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Sister Maria Cherubina Bresciani (14)

Presentation

July 30, 1739

May Jesus be our Way, our Truth, our Life. Amen.

My Daughter in Jesus Crucified,
Your letter, which I received some days ago, gives me reason to bless His Divine Majesty. You think that the 
affairs of your soul are going badly; I tell you in the Name of God that they have never gone so well as now. 
Oh, how much I thank God! Do not be frightened at these temptations, and know that His Divine Majesty 
permits them to refine you in humility and to sink deep the foundations of the spiritual edifice that His Maj-
esty has decided to build in your soul. You should know, my daughter, that spiritual profit is not measured 
by sweetness, but by the exercise of the holy virtues and the grace of God. There are things which cause me 
to rejoice. Especially do I recommend that you hold on to your joy in holy poverty. I rejoiced greatly over 
that search you made to find a poor garment for yourself. Maintain that rule until death.
Continue to wear that vest of camel skin three times a week and, on days you do not wear it, wear a knotted 
rope. I know that God wants you to be his dear penitent, but to be that perfectly requires that you be very 
humble, despised, annihilated, and so on.
With regard to the penances from your confessor, do not be pained over them. You are not obliged to ask 
him for permission to write me. The permission of the Mother Abbess is sufficient. Give her my greetings 
and tell her you profit in writing me, and ask her to allow you to continue to write me secretly, not letting 
others know, for she already knows how the devil can make something out of this, especially in convents. 
Therefore, there is need to do it secretly. Give the letters to your brother, the captain. Saint Teresa did this 
and often made use of her brother.
I do not know whether the bishop will favor this, for it is many mailings ago that I have written him in a 
spiritual matter, not for myself, but for the need of a soul. He has not answered, and I do not know why not. It 
may be that he is sick or away from his See, for I directed the letter to Siena and Massa. My conscience does 
not charge me with any offense toward him. I know that I have not lacked tongues and pens that scourged 
me after the missions in that blessed island. God have mercy on us. Keep this in your heart. You need do 
only what I told you, all the more because the bishop, if you will recall, has already given you permission.
I feel myself strongly moved to say a word or two about prayer. Oh! listen, my daughter. You know that by 
the grace of God I have full knowledge of your soul. Therefore, I want to speak precisely to your present 
conduct. Your preparation for prayer should be an entire annihilation of yourself before that Sovereign 
Majesty. I would wish that you reduce yourself to absolute nothing, and then with lively faith cast these 
ashes, this nothing, into the All, who is God. There take your repose and allow yourself to be carried by that 
loving breath of the Holy Spirit to lose yourself in that abyss of love. Oh, what a great lesson this is, and 
God wishes you to walk in this way.
I would rejoice much, but God would rejoice even more if my daughter in Jesus Christ were to sacrifice 
herself entirely as a holocaust to the Supreme Good. Do you know what it means to be sacrificed as a ho-
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locaust? That means to be entirely burnt up, to be completely aflame and totally consumed in the abyss of 
the fire of holy love. In ancient times, when they sacrificed a holocaust, the entire victim was burnt up to the 
glory of God. So you should throw yourself into that divine fire as a victim of holocaust and allow yourself 
to be burnt up. All this should be done without picturing or imagining it, but in a living faith, in spirit and in 
truth. If all your prayer passes in this way, oh, what a wonderful prayer! Do not force your head or stomach, 
but work gently and very spiritually. God will teach you everything. When you are well burnt up, there will 
come that sweet, soft wind that will carry these ashes upward and lose them in that divine fire, in which you 
will lose yourself in order to find yourself the richer. Oh, fortunate loss! Oh, richest loss! Hidden treasure 
is never like this!
Hold your soul in freedom and let it pray in the manner of the Holy Spirit. When God gives you light to know 
your ingratitude, it is a sign he is calling you to contrition. When God allows you to speak of his Passion, do 
so, but with quiet and sweetness, allowing love and sorrow to flow together. But when God wills that the poor 
butterfly, after spiraling around the divine light, would burn up within it and there rejoice in that sweet light and 
that sweet fire of love, you must allow it so and not arouse it from this sweet sleep.
Maintain a loving attention to God, from which is born that sacred silence of love, which is such a great way 
of speaking to the ears of the Divine Spouse. Allow yourself to be raised to the contemplation of the divine 
perfections: either the infinite grandeur or the immensity or the infinite beauty or goodness or so on. Let your 
soul repose in a loving marvel and stupor from which will be born a complacency that God is the Infinite Being 
that he is. In this complacency the soul rejoices, jubilates, has a feast, and is happy over the riches and greatness 
of her beloved good. Ah! what a great knowledge this is, my daughter! And God wants you to come to this, if 
you will annihilate yourself, despise yourself, and practice all the virtues, as I have said. See what a letter I have 
written you after I rejoiced. I see that God has given me light, so regard it as a treasure from God, for in me there 
is only evil, blindness, ignorance, and all defects.
I have never had a thought of abandoning serving your soul. I well know and experience that from the beginning 
God had confided you to me and willed that I serve you. I have done this willingly. Pray for me, who am in an 
abyss of tempests with the water up to my neck. But I am still holding on to the plank of the Holy Cross and, I 
hope, I will not be shipwrecked. Pray much for this poor Retreat that God will send holy workers, especially in 
these times when they are so needed. I fear much that I am an impediment. Pray God constantly that he take me.
I believe I will be going on a mission to Giglio and will pass through Porto San Stefano and will bring the 
Bambina with me. I will entrust it to a safe person so that it can be delivered to you with the understanding 
that it remain in your possession until you die. Then I desire that it be returned to the Retreat. I will write 
this out so that you can tell them.
I sent the bottle to the chaplain of Porto San Stefano, and he wrote that he would send it securely. May God 
reward the charity of everyone.
Greet your Mother Abbess for me and your companion sisters, who serve God in penance, and recommend 
me to their prayers. I rejoice in Jesus over their holy resolutions. May they be faithful, humble, and dis-
trustful of self in order not to turn back. Jesus inflame you with love, my daughter, and make you holy, as I 
wish and pray the Lord. Amen.
Your unworthy servant,
Paul of the Holy †


