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Agnes Grazi (85)

Presentation

July 29, 1739

J.M.J.

My Daughter in Jesus Christ,
This morning I received your note, but you do not say anything about receiving my note which was sent 
you while I was in Portercole to take care of the affair between the soldier and Don Vincent. I gave you 
information about that and enclosed a message for Father James. I would wish to know whether he received 
it so as to do what I am to do. If it was not given to him, do not do anything about it. Just let me know.
I would not know what to tell you about the things you write except to repeat what I have said and written 
so often. Prayer that leaves the soul with the effects you describe is never a deceit. When it produces great 
humility, self-contempt and self-knowledge, a desire for virtue, and love of God and neighbor, there can be 
no devilish trick sneaking in. However, it is necessary to be always on guard, to fear God, to distrust self, 
to be detached from gifts, and to refer all back to him. Always fear to offend him by not being faithful. Be 
equally content whether to have or not to have these gifts. Do not worry about that upset that happened. It 
is clear it was the work of the enemy.
If God wishes, I will be in Orbetello toward the end of next week, around the Feast of Saint Cajetan, but I 
cannot be sure. It will be when God wills it.
So place yourself in the hands of God and all abandoned in him, as a ship without oars or sails. With the 
annihilation already mentioned, reduce yourself to ashes and dust, as you are in truth. Then let the Holy 
Spirit come and carry this dust and ashes aloft, and lose it in that depth of Fire that is the very Godhead.
I do not know what to say to you, for my unhappy state is only slightly less than that of the damned because 
I am experiencing a true abandonment by God. There remains for me but a tiny light of hope, very small, 
which so far does not seem snuffed out. If it were, I would be utterly lost. Ah! the scourge of God strikes 
me in a degree beyond explanation, and I fear it will always get worse. Things that I had believed were to 
succeed have in a short time turned to naught, which would not give me pain. But, to have clear knowledge 
of things I am not mentioning, oh, what agony!
Jesus bless you. Amen. Pray His Divine Majesty that he scourges me with mercy and saves my soul, which 
cost him so much. I fear with much reason that I am losing it. I end,
Paul, Your Unworthy Servant


