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Sister Maria Cherubina Bresciani (26)200

Presentation

June 26, 1742

J.M.J.

My Daughter in Jesus Crucified,
On my return from the holy missions, I received your letter, which gives me reason to praise and bless the 
Highest Good for the mercies he continues toward your soul. I beg you to pay no attention to the scruples 
the devil is causing nor to these scarecrows with which he assails you at night. On the contrary, fire yourself 
up more bravely in making a fool of him, arm yourself with the sign of the cross, and take your crucifix 
in hand and command him imperiously to depart from you in the Name of Jesus Christ. Have no doubts 
that you will come out victorious, and the devil will depart beaten and not come back again. Make nothing 
out of the fears that come from nature, but arm yourself with holy faith in Jesus Christ and with profound 
annihilation of yourself.
Oh, how much I rejoice that you devote yourself in holy charity toward the sick poor! Oh! what spiritual 
riches God will bestow on you! I take great heart because God wishes to bring to perfection the work begun 
and wishes to teach you great things. Be faithful in the exercise of the holy virtues, principally in a holy 
hatred of yourself, in your own disparagement, and in being in a continual annihilation before God. “You 
are she who is not,” God said to a great soul, “and I am He who is.” Oh! what a noble exercise it is to an-
nihilate oneself before God in pure faith and without images and then to cast this nothingness of ours into 
the true All, who is God, and to lose oneself in that immense sea of infinite love, in which the loving soul 
swims, penetrated within and without by that Infinite Love, and is all transformed into Jesus Christ in love 
and makes the pains and the sufferings of the Beloved Good her own.
This is a mighty science, but God wills to teach it to you and wills it in this exercise. Love says little. One 
who loves more speaks less – I am speaking of holy prayer. The tongue of love is the heart that is on fire, 
that melts, that consumes itself, that reduces itself to ashes in a holocaust to the Sovereign Good. Then the 
loving breath of the Holy Spirit raises our vile ashes and loses them completely in the abyss of the Divinity. 
Oh, happy loss! Oh, fortunate that soul who so loses herself in Infinite Love!
Oh, how much such a soul is wonderfully found! All this is to be done in pure faith, and God teaches this 
to the humble soul. I sing this verse for you:
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In the night of faith,
The soul who believes rejoices in God
Always, completely in every pore
Consumes itself in that great fire.

There she sweetly burns,
The mind standing on high,
And in heart all humbled
She reposes on her Beloved.

Then she awakes little by little
And greets her sweet Spouse
And joyously goes singing
Alleluia, Holy, Holy.

If you would know how to sing
Remain in your cell to pray
If you wish a glorious voice
Remain content on the Cross.

This Alleluia, Holy, Holy is the song of paradise. I thought I would sing a single verse for your instruction, 
but three others flowed from my pen. Pity my madness.
I wish that God would teach you this great science of the saints, which I have never taught you, for I am so 
covered with my vices. I beg you to make nothing out of what the confessor is saying to you because, if you 
are pained over it and upset over it, you will lose true peace. Believe me, God is taking great care to bring 
you to perfection and to make you holy. You must correspond as best you can. I beg you to lock the door 
in the face of all creatures, keeping yourself well closed in the inner room of your heart to treat there one-
on-one with your beloved Good. It is necessary to treat with others only as much as charity and obedience 
dictate and not more.^
Pray much for me because I am overwhelmed with miseries and storms. I tell you this in confidence that I 
see this work as scattered on the ground, and there remains for me only a tiny spark of confidence that God 
wants it to come back up. They are offering us foundations for Retreats and, most recently, in a fine place in 
Viterbo, where I gave the first mission. The General Council has ceded us an old monastery on a beautiful 
mountain, and they wish to restore it at their expense, as it is a very rich community. The community has 
written to me and asked for the foundation.
All this has come about without our asking, so it is necessary that God will provide workers. But there is so 
much persecution on the part of devils and men that I do not know what to say. It seems to me I have never 
been in so much tribulation of spirit, storms, etc. It seems that heaven is brass and the earth iron. Pray much 
for poor me, who cannot tell you as much as would be sufficient. If I write these beautiful things, believe 
me, I am writing at the peak of the spirit and with lights received at other times. Do not afflict yourself at 

Nella notte della fede
Gode l’alma quel Dio che crede
Sempre tutto in ogni luogo
Si consuma in quel gran fuoco
Ivi brucia dolcemente
Stando in alto con la mente
E col cuor tutt’umiliato
Si riposa nel suo Amato.

Poi si sveglia poco a poco
E saluta il dolce Sposo
Et allegra va cantando
Alleluia, Santo, Santo.

Se tu vuoi saper cantare
Stanne in cella ad orare
E se vuoi far buona voce
Sta contenta su la Croce
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seeing me disparaged and do not make over me since this happens with the permission of God to humble 
me. I rejoice in that.
I do not know what I did to that bishop. I know well that I worked in his diocese years ago, and I came close 
to losing my life there. But the poor bishop deserves compassion, for there are not wanting persecutors and 
calumniators, especially with regard to what they are saying about the foundation of a Retreat on the island. 
God be blessed. This does not pain me an iota. I wanted to write him a letter, but then I felt I should not. It 
is better to allow myself to be justified by God. All the more since I do not know his attitude and, most of 
all because in the past he wrote me in very cordial terms. I am much obliged to him.
I have received the flower seeds but do not know when they should be planted. Who knows how often I was 
asked that they send the box in which the statue of Saint Anthony was, but since they do not know when the 
boat sails, sometimes unforeseen, it will be necessary to send it to San Stefano.
Jesus bless you. Amen. If you write, address the letter: Viterbo for Orbetell, Retreat, etc. I end by enclosing 
you in the holy Side of Jesus, where I say I am,
Your unworthy servant,
Paul of the Cross, Least Discalced Cleric Regular

__________________________________________________________________
200.
Paul refers again to the “mighty science” God wills to teach Sister Maria Cherubina, which he calls “these beautiful things!” 
Compare this with the earlier letter to Agnes Grazi on May 26, 1742. This time four verses “escape from” his pen.


