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Colomba Gertrude Gandolfi (1)224

Peschiera

July 10, 1743

J.M.J.

My Daughter in Jesus Crucified,
I did reply promptly to your letter in which you gave me an account of the great mercies imparted to you by 
the Divine Compassion in your prayer, especially on the great Solemnity of our Infinite Sacramental Love, 
but I do not know whether you have received my letter. I know I have no letters besides that first one. Now, 
after my leaving there, I have received no letter except the one I referred to above, along with one enclosed 
from Sister Angela Rose. Take the trouble to find out how things stand. I enclosed one for Signore Matthew 
Ceturini. Or do what seems best to you. Let us do the Will of God.
Things are well with you, my daughter? Is it not true that your heart would fly on high? But you must be 
patient and wait until the Divine Spouse gives you permission. I hear from Sister Angela Rose that you are 
sick with a fever. I would hope that you will be obedient until death, and even after death. You know that 
you do not have permission to go out of prison and go to your homeland, for the poor father whom His 
Divine Majesty has given you to guide your soul wishes – if that be pleasing to the great God – to come 
back there to wish you a good journey to paradise. And now you want to leave me so soon, when my need 
is now the greater?
As soon as the work of our Congregation is solidly established, you may depart in peace. That is the permis-
sion I give you. Are you laughing a bit at my insanity? I hope His Divine Majesty will pardon my playful 
speech. I believe that the Cross of your gentle Jesus will have taken deep roots in your heart, and that you 
will sing: “Suffer and not to die,” or better, “Either to suffer or to die,” or even better, “Neither to suffer nor 
to die, but only to be completely transformed into the Divine Good Pleasure.”
Love is a unitive virtue and causes a person to take on the pains of the well-Beloved. If you feel yourself 
penetrated within and without by the sufferings of your Spouse, celebrate a feast. But let that feast take 
place in the furnace of Divine Love, for the fire that will penetrate to the marrow of your bones will trans-
form the lover into the Beloved, combining in a wonderful way love and sorrow, but so much so that you 
cannot distinguish love from sorrow or sorrow from love so that the loving soul rejoices in its sorrow and 
celebrates a feast over its sorrowful love.
I think you understand my insanity. Remain in your nothingness and in the exercise of virtue, especially the 
imitation of our gentle Jesus in his suffering, for this is the great achievement of pure love.
I told you in my letter that the Retreat is full of servants of God, but I always fear. Oh, what a rage the devil 
is having over this work! I already asked you to pray that, if it be the Will of God, we have a Retreat there, 
but you have not replied. So I think you did not receive my letter. Now it has been decided, and I am peti-
tioning the city that desires to have the Retreat. Pray His Divine Majesty that, if this is not pleasing to him, 
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he block it. I hope to do the Will of God, but I always fear. Pray strongly.
I desire that in your sickness you take a strengthening soup, well strained, or with bread crumbs, rice, bar-
ley, wheat, or whatever the Mother Abbess will provide for you. If you are unable to take meat, patience, at 
least take fresh eggs. Take care of yourself, but if you see that you cannot, go ahead as God wills. But you 
do your part. After trying once or twice, if your stomach accepts the food, continue; if not  
I am writing from the fish market, where I have come to bless it. Pray for our good novices and for me, more 
novice than any, for I am in my usual great need.
Be of good heart. The walls are crumbling and soon we will come out of our prison. But I expect that you 
will emerge with the merit of holy obedience, so I am hoping that God will give me reasons to have you 
die joyfully. If you continue to be humble, as I expect, your death will not be death, but life. Continue to 
love our Uncreated Love so that Infinite Love will send into your heart one of his fiery darts and set your 
heart afire, and your soul, with the power of love, will break out of the prison of the body and fly to take its 
repose in eternal Infinite Love. Oh death, sweeter than life itself! Oh death, that breaks the bond and chains 
of this body to have the soul fly to the freedom of the children of God! I end quickly and pray the fullness 
of God’s blessing for you, and I am,
Your servant,
Paul of the †

__________________________________________________________________
224.
This is Paul’s first letter to Sister Gandolfi. There are fifty-five letters to her, the last being dated 1766. In this very first letter to 
Toscanella, Paul writes that already he is the director God has given her and that she must not go to heaven too soon, for he needs 
her! He hopes she will laugh at his “insanity,” pazzia in Italian.


