She Gaertasting Sod has in Fia Wisdom forescen from Gtewnity, the orss FCe
no presents fo you as o gift from His Snnevmost Heart. Fhis Crase He non
sends you JCo has Considercd with Jlia @-Fnoming &yes, WUnderstood with
Io Dinine Mind, Fested with Jo Wise Fustice, Warmed with Loving @ums
and Weighed with Fis Ownn FHands Lo see that ik not be one ounce too heasy
for you. e has Blessed it with His Foly Dlame, @nointed it with Fis
Srace, Perfumed it with Flio Consolation, and taken one last Slance at you and
your cowrage — has Sent it Lo you from Jearen, o Special Greeting from God
to you, an Wms of the A Merciful Lote of Goo.
~ L. Snances 3o Safes™
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From the Book of Heaten

02 - DMay 16, 1899 - Hhe sictue of the Coss. Htipping onesell of one o own
will!

Geous continued for a fors more dano to manifest Fimself in the same way
~ nol wanting to detach Flimoel] from me. St seemed that that fittle bit of
be without me. Fhia morning Ie poured a little bit more of bilterness from Ilis
mouth info mine, and then Jle Lofd me: "Fhe cross dispases the souf Lo patience.
Ihe cro00 opens Heaven, and unites Heaven and earth together — that i, Sod
and the souf. Sﬂaomogm@mmfww,mWMummaW,
it has the sittue of removing the wiot of aff carthly things. Dot only thia, but
it causes her boredom, bother and contempt for the things of the earth, giving
her, inotead, the flavor and the enjoyment of celeotial thingo. Fowerer, fors are
Hhose who recagnize the intue of the cross; therofore they deapise it."

08 — December 2, 1899 — loquent Praise of the Cross
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G felt oll confused; G 3id not know what o say. But as He sent me a



who can say Lo You what the Crass i5? Your Mowth alone can apeak worlhily
of the sublimity of the Cross; but since You want me Lo opeak, S will 2o it.
Fhe Cross, suffered by You, frood me from the olasory of the 2esil, and
copoused me to the Divinity with an indicsoluble Bond. Fhe Cross is fecund and
gines binth Lo Srace in me. Fhe Crooo ia Light, St divillusiona me of what is
temporal, and reveals Lo me what is elemal. Fhe Croso o fire, and reduces to
aches afl that io nol of Sed, to the point of emplying my heart of the tiniest
blade of grace that might be in it. Fhe Crose is coin of inestimable salue, and
i S have, © Foly Spouse, the fortune of possessing it, S will be enviched with
olemal coine, o the point of becoming the richeot in FParadice, because the
then, makes me know mysell; not only thio, but St gives me the knowledge of
S0d. Fhe Crooa grafts all sirtues into me. Fhe Crona ia the noble pulpit of the
uncreated Wisdom, that teaches me the higheot, the fineot and moot sublime
doclrines. Do, only the Cross will reveal Lo me the moot hidden myolesies, the
maok secrel things, the mast pedfect perfection, hidden ta the moot ewdite and
foarned of the wocld. She Cross ia ke benoficont water thal pusifies me; not onfey
thio, but St administers to me the nourichment for the virtues, St makes them
gron, and only then does St feare me, when St brings me Back lo Glenal
Cife. Fhe Cross io ke colestial 20w, which presevies and embelliohes for me the
beantiful lily of purity. She Cross is the nowiohment of FHope. Fhe Crosa in
the boacon of operating Faith. Fhe Crass is fiie hard vood, which preseries the
fire of Charity, keeping it abwaye fit. Fhe Cross is like duy w00d, which diopels
and puts to flight olf the smokes of pride and of vainglory, producing the humble
siofel of humilily in the soul. Fhe Crass is the moot poverful seapon thal offends
the demona, and defends me from all of theix clams. Fherefore, the soul who



possesses the Cross ia the endy and admiration of the sery Bngels and Saints,
and the rage and indignation of the demana. Fhe Crona io my Paradice on carth,
in ouch a way thal if the Paradioe of the Plessed up thore, ia of delights, the
Paradive down here io of aufferings. Fhe Croso ia the chain of most pure Gold
that connects me to You, my FHigheot Good, and foums the moot intimate union
which can pansibly Be giten, to the point of making my being Bisappeat, @l
St tranaforma me in You, my Beloved, to the point that S feel foot within You,
and 3 live from your veny Sife.

Wter S 0aid thio (8§ don’t know whether it io nonsense), my lovable Geous
was all dofighted in biotening Lo me, and Lafen by enthusiaom of lose, Rissed me
ofl 0ver, and 0aid o me:  Brava, brava, My belored - you spoke welll My
Lore io Fire, but not like the tereotrial fire which, whereter il penetrates, renders
things olerile and reduces eveuything to ashes. My fire io Fecund, and it renders
olerile only that which is not Oictue. Fo all the real it gives Life, it makes
forma the moot delightful Cefestial Sarden. Fhe Crass io s0 Powedful, and I
Communicated oo much Srace to St, as to render St more offective than the sery
Sactaments; and this, becanse in receiding the Dacrament of My Body, the
dispasitiona and free concourse of the soul are needed in order to receive My
Graces, and many times these may be lacking; while the Cross has the Vinlue of
dioposing the aoul to Grace.”
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