
The Cenacle of My Will – March 10, 2020  

 Lectio Word:  

 

“… 34 and Simeon blessed them and said to Mary his mother, 

“Behold, this child is set for the fall and rising of many in Israel, and for a sign 
that is spoken against35 (and a sword will pierce through your own soul also), 
that thoughts out of many hearts may be revealed.” Luke 2: 34-35 

PIThe Virgin Mary in the Kingdom of the Divine Will 

Day 23 

 Lesson of my Celestial Mama:   “…My dear child, do not move from my side; follow Me everywhere. Forty days 
from the birth of little King Jesus are about to sound when the Divine Fiat calls us to the temple in order to fulfill 
the law of the Presentation of my Son. So, we went to the temple. It was the first time that we went out together 
with my sweet Baby. A vein of sorrow opened in my Heart: I was going to offer Him as victim for the salvation 
of all. We entered the temple, and first we adored the Divine Majesty; then we called the priest, and placing 
Him in his arms, I made the offering of the celestial Baby to the Eternal Father – offering Him in sacrifice for the 
salvation of all. The priest was Simeon, and as I placed Him in his arms, he recognized that He was the Divine 
Word and exulted with immense joy; and after the offering, assuming the attitude of prophet, he prophesied all 
my sorrows. Oh, how the Supreme Fiat sounded over my maternal Heart – thoroughly, with vibrating sound, 
the cruel tragedy of all the pains of my little Son! But what pierced Me the most were the words that the holy 
prophet spoke to Me: “This dear Baby will be the salvation and the ruin of many, and will be the target of 
contradictions.” 

If the Divine Will had not sustained Me, I would have died instantly of pure pain. But It gave Me life, and used it 
to form in Me the Kingdom of sorrows, within the Kingdom of Its Will. Therefore, in addition to the right of 
Mother which I had over all, I acquired the right of Mother and Queen of all Sorrows. Ah, yes, with my sorrows, 
I acquired the little coin to pay the debts of my children, and also those of the ungrateful children. 

Now, my child, you must know that in the light of the Divine Will I already knew all the sorrows I was to suffer – 
and even more than that which the holy prophet had told Me. But in that act, so solemn, of offering my own 
Son, in hearing it being repeated to me, I felt so pierced that my Heart bled, and deep lacerations opened in my 
soul. 

Now, listen to your Mama: in your sufferings, in the painful encounters which are not lacking for you, never lose 
heart; but with heroic love let the Divine Will take Its royal place in your pains, that It may convert them into 
little coins of infinite value, with which you will be able to pay the debts of your brothers – to ransom them from 
the slavery of the human will, and make them enter again, as free children, into the Kingdom of the Divine Fiat. 



The soul:  Holy Mama, in your pierced Heart do I place all my pains; and You know how they pierce my heart. O 
please, be my Mama, and pour the balm of your sorrows into my heart, that I may share in your same destiny 
of using my pains as little coins in order to conquer the Kingdom of the Divine Will. 

Ejaculatory Prayer:   My Mama, pour your sorrow into my soul, and convert all my pains into Will of God 

Volume 19 – July 11, 1926 

“My little daughter, you yourself are saying how necessary knowledge is.  If it is necessary for you, much more 
so for others.  Now, you must know that in order to form the Kingdom of Redemption, those who distinguished 
themselves the most in suffering were my Mama and I.  And even though apparently She suffered none of the 
pains that the other creatures knew, except for my death which was known by all, and which was the fatal and 
harrowing blow for Her maternal Heart, more than any most sorrowful death, however, since She possessed 
the unity of the light of my Will, this light brought to Her pierced Heart, not only the seven swords told by the 
Church, but all swords, spears and pricks of all sins and pains of creatures, which martyred Her maternal Heart 
in a harrowing way.  But this is nothing.  This light brought Her all my pains, my humiliations, my torments, my 
thorns, my nails, the most intimate pains of my Heart.  The Heart of my Mama was the true Sun:  though one 
can see nothing but light, this light contains all the goods and effects that the earth receives and possesses; so, 
one can say that the earth is enclosed in the Sun.  The same for the Sovereign Queen:  one could only see Her 
person, but the light of my Supreme Will enclosed in Her all possible imaginable pains; and the more intimate 
and unknown these pains were, the more valuable and powerful they were over the Divine Heart, to impetrate 
the longed for Redeemer; and more than solar light, they descended into the hearts of creatures, to conquer 
them and bind them in the Kingdom of Redemption. 

So, the Church knows so very little of the pains of the Celestial Sovereign Queen, that one can say that She 
knows only the visible pains, and this is why She gives the number of the seven swords.  But if She knew that 
Her maternal Heart was the refuge, the deposit of all pains, and that the light of my Will brought everything to 
Her, sparing Her nothing, the Church would not speak of seven swords, but of millions of swords.  More so, since 
they were intimate pains, and therefore God alone knows the intensity of the sorrow.  This is why, by right, She 
was constituted Queen of martyrs and of all sorrows.  Creatures can give a weight, a value to exterior pains, but 
they do not know enough of the interior ones to be able to attribute to them the right price.  Now, in order to 
form in my Mama, first the Kingdom of my Will, and then that of Redemption, so many pains were not necessary 
because, since She had no sin, the inheritance of pains was not for Her – Her inheritance was the Kingdom of 
my Will.  But in order to give the Kingdom of Redemption to creatures, She had 
to submit Herself to so many pains.  So, the fruits of Redemption were matured 
in the Kingdom of my Will possessed by Me and by my Mama.  There is nothing 
beautiful, good or useful, which does not come from my Will. 

https://luisapiccarreta.me/feasts/feast-of-the-seven-sorrows-of-mary-in-the-
kingdom-of-the-divine-will 

(Using ladders, and with great difficulty, Joseph of Arimathea, Nicodemus and 
John remove the nails and lower Jesus down from the Cross…) 

He is now in His Mother's lap. And He looks like a big tired child who is asleep, 
all cuddled up in his mother's lap. Mary is holding Him with Her right arm round 
the shoulders of Her Son, and Her left one stretched over the abdomen, 
supporting Him by the hips… 

https://luisapiccarreta.me/feasts/feast-of-the-seven-sorrows-of-mary-in-the-kingdom-of-the-divine-will
https://luisapiccarreta.me/feasts/feast-of-the-seven-sorrows-of-mary-in-the-kingdom-of-the-divine-will


She wipes the tears that drop on the cold body covered with blood, and She thinks of cleaning it with Her tears 
and Her veil, which is still round Jesus' loins. She pulls one end of it towards Herself and She begins to clean and 
dry the holy limbs with it. And She continually caresses His face, then His hands and His bruised knees, and then 
reverts to drying His Body, on which endless tears are dropping. 

And while doing so Her hand touches the gash on His chest. Her little hand, covered with the linen veil, enters 
almost completely into the large hole of the wound. Mary bends to see in the dim light which has formed, and 
She sees. She sees the chest torn open and the heart of Her Son. She utters a cry then. A sword seems to be 
splitting Her heart. She shouts, and then throws Herself on Her Son. And She seems dead, too. 

They succour and console Her. They want to take Her divine Dead Son away from Her, and as She shouts: 
« Where, where shall I put You? In which place, safe and worthy of You? » Joseph… says: « Take courage, o 
Woman! My sepulchre is new and worthy of a great man. I give it to Him… But I beg You, as it is getting dark, let 
us proceed… It is Preparation Day. Be good, o holy Woman! » 

John and the women beg Her likewise, and Mary allows Her Son to be removed from Her lap. She stands up, 
distressed, while they envelop Him in a sheet, begging: « Oh! do it gently! » 

Nicodemus and John at the shoulders, Joseph at the feet, they lift the Corpse, enveloped not only in the sheet, 
but resting also on the mantles which act as a stretcher. And they set out down the road. 

Mary, supported by Her sister-in-law and by the Magdalene, goes down towards the sepulchre, followed by 
Martha, Mary of Zebedee and Susanna, who have picked up the nails, the tongs, the crown, the sponge and the 
cane. 

On Calvary remain the three crosses. The central one is bare, and the other two have their living trophies, who 
are dying… 

 

(Vol. 5: 627-8 

To Father Steffano Gobbi 

174. Near my Son April 13, 1979 
 
Good Friday   Today my place is here: near my Son who is suffering.  The Will of the Father so disposed that I 
would not be near Jesus during his interior agony in Gethsemane, because the very absence of his Mother would 
make his abandonment more complete. 'If it is possible, let this chalice pass from me.' But in my soul, during 
the night, I remained ever near my Son. Through prayer and suffering, I truly shared in all his agony in order to 
comfort and help Him, by uniting my 'yes' to his in saying: 'Father, not my will but yours be done.' And when the 
Angel was sent to Him from Heaven to comfort Him, he passed by Me also, in order that I might place in his 



chalice all the love of my motherly heart. Today my place is here: near my Son who is dying. The meeting takes 
place on the road to Calvary, after Jesus 

has been betrayed, denied and abandoned by his own. Of the twelve, there remains only one, whom I take by 
the hand to encourage him and to give him strength to remain with us. The condemnation is written on the 
scourged body o( Jesus and the thorns cover his eyes with blood. It is here that I meet my Son: I am at his side 
to help Him die. I feel the nails which pierce his flesh, the tearing of his body hung on the gibbet, his laboured 
breathing; I hear his voice as it grows weaker with words of prayer and pardon, and He appears to Me to be 
dying. But I continue to live, beneath the Cross, with a pierced Heart and a wounded soul, still miraculously alive 
because, as a Mother, I must help my Son to die. No one will ever understand the hidden mystery of this 
moment. Today my place is here: near my buried Son. And now my sorrow bursts forth as a flooding river bursts 
through all its embankments. My tears bathe his face, my laments cradle his body and with my hands I close the 
deep wounds, while my immaculate Heart becomes his first sepulchre. Then when night casts a veil over all 
things, the vie begins for the Mother. I am here, recollected in the faith which has never deserted Me, in the 
hope which completely illumines Me and in prayer which has become continual and unceasing as though to 
mark the passing of time which for Me no longer has either day or night. The fervent prayer of the Mother 
penetrates Heaven and is accepted by the Father who, to shorten my anguished wait, anticipates the moment 
of the resurrection of the Son. My place is here: near my risen Son. When Jesus comes to Me in the light of his 
glorified body, receives Me in his divine arms and bends down to kiss the wounds of my great sorrow, I 
understand that my mission on his behalf has been accomplished. I am beginning my maternal mission for you, 
for the Church which has been born of his great suffering and mine. 

285. The pierced soul February 2, 1984 

The Presentation of the Child Jesus in the Temple  At the moment in which I presented my Child Jesus in the 
Temple and my Heart was filled with motherly bliss at seeing how the Spirit had revealed to two simple old 
creatures the hidden plan of the Father, my soul was  pierced  by  the  prophetic  words  which  were  addressed  
to  Me:  "He  will  be  set  up  as  a  sign  of contradiction, for the salvation and the ruin of many... and a sword 
will pass through your soul!" In this way there was also revealed the profound mystery of my divine and universal 
Motherhood. It is a mystery of love! My motherly Heart opens up to love in a perfect way.  No other creature 
could ever possess so profound a capacity for love! If the extent of motherly love can be gauged by the number 
of one's children, just think how great must be the love of your heavenly Mother, to whom Jesus has entrusted 
to all men as her children! How great is my love as Mother! It embraces all men and everyone in particular, it 
follows every one of them along his path, shares in your difficulties,  shares your  sufferings,  helps  you  in  every  
need,  assists  you  in dangers, watches during decisive moments, never abandoning or forgetting anyone. 
Penetrate the secret of my Motherly love and you will always be consoled! It is also a mystery of sorrow! At  the  
moment  in  which  the  Child  Jesus  was  returned  to  my  arms  by  the  Priest  and  as  they  contemplated 
Him, at the age of 40 days, so beautiful and  with the freshness of  a flower which has scarcely opened, the 
prophetic voice of old Simeon led me to contemplate Him in my mind as already stretched upon the Cross: then 
my soul became truly pierced by a sword. I am the Mother with the pierced soul! Because now all your wounds 
are also mine, O sons, just as those of my Son Jesus were mine! You  are  living  through  days  of  great  sufferings,  
which  are  always  on  the  increase,  especially  for  you,  my beloved  ones.  The time which you are living 
through is marked by wounds of every kind,  caused  by  a persistent  and  general  rejection  of  God,  by  a  
great  forgetfulness  of  your  duties,  by  a  widespread  habit  of ignoring and no longer obeying the 
Commandments of the Law of God. In the Church, confusion is growing: those are too few who welcome my  
invitation to allow themselves to be formed and led by Me with the humble docility of my child Jesus! And so 
the darkness grows thicker in minds, hearts and souls! I am your Mother with the pierced soul: I am beside you 
in order to close up your wounds. Do not lose heart! Pray, do penance, be littler and docile, let yourselves be 
formed by Me. Let yourselves be carried in my Heart over the turbulent waters. Courage! Today, above all, my 



pierced soul wishes to pour out the fulness of its light and grace upon you. I enclose you in my Heart; every day 
I carry you to the 

Temple of  the  Lord  and  from  my  motherly  arms  I  place  you  on  the  altar  as  victims  prepared  by  Me  
and pleasing to Him, for the salvation of the world. 

378. Behold your Mother (Como), April 1, 1988 Good Friday "Beloved sons, welcome today the supreme gift of 
my Son Jesus, who is about to die on the Cross. Behold your Mother, At this moment I am at the foot of His 
Cross, transfixed by a sword of sorrow. I have seen my Son climb the hill of Calvary, crushed beneath the weight 
of the Cross; His head wounded by the crown of thorns; His entire body reduced to one single wound by the 
flagellation; His face disfigured by blood and by pain,-His eyes glazed from weeping; His Heart overwhelmed by 
the weight of ingratitude and the lack of love. I have felt the blows of the nails, which have pierced His hands 
and His feet; the heavy thump of the Cross in the earth, which cause Him to lunge with pain; the moans that 
come from His crucified body in the last hours  of  His  bloody  agony.  I  am  now  beneath  the  Cross  and  I  am  
crushed  beneath  the  weight  of  the blasphemies and the shrieks of hatred and of inhuman wickedness on the 
part of those who are assisting at His execution. I gather  in  the  motherly  chalice of  my  Immaculate  Heart  
every  drop  of  His  suffering,  His  great  thirst,  the pardoning  of  the  repentant  thief,  the  prayer  for  those  
who  are  crucifying  Him,  the  feeling  of  being abandoned even by God, His act of filial entrustment to the will 
of the Father. But a few moments before His divine Heart closes itself to earthly life, it opens itself to His last 
gift: Behold your Mother. 

Thus I became the Mother of all humanity redeemed by my Son. I am the true Mother of you all. The new 
sepulchre which receives Him, now dead, is transformed into the cradle in which you are all born into life. 
Receive with love this last gift of  His,  beloved  sons,  because,  at  the  side  of  the  cradle  in  which  you  have 
been reborn, there is the presence of the Mother whom Jesus has given to you.  Accept me into your life, that  
I  may  be  able  to  help  you  walk  along  the  same  road  upon  which  Jesus  has preceded you. Open for me 
the doors of your priestly home that I may be able to beautify it and adorn it with sanctity and purity. Live 
together with me each day, to be comforted in the carrying of your cross and in following Jesus all the way to 
Calvary. Let yourselves be formed by me, if you want your priestly life to be made fragrant by the blossoming of 
all the virtues. On Good Friday of this Marian Year, understand all the preciousness of the gift which Jesus has 
given you when  He  disclosed  His  hidden  thoughts  to  speak  to  you  those  words  which  you  must  never  
again  forget: Behold your Mother. And live ever in deep gratitude to Jesus for having given you this last gift of 
His. 

Promises of all who Offer the Seven Sorrows in the Divine Will 

Volume 6  December 21, 1903 the immense effects of the Sorrows of the Celestial Mama: 

 “ I saw seven most refulgent suns-but their shape was different from the sun which we see. It started with 
shape of a Cross and it ended with a point, and this point was inside a Heart. At first it could not be seen clearly, 
because the light of these suns was so great as to not allow one to see who was inside; but the nearer I drew, 
the more clearly it appeared that the Queen Mama was inside… She told me: these seven suns which come out 
from within my Heart are my SEVEN SORROWS which produced much glory and splendor for Me. These suns, 
the fruits of My Sorrows, dart continuously through the Throne of the Most Holy Trinity which feeling wounded, 
sends Me seven Channels of grace continuously, making Me their owner; and I dispense them for the glory of 
all Heaven, for the relief of purging souls, and for the benefit of pilgrim souls”. 

Jesus reveals to Luisa in the Divine Will Act of Volume6, September17,1908 how we mortals can participate in 
the Sorrows of the Queen Mama: 



• “ One who, in advance, places herself in the hands of the Providence, offering herself to suffer any kind 
of pains, miseries, illnesses, calumnies, and everything which the Lord will dispose upon her, comes to 
share in the FIRST SORROW OF THE PROPHECY OF SIMEON.”  

• “One who actually finds herself in a state of suffering and is resigned, clings more tightly to Me, and does 
not offend Me, it is as if she were saving Me from the hands of Herod; and I am saved  and sound in her 
custody, within the Egypt of her heart. So she participates in the SECOND SORROW OF THE FLIGHT INTO 
EGYPT.” 

• “ One who feels gloomy, dry, and deprived of My Presence, and remains yet firm and faithful to her usual 
practices – even more, she takes the opportunity to love Me and search for Me more, without tiring – 
comes to share in the merits and goods which My Mother acquired in the THIRD SORROW  WHEN I WAS 
LOST IN THE TEMPLE.” 

• “One who ,in any circumstance, feels sorry in seeing Me gravely offended, despised and treaded upon 
and tries to repair Me, to compassionate   Me and pray for those who offend Me – It is as if I encountered 
in that soul MY own Mother, Who would have freed Me from the enemy, had She been able to do it. So 
she shares in the FOURTH SORROW WHICH IS OUR MEETING ON THE WAY OF THE CROSS.” 

• “One, who crucifies her senses for love of MY Crucifixion, and tries to imitate the virtues of MY Crucifixion 
within herself, participates in the FIFTH SORROW OF MY CRUCIFIXION.”  

• “One who is in a continuous attitude of adoring, of kissing my wounds, of repairing, of thanking etc., in 
the name of all mankind, it is as if she were holding Me in her arms, just as My Mother held Me when I 
was deposed from the Cross, and she shares in Her SIXTH SORROW WHEN MY BODY WAS TAKEN DOWN 
FROM THE CROSS.” 

• “One who remains in My grace and corresponds to it, giving refuge into her heart to no one else but Me, 
it is as if she would bury Me in the center of her heart. And she shares in the SEVENTH SORROW OF MY 
BURIAL.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.youtube.com/embed/w11-syIAonE?feature=oembed

