams of love to the Heart of Jesus, and through which in turn Jesus
pours out His infinite love on His Mother?
What a sweet mission! Jesus desires to love His Mother as He loved her on
earth, He wishes her to continue to experience the unspeakable delight which she
felt when He allowed Himself to be cradled in her arms; and it is through your
instrumentality that He wishes her to experience it.
And, on her part, the divine Mother longs to live again those years of
inexpressible tenderness and of sorrowful compassion; and she asks you to lend
her your heart that she may do so.
Can you refuse?
Our hearts should be for her like borrowed hearts through which she can live
and love Jesus anew. God has flooded the soul of His Mother with every grace.
He has charged her to make those graces bear fruit in such a way that they will
render to God a glory proportionate to the greatness of the sacrifices which they
have cost Him. To this end, He has given her the liberty of distributing the graces
which she has received among those she loves and who do not refuse to be her
children. Hence, the abundant riches she possesses, she renders productive an
almost infinite number of times by communicating them to us. Thus she loves
God as many times as she numbers faithful children. Therefore, it is not only we
who love, it is she who loves in us and through us; and whatever is defective in
our own loving, she purifies and transforms by hers.
O, my Mother! take entire possession of me. I wish to be indissolubly united
to you. May my soul be united to yours and absorbed in its substance and lost in
it like a spark in a flaming fire.
May my spirit be entirely compassed by yours. May my memory and my
imagination be absorbed in you. May my sentiments, my affections, and my
emotions be mingled with yours. May my will be identified with your will. May
my heart be lost in your Immaculate Heart, so that I shall be, as it were,
enveloped by you, and my entire being be saturated by the immense love which
you bear your Son.
May I be united to you more closely and intimately than the babe in its
mother’s womb. May my soul in its spiritual life live only through you! May
your heartbeats be mine, may your maternal blood flow in my veins, may your

breathing renew and maintain in me the life of grace!
O my Mother, what joy for me to know that I live in you and that you love
Jesus through me!
The living being receives only that he may give in return; and the more
abundant the life which he possesses, the more also does he seek to
communicate it to others. Whosoever has the fullness of life, a kind of plenitude
of life, the greatest good, seeks to share his fullness in giving life in greater
abundance to others. So, since the Blessed Virgin has been so richly endowed
with supernatural life, she wishes to diffuse it around her. And to be able to
lavish it on others she calls us to her aid.
If you do not assist her in this charitable office, neither the Passion of Christ
nor the sufferings of your Mother will possess their full efficacy.
Then open wide your soul in unlimited confidence, so that she may pour into
it all her love. Thus will you become the fountain of Mary’s benefits, and the
waters of her love will, from you, overflow upon others.
In order to fill this delightful office as Mary’s fountain, you must remain as a
child in the arms of the divine Mother; you must rest your head upon her breast
with love and abandonment; and you should often repeat, “Mother, be a Mother
to the entire world, to sinners, to schismatics, to pagans, to the agonizing, to
souls thirsting for perfection, to hearts consecrated to Jesus; do good, pour out
the love of Jesus, especially on the souls of your priests.”
What a sweet and fruitful apostolate you will accomplish if you remain ever
near that source of goodness and draw therefrom all graces, not for yourself
alone, but to water the parched and sterile souls of sinners, and make more
fruitful the fertile souls of those desirous of sanctity.
How the Virgin, merciful and all-good would press you to her Heart if you
wished to remain near her to be an invisible channel of divine love for other
souls!
Perhaps you have been called by her in a formal way to be her minister, the
dispenser of her favors upon earth. In that case, cease not to pray that she may
teach you to be exclusively her instrument, having no virtue, no strength, nor
competency of yourself, but expecting all these qualities from her maternal
Heart. Beg her to fill your mind with her thoughts; to prepare there the ideas and

the expressions which touch and persuade; to form plans and projects to make
Jesus and herself better known and loved. May she root from your soul all that is
only human wisdom and vain ostentation. May she clothe your thoughts with
light, so that they may attract souls groping in the dark for truth.
Good Mother, think through my mind and love through my heart. Pour into it
such ardent charity that its consuming fervor will seek an outlet, and inflame all
souls who come into contact with mine.
Oh! how the priest ought to ask the divine Mother for the art of loving and
winning souls. . . . Beg her to speak through your mouth that the poor sinner,
hearing you, may recognize the very echo of his heavenly Mother’s voice; beg
her to teach you the magic words which touch the secret chords, hidden in every
soul, that vibrate only when awakened by the love of Jesus. Beseech her to teach
you how to explore the secrets of human hearts that you may search out and
purify the foul hiding places of pride and prejudice, of false shame and human
respect.
Sweet Mother, be the burden of my thoughts, of my emotions, of my
affections, of my memories, of my hopes and fears, of my joys and sorrows.
Govern and direct my senses—my eyes, my ears, my mouth, my hands, my feet;
possess my whole body, so that it may serve only to execute your loving designs
upon men.
Control my will so that it may be identified with yours; captivate it by the
sweetness of your charms and, at the same time, communicate to it your
indomitable courage in fighting the battles of the Lord.
*******
You need courage, for the reign of Jesus is extended only through combat. In
the service of the divine Mother, you must be the valiant soldier who triumphs
over Satan and rescues his victims from him. The Immaculate Virgin is the
enemy of Satan. In becoming the Mother of God she became His powerful
weapon against the powers of hell. She also became your Mother; but to be her
true child, you must, in your turn, enlist against her enemy. By nature and by
destiny she is the foe of Satan, and the serpent hates and fears her.
Before the birth of Mary, this pure Virgin was revealed to him as an

unconquerable enemy who would crush his head. As soon as he knew of her, she
loomed up for him a terrifying object in the distant future. By the time she was
conceived, he had hated her with a personal hatred for centuries. He has hated
her with an implacable and impotent hatred ever since.
Satan in his pride had refused to adore the holy humanity of Jesus united to
the Word of God. His rage was increased and his humiliation made more bitter at
the realization that he would be obliged to bow before Mary as his Queen, and
she, the daughter of Eve, would crush him under her virginal feet. Is it surprising
that he tried to tarnish her immaculate robe and that finding himself powerless to
accomplish that, he turned his rage against her children? (Apoc 12:4)
Oh, the great struggle between the Virgin Mother and the Dragon! What
fiendish joy for Satan when he succeeds in separating one of her children from
her, by tarnishing its soul with mortal sin! Such an occurrence he treasures as a
personal triumph which he counts as won over the Immaculate Virgin herself.
How necessary it is for the honor of our Mother and for our protection that we
carry on the war against our vile enemy, armed with the weapon of untarnished
purity under the spotless banner of the Spotless Queen! Then the Blessed Virgin
can use us in her service and make of us formidable weapons in her combats
against hell. Through us, feeble mortals, perhaps formerly the slaves of Satan,
she can break the chains of thousands of sinners; she will strengthen us with an
unwavering steadfastness in waging the endless war; she will give our intellect
the gifts of Counsel and Knowledge to thwart his wiles and to discover the
snares which the devil sets for souls; she will direct our will in humility to put
proud Lucifer to flight; finally, she will instill in our hearts an implacable hatred,
her own hatred, for sin and for Satan, the father of sin.
O Immaculate Virgin, you are my Mother, the powerful and invincible Queen
of the Universe. I wish to be your follower in the war you wage against hell.
Only watch over me, for I am so weak and ever inclined to betray you. Keep me
close to you, for I wish never to cease praying to you.

Chapter VIII
How Our Mother Wishes to Live
Again in Her Children
Do you vividly realize that every detail of your life ought to be shared with your
Heavenly Mother? You are her child, like Jesus; or rather, you are a part of that
Jesus, His other self.
If you wish, you can make your Mother relive all the emotions she
experienced during Jesus’ earthly life. Plan your life, then, practically with Mary.
Persuade yourself that you are another Jesus to her and live in companionship
with your Mother as Jesus lived with her.
O good Mother, my first thought in the morning will be for you. What joy
Jesus gave you when, awakening in the morning, He ran to embrace you! It
seems to me that when, on rising, I kiss your dear picture, I rekindle that
delightful warmth which you so often experienced; and I know that you respond
to my affection with your motherly love as formerly when you pressed Jesus to
your Heart. How sweet it is to be your child and start the day and its duties with
you!
Do not wander far from Mary; pray through her. Her meditation consisted in
beholding Jesus living under her eyes. What acts of love, of adoration, and of
admiration sprang from her Heart during that silent prayer! Gather those acts
affectionately, and through her, offer them anew to Jesus. Thus Mary can, by
your life, live again the years she spent in the company of Jesus on earth.
See how she contemplated her Child while loving Him, how she spoke to
Him and listened to Him. Thus ought you act during prayer. You can borrow
from her all her sentiments, you may speak to Jesus, listen to Him and look at
Him; you can love Him through the Heart of His Mother.

Remain especially close to her during the Holy Mass. Oh, what pious
sentiments would then crowd into your heart! You are with her at the Foot of the
Cross. Once more she assists, through you, at the sacrifice of her Son. Again she
lives, through you, the indescribable sorrows of Calvary, and through you she
willingly offers to the Heavenly Father the life of her Son to gain eternal life for
sinners.
But you may vary as you wish your prayers and sentiments during this august
Sacrifice of the Cross. The Holy Mass is the whole life of Jesus being renewed
under your eyes and—if you are a priest—by your ministry.
O Jesus, it pleases me to consider You during the Mass as a child reposing in
my arms, held in my hands after I have given You birth by the words of the
Consecration. Oh! how truly You are mine then, only mine, and how You love
me with a silent but profound love!
Always remember then, Jesus, that You are laid in Your humble crib or
carried by Mary, for at the altar I am no longer myself; it is the all-pure Mother,
whose child I am also, who touches You, carries You, embraces You, adores
You, and loves You through me. Let me wrap You in the swaddling clothes of
my acts of love, humility, trust, and adoration, and renew like Your Mother, all
the sentiments which she experienced in rendering You that motherly service.
Prepare yourself with care for Holy Communion. The Blessed Virgin, at that
time, desires to live over the most ecstatic moment of her life, the moment when
“The Word was made flesh and dwelt amongst men” in the sanctuary of her
womb. What an act of love, O Jesus, greeted You from the Heart of that Holy
Virgin in whom You came to dwell! Know that at the moment of Communion
Your Mother repeats through my heart that same act of love. Deign to renew in
her, at that instant, the ineffable joy which thrilled her when she felt herself in
motherly possession of You, her divine Child, for the first time.
I am sometimes saddened by the thought that after Holy Communion Jesus
must often experience weariness and feel strange and lonely in my cold heart;
but I shall be disturbed no longer. I give over the entire possession of my soul to
the divine Mother. It is she who, in me, will receive Jesus as she received Him
the first time in her womb; and, when I absent myself by distraction or
involuntary preoccupation, Jesus will not be pained at my absence nor even

notice it.
Who would not wish to hear the words the young Virgin whispered to Jesus
while she carried Him beneath her Heart? Who would not wish to know the
infinite pleasure the divine Child felt in being so loved while enclosed in the
womb of that pure Virgin? What a unique experience of unparalleled joy it was
for Him to know that though He was God and omnipotent, His human existence
was completely dependent upon a creature, who belonged to Him alone, and
from that purest one and frailest one He was drawing the power to live as man
and to die!
Thus, Jesus, rest in my heart after Holy Communion; take your delight in me,
and love me, for it is that same loving Heart which through me receives You, and
harbors You and surrounds You with love.
*******
And the sorrows, O Jesus, endured on the road to Egypt, when, carried in the
arms of Your Mother and pressed to her bosom, You felt the quick beat of her
agonizing Heart! You recall them. . .
Remember that Your good Mother carries me too, for I am her child as You
were, and as long as I wander here below in an exile’s desert, Mary is worried,
for she fears that powerful enemies may snatch me from her embrace.
When You shall see me in danger of attack by the foe, remember, Jesus, the
anguish of our Mother. Remember that if I perish, it is Yourself she will see
perish in me.
But no! I will not fear. In the dangers, temptations, and trials of life, I, her
child, shall pillow my head on the Heart of my Mother as You did in fleeing into
Egypt. And my sense of security on Mary’s blessed bosom will remind my
Mother of the confiding repose that was Yours when sheltered by her in the
midst of lurking perils.
Thus by my confidence and abandonment she can love You anew with that
same love with which she comforted You then on the road to exile. And You,
Jesus, can enjoy in silence my untroubled sleep in the arms of Mary, fearless in
spite of the perils and the worries on my journey toward eternity.
But you must sanctify all, not only your sorrows, but also your joys, by your

conduct toward your Mother.
Who can describe the delights Mary’s motherly Heart experienced when the
moment of the birth of her Child arrived; when she took Him in her arms for the
first time, pressed Him to her Heart, nourished Him at her breast, and when she
saw His tiny hands stretched to embrace her?
Oh! how Jesus loved His Mother and expressed His love for her in a thousand
winsome ways! If Jesus knows how to lavish such ravishing caresses on souls,
then what must His love have brought to her who was exclusively His, who was
His Dove, His only One—His Mother!
Good Mother, Jesus wishes by my love of you to renew all those joys in your
Heart. Therefore I do not wish to set any bounds to my love of you, since Jesus
did not place any to His. I wish, like Him, to invent a thousand ways of showing
my love of you, by multiplying my childlike sacrifices and renunciations of self
in order to please you. I want to give you that pleasure so you can love me as
you loved Jesus. I wish to be so perfectly like Him that even your maternal eye
may be deceived and unable to distinguish me from Jesus.
O my Mother! love me as much as your motherly Heart is capable of loving,
as much as you wish to love Jesus. In loving me, exhaust all the resources of
tenderness with which God has enriched you. Satisfy your maternal Heart fully
by showering on me graces and maternal caresses. Do not cease proving your
tenderness and your solicitude for me.
As Jesus unceasingly inflamed your love by a thousand tender attentions, so I
wish ever to awaken in your Heart more tenderness for my soul by my incessant
acts of love, of obedience, and of humility, and by innumerable prayers which
are so pleasing to you.
And it is not I, good Mother, whom you love thus; it is Jesus Whom you love
in me! Live again on earth with your dear Son by loving me and accepting my
love.
Do you see, child of Mary, with what fullness you are permitted to live in the
soul of your Mother? If you are faithful to her, she will teach you a thousand
ways; she will reveal to you secrets which she alone can tell.
*******

Not only will you permit your Mother to relive her joys and sorrows through
you, but you will furnish her with the opportunity of working again for Jesus as
she did of old.
Remember that all good actions performed in the state of grace are pleasing to
God and profitable to souls. If you examine your life you will see that from
morning to night you may be working for others, for souls, and therefore for
Jesus. That was the life of Mary on earth. Her duties as Spouse and Mother in
the humble home of Nazareth were all directed to her divine Child. Those
humble works, of which the world knows nothing, delighted the Son of God and
procured for the most Holy Virgin unspeakable glory in heaven. Now that she
dwells with God in bliss, she seeks souls of good will who will permit her to
continue her modest, humble, and hidden life on earth. She wishes to borrow all
your actions and offer them anew to Jesus.
Do you realize what pleasure you can give your Mother by placing in her
hands all your works, even those thousand little nothings which obedience,
necessity, or kindness impose? How those modest and monotonous employments
change their aspect at her touch! It is not you who work; it is she of the little
house of Nazareth who renders service to Jesus through you, and charms Him by
her humble occupations. Moreover, you will be refreshed and will rest under her
gaze, and she will take even your recreations to offer them to Jesus and remind
Him of the sweet moments which they spent together in the family circle after
the busy work of the day was done.
Finally, before going to sleep, ask the blessing of your Mother and kiss her
hand—thus Jesus, the Model of sons, used to do—and the Blessed Virgin will
watch over your sleep as once she watched over the crib of her Child.
Do not go to sleep without having offered yourself to her once more, body
and soul, nor without having asked pardon of Jesus, through her, for your faults.
Oh! how I should like to teach you thus to be a little child with her, to expect
everything from her motherly kindness, to think of nothing, love nothing, do
nothing without her.
Since Jesus substitutes Himself for you, He wishes His Mother to be all to
you that she was to Him. Be then, in your turn, all that Jesus was to her. Be the
bond of union between those two Hearts. Guard, in silence, the privilege of

being the sweet intermediary between Jesus and Mary, the channel through
which their mutual love for one another flows forever.

Chapter IX
How We Shall Live in Her in Heaven
The more we are children of Mary on earth, the more will she be able to love
Jesus through us. The more she loves Jesus through her children, the greater is
her accidental glory and the more her happiness is increased in heaven.
What joy! I, a mere worm of the earth, the least of Mary’s children, am able
to increase her glory and her beatitude in heaven!
The angels and saints rejoice and congratulate her on that increase of
happiness; and I can be the cause of it.
God will enfold her in greater love throughout eternity and will brighten her
brow with a more magnificent aureola because she brought me forth to the
supernatural life, because she protected me, guided me, and finally saved me
through her maternal goodness.
What delight for Mary’s child to be able to increase the happiness of his
Mother, to be able to make her heaven more grand and her joy more perfect, and
to be able to render her that sweet service, until life closes, by loving Jesus
through her!
What a consolation for a sinful child, who has grieved his Mother, to be able
to give her pleasure, and to wipe out his mistakes and make complete amends for
past ingratitude!
Oh, how you should strive to love Mary and to be faithful to Jesus! By your
incessant love, give her the opportunity of drawing nearer to Jesus each moment
of your life.
Strive to make her known and loved by others, for each soul that you lead to
her love will mean an accidental increase of eternal happiness for her.
How grateful this good Mother will be for your zeal in making others love

her! Bring children to her; in the just inspire greater confidence in her goodness;
in the souls of sinners enkindle a feeling of hope in her intercession.
Be ever on the alert to make her loved and invoked; bring her sweet name
into your discourses, your exhortations, and you will please her.
The more you cause her to be loved, the more will she love you; and the more
she loves you, the closer will be the bonds between you and her, and the more,
too, will Jesus grow in you.
*******
When the earthly child grows up he is less bound to his mother. The child
becomes conscious that he has less need of his mother; he becomes more
independent, and the tender bonds which bound him to her relax imperceptibly
but surely.
A mother holding her babe at her breast dreads the coming of the day when
the child will leave her, and in her love would hold off the future with its
separations. If she had it in her power she would keep her child ever in her arms
or have it feel the need of her arms all the days of its life.
Happily, our sweet Mother in heaven, in contemplating us, has none of these
painful apprehensions. She knows that the older her child becomes, the more he
grows in Christ, the tighter become the ties which bind him to her.
In the beginning a tree is loosely rooted in the soil, but in proportion as it
develops, it forces its roots more deeply into the earth. Its roots, hidden from the
human eye, branch out in the ground, lengthen, and constantly grow stronger.
Thus, O my Mother, the more I love you, the deeper I sink the tendrils of my
affections into your Heart.
The longer I live united to you, the more I feel the need of such a union; for
the more I am your child, the more abundantly must the life of your Heart
circulate in mine.
And what crowns my happiness is the knowledge that heaven will not change
my childlike union with my Mother. I shall be hidden eternally in her bosom,
living in God through her life, communicating through her in the life of Jesus,
and through Jesus in that of the Blessed Trinity.

No! In Heaven I shall not live a life separate from and independent of my
Mother as if I were set free for a new beginning. I shall remain in the next life, as
I am in this, her child; and she will be my Mother.
As I am in Mary’s regard at the moment of my death, such shall I remain
forever. For as she loves Jesus by loving me now so will she love Him
throughout eternity. And just as I now love Jesus by loving her, so shall I love
Him by always loving her in heaven.
The chain of mutual dependence forged by the goodness of Mary between her
children and herself will never more be loosened. That union will be a reciprocal
rejoicing of her in us and us in her. The principle of that union and happiness
will be Jesus, through Whom we shall love His Mother and Whom His Mother
loves in us.
It is said that the higher angels communicate their light to the inferior
angels,7 and that the saints continue to exercise a certain influence over those
who were saved by their ministry or their sufferings. God usually acts through
secondary agents. He is, it is true, All in all things. He is immediately present by
His Divinity to all His elect and gives them the Beatific Vision and the happiness
which results from it, but He does not dispense with the gradations of order nor
burst the bonds of dependence which He has established between soul and soul.
So the Blessed Virgin Mary, who, by the will of Jesus, dispenses all graces
here below, who has concurred in gaining all, who, under the action of the Holy
Spirit, communicates the spiritual life, its development, and its perfection to the
souls of the just, will still have through all eternity the consoling office of
communicating to them the life of the Holy Trinity, which comes down to her
from the Son, and from her flows upon all glorified souls.
So we shall be eternally glorified by her mediation; we shall enjoy God by an
immediate Beatific Vision, but only thanks to her. We shall be happy through her
and, in turn, she will find in us a glory and a happiness corresponding to the
measure in which we permit her to form the life of Christ in us here on earth.
My Mother, I shall remain eternally your child! This thought swells my heart
with a joy that my tongue cannot express. And the more I love you on earth, the
more shall I be your child through the timeless time of timeless ages.
O my Mother, I love you! Help me to love you more, and, in me, love Jesus

with all the love with which you loved Him on earth.
O beloved Mother, I unite myself to your whole life, to your joys and
sorrows, to all the emotions which you experienced from the first moment of
your life when uncreated Love joined your immaculate soul to your most pure
body, to that last instant when that same Love tenderly unwound the bonds
which held you to the earth.
I join with you in that continuous love which you have borne for Jesus from
the moment of the Annunciation. I unite myself to all the acts of love which the
Holy Spirit, through your maternal Heart, has enkindled and will, till the end of
time, enkindle in the souls of all your children. I offer you all those acts which
you have centered and intensified in your blessed soul and which you offer
unceasingly to God. Take them and present them anew as gifts from your child
to your Son that He may sanctify them by the touch of His hands and make them
worthy of being presented to the Heavenly Father.
This love which you inspire in me today, I intend to renew over and over and,
in particular, at the last moment of my life. Not only that—I wish to perpetuate it
on earth even after my death, by uniting myself in advance to all the outbursts of
charity that shall ever spring from a human heart. I wish this act of love to be
eternal, and eternally repeated by all who love you, that its purity and intensity
may give you boundless joy forever.
I, a feeble creature, would wish to take the intense love you bore your Son
and multiply it again, as many times as there are sands on the seashore, atoms in
the universe, drops of water in the ocean, thoughts in all minds; as many times as
there have been or will be creatures on earth, as there are possible beings in the
divine Mind; as many times as there would be seconds in the succession of time
it if were never to end!
I offer you all that, O my Mother, so that you can take it into your Heart,
purify it, sanctify it, and offer it through Jesus to His Heavenly Father.
Dear Mother, this is what I want you to know; I would wish to tell it to you
even at those times when I am enmeshed in thousands of daily preoccupations
and cannot fix my mind on you, and when my feeble will, perhaps made weaker
still by a suffering body, loses control of my riotous imagination. Above all, this
is what I shall want to say and mean at the end, should agonizing pain and

suffering deprive my parched lips of the sweetness of your name, and my
glazing eyes the comfort of your image, and my fading memory the
remembrances of the undying kindness of your motherly love. Be near me then
like a loving mother, who picks up and puts away the toys and garments let fall
from the tired hands of a sleepy child, and as the worn garment of my body falls
to the dust, take my soul, take its intellect and free will, unite them to yours and,
in my stead, make my final act of love, one that will echo eternally—for Jesus
and for you. Amen.
7 St. Thomas, P. 1, Q. 106—De Verit., Q. 9.
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