
 

The Cenacle of My Will 

      CHAPTER 65: 

OF THE PRIOR OF THE MONASTERY 

Dec 22 

It very often happens that by the appointment of a 
prior grave scandals arise in monasteries, since there 
are some who, puffed up by the evil spirit of pride and 
considering themselves to be second abbots, usurp 
absolute authority, and so nourish scandals and cause 
dissensions in the community; especially is this the 
case in those places where the Prior is appointed by 



the same Bishop or the same Abbots as appoint the 
Abbot himself.  The extreme folly of this usage is easily 
evident; for from his very entrance into office an 
incentive to pride is given him, in that the thought 
suggests itself to him that he is exempt from the 
authority of his Abbot, since he has been appointed by 

the very same persons by whom the Abbot himself was 
appointed.  The consequence is that there arise envy, 
quarrels, backbiting, jealousy, dissensions, and 
disorders.  And since the Abbot and the Prior find 
themselves at variance with each other, it follows of 
necessity that their souls are in danger by reason of 
this dissension.  And those who are subject to them, 
while pandering to one party or the other, themselves 
run headlong to perdition.  These evils and dangers 
are imputable particularly to those who by their 
appointment placed such men in power. 

https://www.stceciliasabbey.org.uk/page-rbcommentary.html 

We foresee, therefore, that it is expedient for the 
preservation of peace and charity, that the 
government of his monastery be left exclusively in the 
hands of the Abbot.  And if possible, let all the affairs 
of the monastery be attended to, as we have already 
arranged, by deans, according as the Abbot shall 
appoint; so that, the authority being shared by many, 
no one may become proud. 



 

“...for the preservation of peace and charity.”  The 
Benedictine motto is Pax, peace; the word pax is often 
found above the door of our monasteries. "It [peace] is 
the word," writes Dom Marmion, "that best sums up, 
even in the eyes of seculars, the characteristic 

harmony of our life."  The pursuit of peace requires 
more than a burst of good feeling; as for love and joy, 
it demands long-term, dogged effort, and faith. In the 
Prologue we are told to seek peace and pursue it.  This 
is not something that simply happens; it must be 
sought, desired, pursued.  This peace is something into 
which we must pray and discipline ourselves.  This is 
not to say that it is a human achievement; peace like 
the other gifts and fruits are put into our hearts by 
the Spirit.  But if they are gifts freely given, there is 
also a sense in which they are not given away. They 
must be intensely desired, sought, practiced.  As we 

saw in the agape talk, the gratuitous gifts of God 
never preclude labour on our part.  We have received 
Christ's peace, as we have received his joy and love, 
but it remains necessary to purify our hearts, to 
accept the gift, to enter into and deepen the gift.  

 

 

 



Volume 1 

Luisa:  “With a Novena of Holy Christmas, at the age 
of about seventeen, I prepared myself for the Feast of 
Holy Christmas, by practicing various acts of virtue 
and mortification; and, especially, by honoring the 
nine months which Jesus spent in the maternal womb 
with nine hours of meditation each day, always 
concerning the mystery of the Incarnation.”  
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SEVENTH EXCESS OF LOVE 

The interior voice continued: “My daughter, do not 
leave Me alone in so much loneliness and in so much 
darkness.  Do not leave the womb of my Mama, so you 
may see the seventh excess of my love.  Listen to 
Me:  in the womb of my Celestial Father I was fully 
happy; there was no good which I did not possess; joy, 
happiness – everything was at my disposal.  The angels 
adored Me reverently, hanging upon my every 
wish.  Ah, excess of my love!  I could say that it made 
Me change my destiny; it restrained Me within this 
gloomy prison; it stripped Me of all my joys, 
happiness’s and goods, to clothe Me with all the 
unhappiness’s of creatures – and all this in order to 
make an exchange, to give them my destiny, my joys 
and my eternal happiness.  But this would have been 



nothing had I not found in them highest ingratitude 
and obstinate perfidy.  O, how my eternal love was 
surprised in the face of so much ingratitude, and how 
it cried over the stubbornness and perfidy of 
man.  Ingratitude was the sharpest thorn that pierced 
my heart, from my conception up to the last moment 

of my life.  Look at my little heart – it is wounded, and 
pours out blood.  What pain!  What torture I feel!  My 
daughter, do not be ungrateful to Me.  Ingratitude is 
the hardest pain for your Jesus – it is to close the door 
in my face, leaving Me numb with cold.  But my love 
did not stop at so much ingratitude; it took the 
attitude of supplicating, imploring, moaning and 
begging love.  This is the eighth excess of my love.” 

 

Moment of Silence 

 



Volume 8 – December 8, 1925 

How to make Jesus reborn in your hearts 

Finding myself in my usual state, I was longing for 
little Baby Jesus, and after many hardships, He made 
Himself seen in my interior as a little Baby, and told 
me: “My daughter, the best way to make Me be born 
in one’s own heart, is to empty oneself of everything, 
because in finding empty space, I can place all my 
goods in it. And only then can I remain in it forever, 
if there is room to be able to carry all that belongs to 
Me, all that is my own. A person who went to live in 
the house of someone else, could be called happy only if 
he found empty space in which to be able to put all of 
his belongings; otherwise, he would be unhappy. So I 
am. 

The second thing in order to make Me be born and to 
increase my happiness, is that everything the soul 
contains, both internal and external – everything, 
must be done for Me; everything must serve to honor 
Me, to execute my orders. If only one thing, one 
thought, one word, is not for Me, I feel unhappy, and 
while I should be the master, they make Me a slave. 
Can I tolerate all this? 

The third one is heroic love, magnified love, love of 
sacrifice. These three loves make my happiness grow 
in a marvelous way, because they render the soul 
capable of works which are superior to her strengths, 



as she does them with my strength alone. They will 
expand her, by making not only her, but also others 
love Me. And she will reach the point of enduring 
anything, even death, in order to triumph in 
everything, and be able to say to Me: ‘I have nothing 
else; everything is only love for You.’ In this way, she 
will not only make Me be born, but will make Me 
grow, and will form a beautiful paradise in her heart.” 

As He was saying this, I looked at Him, and from 
little, in one instant He became big, in such a way 
that I remained completely filled with Him. Then 
everything disappeared. 

Volume 18 – December 25, 1925 
Disposition is needed in order to possess the gift of the 
Divine Will. Similes of It. 

I was thinking of what is said above – that the Divine 
Will is a gift, and, as a gift, one possesses It as his own. 
On the other hand, one who does the Will of God must 
submit to commands, and ask very often what he must 
do; he is lent the gift, not to be owner of it, but to do that 
action which God wants; and once he has done it, he 
gives back the gift he had borrowed. Many images and 
similes formed in my mind concerning one who lives in 
the Divine Will and possesses It as a gift, and one who 
does the Most Holy Will of God, who not only does not 
possess the fullness of the gift, but, if he possesses It, it is 



at intervals and as a loan… I am going to talk about 
some of those similes. 

I assumed I had a gold coin, which had the virtue of 
producing as many coins as I wanted – oh, how rich I 
could become with such a gift! On the other hand, 
someone else borrows this gift for one hour, or in order 
to carry out one action, to then give it back 
immediately. What a difference between my richness 
because of the gift I possess, and that of the one who 
borrows it! 

Or, that I had received the gift of a light which never 
dims: I would be safe, both at night and during the day, 
having always the good of possessing this light, which 
no one can take away from me. It becomes as though a 
natural part of me, and gives me the benefit of knowing 
what is good in order to do it, and what is evil to escape 
it. So, with this light I received as a gift, I sneer at all – 
the world, the enemy, my passions, and even myself. 
This light is a perennial source of happiness for me. It 
has no weapons, and yet defends me; it has no voice, yet 
instructs me; it has no hands or feet, yet it directs my 
path, becoming a safe guide, which brings me to 
Heaven… Instead, someone else has to go and ask for 
this light when he feels the need for it, therefore he does 
not have it at his disposal. Not used to looking at all 
times with this light, he does not possess the knowledge 
of good and evil, and has not enough strength to do good 
and avoid evil. Therefore, not possessing the light, 



always on, into how many deceptions, dangers and 
bottlenecks does he not find himself? What a difference, 
between one who possesses this light as his own gift, and 
one who has to go and ask for it when he needs it… 

Now, while my mind wandered in the midst of many 
similes, I said to myself: ‘So, to live in the Divine Will is 
to possess the Will of God, and this is a gift. Therefore, if 
the Goodness of God does not condescend to give It, what 
can the poor creature do?’ 

In that moment, my adorable Jesus moved in my 
interior, as though squeezing me all to Himself, and told 
me: “My daughter, it is true that to live in my Will is a 
gift, and it is to possess the greatest gift. However, this 
gift – which contains infinite value, which is currency 
coined in every instant, which is light that never dims, 
which is Sun that never sets, which puts the soul in her 
place, established by God in the divine order, therefore 
taking her place of honor and sovereignty in the 
Creation – is given only to one who is disposed, to one 
who will not waste it, to one who will esteem it and love 
it more than her own life; so much so, as to be able to 
sacrifice her life, in order to let this gift of my Will have 
supremacy over all, and to be taken into consideration 
more than life itself – even more, that her own life be 
nothing compared to It. 

Therefore, first I want to see that the soul really wants 
to do my Will and never her own, that she is ready to 



make any sacrifice in order to do Mine, and that in 
everything she does, she always asks Me for the gift of 
my Will, even just as a loan. 

When I see that she does nothing without the loan my 
Will, I give It to her as a gift, because by asking for It 
over and over again, she has formed the void in her 
soul, in which to place this celestial gift; and by getting 
used to living with the loan of this divine Food, she has 
lost the taste for her own will; her palate has been 
ennobled and will no longer adapt itself to the vile food 
of her own self. Therefore, in seeing that she possesses 
that gift which she longed for, yearned for, and loved so 
much, she will live from the life of that gift, she will love 
It and esteem It as It deserves. 

Would you not condemn a man, who, taken with a 
childish affection for a little boy – only to have him 
around a little to amuse himself with him – would give 
him a banknote worth a thousand; and the child, not 
knowing its value, tears it to a thousand pieces after a 
few minutes? But if, instead, he makes the child desire 
it first, then he makes him know its value, then the good 
which that banknote of a thousand could do for him, 
and then gives it to him – that child would not tear it 
to pieces, but would go put it under lock and key, 
appreciating the gift and loving the giver more; and 
you would praise that man who had the ability to make 
known to the little boy the value of the money… If man 
does so, much more do I, Who give my gifts with 



wisdom, with justice and with true love. Here is, 
therefore, the necessity of disposition, of the knowledge 
of the gift, of esteem and appreciation, and of love for 
the gift itself. 

Therefore, knowledge of It is like the bearer of the gift 
of my Will which I want to give to the creature. 
Knowledge prepares the way. Knowledge is like the 
contract I want to make of the gift I want to give. And 
the more knowledge I send to the soul, the more she is 
spurred on to desire the gift and to solicit the Divine 
Writer to place the final signature – that the gift is hers 
and she possesses it. So, the sign that in these times I 
want to give this gift of my Will, is the knowledge of It. 
Therefore, be attentive not to let anything escape you 
of what I manifest to you about my Will, if you want 
Me to place the final signature on the gift which I yearn 
to give to the creatures.” 

After this, my poor mind dissolved in the Supreme 
Volition, and I did as much as I could in order to do all 
my acts in the Divine Volition. I felt invested with a 
supreme light, and as my little acts came out of myself, 
they took their place in that light and were converted 
into light; and I could see neither the point of light at 
which I had done them, nor where to find them. I could 
only see that they had become part of that light and 
could no longer be seen. It was impossible for me to 
navigate through all that inaccessible light: to remain 



inside of It, yes, but crossing It was not allowed to my 
littleness. 

In the meantime, my adorable Jesus moved in my 
interior and told me: “My daughter, how beautiful are 
the works of the soul in my Will! Her act unites to the 
single Act of her Creator, which does not know 
succession of acts, because eternal Light is not divisible, 
and if it could be divided – which cannot be – the 
divided part would become darkness. Therefore, since 
the divine Act is light of all her works, It forms one 
single act. Operating in the Light of my Volition, the 
soul unites to that single Act of her Creator and takes 
her place within the sphere of the Eternal Light. This is 
why you cannot see your acts, either in the point of 
Light where you performed them, or where they are 
now: because it is impossible for the creature to cross 
the eternal Light of God completely, although she knows 
that her act is certainly present in that Light, and takes 
its place in the past, in the present, and in the future. 

See, the Sun too has, in part, this property, being image 
and shadow of the divine Light. Suppose you were 
operating at a point on which the Sun spreads its solar 
light: you see its light in front of you, above and behind 
you, on the right and on the left. If you wanted to see 
which was the part of the light of the Sun that 
surrounded you completely, you would not be able to 
find it, or distinguish it; you could only say that the 
light was certainly on you. Now, that light has been, 



since the first instant in which the Sun was created; and 
it is and will be. If your act could convert into solar 
light as it converts into divine Light, could you perhaps 
find your little particle of light, and the light which was 
given to you by the Sun in order to let you operate? 
Certainly not. However, you know that an act came 
from you, which was incorporated into the light of the 
Sun. This is why I say that to live in the Supreme 
Volition is the greatest thing – it is to live Divine Life. 

As soon as He sees the soul in His Will, the Celestial 
Creator takes her in His arms, and placing her on His 
lap, lets her operate with His own hands, and with the 
power of that FIAT through which all things were 
created. He lets all His reflections descend upon the 
creature, in order to give her the likeness of His works. 
This is why the work of the creature becomes light, 
unites to that single Act of her Creator, and becomes 
eternal glory and continuous praise to her Creator. 
Therefore, be attentive, and let the living in my Will be 
your All, that 

 

Volume 12 - Dec 25, 1918 

Continuing in my usual state, I was feeling all afflicted 
for many different reasons.  And blessed Jesus came, 
and almost compassionating me, told me:  “My 
daughter, do not oppress yourself too much.  Courage, I 
am with you; even more, I am just inside you, 



continuing my Life.  This is why now you feel the weight 
of justice, and you would want it to unload itself upon 
you; now you feel the tearing of the souls who want to 
be lost; now you feel restless to love Me for all.  But in 
seeing that you do not have sufficient love, you flood 
yourself within my Love and take all the love that 
everyone should give to Me; then, releasing your silvery 
voice, you love Me for all… and all the other things that 
you do.  Do you think you are the one doing it?  Not at 
all.  It is I.  It is I Who repeat my Life in you.  I feel 
restless to be loved by you – not with a love of creature, 
but with My own.  Therefore I transform you; I want 
you in my Will because I want to find in you one who 
compensates for Me and for all creatures.  I want you 
like an organ, available to all the sounds which I want 
to produce.” 

And I:  ‘My Love, there are certain times in which my 
life becomes bitter, especially because of the conditions 
in which You put me.’  And Jesus, knowing what I 
wanted to say to Him, added:  “What do you fear?  I 
will take care of everything; and when one directs you 
I give my grace to him; when another does, I give grace 
to the other.  And then, it is not you whom they will 
assist, but Me; and I will be generous with them 
according to how they will appreciate my work, my 
sayings and my teachings.”  And I:  ‘My Jesus, the 
Confessor appreciated very much what You said to 
me.  He cared very much about it, and he worked very 
hard to make me write.  What will You give to 



him?’  And Jesus:  “I will give him Heaven as 
recompense, and I will consider his office as that of 
Saint Joseph and of my Mama, who, having assisted my 
Life on earth, had to go through hardships in order to 
nourish Me and assist Me.  Now, since my Life is in you, 
I consider his assistance and sacrifices as though my 
Mama and Saint Joseph were doing them again for 
Me.  Aren’t you happy?”  And I:  ‘Thank You, O Jesus.” 

Volume 12 – December 25, 1920 

The Sacramental lot of Jesus is even harder than His lot 
as an Infant. 

As I was in my usual state, I found myself outside of 
myself, together with Jesus.  I was walking a long way, 
and on this journey, now I walked with Jesus, now I was 
with my Queen Mama.  If Jesus disappeared, I found 
myself with Mama; and if She disappeared, I found 
myself with Jesus.  During this walk, they told me many 
things.  Jesus and Mama were very affable, with an 
enchanting sweetness.  I forgot everything – my 
bitternesses, and even their privations… I thought I 
would never lose them again.  Oh, how easy it is to 
forget evil in the face of good! 

Now, at the end of the walk the Celestial Mama took me 
in her arms.  I was very, very little, and She said to 
me:  “My daughter, I want to strengthen you in 
everything.”  And it seemed that She was marking my 
forehead with her holy hand, as if She were writing and 



placing a seal on it; then, it seemed that She was writing 
in my eyes, in my mouth, in my heart, in my hands and 
feet, placing a seal upon them.  I wanted to see what She 
was writing, but I could not read that script.  Only on 
my mouth I saw two letters which said,  ‘Annihilation 
of every taste’, and immediately I said:  ‘Thank you, O 
Mama – you take away from me every taste which is 
not Jesus.’  I wanted to understand more, but Mama 
told me:  “It is not necessary for you to know.  Trust Me, 
I did to you what was needed.”  She blessed me and 
disappeared, and I found myself inside myself. 

Afterwards, my sweet Jesus came back.  He was a 
tender Little Baby, wailing, crying and shivering with 
cold.  He threw Himself into my arms to be warmed.  I 
squeezed Him so very tightly to myself, and according 
to my usual way, I fused myself in His Will in order to 
find the thoughts of all with mine, and surround 
shivering Jesus with adorations from all created 
intellects; in order to find the gazes of all, and make all 
look at Jesus and distract Him from crying; in order to 
find the mouths, the words, the voices of all creatures, 
that all might kiss Him so as not to make Him wail, and 
might warm Him with their breath.  While I was doing 
this, the Infant Jesus stopped wailing and crying and, 
as though warmed, He told me:  “My daughter, did you 
see what made Me shiver, cry and wail?  The 
abandonment of creatures.  You placed them all around 
Me; I felt I was being watched and kissed by all, so I 
stopped crying. 



However, know that my Sacramental lot is even harder 
than my lot as an Infant.  Though cold, the grotto was 
spacious, and had air to breathe; the Host too is cold, 
but so small that I almost lack air.  In the grotto I had 
a manger with a little hay for bed; in my Sacramental 
Life, I don’t even have hay, and I have nothing but hard 
and ice cold metals for bed.  In the grotto I had my dear 
Mama who took Me very often with her most pure 
hands, covered Me with ardent kisses in order to warm 
Me, soothed my crying, and nourished Me with her 
most sweet milk.  In my Sacramental Life it is all the 
opposite:  I do not have a Mama; if they take Me, I feel 
the touch of unworthy hands which smell like earth and 
muck.  O! how I feel their stench – more than the 
manure I smelled in the grotto.  Instead of covering Me 
with kisses, they touch Me with irreverent acts; instead 
of milk, they give Me the bile of sacrileges, of 
indifference, and of coldness.  In the grotto, Saint Joseph 
never left Me without the light of a little lantern at 
night.  Here in the Sacrament, how many times I 
remain in the dark also at night!  Oh, how much more 
painful is my Sacramental lot!  How many hidden 
tears, not seen by anyone.  How many wails not 
listened to.  If my lot as an Infant moved you to pity, 
much more should my Sacramental lot move you to 
pity.” 

 

 



Volume 13, December 25, 1921  

How the Humanity of Jesus was nourished by His 
Will.  The souls who live in the Divine Will surrounded 
and consoled Jesus at His birth.  One who lives in the 
Divine Will is the closest to Jesus.   

As I was in my usual state, my sweet Jesus made 
Himself seen as a Little Baby – all numb with cold; and 
throwing Himself into my arms, He told me:  “What 
cold, what cold!  Warm Me, for pity’s sake – do not let 
Me freeze any more!”  I pressed Him to my heart, 
telling Him:  ‘In my heart I possess your Will; so, Its heat 
is more than sufficient to warm You.’  And Jesus, all 
content:  “My daughter, my Will contains everything, 
and one who possesses It can give Me everything.  My 
Will was everything for Me:  It conceived Me, It formed 
Me, It made Me grow, and It made Me be born.  If my 
Mama contributed by giving Me the blood, She could do 
so because She contained my Will, absorbed within 
Her.  Had She not possessed my Will, She could not have 
contributed to forming my Humanity.  Therefore, my 
direct Will, and my Will which was absorbed within my 
Mama, gave Me life.  That which is human had no 
power over Me – it could give Me nothing; only the 
Divine Will nourished Me with Its breath and delivered 
Me to the light. 

But do you think it was the cold of the air that made 
Me freeze?  Ah, no!  It was the cold of the hearts that 



made Me grow numb; and it was ingratitude that made 
Me cry bitterly at my very first coming out to the 
light.  My beloved Mother soothed my crying, although 
She too cried.  Our tears mixed together; and 
exchanging the first kisses, We poured Ourselves out in 
love.  But our life was to be sorrow and crying, so I had 
Her place Me in the manger, to go back to crying, 
calling my children with my sobs and with my tears.  I 
wanted to move them to pity with my tears and with 
my moans, so as to be listened to. 

But do you know who was the first, after my Mama, 
whom I called with my tears to be close to Me in my 
very manger, to pour Myself out in love?  It was you – 
the little Daughter of my Will.  You were so little as to 
surpass my dear Mama in littleness, so much so, that I 
was able to keep you near Me, in my own manger, and 
I could pour my tears into your heart.  These tears 
sealed my Will in you, and constituted you legitimate 
daughter of my Will.  My Heart rejoiced in seeing all 
that my Will had delivered in Creation coming back as 
whole, in my Will, within you.  This was important and 
indispensable for Me – at my very first coming out to 
the light of this world, I was to restore the rights of 
Creation and receive the Glory as if the creature had 
never departed from my Will.  Therefore, the first kiss 
and the first gifts of my tender age were for you.” 

And I:  ‘My Love, how could this be, if at that time I did 
not exist?’  And Jesus:  “In my Will everything existed, 



and all things were one single point for Me.  I could see 
you then, just as I see you now, and all the graces I have 
given you are nothing other than the confirmation of 
what you had been given from eternity.  And I could 
see not only you, but in you I saw my little family, 
which would live in my Will.  How happy I felt!  These 
soothed my crying, warmed Me, and surrounding Me 
like a crown, defended Me from the perfidy of the other 
creatures.” 

I remained concerned and doubtful.  And Jesus:  “How 
is it? You doubt?  I have told you nothing yet about the 
relations which exist between Me and the soul who lives 
in my Will.  For now, I will tell you that my Humanity 
lived from the continuous outpouring of the Divine 
Will.  Had I taken one breath alone which was not 
animated by the Divine Will, it would have been as 
though degrading Myself, and decaying from my 
nobility.  Now, the soul who lives in my Will is the 
closest to Me; and in everything that my Humanity did 
and suffered, she is the first among all to receive the 
fruits and the effects that my Humanity contains.” 


