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Isidore Calzelli (6)

San Angelo

July 17, 1753

J.C.P.

Most Reverend Father,
Dearest Father Isidore, Most Loved in Jesus Christ and Mary Most Holy, I received your welcome letter, 
dated the fifth of this month, along with the letter enclosed from the archpriest at Anticoli, concerning the 
business with the young man from Filettino whom he is recommending to me. I will speak of this at the end 
of this letter.
“Blessed be God, who alone does marvelous things.” Oh, how much I am obligated to magnify the divine 
mercies for the graces His Divine Majesty showers on us! Oh, how dear to Jesus and Mary Most Holy are 
the efforts you are making for the construction of that holy Retreat in which our Lord and our most clement 
Lady will be glorified till the end of time, as I confidently expect, to the highest spiritual advantage of our 
poor neighbors!
I remain overwhelmed, in complete amazement, when I see the work they are carrying on there, as the Di-
vine Majesty uses you where I am aware there was no other help. “Blessed be God, who works his mercies 
for us.” I see that now you are undertaking further labors for the work, and I take great consolation in that, 
for the holy angels are counting your steps and adding up your precious sweat and presenting all your holy 
exertions to the Most High as a sweet incense. “Your reward will be exceedingly great.”
I read with sorrow what you tell me. It seems to you that you are damned and find yourself in astonishment 
at your sins. I know that our good God enriches his servants with strong lights, and the dearer they are to 
His Divine Majesty, so much more do they recognize their ingratitude. These lights make one humble, yes, 
but also at peace.
Dear Father Isidore, trust this poor fellow, listen to what the Apostle says: “Your life is hidden with Christ 
in God.” I would add that your garment, that is, your soul, is “washed white in the Blood of the Lamb.” 
So rejoice in the Lord Jesus and believe that you have signs brighter than the sun that you are one of those 
predestined for paradise
Your works are dear to the Lord and he is very pleased with them, since he does not wish you to know their 
worth here below. Whereas he wishes them to be richer in merits, he conceals the treasure. So then, remain 
crucified with Christ, take your repose on the holy cross. Feed yourself on the Divine Will in living faith and 
holy love. “My just man lives by faith.” In your work preserve your interior recollection, allow your spirit to 
be all lost in God. Arouse yourself often with holy affections, and carry a bouquet of myrrh of the holy pains 
of Jesus on the altar of your heart. I am hurried for I am weighed down with letters, and I am enclosing one 
for Signore Lauro Guerinone in Palestrina. In order not to make the packet too bulky, I am not answering 
the archpriest of Anticoli. Please greet him for me and share with him what I add on here.
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I would gladly receive the young man if there were room in the novitiate. If a Retreat is established in Tus-
cany, we are negotiating about that just now, then I will be able to accept him since he is not too old. I want 
assurances about that, and I want that understood. Otherwise … just follow the rules, etc.
I tremble in thinking about that accident of the crossbeam, which ought to have killed you. Oh, what mar-
velous grace! Oh, how much I would like to have an account in order to thank the Lord and Mary Most 
Holy. I will do it with our entire religious family. Oh, how obligated we are to Jesus and Mary! Blessed be 
Mary Most Holy and her Son Jesus! I had the same thing happen to me in this building. The difference was 
that you had the space of a Credo while I had less than half a Hail Mary. Everyone was shaking on seeing 
a large stone come down to the spot where I had my head while overseeing the bricklayers. I had scarcely 
pulled back my head a palm’s distance, when a large stone fell, which would have crushed me. However, I 
am always more ungrateful. Oh, how much I need to weep.
Goodbye, my beloved Isidore. Greet our provost for me and the canon and the household, along with our 
day-workers. May God make all of you saints.
Your unworthy, obligated servant,
Paul of the Cross


