
CHAPTER II

EMBRACE THE PRESENT MOMENT AS AN
EVER-FLOWING SOURCE OF HOLINESS

(1) The activity of God is everywhere and always present, but it is visible only to the eye of
faith.

All creatures live in the hands of God. By our senses we can see only
the action of the creature, but faith sees the creator acting in all
things. Faith sees that Jesus Christ lives in everything and works
through all history to the end of time, that every fraction of a second,
every atom of matter, contains a fragment of his hidden life and his
secret activity. The actions of created beings are veils which hide the
profound mysteries of the workings of God. After the Resurrection,
Jesus Christ took the disciples unawares by his appearances, showing
himself to them as if disguised and then appearing when he had
revealed himself. And it is this same Jesus, ever living and ever
active, who still surprises us if our faith is not strong and clear-
sighted enough. There is never a moment when God does not come
forward in the guise of some suffering or some duty, and all that takes
place within us, around us and through us both includes and hides his
activity. Yet, because it is invisible, we are always taken by surprise
and do not recognize his operation until it has passed by us. If we
could lift the veil and if we watched with vigilant attention, God
would endlessly reveal himself to us and we should see and rejoice in
his active presence in all that befalls us. At every event we should
exclaim: “It is the Lord!” (John 21:7). Nothing could happen to us
without our accepting it as a gift from God. We should regard all



creatures as very feeble tools serving his purpose; we should realize,
too, that we are in want of nothing and that his continual care for us
makes him give us everything that is good and proper. If we had
faith, we should be grateful to all creatures, cherish them and thank
them silently for their good will in helping us, by God’s design,
toward perfection.

If we never ceased to live the life of faith, our intercourse with God
would never be interrupted and we should talk with him face to face.
When we speak it is the air which transmits our thoughts and our
words, and so all our actions and our sufferings would be the medium
through which we heard the expression of God’s will. They would, as
it were, give his Word substance and visible expression, and all that
happened to us would be seen as holy and most excellent. God in his
glory will give us this union in heaven; here on earth we can enjoy it
by faith. The only difference is the way it is given to us.

It is faith which interprets God for us. Without its light we should
not even know that God was speaking, but would hear only the
confused, meaningless babble of creatures. As Moses saw the flame of
fire in the bush and heard the voice of God coming from it, so faith
will enable us to understand his hidden signs, so that amidst all the
apparent clutter and disorder we shall see all the loveliness and
perfection of divine wisdom. Faith transforms the earth into paradise.
By it our hearts are raised with the joy of our nearness to heaven.
Every moment reveals God to us. Faith is our light in this life. By it
we know the truth without seeing it, we are put in touch with what
we cannot feel, recognize what we cannot see, and view the world
stripped of all its superficialities. Faith unlocks God’s treasury. It is
the key to all the vastness of his wisdom. The hollowness of all
created things is disclosed by faith, and it is by faith that God makes
his presence plain everywhere. Faith tears aside the veil so that we
can see the everlasting truth.

All that lies around us is false and vain. There is no truth except in
God, and there is an immeasurable distance between his thoughts and
our illusions. It is incredible that, although we have been warned
time and time again that all the affairs of the world are but shadows



and mysteries to be understood only by faith, we still persist in
looking at them as if they had an intrinsic value and reality. The
result is that everything remains a riddle to us. We behave like fools.
What we should do is gaze at the principle, the source and the origin
of all things. Then we should find that everything has a supernatural
quality, something divine about it that can lead us onward to
holiness. Everything is part of that completeness which is Jesus
Christ, and all that happens, every event, is a stone toward the
building of that heavenly Jerusalem where one day we may dwell. If
we persist in living according to what we see and feel, we shall
wander like imbeciles through a maze shrouded with darkness and
phantasmagoria. Yet, by faith, we should know God and be able to
live for him alone, ignoring all the frivolities of external things.

(2) The will of God often appears repulsive, but faith enables us to see it as it really is.

If we live by faith we shall judge things very differently from the
way people do who rely only on the evidence of their senses and so
remain unaware of the priceless treasure hidden under appearances.
If we know that someone in disguise is really our king we shall
behave very differently toward him than will someone who sees only
an ordinary man. He will treat him as such. Now, if we see the will of
God in the most trifling affairs, in every misfortune, and in every
disaster, we shall accept them all with an equal joy, delight and
respect. What others fear and flee from, we shall welcome with open
doors. The clothing is shabby and mean to the ordinary eye, but we
shall respect the royal majesty hidden under it and feel a deepening
of our love the more hidden and abject our king is. I cannot describe
what the heart feels when it accepts the divine will so apparently
diminished in power, so humble and so pitiful. How profoundly
moved Mary’s loving heart was when she saw the poverty of her God,
lying whimpering and trembling on a bundle of hay in a manger! If
we could ask the people of Bethlehem what they thought of this child,
we know what answer we should get. Yet, had he been born in a
palace surrounded with all the trappings of a prince, they would have



rushed to pay him honor. But let us ask Mary, Joseph, the Magi and
the shepherds, and they will tell us that in this utter poverty they find
something indescribable which increases the glory of God and his
attractiveness. Paradoxically, what we cannot experience by our
senses stimulates, increases and enriches our faith. The less we see,
the more we believe.

To adore Jesus on Thabor, or to accept the will of God expressed
through remarkable circumstances, does not prove that our faith is
stronger or better than to accept gladly God’s will in the petty affairs
of life and to worship Jesus nailed to the cross, for our faith is never
more alive than when what we experience through our senses
contradicts and tries to destroy it. The battle with our senses gives
our faith a splendid victory. To discover God just as clearly in very
minor or ordinary things as in the big things of life, is to have a far
from normal faith. It is one that is great and extraordinary.

To be satisfied with the present moment is to relish and adore the
divine will moving through all we have to do and suffer as events
crowd in upon us. If we are like this, the liveliness of our faith will
compel us to adore God no matter how humiliating the circumstances
in which he places us. There is nothing which can conceal him from
the penetrating gaze of our faith. If our senses insist, “There is no
God,” the more closely and firmly do we clasp to us our bunch of
myrrh. We are neither astonished nor disgusted by anything.

Mary sees the Apostles flee, but she herself remains faithfully at the
foot of the cross. Torn by wounds and disfigured with spittle though
he was, she knew him as her son. Indeed, his bleeding, battered body
increased her love and adoration of him. The more viciously he was
blasphemed, the more she venerated him. The life of faith is the
untiring pursuit of God through all that disguises and disfigures him
and, as it were, destroys and annihilates him. Look at Mary: from the
stable to Calvary she stayed close to that God who was despised,
rejected and persecuted. So it is with all faithful souls. They have to
pass through a steady succession of veils and shadows and illusions
which seek to hide the will of God, but they follow and love it even to
the death on the cross. They know that they must leave the shadows



and run after this divine sun which, from its rising to its setting and
no matter how thick and dark the clouds hiding it, illumines, warms
and sets aglow the loyal hearts who bless, praise and contemplate it
as it sweeps along its mysterious course. Let us, then, as faithful souls,
happy and tireless, advance after the beloved as he moves with giant
strides across the heavens. He sees all things. He walks above the
smallest blades of grass and the cedar groves, and treads the grains of
sand as well as the mountain peaks. Wherever we have trodden he
has been, and if we constantly pursue him we shall find him no
matter where we are.

There is no peace more wonderful than the peace we enjoy when
faith shows us God in all created things. All that is dark becomes
light, and what is bitter sweet. Faith transforms ugliness into beauty,
and malice into kindness. Faith is the mother of tenderness, trust and
joy. It cannot feel anything but love and pity for its enemies, by
whom it is so greatly enriched, for the more harsh the actions of
creatures against us, the more beneficial God makes them for our
souls. The human instrument tries to injure us, but the divine
craftsman, in whose hands it is, ensures that it takes from our souls
all that would harm them. The will of God has only delights, favors
and riches for all souls who are obedient to it. We cannot trust it too
much or abandon ourselves to it too completely. If we leave
everything to God, he will do all that is necessary for our holiness.
Faith cannot doubt this. The more unreliable, disgusted, despairing
and unsure of themselves our senses are, the more emphatically does
faith exclaim: “God is here! All goes well!” There is nothing that faith
cannot overcome. It pierces through the darkest shadows and the
thickest clouds to reach the truth, embraces it and can never be torn
from it.

(3) Every moment is crammed with infinite riches which are given us according to the extent
of our faith and love.

Once we can grasp that each moment contains some sign of the will
of God, we shall find in it all we can possibly desire, for there is



nothing more reasonable, more excellent, more holy than his will.
Can any variations of time, place or circumstance add anything to its
infinite value? If you are taught the secret of finding its presence in
every moment of your lives, then you possess all that is most precious
and supremely worthwhile. What is it that you want—those of you
seeking perfection? Give your desires free reign, setting absolutely no
limits, no boundaries to them. Listen to me: let your hearts demand
the infinite, for I can tell you how to fill them. There is never one
moment in which I cannot show you how to find whatever you can
desire. The present moment is always overflowing with immeasurable
riches, far more than you are able to hold. Your faith will measure it
out to you: as you believe, so you will receive. Love, too, is also a
measure. The more you love the more you will want and the more
you will get. Every moment the will of God is stretched out before us
like a vast ocean which the desires of our hearts can never empty, but
more and more of it will be ours as our souls grow in faith, in trust
and in love. The entire universe cannot fill and satisfy our hearts, for
they are greater than all apart from God. Mountains which overawe
us are but tiny grains to our hearts. We must draw upon that will
veiled and hidden beneath every little detail of our lives and shall
find there a fullness, an amplitude infinitely more vast than all our
longings. Fawn upon no one and have no illusions. They can do
nothing for us. The will of God alone can satisfy us. That is what we
must adore and drive direct toward it, casting aside all
superficialities. Strip away the fascination of the senses, kill and
destroy them, and then you will be ruled by faith, for your senses
worship created things. Take away from the senses what they worship
and they will weep like deserted children, but faith must triumph, for
nothing can destroy the will of God. When the senses are really
attacked, starved and stripped they collapse, and faith becomes
stronger and more alive than ever. This faith laughs at the importance
of the senses, as the commander of an impregnable citadel laughs at
all attacks launched against it. When the will of God has been made
known to us and we, in turn, make it plain that we are only too glad
to abandon ourselves to it, we shall be given most powerful help. We



shall then know the joy of God’s arrival within us and savor it more
intensely the more completely we abandon ourselves to his adorable
will.

(4) God reveals himself to us through the most commonplace happenings in a way just as
mysterious and just as truly and as worthy of adoration as in the great occurrences of
history and the Scriptures.

The written word of God is full of mysteries, and equally so is his
word expressed in world events. These two books are truly sealed,
and it can be said of both of them: “The letters bring death” (II Cor.
3:6). God is the center of faith, and faith is a gulf of shadows, and
these shadows emerge and veil all the divine operations. All his words
and all his works are only, as it were, murky rays from a clouded sun.
With our bodily eyes we can see the natural sun and its beams, but
the eyes of our soul, by which we want to see God and his works,
remain shut. There is darkness instead of light; knowledge is
ignorance and we see without understanding. Holy Scripture is the
mysterious utterance of a still more mysterious God, and the events of
history are the incomprehensible words of this same hidden and
unknown God. They are dark drops from an ocean of darkness and
shadows. Every drop of water and every little stream carry traces of
their source. The fall of the angels and of Adam, the ungodliness and
idolatry of men up to and after the flood in the lifetime of the
patriarchs, who knew and told their children the story of the creation
and of the still recent preservation of the world from the flood—these
are indeed some of the most mysterious accounts in Holy Scripture.
Then we have a mere handful of men kept safe from idolatry until the
coming of the Messiah, in spite of the general loss of faith throughout
the world, with iniquity always dominant, always powerful, and the
little band of believers always ill-used and persecuted. Think of the
treatment of Jesus Christ. And the plagues of the Apocalypse. Imagine
it! These are God’s words. It is what he has revealed. The
consequences of these terrible mysteries will continue to the end of
time, and yet they are still the living word, teaching us of the



wisdom, the power and the goodness of God. These divine attributes
are made manifest by all the events of history. All things teach this
truth. But, alas, we cannot see it, though we must believe it is so.

Why does God allow Turks and heretics to flourish? They proclaim
his infinite perfection. That is the sole purpose of Pharaoh and all the
impious men who have followed his example. It is no use looking at
these historical facts and figures in the ordinary way. We must shut
our eyes and cease to reason if we wish to see the divine mysteries in
these affairs.

You speak, Lord, to all men in general by the great events of
history. All revolutions are only the waves of your providence raising
storms and tempests in the minds of those who question your
mysterious actions. You speak to every individual through what
happens to them moment by moment. Instead of hearing the voice of
God in all these things and revering the mysterious obscurity of his
word, however, men see in them only material happenings, the effects
of chance or purely human activities. They find fault with everything,
want to change this continual expression of God’s word and give
themselves absolute freedom to commit every kind of excess, the very
least of which they would consider a monstrous outrage if it involved
a single comma in Holy Scripture. “That is the word of God,” they
say, “and all that is there is holy and true.” The less they understand
it, the more they venerate it and adore the depths of God’s wisdom.
Very right and proper, too. But when God speaks to us at every
moment, not with words of ink on paper but by what we suffer and
do from moment to moment, should we not give equal attention to
him? Why do we not venerate his truth and goodness in all this? But
we are pleased by nothing and critical of everything. For we are
judging by our senses and our reason that which can only be
measured by faith. We read, with the eyes of faith, the word of God in
the Scriptures, and we are very wrong to read it with other eyes when
it comes to us in his activities.

(5) God continues to write his word in our hearts, but the characters will not be seen until the
day of judgment.



“Jesus Christ is the same today as he was yesterday and as he will
be forever,” says the Apostle Paul (Heb. 13:8).

From the creation of the world, Jesus Christ has lived in every
human soul and he works within us throughout our lives. All the
years from the beginning of the world until its end are but as a day.
Jesus lived before its creation and he lives still. He began in himself
and continues in his saints a life that will never end. O life of Jesus
which embraces and transcends all eras! A life which generates fresh
activities every moment! If the whole world could not hold all that
Jesus said and did (John 21:25) and all the workings of his interior
life, if the Gospels give only a slight sketch of a few little details, if
the first hour of his earthly life is so little known and yet so fruitful,
how many gospels would need to be written to tell the detailed story
of that mystical life of Jesus Christ which spreads and develops
marvels without end?—for, strictly speaking, the whole of history is
nothing but the story of God’s activity.

With absolute truth, the Holy Spirit has recorded a few of the
moments in this vast stretch of time. In the Scriptures he has collected
a few drops from this ocean of time and enabled us to see the hidden
and unknown ways by which he brought about the appearance of
Jesus Christ in the world. Amidst all the confusion among the tribes
of humanity, we can trace the origin, the race and the family tree of
this first-born child. The whole of the Old Testament is only a small
diagram showing innumerable and mysterious tracks, and contains
nothing but what is necessary to lead us to Jesus. The Holy Spirit has
kept everything else hidden among the richness of his wisdom. From
all the vast ocean of his activity, he allows only a trickle of water to
escape which, after reaching Jesus, is lost in the Apostles and
engulfed in the Apocalypse. Thus the rest of the story of the activity
of Jesus in the souls of good people until the end of time can be
known only by faith. We are now living in a time of faith. The Holy
Spirit writes no more gospels except in our hearts. All we do from
moment to moment is live this new gospel of the Holy Spirit. We, if
we are holy, are the paper; our sufferings and our actions are the ink.
The workings of the Holy Spirit are his pen, and with it he writes a



living gospel; but it will never be read until that last day of glory
when it leaves the printing press of this life.

And what a splendid book it will be—the book the Holy Spirit is
still writing! The book is on press and never a day passes when type is
not set, ink applied and pages pulled. But we remain in the light of
faith. The paper is blacker than the ink and the type is pied; the
language is not of this world and we understand nothing. We shall be
able to read it only in heaven. We could understand something of the
complexity of God’s activity if we could see our fellow humans not
just as they appear superficially but in their very essence and see, too,
how God is working on and within them. Yet there are difficulties.
How can we read this book when its letters are unknown, of infinite
variety and upside down, and its pages smeared with ink? Just think
what an infinite number of different and worthwhile books are
produced by the mixing up of twenty-six letters. We cannot
understand this wonder, so how can we comprehend what God is
doing in the universe? How can we read and understand so vast a
book, one in which every single letter has its own special meaning
and, within its tiny shape, contains the most profound mysteries? We
can neither see nor feel these mysteries. Only by faith can they be
known.

And it is by their origin that faith judges how true and good they
are, for in themselves these mysteries are so obscure that our mere
reason can understand nothing of them.

So teach me, Holy Spirit, to read in this book of life! I long to
become your disciple and, like a little child, to believe in what I
cannot see. It is enough for me that my master speaks. He talks and
explains, arranges the letters of the book and makes it
comprehensible. That is all I need. I am convinced that everything is
just as he says, although I cannot see why. But I know he is truth
itself and he says nothing but the truth. He puts letters together to
make a word, assembles more to form another. There are perhaps
only three or six. But they are exactly right. Any different number
would make nonsense. After all, he alone knows the thoughts of men,
and so he alone can put them into words. Everything is significant



and everything makes perfect sense. A line ends because he wants it
to. There is not a single comma missing, or one full stop too many.
Although I believe now, when the day of glory dawns the secrets of so
many mysteries will be shown to me that I shall realize how imperfect
my knowledge was during my earthly life. What now seems to me so
confused, so incoherent, so foolish and so fanciful will then delight
and entrance me by its order, its beauty, its wisdom and the
incomprehensible wonders I shall explore for all eternity.

(6) The work of God in its daily manifestations is often treated by many Christians as Jesus
Christ was treated by the Jews.

There is so much unbelief in the world, for too many people speak
of God unworthily and never stop finding fault with his activities in a
manner they would not dare use toward the most incompetent
workman. What we really want to do is restrict his work so that it
conforms to the rules and boundaries that our limited reason
considers suitable. We try to improve and do nothing but complain
and grumble. Yet we are surprised at the way the Jews treated Jesus
Christ! Ah! when I think of God’s love, his adorable will, his unerring
acts, I cannot believe how he is treated. How can the will of God be
unreasonable? How can it ever be wrong? Yet we say: “There’s this
bit of business of mine. I need this. What I want has been taken from
me. My neighbor is hindering the good works I want to do. Now, isn’t
this quite unreasonable? And, on top of it all, I fall ill just when I
should be fit.”

Now let me tell you that the will of God is all that is necessary, and
what it does not give you is of no use to you at all. My friends, you
lack nothing. You would be very ashamed if you knew what the
experiences you call setbacks, upheavals, pointless disturbances, and
tedious annoyances really are. You would realize that your
complaints about them are nothing more nor less than blasphemies—
though that never occurs to you. Nothing happens to you except by
the will of God, and yet his beloved children curse it because they do
not know it for what it is.



When you lived on earth, Jesus, the Jews regarded you as possessed
by a devil and as a Samaritan (John 8:48). Now, today, how do we
regard that adorable will of yours? What do we think of you, you who
live as the centuries drift past, always worthy of all praise and honor?
Has there ever been a single moment, from the creation of the world
until now, or until the end of time, when the holy name of God has
not merited all praise? It is a name which resounds through every age
and through all that happens in every moment of all those ages. It
makes all things holy. Can we imagine that the will of God will hurt
us? Should I be afraid of, or flee, from his name? Where could I find
anything better if I am afraid of God’s action on me? After all, it is the
work of his divine will.

Now how should we listen to God, who speaks to us in the depths
of our hearts at every moment of our lives? We have our normal
senses and our intelligence, but what if they cannot understand the
truth and goodness of his words? Is it because they are too feeble to
cope with the divine truths? But should we really be astonished that
our human reason is baffled by the divine mysteries? When God
speaks he uses mysterious words, and they are a death blow to all
that we are as rational human beings, for all the mysteries of God
destroy our physical senses and our intellectuality. These mysteries
revitalize the heart, but they bewilder the rest of us. By the same
stroke God kills and gives life, but the keener the pains of death, the
more intensely does life flow into the soul. The darker the mystery,
the more we are illumined by it. So a simple soul finds God where he
seems not to appear at all. If we want to live a life of faith we must
fight without pause against our senses.

(7) The love of God comes to us through all creatures but hidden as it is in the Blessed
Sacrament.

How many and great are the truths hidden from us! And how true
it is that every painful trial, all we have to do and every impulse of
the spirit, give us God exactly as he comes to us in the mystery of the
Blessed Sacrament. Nothing is more certain. For both reason and faith



tell us that God’s love is present in every creature and in every event,
just as Jesus Christ and the Church inform us that the sacred body
and blood of God are truly present in the Eucharist. His love wishes to
unite itself with us through all that the world contains, all that he had
created, ordained and allowed. That is his supreme purpose, and to
accomplish it he uses both the best and worst of his creatures, the
most unpleasant and the most delightful of happenings. The more
naturally repugnant to us the chosen means, the more meritorious is
our acceptance of them. So every moment of our lives can be a kind
of communion with his love, a communion which can produce in our
souls fruits similar to those we receive with the body and blood of the
Son of God. This latter has, it is true, a sacramental power which the
former cannot have; but yet how much oftener can we experience the
former and its merit will continually increase as our dispositions
develop toward perfection. The most holy of lives is a mysterious
thing because of its very simplicity and apparently humble state.
What a festival and never-ending feast is ours! God ceaselessly gives
himself and is received with no pomp and circumstance, but hidden
beneath all that is weak and foolish and worthless. He chooses what
our natural feelings despise and what our human prudence rejects.
From these castoffs he creates miracles of love and gives himself to us
as often as we believe we have found him there.

(8) The disclosure that each moment brings is of such great value because it is meant for us
personally.

We are really well taught only by the words which God addresses
especially to us. Neither books nor laborious delving into history will
instruct us about the wisdom of God. They will fill us with a useless,
muddled kind of knowledge and puff us up with pride. It is what
happens moment by moment which enlightens us and gives us that
practical knowledge which Jesus Christ himself chose to acquire
before beginning his public life. The Gospel tells us how he “increased
in wisdom” (Luke 2:52), although, as God, all wisdom was already
his. This knowledge that comes to us only through experience is



absolutely necessary if we want to touch the hearts of those God
sends to us. We can understand nothing perfectly except what
experience has taught through what we have suffered and done. Our
master is the Holy Spirit, who gives us these words of life, and all we
say to others must come from him. All we read and study becomes
fruitful, clear and effective under the guidance of experience. Without
it, we are dough without yeast or salt. Our ideas are vague and ill-
directed. We are like absent-minded people who know all about
geography but lose their way when going home. So we must listen to
God moment by moment to become learned in this practical theology
of virtue. Take no notice of what is said to other people. Listen only
to what is said to and for you. There will be enough there to
strengthen your faith, for it will be exercised, purified and deepened
by the very obscurity of these communications.

(9) The present moment is an ever-flowing source of holiness.

Are we thirsty? Then we have not far to go to find the fountain of
living water. It bubbles up near us at every moment. How foolish it is
to tire ourselves by searching for tiny rivulets which can never
quench our thirst. Only the fountain can satisfy us. It is inexhaustible.
Do you want to think, write and live like prophets, apostles and
saints? Then you must surrender, as they did, to the inspirations of
God.

O unknown Love! It would seem that all your wonders are over and
done with and that there is nothing left to do but copy your old works
and repeat your utterances of the past. We do not see that your
activity can ever be exhausted and that it is an endless source of fresh
thoughts, new sufferings, new deeds, a source of new patriarchs,
prophets, apostles and saints who have no need to copy anything
written and done before their time but simply spend their lives in
continual abandonment of themselves to your hidden guidance. We
are always hearing of “the early centuries” and “the days of the
saints.” What a way to speak! Surely we must realize that in every
age, including this one, God’s will works through every moment,



making each one holy and giving it a supernatural quality. Can we
imagine that in the days of old there was a secret method of
abandoning oneself to the divine will that is now out of date? And
had the saints of those early times any other secret apart from that of
obeying God’s will from moment to moment? And will not God
continue until the end of the world to pour out his grace upon all the
souls who utterly abandon themselves to him?

O adorable Love, eternal, ever fruitful and ever marvelous! You
give me all the knowledge and learning I need. You embrace all I
think, say, do and suffer. I shall not become what you want me to be
by studying your earlier works, but only by welcoming you in all
things. By following that old, royal road of our fathers, I shall be
enlightened and shall think and speak as they did. That is the way I
want to imitate, quote and copy all of them.

(10) The present moment always reveals the presence and the power of God.

Every moment we live through is like an ambassador who declares
the will of God, and our hearts always utter their acceptance. Our
souls steadily advance, never halting, but sweeping along with every
wind. Every current, every technique thrusts us onward in our voyage
to the infinite. Everything works to this end and, without exception,
helps us toward holiness. We can find all that is necessary in the
present moment. We need not worry about whether to pray or be
silent, whether to withdraw into retreat or mix with people, to read
or write, to meditate or make our minds a receptive blank, to shun or
seek out books on spirituality. Nor do poverty or riches, sickness or
health, life or death matter in the least. What does matter is what
each moment produces by the will of God. We must strip ourselves
naked, renounce all desire for created things, and retain nothing of
ourselves or for ourselves, so that we can be wholly submissive to
God’s will and so delight him. Our only satisfaction must be to live in
the present moment as if there were nothing to expect beyond it.

If what happens to a soul abandoned to God is all that is necessary
for it, it is clear that it can lack nothing and that it should never



complain, for this would show that it lacked faith and was living by
the light of its reason and the evidence of its senses. Neither reason
nor the senses are ever satisfied, for they never see the sufficiency of
grace. To hallow the name of God is, according to the Scriptures, to
recognize his holiness and to love and adore it in all the things which
proceed like words from the mouth of God. For what God creates at
each moment is a divine thought which is expressed by a thing, and
so all these things are so many names and words through which he
makes known his wishes. God’s will is single and individual, with an
unknown and inexpressible name, but it is infinitely diverse in its
effects, which are, as it were, as many as the names it assumes. To
hallow God’s name is to know, to worship and to love the ineffable
being who bears it. It is also to know, to worship and to love his
adorable will every moment and all that it does, regarding all that
happens as so many veils, shadows and names beneath which this
eternal and most holy will is always active. It is holy in all it does,
holy in all it says, holy in every manifestation, and holy in all the
names it bears.

It is thus that Job blessed the name of God. This holy man blessed
the utter desolation which fell upon him, for it displayed the will of
God. His ruin he regarded as one of God’s names, and in blessing it he
was declaring that, no matter how terrible its manifestations, it was
always holy under whatever name or form it appeared. And David
never ceased to bless it. It is by this continual recognition of the will
of God, as displayed and revealed in all things, that God reigns in us,
that his will is done on earth as in heaven, and that he nourishes us
continually.

The full and complete meaning of self-abandonment to his will is
embraced in the matchless prayer given to us by Jesus Christ. By the
command of God and the Church we recite it several times a day; but,
apart from this, if we love to suffer and obey his adorable will, we
shall utter it constantly in the depths of our hearts. When we can
utter only through our mouths—which takes time—our hearts can
speak instantly, and it is in this manner that simple souls are called to
bless God from the depths of their souls. Yet they complain bitterly



that they cannot praise him as much as they desire, for God gives to
them so much that they feel they cannot cope with such riches. A
secret working of the divine wisdom is to pour treasure into the heart
whilst impoverishing the senses, so that the one overflows whilst the
other is drained and emptied.

The events of every moment are stamped with the will of God. How
holy is his name! How right it is to bless it and to treat it as
something which sanctifies all it touches. Can we see anything which
carries this name without showing it with infinite love? It is a divine
warmth from heaven and gives us a ceaseless increase of grace. It is
the kingdom of heaven which penetrates the soul. It is the bread of
angels which is eaten on earth as well as in heaven. There is nothing
trivial about our passing moments, as they enclose the whole
kingdom of holiness and the food on which angels feed.

Yes, O Lord, may you rule my heart, nourish it, purify it, make it
holy, and let it triumph over all its enemies. Most precious moment!
How small it is to my bodily eyes, but how great to the eyes of my
faith! How can I think of it as nothing when it is thought of so highly
by my heavenly father? All that comes from him is most excellent and
bears the imprint of its origin.

(11) The action of God inspires souls to seek the highest degree of holiness. What is required
from each soul is complete abandonment to this activity.

Because they do not know how to make use of God’s action, many
people have recourse to too many means to try to reach holiness. All
these could be useful if they were ordained by God, but they are
harmful when they hinder the simple, straightforward union of the
soul with God. Jesus is our master to whom we do not pay enough
attention. He speaks to every heart and utters the word of life, the
essential word for each one of us, but we do not hear it. We would
like to know what he has said to other people, yet we do not listen to
what he says to us. We do not try enough to look at things as having
been given a supernatural character by God’s action. We should
always receive them with the confidence they deserve, generously



and with an open heart, for none of them can harm us if we welcome
them in this manner. This tremendous activity of God, which never
varies from the beginning to the end of time, pours itself through
every moment and gives itself in all its vastness and power to every
clear-hearted soul which adores and loves it and abandons itself
without reserve to it.

You say you would be delighted to be able to die for God. You
would find great pleasure in such a violent deed or a life that ended
up that way. You long to lose everything, to die abandoned by
everybody and to sacrifice your life for others. But as for me, Lord, I
give all glory to your will. Obedience to it gives me all the joy of
martyrdom, austerity and loving my neighbor. Your will is all-
sufficient for me, and I am happy to live and die as it ordains. I
delight in it for itself alone, quite apart from all it does, pervading all
things and rendering all it touches divine. Because of it, all my life
seems lived in heaven, my every moment is part of your activity, and,
living or dead, I can know no greater bliss. I shall no longer count the
times and the manner of your approach, my beloved. You will always
be welcome. It seems to me, dear will of God, that you have revealed
to me your greatness and there is now no longer anything I can do
outside its embrace, which is the same yesterday, tomorrow and
forever. From you, O Lord, pours the unending stream of grace. You
ensure that it never fails and that it works unceasingly. So I shall no
longer try to find you within the narrow limits of a book, in the life of
a saint, or in some high-flown philosophy. All these are only drops of
that ocean which flows over us all. God’s activity moves through
everything, and all else are but mere fragments which disappear
within it. I shall no longer try to find God’s will in spiritual writings. I
shall no longer go begging, as it were, from door to door for food for
my soul, nor shall I seek anything at all from any created being or
thing. Dear Lord, I mean to live so that I may honor you as the son of
a father who is infinitely wise, good and powerful. I intend to live
according to my beliefs; and, as your will governs all things at all
times and is always for my benefit, I will live on this vast income,
which can never fail, is always present and always available to do me



the greatest possible good. Is there any creature whose works can
equal those performed by God? Since his uncreated hands do
everything for me, why should I run about seeking help from
ignorant, helpless creatures who have no real affection for me? I
should die of thirst if I rushed from fountain to fountain, from stream
to stream when by my side is an immeasurable stretch of water
poured out by your hand. Where else do I need to look? You give me
bread to feed me, soap to cleanse me, fire to purify me, and a chisel
to shape my human form into one worthy of heaven. You give me
everything I need. What I seek elsewhere seeks me out and offers
itself to me through all creation.

O Love, why should you be so unknown and why should you, as it
were, throw yourself and all your delights at everyone whilst people
are trying to find you in hidden corners and obscure places where
they will never come across you? How foolish they are not to breathe
the fresh air, not to wander about the countryside, not to drink the
abundant water, not to recognize and seize hold of God and see his
holiness in all things.

My dear souls, you are seeking for secret ways of belonging to God,
but there is only one: making use of whatever he offers you.
Everything leads you to this union with him. Everything guides you
to perfection except what is sinful or not a duty. Accept everything
and let him act. All things conduct you and support you. Your way is
lined with banners as you advance along it in your carriage. All is in
the hand of God. His action is vaster and more pervasive than all the
elements of earth, air and water. It enters you through every one of
your senses so long as you use them only as he directs, for you must
never employ them against his will. God’s action penetrates every
atom of your body, into the very marrow of your bones. The blood
flowing through your veins moves only by his will. The state of your
health, whether you are weak or strong, lively or languid, your life
and death, all spring from his will, and all your bodily conditions are
the workings of grace. Every feeling and every thought you have, no
matter how they arise, all come from God’s invisible hand. There is
no created being who can tell you what his action will achieve within



you, but continuing experience will teach you. Uninterruptedly your
life will flow through this unfathomed abyss where you have nothing
to do but love and cherish what each moment brings, considering it
as the best possible thing for you and having perfect confidence in
God’s activities, which cannot do anything but good.

Yes, divine Love, if all souls would only be satisfied with you, what
supernatural, sublime, wonderful and inconceivable heights they
would scale! Yes, if only we had sense enough to leave everything to
the guidance of God’s hand, we should reach the highest peak of
holiness. Everyone could do it, for the opportunity is offered to
everyone. We have, as it were, only to open our mouths and let
holiness flow in. In you every soul has a unique model of surpassing
holiness and, by your never-wearying activity, may be made to
resemble you. If every soul lived, acted and spoke under the guidance
of God, they would have no need to imitate anyone else. Each one of
them would be a unique and holy being, made so by the most
ordinary means.

How, my Lord, can I make people value what I offer them? I
possess so great a treasure that I could shower wealth on everyone,
and yet I see souls withering like plants in an arid waste.

You simple souls, who are quite without any piety, have no talents,
are quite uneducated, understand nothing of the language of
spirituality, and are filled with astonished wonder at the eloquence of
the learned—come and I will teach you a secret that will put you far
ahead of these clever folk. I will make you so well placed for
achieving perfection that you will always find yourself in the midst of
it. I will unite you to God and you shall go hand in hand with him
from the first moment you begin to do what I shall tell you. Come, I
say, come, not to study the map of the realms of the spirit, but to
possess it so that you can walk freely about it and never be afraid of
getting lost. Come, not to study the record of God’s grace, not to learn
what it has done down all the centuries and is still doing, but come
and be the trusting subject of its operation. There is no need for you
to understand the lessons it has taught others, nor to repeat them
cleverly. You will be taught matters which are for you alone.



(12) Only God’s activity can make us holy, for it alone can make us imitate the perfection of
our Lord.

The concept of every single thing in the entire universe has been
with the eternal wisdom for all time. As the ages pass, God allows
these concepts and ideas to emerge. Now suppose you knew all the
concepts which have nothing to do with you, that knowledge could
not help you in any way. But God knows the one idea, the one
concept according to which you have to develop. He knows all that is
needful for the sanctification of every individual soul. Holy Scripture
contains one part, and the workings of the Holy Spirit within the soul
do the rest, using the particular ideal reserved for you. Now it is
surely obvious that the only way to receive the impress of this idea is
to put oneself quietly in the hands of God, and that none of our own
efforts and mental striving can be of any use at all. This work in our
souls cannot be accomplished by cleverness, intelligence, or any
subtlety of mind, but only by completely abandoning ourselves to the
divine action, becoming like metal poured into a mold, or a canvas
waiting for the brush, or marble under the sculptor’s hands. It is
surely clear that we shall not assume that image which the eternal
wisdom wishes us to have by trying to understand all the mysterious
activities of God down through the centuries. We can receive God’s
seal on our souls only by abandoning our will to him, not by any
efforts of our reason. The common sense of ordinary souls is simply
this: being perfectly satisfied with what it knows is suitable for it, and
never attempting to tread beyond the boundaries laid out for it. It is
not inquisitive about the way God acts. It is quite happy to submit to
his will and makes no attempt to find out its intentions. It wants to
know only what every moment says to it, listens to what God utters in
the depths of its heart and does not ask what has been said to others.
It is fully satisfied with what itself receives, and so, quite
unconsciously, it grows constantly nearer to God. God speaks to the
soul by what his action produces, and the soul, being quite unaware
of this, accepts everything simply and naturally. Such a soul’s
spirituality is one that is unshakable and floods its entire being. It is



not moved by a torrent of confused words and ideas which by
themselves would only fill it with pride. People often rely on their
intellect in their efforts to become holy, but it is not necessary. It may
even hinder them. We must use only what God gives us to do and
suffer. What we should not do is neglect the divine reality in our own
lives and busy ourselves with the wonders done by God in the past.
We should rather try to add to these wonders by our own fidelity.

The marvels of God’s activity which delight us when we read about
them only serve to make us bored with the small happenings around
us. Yet it is these trivialities, as we consider them, which would do
marvels for us if only we did not despise them. We are so stupid! We
are astonished by and glorify God’s activities when we read about
them, yet when he wishes to continue writing about them on our
hearts we become restive and prevent him from doing so by our
curiosity to see what he is doing in and around us. Forgive me, divine
Love, for I am setting down here those faults which are mine, and I
cannot yet understand how to let you act freely on me. I have not yet
myself been cast in the mold designed for me. I have visited all your
studios and admired all your creations, but I have not yet become
abandoned enough to accept the strokes of your brush. Yet I have
found in you a beloved master, a teacher, a father and a most dear
friend. I will be your disciple and go to no other school than yours.
Like the prodigal son, I will come home hungry for your bread. I will
abandon all ideas and books about spiritual matters and have nothing
to do with them unless they work together with your will. All I want
to do is love you and devote myself to the duties of each moment, and
so allow you to act on me as you wish.


