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Feast of the Sacred Heart of Jesus 

 

IV. How Is the Son of God Man? 
The Heart of the Incarnate Word  

478 Jesus knew and loved us each and all during his life, his agony, and his Passion 
and gave himself up for each one of us: “The Son of God . . . loved me and gave 

himself for me.”116 He has loved us all with a human heart. For this reason, the 
Sacred Heart of Jesus, pierced by our sins and for our salvation,117 “is quite rightly 

considered the chief sign and symbol of that . . . love with which the divine Redeemer 
continually loves the eternal Father and all human beings” without exception.118 
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Matthew 11:29 
Take up my yoke upon you, and learn of me, because I am meek, and humble of heart: 

and you shall find rest to your souls. 

FROM THE BOOK OF HEAVEN 
V11 - 6.15.16 

MOST POWERFUL PRAYER OVER THE HEART OF JESUS 

Then I felt the Queen Mama near me, and She told me: "My daughter, pray." And I: 
‘My Mama, let us pray together, for by myself I don’t know how to pray.’ And She 
added: "The Most Powerful Prayers over the Heart of My Son, and those which 
move Him the most, are for the creature to clothe herself with everything He 
Himself Did and Suffered, since He Gave Everything as Gift to the creature. 
Therefore, My daughter, surround your head with the Thorns of Jesus, bead your 
eyes with His Tears, impregnate your tongue with His Bitterness, clothe your soul 
with His Blood, adorn yourself with His Wounds, pierce your hands and feet with 
His Nails, and like another Christ present yourself before His Divine Majesty. This 
sight will move Him in such a way that He will not be able to deny anything to the 
soul who is clothed with His Own Insignia. But – oh! how little do creatures know 
how to make use of the Gifts which My Son gave them! These were My Prayers upon 
earth, and these are My Prayers in Heaven." So, together we clothed ourselves with 
the Insignia of Jesus, and together we presented ourselves before the Divine 
Throne. This moved all; the Angels made way for us and remained as though 
surprised. I thanked Mama, and I found myself inside myself. 

FROM THE TWENTY FOUR HOURS OF THE PASSION  

OF OUR LORD JESUS CHRIST 

Nineteenth Hour: O my Jesus, alas, how tortured is your poor Heart! How to 
comfort so much pain? I will diffuse myself in You; I will place my heart in Yours, 
my ardent desires in Yours, so that any evil desire may be destroyed. 

I will diffuse my love in Yours, so that by means of your fire, the hearts of all 
creatures may be burned, and the profaned loves destroyed. Your most sacred 
Heart will be comforted, and from now on I promise You, O Jesus, always to remain 
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nailed to this most loving Heart, with the nails of your desires, of your Love and of 
your Will. 

Twentieth Hour: O my Jesus, I kiss your Most Sacred Heart, and I thank You for all 
You have suffered, desired and yearned for, for love of all and for each one in 
particular. I ask your forgiveness for the many evil desires, and for the affections 
and tendencies which are not good – forgiveness, O Jesus, for many who place your 
love after the love of creatures. And to give You all the glory that these have denied 
You, I offer You everything that your most adorable Heart has done and continues 
to do. 

Twenty-Second Hour: O Jesus, I kiss your Most Sacred Heart, and I intend to 
enclose in It, with my soul, all the souls redeemed by You, so that all may be saved 
– no one excluded. 

O Jesus, lock me in your Heart, and close the doors, that I may see nothing but You. 
I promise You that every time the thought comes to me of wanting to go out of this 
Heart, immediately I will cry out: "Jesus and Mary, to You I give my heart and my 
soul." 

Twenty-Third: O my Jesus, what can love not do? Love is life, and with my love I 
want to give You life; and if mine is not enough, give me your love. With your love, 
I will be able to do anything – yes, I will be able to give life to your Most Holy 
Humanity. O my Jesus, even after your death You want to show me that You love 
me, prove your love for me, and give me a refuge, a shelter, in your Sacred Heart. 
Therefore, pushed by a supreme force, to be assured of your death, a soldier rips 
your Heart open with a lance, opening a profound wound. And You, my Love, shed 
the last drops of Blood and water contained in your enflamed Heart. 

Ah, how many things does this wound, opened by love, tell me! And if your mouth 
is mute, your Heart speaks to me, and I hear It say: "My child, after I gave 
everything, I wanted this lance to open a shelter for all souls inside this Heart of 
Mine. Opened, It will cry out to all, continuously: Come into Me if you want to be 
saved. In this Heart you will find sanctity and you will make yourselves saints; you 
will find relief in afflictions, strength in weakness, peace in doubts, company in 
abandonments. O souls who love Me, if you really want to love Me, come to dwell 
in this Heart forever. 
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Here you will find true love in order to love Me, and ardent flames for you to be 
burned and consumed completely in love. Everything is centered in this Heart: here 
are the Sacraments, here my Church, here the life of my Church and the life of all 
souls. In It I also feel the profanations made against my Church, the plots of the 
enemies, the arrows they send, and my oppressed children – there is no offense 
which my Heart does not feel. Therefore, my child, may your life be in this Heart – 
defend Me, repair Me, bring Me everyone into It." 

My love, if a lance has wounded your Heart for me, I beg that You too, with your 
own hands, wound my heart, my affections, my desires – all of myself. Let there be 
nothing in me which is not wounded by your love. I unite everything to the 
harrowing pains of our dear Mama, who, for the pain of seeing your Heart being 
ripped open, falls into a swoon of sorrow and love; and like a dove, She flies in It to 
take the first place – to be the first Repairer, the Queen of your very Heart, the 
Mediatrix between You and the creatures. I too, with my Mama, want to fly into 
your Heart, to hear how She repairs, and to repeat Her reparations for all the 
offenses You receive. O my Jesus, in this wounded Heart of Yours, I will find my life 
again; therefore, anything I may be about to do, I will always draw from It. I will 
no longer give life to my thoughts; but if these want life, I will take Yours. My will 
will no longer have life; but if it wants life, I will take your Most Holy Will. My love 
will no longer have life; if it wants life, I will take your Love. O my Jesus, all of your 
Life is mine – this is your Will, this is my will. 

Twenty-Fourth Hour: Desolate Mama… I pray You to enclose me in the Most 
Sacred Heart of Jesus; and You, my sorrowful Mama, be my sentry, so that Jesus 
may not put me out of it; and I, even if I wanted, may not be able to leave. So I kiss 
your maternal hand; and You, bless me. 

FIAT! 


