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Agnes Grazi (111)

Presentation

May 2, 1741

J.M.J.

My Daughter in Jesus Crucified,
Yesterday, I received your letter, in which I see that the Highest Good continues his mercies with the nasty 
little worm, who is less than nothing. O Agnes, why are you not reduced to ashes by this great fire? Why 
do you not take into your heart this immense sea of the pains of Jesus? But we cannot do this, for we are 
nothing and worse than nothing. That the great Father of Mercies, who has begun this work, will bring it to 
perfection is my hope.
Continue then with your usual rules, and next Wednesday, God willing, we will talk. Continue to pray for 
my needs and our needs.
Today, I received a letter from Cardinal Rezzonico, in which he tells me that they have approved the Rules 
and all is settled. This next week a rescript will come from the pope, so we wait by the moment for every-
thing to be completed. Humble yourself much before God and continue to pray, along with us and others 
who are praying, and there you, as most unworthy, take the last place. I do not know how the Constitutions 
were dealt with since he did not tell me   We will in all things do the Divine Will.
You must continue to pray the Sovereign Good that he send holy workers, especially for that good priest who 
carries the Cross of Malta and is close to entering. I intend this bit of news for you alone.
Take account of your sorrows and allow the Sovereign Artist to file away the rust so that your soul become 
more beautiful in his divine eyes. Yearn after holy union more and more and fly away to your eternal rest, for:

The crucible flame-bearded lip
All dross from precious gold can strip
More lofty, more divine the art,
More keen the flames that cleanse the heart.

My child, if now you come to me
To learn this art, this mystery,
This new, this bitter wine to share
This dread, this precious cross to bear

Know that the cross grows dear, grows bright
To one who loves the Primal Light;
Who, hurt and trembling, dares to try
To suffer and repress the cry.

Nelle pene si raffina
L’alma amante, come l’oro
Che si purga nel crogiolo
Con quell’arte alta e divina

Se tu vuoi che te lo dica
O un segreto assai nascosto
L’ubriacarsi di quel mosto
E portar la Croce amica

SX! P amica assai la Croce,
Di chi ama il Divin Sole
E si studia quanta puole
Di patir senza dar voce
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I have no more time. Tomorrow is the great feast, and poor Paul is “of the Cross.” You must cry out much 
for me so that I may always be a true, loving follower of the cross. Jesus bless you. I end in haste,
Paul of the Cross, Your Servant


