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The Nine Excesses of Love 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

From the writings of the Servant of God, 

Luisa Piccarreta, 

Little Daughter of the Divine Will 



Preparation for Holy Christmas during the Season of Advent 

 

The Nine Excesses of Love in the Incarnation of the Word 

         Luisa Piccarreta, the Little Daughter of the Divine Will 
 

Let us prepare ourselves for the Great Feast of Holy Christmas by 

meditating on the Mystery of the Incarnation of the Word, attentively and 

continuously, during the Season of Advent, with the Christmas Novena (the 

Nine Excesses of Love) which Luisa did for the first time at the age of 

seventeen, and which she never abandoned during the course of her life. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Here is a suggested schedule of meditation. 

First, let us focus on each Excess of Love for one week, during nine 

consecutive weeks, by reading and meditating on them each day, ever more closely 

and deeply.   

This will help us to prepare ourselves for the final nine days before Christmas, 

in which we will repeat the Novena.    

 

May God Grant us Abundant Graces, Light and Consuming Love, 

to Be Reborn with Him in the Life of the Divine Will.  Amen. 

 



      Meditation Theme              Week 

I Excess of Love Trinitarian Love October 14 - 20 

II Excess of Love Constrained Love October 21 – 27 

III Excess of Love Devouring Love October 28 – Nov 3 

IV Excess of Love Operative Love November 4 – 10 

V Excess of Love Lonely Love  November 11 – 17 

VI Excess of Love Imprisoned Love November 18 – 24 

VII Excess of Love Unrequited Love Nov 25 – Dec 1 

VIII Excess of Love Supplicating Love December 2 – 8 

IX Excess of Love Agonizing Love December 9 - 15 

      Meditation Theme              Day 

I Excess of Love Trinitarian Love December 16 

II Excess of Love Constrained Love December 17 

III Excess of Love Devouring Love December 18 

IV Excess of Love Operative Love December 19 

V Excess of Love Lonely Love December 20 

VI Excess of Love Imprisoned Love December 21 

VII Excess of Love Unrequited Love December 22 

VIII Excess of Love Supplicating Love December 23 

IX Excess of Love Agonizing Love December 24 

Holy Christmas The Birth of Jesus December 25 

  

 



Christmas Novena 

From the Writings of Luisa Piccarreta 

 

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.”  

  

FIRST EXCESS OF LOVE 

As for example, for one hour, with my thought, I brought myself to Paradise, and I 

imagined the Most Holy Trinity:  the Father, Sending the Son upon earth; the Son, Promptly 

Obeying the Will of the Father; the Holy Spirit, Consenting. 

 My mind was confused in contemplating a Mystery so Great, a Love so Reciprocal, so 

Equal, so Strong Among Themselves and Toward men; and then, the ingratitude of men, and 

especially my own.  I would have remained there, not for one hour, but for the whole day; but an 

interior voice told me:  “Enough – Come and See other Greater Excesses of My Love.” 

  

SECOND EXCESS OF LOVE 

Then, my mind brought itself into the maternal womb, and remained stupefied in 

considering a God so Great in Heaven, now so annihilated, restricted, constrained, as to be unable 

to move, and almost even to breathe.   

The interior voice told me:  “Do you See how Much I have Loved you?  O please, make 

Me a little space in your heart; remove everything which is not Mine, so you will give Me more 

freedom to move and to breathe.” 

My heart was Consumed; I asked for His Forgiveness, I promised to be Completely His 

Own, I poured myself out in crying; but – I say this to my confusion – I would go back to my 

usual defects.  Oh Jesus, how Good You Are with this miserable creature!  

  

THIRD EXCESS OF LOVE 

As I moved on from the second to the third meditation, an interior voice told me:  “My 

daughter, place your head upon the womb of My Mama, and look deep into it at My Little 

Humanity.  My Love Devoured Me; the Fires, the Oceans, the Immense Seas of Love of My 

Divinity Inundated Me, Burned Me to ashes, and Sent their Flames so high as to Rise and Reach 

everywhere - all generations, from the first to the last man.  My Little Humanity was Devoured 

in the midst of such Flames; but do you know what My Eternal Love Wants Me to 

Devour?  Ah!  Souls!  And only then was I Content, when I Devoured them all, to Remain 

Conceived with Me.  I was God, and I was to Operate as God - I had to Take them all.  My Love 



would have Given Me no Peace, had I excluded any of them.  Ah!  My daughter, look well into 

the womb of My Mama; fix well your eyes on My Conceived Humanity, and you will find your 

soul Conceived With Me, and the Flames of My Love that Devour you.  Oh!  How Much I Loved 

you, and I Do Love you!” 

I felt dissolved in the midst of so much Love, nor was I able to go out of It; but a voice 

called me loudly, saying:  “My daughter, this is nothing yet; cling more tightly to Me, and give 

your hands to My Dear Mama, that She may hold you to her maternal womb.  And you, take 

another look at My Little Conceived Humanity, and watch the Fourth Excess of My Love.”  

  

FOURTH EXCESS OF LOVE 

“My daughter, from the Devouring Love, move on to look at My Operative Love.  Each 

conceived soul brought Me the burden of her sins, of her weaknesses and passions, and My Love 

Commanded Me to Take the burden of each one of them.  And It Conceived not only the souls, 

but the pains of each one, as well as the Satisfaction which each one of them was to give to My 

Celestial Father.  So My Passion was Conceived Together With Me.  Look well at Me in the 

womb of My Celestial Mama.  Oh!  How tortured was My Little Humanity.  Look well at My 

Little Head, surrounded by a crown of thorns, which, pressed tightly around My Temples, made 

Rivers of Tears Pour Out from My Eyes; nor was I able to make a move to dry them.  O Please! 

Be moved to compassion for Me, dry My Eyes from so much crying - you, who have free arms 

to be able to do it.  These thorns are the crown of the so many evil thoughts which crowd the 

human minds.  Oh! How they prick Me, more than thorns which sprout from the earth.  But, look 

again – what a long crucifixion of nine months:  I could not move a finger or a hand or a foot.  I 

was Always Immobile; there was no room to be able to move even a tiny bit.  What a long and 

hard crucifixion, with the addition that all evil works, assuming the form of nails, continuously 

pierced My Hands and Feet.”  So He Continued to Narrate to me pains upon pains – all the 

martyrdoms of His Little Humanity, such that, if I wanted to tell them all, I would be too long. 

I abandoned myself to crying, and I heard in my interior:  “My daughter, I would Like to 

Hug you, but I am unable to Do so - there is no room, I Am Immobile, I cannot Do It.  I would 

Like to Come to you, but I Am unable to Walk.  For now, you hug Me and you come to Me; then, 

when I Come Out of the maternal womb, I Will Come to you.”  But as I hugged Him and squeezed 

Him tightly to my heart with my imagination, an interior voice told me:  “Enough for now, My 

daughter; move on to consider the Fifth Excess of My Love.” 

 

FIFTH EXCESS OF LOVE 

And the interior voice continued:  “My daughter, do not move away from Me, do not leave 

Me alone; My Love Wants your company.  This Is another Excess of My Love, which does not 

want to be alone.  But do you know whose company It Wants?  That of the creature.  See, in the 

womb of My Mama, all of  the creatures are Together With Me – Conceived Together With Me.  I 

Am With them, All Love.  I Want to Tell them how Much I Love them; I Want to Speak with 

them to Tell them of My Joys and Sorrows - that I Have Come into their midst to Make them 

Happy and to Console them; that I Will Remain in their midst as a Little Brother, Giving My 



Goods, My Kingdom, to each one of them at the Cost of My Life.  I Want to Give them My Kisses 

and My Caresses.  I Want to Amuse Myself with them, but – ah, how many sorrows they give 

Me!  Some run away from Me, some play deaf and force Me into silence; some despise My Goods 

and do not care about My Kingdom, returning My Kisses and Caresses with indifference and 

obliviousness of Me, so they convert My Amusement into Bitter Crying.  Oh!  How Lonely I Am, 

though in the midst of many.  Oh! How loneliness weighs upon Me.  I have no one to whom to 

Say a Word, with whom to Pour Myself Out, not even in Love.  I Am Always Sad and Taciturn, 

because if I Speak, I Am not listened to.  Ah! My daughter, I Beg you, I Implore you, do not leave 

Me alone in so much loneliness; give Me the good of letting Me Speak by listening to Me; lend 

your ear to My Teachings.  I Am the Master of masters.  How many things do I Want to Teach 

you!  If you listen to Me, you will stop My Crying and I Will Amuse Myself with you.  Don’t 

you want to amuse yourself with Me?” 

And as I abandoned myself in Him, giving Him my compassion in His Loneliness, the 

interior voice continued:  “Enough, enough; move on to consider the Sixth Excess of My Love.” 

  

SIXTH EXCESS OF LOVE 

“My daughter, come, pray My Dear Mama to set aside a little space for you within her 

maternal womb, that you yourself may see the Painful State in which I find Myself.”  So, in my 

thoughts, it seemed that our Queen Mama made me a little room to make Jesus Content, and 

placed me in it.  But the darkness was such that I could not see Him; I could only hear His 

Breathing, while He Continued to Say in my interior:  “My daughter, look at another Excess of 

My Love.  I Am the Eternal Light; the sun is a shadow of My Light.  But do you see where My 

Love Led Me - in what a dark prison I Am?  There is not a glimmer of light; it is always night for 

Me – but a night without stars, without rest.  I Am Always Awake…what Pain!  The narrowness 

of this prison - without being able to make the slightest movement; the thick darkness…; even 

My Breathing, as I Breathe through the breathing of my Mama – oh, how Labored It Is!  To this, 

add the darkness of the sins of creatures.  Each sin was a night for Me, and combined together 

they formed an abyss of darkness, with no boundaries.  What Pain!  Oh, Excess of My Love - 

Making Me Pass from an Immensity of Light and Space into an abyss of thick darkness, so narrow 

as to lose the freedom to Breathe; and all this, for Love of creatures.” 

As He was Saying this, He Moaned - Moans almost suffocated because of the lack of space; 

and He Cried.  I was consumed with crying.  I thanked Him, I compassionated Him; I wanted to 

make Him a little light with my love, as He told me to.  But who can say all?  Then, the same 

interior voice added:  “Enough for now; move on to the Seventh Excess of My Love.” 

 

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, Happinesses and Goods, to Clothe Me with all the unhappinesses 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.  Oh, 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.” 

 

EIGHTH EXCESS OF LOVE 

“My daughter, do not leave Me alone; place your head upon the womb of My Dear Mama, 

and even from the outside you will hear My Moans and My Supplications.  In Seeing that neither 

My Moans nor My Supplications Move the creature to compassion for My Love, I Assume the 

Attitude of the Poorest of Beggars; and Stretching Out My Little Hand, I Ask - for pity’s sake, 

and at least as alms - for their souls, for their affections and for their hearts.  My Love Wanted to 

Win Over the heart of man at any Cost; and In Seeing that after Seven Excesses of My Love, he 

was still reluctant, he played deaf, he did not care about Me and did not want to give himself to 

Me, My Love Wanted to Push Itself further.  It should have stopped; but no, It Wanted to 

Overflow even more from within Its Boundaries; and from the womb of My Mama, It Made My 

Voice Reach every heart, with the Most Insinuating Manners, with the Most Fervent Prayers, 

with the Most Penetrating Words.  And do you know what I Said to them?  ‘My child, give me 

your heart; I Will Give you everything you want, provided that you give Me your heart in 

exchange.  I Have Descended from Heaven to Make a Prey of it.  O please, do not deny it to 

Me!  Do not delude My Hopes!’  And In Seeing him reluctant – even more, many turned their 

backs to Me – I Passed On to Moaning; I Joined My Little Hands and, Crying, with a Voice 

Suffocated by Sobs, I Added:  ‘Ohh! Ohh! I Am the Little Beggar; you don’t want to give Me 

your heart - not even as alms?  Is this not a Greater Excess of My Love; that the Creator, In Order 

to Approach the creature, Takes the Form of a little baby so as not to strike fear in him; that He 

Asks for the heart of the creature, at least as alms, and In Seeing that he does not want to give it, 

He Supplicates, Moans and Cries?” 

Then I heard Him Say:  “And you, don’t you want to give Me your heart?  Or maybe you 

too want Me to Moan, Beg and Cry in order to give Me your heart?  Do you want to deny Me the 

alms I Ask of you?”  And as He was Saying this I heard Him as though Sobbing, and I:  ‘My 

Jesus, do not cry, I give You my heart and all of myself.’  Then, the interior voice 

continued:  “Move further; pass on to the Ninth Excess of My Love.” 

 

 

 



NINTH EXCESS OF LOVE 

“My daughter, My State Is ever more painful.  If you love Me, keep your gaze fixed on 

Me, to see if you can offer some relief to your Jesus; a little word of love, a caress, a kiss, will 

give respite to My Crying and to My Afflictions.  Listen My daughter, after I Gave Eight Excesses 

of My Love, and man requited them so badly, My Love did not give up and Wanted to Add the 

Ninth Excess To the Eighth.  And this was Yearnings, Sighs of Fire, Flames of Desire, for I 

Wanted to Go Out of the maternal womb to  Embrace man.  This Reduced My Little Humanity, 

not yet born, to such an Agony as to Reach the Point of Breathing My Last.  But as I was about 

to Breathe My Last, My Divinity, which was Inseparable From Me, Gave Me Sips of Life, and 

so I Regained Life to Continue My Agony, and Return Again to the Point of Death.  This was the 

Ninth Excess of My Love:  to Agonize and to Die of Love Continuously for the creature.  Oh! 

What a Long Agony of nine months!  Oh! How Love Suffocated Me and Made Me Die.  Had I 

not had the Divinity with Me, which Gave Me Life Again every time I was about to Finish, Love 

would have Consumed Me before Coming Out to the Light of Day.”   

Then He Added:  “Look at Me, Listen to Me, how I Agonize, how My Heart Beats, Pants, 

Burns.  Look at Me - now I Die.”  And He Remained In Deep Silence.  I felt like dying.  My 

blood froze in my veins, and trembling, I said to Him:  ‘My Love, my Life, do not die, do not 

leave me alone.  You want love, and I will love You; I will not leave You ever again.  Give me 

Your Flames to be able to love You more, and Be Consumed Completely for You.’     

 

 

 

 



THE BIRTH OF JESUS 

December 25, 1900  Volume 4 

As I was in my usual state, I felt I was outside of myself; after wandering around, I found 
myself inside a cave, and I saw the Queen Mama in the Act of Giving Birth to Little Baby 

Jesus.  What a Wonderful Prodigy!  It seemed that both Mother and Son were Transmuted Into Most 
Pure Light.  But In that Light one could see very well the Human Nature of Jesus Containing the 

Divinity Within Itself, and Serving as a Veil to Cover the Divinity; in such a way that, in Tearing the 

Veil of Human Nature, He was God, while Covered by that Veil, He was Man.  Here is the Prodigy 
of Prodigies:  God and Man, Man and God!  Without Leaving the Father and the Holy Spirit – 

because True Love never separates – He Comes to Dwell in our midst, Taking On human flesh.  Now, 

it seemed to me that Mother and Son, in that Most Happy Instant, Remained as though Spiritualized, 
and without the slightest difficulty Jesus Came Out of the Maternal womb, while both of them 

Overflowed with Excess of Love.  In other words, those Most Pure Bodies were Transformed into 
Light, and without the slightest impediment, Light Jesus Came Out of the Light of the Mother, while 

both One and the Other remained whole and intact, returning, then, to their natural state. 

Who can tell the Beauty of the Little Baby who, at the Moment of His birth, Transfused, also 
externally, the Rays of the Divinity?  Who can tell the Beauty of the Mother, who Remained All 

Absorbed in those Divine Rays?  And Saint Joseph?  It seemed to me that he was not present at the 
Act of the Birth, but remained in another corner of the cave, all engrossed in that Profound 

Mystery.  And if he did not see with the eyes of the body, he saw very well with the eyes of the soul, 

because he Remained Enraptured in Sublime Ecstasy. 

Now, in the Act in which the Little Baby Came Out to the light, I would have wanted to fly and take 

Him in my arms, but the Angels prevented me, saying that the honor of holding Him first belonged 

to the Mother.  Then, the Most Holy Virgin, as though stirred, returned into Herself and from the 
hands of an Angel Received Her Son in Her arms.  In Her Ardor of Love, She squeezed Him so 

tightly that it seemed that She wanted to draw Him into Her womb again.  Then, wanting to let Her 
Ardent Love pour out, She placed Him at Her breast to suckle.  In the meantime, I was completely 

annihilated, waiting to be called so as not to be scolded again by the Angels.  Then the Queen said to 

me:  “Come, come and take your Beloved, and you too, enjoy Him – pour out your love with 
Him.”  As She was saying this, I drew near Mama, and She gave Him to me, into my arms.  Who can 

say my contentment, the kisses, the squeezes, the tendernesses?  After I poured myself out a little, I 

said to Him:  ‘My beloved, You have suckled the milk of our Mama, share it with me.’  And He, All 
Condescending, Poured part of that milk from His Mouth into mine, and then He Told me:  “My 

beloved, I was Conceived united to suffering, I was Born to suffering, and I Died in suffering.  And 
with the three nails with which they crucified Me, I Nailed the three powers – intellect, memory and 

will – of those souls who yearn to love Me, Keeping them All Drawn to Myself, because sin had 

rendered them infirm and dispersed from their Creator – without any restraint.”  As He was Saying 
this, He Gazed at the world and began to Cry Over its miseries.  On seeing Him Cry, I said:  ‘Lovable 

Baby, do not sadden with your tears a night so happy for one who loves you.  Instead of pouring 
ourselves out in crying, let us pour ourselves out in singing’; and as I said this, I began to sing.  Jesus 

was Amused at Hearing me sing, and He Stopped Crying; and Completing my verse, He Sang His 

Own, with a Voice so Powerful and Harmonious that all other voices disappeared at the Sound of 

His Most Sweet Voice…. 



Appendix 

From a letter of Blessed Annibale Maria di Francia to Luisa: 

 

J.M.J.A. 

Messina, February 14, 1927 

Most esteemed one in the Lord, 

…I also tell you that in reading the Nine Exercises of Christmas, of which we have already 

prepared the proofs, one remains astounded at the immense Love and the immense suffering of 

Our blessed Lord Jesus Christ for love of us, and for the salvation of souls.  I have never read in 

any other book on this topic a Revelation so touching and penetrating!… 

From the Writings of Luisa Piccarreta: 

December 16, 1928, Volume 25 

Speaking of the Nine Excesses of Jesus in the Incarnation.  Contentments of Jesus.  His 

Word Is Creation.  Jesus Sees the Scenes of His Love being Repeated.  Preludes of His 

Kingdom. 
I was doing my meditation, and since today it was the beginning of the Novena of Baby Jesus, 

I was thinking about the Nine Excesses of His Incarnation, which Jesus had Narrated to me with So 
Much Tenderness, and which are written in the first volume.  I felt great reluctance at reminding the 

confessor about this, because, in reading them, he had told me that he wanted to read them in public 
in our chapel. 

Now, while I was thinking of this, my Little Baby Jesus Made Himself seen in my arms, so 

very little, Caressing me with His Tiny Little Hands, and Saying to me:  “How Beautiful is My little 
daughter!  How Beautiful!  How I Must Thank you for having Listened to Me.”  And I:  ‘My Love, 

what are You Saying?  It is I who must thank You for having Spoken to me, and for having Given 

me, with So Much Love, Acting as my teacher, so many Lessons which I did not deserve.’  And 
Jesus:  “Ah, My daughter, to how many do I Want to Speak, and they do not listen to Me, reducing 

Me to silence and to suffocating My Flames.  So, we Must Thank each other – you Thank Me, and I 
Thank you.  And then, why do you want to oppose the reading of the Nine Excesses?  Ah! You do 

not know how much Life, how much Love and Grace They Contain.  You Must Know that My Word 

Is Creation, and in Narrating to you the Nine Excesses of My Love in the Incarnation, I not only 
Renewed My Love which I had in Incarnating Myself, but I Created New Love In Order to Invest 

the creatures and Conquer them to give themselves to Me.  These Nine Excesses of My Love, 

Manifested with So Much Love of Tenderness and Simplicity, Formed the Prelude of the Many 
Lessons I was to Give you about My Divine Fiat, In Order to Form Its Kingdom.  And now, by Their 

being read, My Love Is Renewed and Redoubled.  Don’t you want, then, that My Love, Being 
Redoubled, Overflow outside and Invest more hearts, so that, as a Prelude, they may dispose 

themselves for the Lessons of My Will, to Make It Known and Reign?”  And I:  ‘My dear Baby, I 

believe that many have spoken about Your Incarnation.’  And Jesus:  “Yes, yes, they have spoken, 
but those have been words taken from the shore of My Love, therefore they are words which possess 

neither Tendernesses, nor Fulnesses of Life.  But those few words which I have spoken to you, I have 
Spoken From Within the Life of the Fount of My Love, and They Contain Life, Irresistible Strength, 

and such Tendernesses, that only the dead will not Feel themselves Being Moved to pity for Me, Tiny 

Little One, who Suffered so many pains even from the womb of the Celestial Mama.” 



After this, the confessor was reading in the chapel the First Excess of the Love of Jesus In the 
Incarnation; and my Sweet Jesus, from within my interior, Pricked Up His Ears to Listen.  And 

Drawing me to Himself, He Said to me:  “My daughter, how Happy I Feel in Listening to Them.  But 
My Happiness Increases in Keeping you in this house of My Will, as both of us are Listeners:  I, of 

What I have Told you, and you, of What you have Heard from Me.  My Love Swells, Boils and 

Overflows.  Listen, Listen – how Beautiful It Is!  The Word Contains the Breath, and As It Is Spoken, 
the Word Carries the Breath which, like air, Goes Around from mouth to mouth and Communicates 

the Strength of My Creative Word; and the New Creation which My Word Contains Descends Into 

the hearts.  Listen, My daughter:  in Redemption I had the Cortege of My Apostles, and I was in their 
midst, All Love, In Order to Instruct them; I spared no toil In Order to Form the Foundation of My 

Church.  Now, in this house, I Feel the Cortege of the First Children of My Will, and I Feel My 
Loving Scenes Being Repeated, In Seeing you in their midst, All Love, wanting to impart the Lessons 

about My Divine Fiat In Order to Form the Foundations of the Kingdom of my Divine Will.  If you 

knew how Happy I Feel In Seeing you speak about my Divine Volition….  I Anxiously Await the 
moment when you begin to speak, In Order to Listen to you, and to Feel the Happiness that My 

Divine Will Brings Me”. 

 

December 21, 1928  Volume 25 

Sea of Love In the Excesses of Jesus.  Example of the sea.   
The Novena of Holy Christmas continues, and continuing to hear the Nine Excesses of the 

Incarnation, my Beloved Jesus Drew me to Himself, and Showed me how each Excess of His Love 
was a Sea Without Boundaries.  And, in this Sea, Gigantic Waves Rose, in which one could see all 

souls Flowing, Devoured by These Flames.  Just as the fish flow in the waters of the sea, and the 
waters of the sea form the life of the fish, the guide, the defense, the food, the bed, the palace of these 

fish, so much so, that if they get out of the sea, they can say, “our life is ended, because we have gone 

out of our inheritance – the fatherland given to us by our Creator”; In the Same Way, these Gigantic 
Waves of Flames that Rose from these Seas of Fire, by Devouring the creatures, Wanted to Be the 

Life, the Guide, the Defense, the Food, the Bed, the Palace, the Fatherland of creatures.  But as they 

go out of this Sea of Love, all of a sudden, they find death.  And Little Baby Jesus Cries, Moans, 
Prays, Shouts and Sighs, for He Wants no one to go out of these Devouring Flames of His, because 

He does not Want to see anyone die.  Oh! if the sea had reason, more than tender mother it would 
sadly cry over its fish which are snatched away from its sea, because it feels a life, which it possesses 

and preserves with so much love, being snatched away from itself; and with its waves, it would hurl 

itself at those who dared to snatch away from it so many lives which it possesses, and which form its 
richness, its glory. 

“And if the sea does not cry, I Cry” – Jesus Says – “In Seeing that, while My Love has 

Devoured all creatures, ungrateful, they do not want to Live Life In My Sea of Love, but wriggling 
free from My Flames, they exile themselves from My Fatherland, losing the Palace, the Guide, the 

Defense, the Food, the Bed, and even the Life.  How can I not Cry?  They Came Out of Me – they 
were Created By Me, and were Devoured By My Flames of Love which I Had in Incarnating Myself 

for Love of all creatures.  As I Hear the Nine Excesses being narrated to Me, the Sea of My Love 

Swells – It Boils; and Forming Huge Waves, It Roars so much, that It would Want to Deafen 
everyone, that they might Hear nothing but My Moans of Love, My Cries of Sorrow, My Repeated 

Sobs, Saying:  ‘Don’t make Me Cry any more, let us exchange the Kiss of Peace; let us Love each 
other, and we Will all Be Happy – the Creator and the creature’.”… 



We submit ourselves in obedience to the Church Authorities and those delegated by them. Fiat! 


