
 

The Cenacle of My Will 

April 1 ,2020 

 

When has this ever happened? 

Urbi et Orbi Blessing 

 

January 2, 1909 More about earthquakes. The 
Sacramental lot of Jesus under the rubble is less hard 
than in many Tabernacles.   

  To my great repugnance and only to obey, I continue 
to tell what has happened from December 28, regarding 
the earthquake. 



  I was thinking to myself about the lot of so many poor 
people, alive under the rocks, and about the lot of my 
Lord in the Sacrament, He too alive and buried under 
the rubble; and I said to myself:  ‘It seems as if the Lord 
is saying to those people:  “I have had your same lot 
because of your sins.  I am together with you to help 

you, to give you strength.  I love you so much that I am 
waiting for one last act of love to save you all, not 
taking into account all the evil you have done in the 
past”.  Ah! my Good, my Life and my All, I send You my 
adorations under the rubble – wherever You are; and 
my embraces, kisses and all my powers to keep You 
continuous company.  Oh, how I wish I could come to 
dig you out, to put you in a more comfortable place, and 
more worthy of You!’ At that moment, my adorable 
Jesus told me in my interior:  “My daughter, you have 
somehow interpreted the excesses of love which, even 
while scourging, I send to the peoples.  But this is not all 

- there is more.  Know that my Sacramental lot is 
perhaps less unhappy, less nauseating under the rocks 
than in the tabernacles.  The number of sacrileges 
committed by priests, and also by the people, is such 
that I was tired of descending into their hands and into 
their hearts, to the point of being forced to destroy 
almost all of them.  And then, what about the ambition 
and the scandals of priests?  Everything was darkness 
in them, they were no longer the light which they should 



be; and when priests reach the point of no longer giving 
out light, the peoples reach the excesses, and my justice 
is forced to destroy them.” I was also thinking about His 
privations, and I felt a fear in me, as if some strong 
earthquake were also to happen here.  In seeing myself 
so alone without Jesus, I felt so oppressed as to feel I was 

dying.  Then, having compassion for me, good Jesus 
came, just a shadow, and told me: “My daughter, do not 
oppress yourself so much; out of regard for you I will 
spare this city most grave damages.  See if I should not 
continue to chastise instead of converting, of 
surrendering, in hearing of the destruction 

of other provinces they say that it is those places and 
lands that make this happen, and so they take their own 
good time, continuing to offend Me.  How blind and 
foolish they are – is the whole earth not in the palm of 
my hand?  Could I perhaps not open chasms in the earth 
and cause them to be swallowed in other places as well?  

And to show them this, I will cause earthquakes in other 
places, in which they do not usually occur.” While 
saying this, He seemed to stretch out His hand into the 
center of the earth, taking some fire and moving it 
closer to the surface of the earth; and the earth would 
shake and the earthquake would be felt, some places 
more intensely, some places less.  And He added:  This 
is only the beginning of the chastisements – what will 
be the end of them?”  



 

December 17, 1914 -The Divine Will forms the true and 
perfect consecration of the Divine Life in the soul.  

Continuing in my usual state and being very afflicted 
because of the privations of Jesus, after many hardships 

He came, making Himself seen in all of my poor being.  
It seemed to me as if I were the garment of Jesus.  Then, 
breaking the silence, He told me:  “My daughter, you 
too can form hosts and consecrate them.  Do you see the 
garment that covers Me in the Sacrament?  These are 
the accidents of the bread with which the host is formed.  
The life which exists in this host is my Body, my Blood 
and my Divinity.  The attitude which contains this life 
is my Supreme Will, and this Will carries out the love, 
the reparation, the immolation, and all the rest that I 
do in the Sacrament, which never moves one point from 
my Volition.  There is nothing that comes from Me 
which is not led by my Volition. Here is how you too 

can form the host.  The host is material and totally 
human; you too have a material body and a human 
will.  This body and this will of yours - if you keep them 
pure, upright and far away from any shadow of sin - 
are the accidents, the veils, so that I may be able to 
consecrate Myself and live hidden within you.  But this 
is not enough; it would be like the host without 
consecration - my life is needed.  My life is composed of 



sanctity, of love, of wisdom, of power, etc., but the 
engine of all is my Will.  Therefore, after you have 
prepared the host, you must make your will die in this 
host; you must cook it well, so that it may not be born 
again.  Then you must let my Will permeate all your 
being; and my Will, which contains the whole of my life, 

will form the true and perfect consecration.  So, the 
human thought will have life no more, but only the 
thought of my Volition, and this consecration will 
create my wisdom in your mind; no more life for what 
is human, for weakness, for inconstancy, because my 
Will will form the consecration of the Divine Life, of 
fortitude, of firmness, and of all that I am.  So, each time 
you make your will, your desires, and all that you are 
and that you may do, flow into my Will, I will renew 
the consecration, and I will continue my life within you 
as in a living host - not a dead one, like the hosts without 
Me.   But this is not all.  In the consecrated hosts, in the 

pyxes, in the Tabernacles, everything is dead - mute; 
not a heartbeat sensibly, not a surge of love which may 
correspond to so much love of mine.  If it wasn’t for the 
fact that I wait for hearts in order to give Myself to 
them, I would be quite unhappy, I would remain 
defrauded in my love, and my sacramental life would 
remain without purpose.  And if I tolerate this in the 
Tabernacles, I would not tolerate it in living hosts.  So, 
life needs nourishment, and in the Sacrament I want to 



be nourished, and I want to be nourished with my own 
food – that is, the soul will make my Will, my love, my 
prayers, reparations and sacrifices her own; she will 
give them to Me as if they were her own things, and I 
will nourish Myself.  The soul will unite with Me, she 
will prick up her ears to hear what I am doing so as to 

do it together with Me; and as she keeps repeating my 
own acts, she will give Me her food, and I will be happy.  
Only in these living hosts will I find the compensation 
for the loneliness, the starvation, and all that I suffer in 
the Tabernacles.” 

November 27, 1917 The Sanctity of living in the Divine 
Will is exempt from personal interest and waste of time.  
I continue in order to obey.  It seems that my always 
lovable Jesus wants to speak about the living in His 
Most Holy Will.  It seems that when He speaks of His 
Most Holy Will, He forgets everything and makes one 
forget everything.  The soul finds no other thing but the 

necessity - no other good but to live in His Volition.  So, 
after I had written about His Will on November 20, my 
sweet Jesus, being disappointed with me, told me: “My 
daughter, you did not say everything.  I want you to 
neglect to write nothing when I speak to you about my 
Will - not even the littlest things, because all of them 
will serve for the good of posterity.  In all sanctities 
there have always been Saints who, as the first, have 



started each kind of sanctity.  So, there was the Saint 
who started the sanctity of the penitent;  
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..another who started the sanctity of obedience; another 
of humility, and so with all other sanctities.  Now I 

want you to be the beginning of the sanctity of living in 
my Will.  My daughter, all other sanctities are not 
exempt from waste of time and from personal interest.  
As for example, a soul who lives attentive to obedience 
in everything:  there is much waste of time; that 
continued saying and re-saying distracts her from Me, 
and she mistakes the virtue for Me; and if she does not 
have the opportunity to take all the orders, she lives 
restless.  Another one suffers temptations – oh! how 
much waste of time.  She never tires of telling all her 
trials, and she mistakes the virtue of suffering for Me; 
and many times these sanctities end up in ruin.  But the 
sanctity of living in my Will is exempt from personal 

interest, from waste of time; there is no danger that 
they might mistake the virtue for Me, because I Myself 
am the living in my Will.   This was the sanctity of my 
Humanity on earth, and therefore It did everything, 
and for everyone, without a shadow of interest.  Self-
interest takes away the mark of divine sanctity, 
therefore it can never be sun; at the most, as beautiful 
as it is, it can be a star.  This is why I want the sanctity 



of living in my Will in these times so sad - this 
generation needs these suns, which may warm it, 
illuminate it, fecundate it.  The disinterest of these 
terrestrial angels, all for the good of others, without a 
shadow of their own self, will open the way in their 
hearts to receive my grace.   And then, churches are 

few and many will be destroyed; many times I find no 
priests who may consecrate Me; other times they allow 
unworthy souls to receive Me, and worthy souls not to 
receive Me; others are unable to receive Me; so, my love 
finds itself hindered.  This is why I want to make the 
sanctity of living in my Will; in them, I will have no 
need of priests for Me to be consecrated, nor churches, 
tabernacles or hosts; but they will be everything 
together:  priests, churches, tabernacles and hosts.  My 
love will be more free; anytime I want to consecrate 
Myself, I will be able to do it - in every moment, day 
and night, in whatever place they might be.  Oh! how 

my love will have its complete outpouring.  Ah! my 
daughter, the present generation deserved to be 
destroyed completely; and if I will allow a little 
something to be left of it, it is to form these suns of the 
sanctity of living in my Will, who, on my example, will 
repay Me for all that other creatures, past, present and 
future, owed Me.  Then will the earth give Me true 
glory, and my ‘Fiat Voluntas Tua on earth as it is in 
Heaven’ will have its completion and fulfillment.”  



 

Dec 4,1918 

Effects of the imprisonment of Jesus in the Passion. 

   I spent last night in prison together with Jesus.  I 
compassionated Him, I clung to His knees to sustain 
Him; and Jesus told me:  “My daughter, in my Passion 
I wanted to suffer also imprisonment, in order to free 
the creature from the prison of sin.  Oh! what a horrible 
prison sin is for man.  His passions chain him like a vile 
slave, and my imprisonment and my chains released 
him and unchained him. For the loving souls, my 
imprisonment formed their prison of love, in which to 
remain safe and defended from everyone and from 
everything; and it chose them to keep them as living 
prisons and tabernacles which were to warm Me from 
the coldness of the tabernacles of stone, and, much more 
so, from the coldness of the creatures who, imprisoning 

Me within themselves, make Me die of cold and 

of hunger.  This is why many times I leave the prisons 
of the tabernacles and I come into your heart, to be 
warmed from the cold, to refresh Myself with your love.  
And when I see you going in search of Me in the 
tabernacles of the churches, I say to you:  ‘Are you not 
my true prison of love for Me?  Look for Me inside your 
heart, and love Me’.”  



February 27, 1919 In the Divine Will there is no 
hindrance for the love of God. 

Continuing in my usual state, blessed Jesus, in coming, 
almost always calls me into His Will to repair or to 
substitute for the acts of creatures in a divine manner.  
Now, on coming, He told me:  “My daughter, what 

stench emanates from the earth.  I can find no place for 
Myself; and because of the stench, I am forced to flee 
from the earth.  You, however, can make for Me some 
sweet-smelling air that might be suitable for Me.  And 
do you know how?  By doing what you do in my Will.  
As you do your acts, you will form for Me a divine air; 
and I will come to breathe it, and will find a point of 
the earth for Me.  And since my Will circulates 
everywhere, everywhere will I feel the air that you will 
make for Me, and it will break for Me the bad air that 
the earth sends Me.” After a little while, He came back 
and added:  “My daughter, how much darkness.  It is 

such that the earth seems covered with a black mantle, 
to the point that they can no longer see – they have 
either become blind, or have no light in order to see; and 
I want not only divine air for Me, but also light.  
Therefore, let your acts be continuous in my Will, so you 
will make not only air for your Jesus, but also light.  You 
will be my reflector, my reverberation, the reflection of 
my love and of my very light.  Even more, I tell you 
that as you do your acts in my Volition, you will erect 



tabernacles.  Not only this; as you keep forming 
thoughts, desires, words,  

reparations, acts of love, many hosts will be unleashed 
from you, because they are consecrated by my Will. Oh! 
what a free outpouring my love will have.  I will have 
free field in everything - no more hindrance; as many 

tabernacles as I want, so many will I have.  The hosts 
will be innumerable; at each instant we will 
communicate each other, together; and I too will cry 
out:  ‘Freedom! Freedom!  Come all into my Will, and 
you will enjoy true freedom!’  Outside of my Will, how 
many hindrances does the soul not find; but in my Will 
she is free.  I leave her free to love Me as she wants; even 
more, I tell her:  ‘Lay down your human guises - take 
the divine.  I am not stingy and jealous of my goods; I 
want you to take everything.  Love Me immensely; take 
- take all my love, make it your own; my power, my 
beauty – make it your own.  The more you take, the 

happier your Jesus will be.’  The earth forms few 
tabernacles for Me; the hosts are almost numbered.  
And then, the sacrileges, the irreverences that they do 
to Me – oh! how offended and hindered is my love.  In 
my Will, instead, no hindrance – there is not a shadow 
of offense; and the creature gives Me love, divine 
reparations and complete correspondence; and she 
substitutes together with Me for all the evils of the 



human family.  Be attentive, and do not move from the 
point at which I call you and want you.”  

December 2, 1928 The Eucharistic Tabernacle and the 
Tabernacle of the Divine Will  

The privations of Jesus become longer, and as I see 

myself without Him, I do nothing but long for Heaven.  
Oh! Heaven, when will You open your doors to me?  
When will You have pity on me?  When will you 
retrieve the little exiled one into her Fatherland?  Ah! 
yes! only there I will no longer miss my Jesus!  Here, if 
He makes Himself seen, while one thinks one possesses 
Him, He escapes like lightning, and one has to go a long 
way without Him; and without Jesus all things convert 
into sorrow – even the very holy things, the prayers, the 
Sacraments, are martyrdoms without Him.  So I 
thought to myself:  ‘What is the use of Jesus’ permitting 
my coming near His tabernacle of love, for us to remain 
in mute silence?  Rather, it seems to me that He has 

hidden more, that He no longer gives me His lessons on 
the Divine Fiat.  It seemed to me that He had His pulpit 
in the depth of my interior, and had always something 
to say.  And now, I hear nothing but a profound silence; 
only, I hear within me the continuous murmuring of 
the sea of light of the Eternal Volition which always 
murmurs love, adoration, glory, and embraces 
everything and everyone.’ But while I was thinking of 



this, my sweet Jesus made Himself seen in my interior 
for just a little, and told me:  “My daughter, courage, it 
is I in the depth of your soul who move the waves of the 
sea of light of my Divine Will, and I always – always 
murmur, to snatch from my Celestial Father the 
Kingdom of my Will upon earth; and you do nothing 

other than follow Me; and if you did not follow Me, I 
would do it on my own.  But you will not do this – 
leaving me alone, because my Fiat Itself keeps you 
sunken within It. Ah! don’t you know that you are the 
tabernacle of my Divine Will?  How many works have 
I not done in you; how many graces have I not poured 
into you in order to form this tabernacle for Myself?  A 
tabernacle - I could call it - unique in the world.  In fact, 
as for eucharistic tabernacles, I have a good number of 
them, but in this tabernacle of my Divine Fiat I do not 
feel like a prisoner, I possess the endless expanses of my 
Will, I do not feel alone, I have one who keeps Me 

perennial company; and now I act as a teacher and I 
give you my celestial lessons; now I do my outpourings 
of love and of sorrow; now I celebrate, to the point of 
amusing Myself with you.  So, if I pray, if I suffer, if I 
cry and if I celebrate, I am never alone, I have the little 
daughter of my Divine Will together with Me.  And 
then, I have the great honor and the most beautiful 
conquest, which I like the most, which is a human will 
all sacrificed for Me, and as the footstool of my Divine 



Will.  I could call it my favorite tabernacle, in which I 
so much delight, that I would not exchange it for the 
eucharistic tabernacles; because in them I am alone, nor 
does the host give Me a Divine Will as I find It in you, 
such that, as It bilocates Itself, while I have It within 
Me, I also find It in you.  On the other hand, the host is 

not capable of possessing It, nor does it accompany Me 
in my acts; I am always alone, everything is cold 
around Me; the tabernacle, the pyx, the host, are 
without life, and therefore without company.  This is 
why I felt such delight in keeping, near my eucharistic 
tabernacle, that of my Divine Will, formed in you, that 
by merely looking at you I feel my loneliness broken, 
and I experience the pure joys that the creature who 
lets my Divine Will reign within herself can give Me. 
And so, this is why all my aims, my cares and my 
interests are in making my Divine Will known, and in 
making It reign in the midst of creatures; then will each 

creature be a living tabernacle of mine – not mute, but 
speaking; and I will no longer be alone, but I will have 
my perennial company And with my Divine Will 
bilocated in them, I will have my divine company in the 
creature.  So, I will have my Heaven in each one of 
them, because the tabernacle of my Divine Will 
possesses my Heaven on earth.”  

 



April 1, August 1, December 1   

Chapter 50: On Sisters Who are Working Far From the 
Oratory or Are on a Journey Those sisters who are 
working at a great distance and cannot get to the 
oratory at the proper time -- the Abbess judging that 
such is the case -- shall perform the Work of God in the 

place where they are working, bending their knees in 
reverence before God.  Likewise those who have been 
sent on a journey shall not let the appointed Hours pass 
by, but shall say the Office by themselves as well as they 
can and not neglect to render the task of their service.  
REFLECTION Here's a chapter that speaks loud and 
clear to Oblates in the world.  We must carry our 
monastery and, to a certain extent, even its choir, in 
our hearts. It is a fact that we are away from the 
monastery most of the time. We may wish it were 
otherwise, God, for His own reasons, may not.  Hence, 
we need to study with special attention the means to 

carry not just the monastery and choir, but the entire 
Holy Rule and all of our Order in our hearts. There 
must our cloisters be built. The reins of obedience for 
Oblates come not from walls and stones, nor from the 
constant presence of a community to help us, but from 
our free will and loving gift, from the mindful vigilance 
of our hearts. This cloister of the heart, if nurtured, can 
become in truth a "paradisus claustralis", a cloistered 
paradise! But it does take time!  A perennial concern of 



Oblates is how to say the Office in the world, or how 
much of it to say. Actually, that concern is SO perennial 
that one can easily get bogged down in it, spinning one's 
wheels! Satan doesn't care whether you get caught by 
temptations to murder or by other temptations, so long 
as you get caught!  The answer here is loud and clear, 

both terribly simple and (like the perfection of so many 
simple things,) not a little daunting: "as well as they 
can." Now look at this precept, really look at it. That 
may mean that you will never be able to solemnly 
intone the Hours in many, if not most of the places you 
live and work. Which also means that God, of all the 
most merciful and loving, clearly understands the 
limits of your life.    I hesitate to mention depression too 
often, but because it is my personal experience and I 
know that it has tremendous connections to the 
spiritual life for good or ill, I'll risk it! Ever hear about 
one of the symptoms of depression being trouble 

concentrating? Let me tell you, beloveds, when I can 
deny any other sign, I can never deny that one.  Twenty 
minutes of memorized prayers and Psalms takes an 
hour or more. And certainly NOT because one is swept 
up into the seventh heaven! Quite the reverse! One's 
mind jumps everywhere, like an agile monkey on speed 
leaping from tree to tree in the canopy of an endlessly 
confusing jungle. The words are just repeated, with so 
little attention, feeling or meaning. And even that is a 



crushing effort at times. Sigh...  If you are at all like me, 
you will feel badly about that: "Oh, no!  I've been 
distracted at prayer again..." Don't make it any worse 
than it already is: God fully knows WHY we are 
distracted, why we are limited by anything within or 
without. So long as you didn't deliberately intend and 

set out to pray mindlessly, don't worry.  God may 
actually permit those distractions to humble us. Just 
calm down and do the best you can.  I have long since 
resigned myself to ruefully chuckling that often I am no 
better at all than a mindless, mechanical prayer wheel, 
like those spun in Tibet. I hope God accepts all our 
prayer wheel days and I really think He does! So long 
as we are not deliberately slovenly or careless about 
prayer, it delights God, and, as one of the Fathers 
observed, even distracted prayer makes the devil mad!  
A quick suggestion as a way to bring monastery and 
choir into our busy day. This is one of my favorites, one 

of two prayers proper to the morning hour of Prime. It 
is easily memorized and therefore VERY portable! It 
can sneak into the tiniest of places in a busy day and 
carry the heart right to God and its cloister of peace 
and truth.  Enjoy!!  " O Lord God, King of heaven and 
earth, be pleased this day to direct and sanctify, to rule 
and govern our hearts and bodies, our thoughts, words 
and deeds according to Your law and in obedience to 
Your commandments.  Now and forever may we attain 



salvation and freedom by Your help, O Savior of the 
world, Who lives and reigns forever and ever. Amen"   

Love and prayers,   
Jerome, OSB   
http://www.stmarysmonastery.org/   
Petersham, MA 
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