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The Joyful Mysteries 

The First Joyful Mystery: The Annunciation 
 

The Blessed Virgin had all the Prophecies referring to the birth of the Messiah in her little closet at 

Nazareth; she read them very often and prayed for their fulfillment. She had received them from her 

teachers at the Temple, and by the same holy women had been instructed upon them. Her prayer 

was always for the coming of the Messiah. She esteemed her happy of whom the Child should be 

born, and she desired to serve her as her lowest handmaid. In her humility, she had never conceived 

the thought that she herself was to be the one. 

I saw the Blessed Virgin a short time after her marriage in the house of Nazareth. Joseph was not 

there. He was at that moment journeying with two beasts of burden on the road to Tiberias, whither 

he was going to get his tools. But Anne was in the house with her maid and two of the virgins who 

had been with Mary in the Temple. Everything in the house had been newly arranged by Anne. 

Toward evening, they all prayed standing around a circular stool from which they afterward ate 

vegetables that had been served. Anne seemed to be very busy about the household affairs, and for 

a time she moved around here and there, while the Blessed Virgin ascended the steps to her room. 

There she put on a long, white, woollen garment, such as it was customary to wear during prayer, a 

girdle around her waist, and a yellowish-white veil over her head. The maid entered, lighted the 

branched lamp, and retired. Mary drew out a little, low table, which stood folded by the wall, and 

placed it in the center of the room. It had a semicircular leaf, which could be raised on a movable 

support so that when ready for use the little table stood on three legs. Mary spread upon it a red 

and then a white, transparent cover, which hung down on the side opposite the leaf. It was fringed 

at the end and embroidered in the center. A white cover was spread on the rounded edge. When 

the little table was prepared, Mary laid a small, round cushion before it and, resting both hands on 

the leaf, she gently sank on her knees, her back turned to her couch, the door of the chamber to her 

right. The floor was carpeted. Mary lowered her veil over her face, and folded her hands, but not the 

fingers, upon her breast. I saw her praying for a long time with intense fervor. She prayed for 

Redemption, for the promised King, and that her own supplications might have some influence upon 

His coming. She knelt long, as if in ecstasy, her face raised to Heaven; then she drooped her head 

upon her breast and thus continued her prayer. And now she glanced to the right and beheld a 

radiant youth with flowing, yellow hair. It was the archangel Gabriel. His feet did not touch the 

ground. In an oblique line and surrounded by an effulgence of light and glory, he came floating down 

to Mary. The lamp grew dim, for the whole room was lighted up by the glory. 

The angel, with hands gently raised before his breast, spoke to Mary. I saw the words like letters of 

glittering light issuing from his lips. Mary replied, but without looking up. Then the angel again spoke 

and Mary, as if in obedience to his command, raised her veil a little, glanced at him, and said, 

“Behold the handmaid of the Lord. May it be done unto me according to thy word!” I saw her now in 

deeper ecstasy. The ceiling of the room vanished, and over the house appeared a luminous cloud 

with a pathway of light leading up from it to the opened heavens. Far up in the source of this light, I 
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beheld a vision of the Most Holy Trinity. It was like a triangle of glory, and I thought that I saw 

therein the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost. 

As Mary uttered the words: “May it be done unto me according to thy word!” I saw an apparition of 

the Holy Ghost. The countenance was human and the whole apparition environed by dazzling 

splendor, as if surrounded by wings. From the breast and hands, I saw issuing three streams of light. 

They penetrated the right side of the Blessed Virgin and united into one under her heart. At that 

instant Mary became perfectly transparent and luminous. It was as if opacity disappeared like 

darkness before that flood of light. 

While the angel and with him the streams of glory vanished, I saw down the path of light that led up 

to Heaven, showers of half-blown roses and tiny green leaves falling upon Mary. She, entirely 

absorbed in self, saw in herself the Incarnate Son of God, a tiny, human form of light with all the 

members, even to the little fingers perfect. It was about midnight that I saw this mystery. 

Some time elapsed, and then Anne and the other women entered Mary’s room, but when they 

beheld her in ecstasy they immediately withdrew. The Blessed Virgin then arose, stepped to the little 

altar on the wall, let down the picture of a swathed child that was rolled above it, and prayed 

standing under the lamp before it. Only toward morning did she lie down. Mary was at this time a 

little over fourteen years old. 

An intuitive knowledge of what had taken place was conferred upon Anne. Mary knew that she had 

conceived the Redeemer, yes, her interior lay open before her, and so she already understood that 

her Son’s kingdom should be a supernatural one, and that the House of Jacob, the Church, would be 

the reunion of regenerate mankind. She knew that the Redeemer would be the King of His people, 

that He would purify them and render them victorious; but that in order to redeem them He must 

suffer and die. 

She knew and she felt that, as by a woman sin had entered into the world, so now by a woman the 

Expiation was to be born. It was under the influence of this feeling that she had exclaimed: “Behold 

the handmaid of the Lord!” 

It was explained to me likewise why the Redeemer remained nine months in His mother’s womb, 

why He was born a little child and not a perfect man like Adam, and why also He did not take the 

beauty of Adam in Paradise. The Incarnate Son of God willed to be conceived and born that 

conception and birth, rendered so very unholy by the Fall, might again become holy. Mary was His 

Mother, and He did not come sooner because Mary was the first and the only woman conceived 

without sin. 

I thought all the while: Here in Nazareth, things are different from what they are in Jerusalem. There 

the women dare not set foot in the Temple, but here in this church at Nazareth, a virgin is herself 

the Temple and the Most Holy rests in her. 
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The Second Joyful Mystery: The Visitation 
 

After the Conception of Jesus, the Blessed Virgin experienced a great desire to visit her cousin 

Elizabeth. I saw her travelling with Joseph toward the south. Once I saw her passing the night in a 

hut made of wickerwork and which was all overrun with vines and beautiful white blossoms. From 

that point to Zachary’s house, it was a journey of about twelve hours. Near Jerusalem they turned 

off to the north in order to take a more solitary route. They made the circuit of a little city two 

leagues from Emmaus, and took a road traversed by Jesus in after years. Although it was a long 

journey, they made it very quickly. They now had to cross two hills. I saw them resting between 

them, eating some bread and refreshing themselves with some balsam drops which they had 

collected on the way, and which they mingled with their drinking water. The hill was formed of 

overhanging rocks and caves. The valleys were very fertile. I remarked on the road one particular 

flower. It had fine green leaves and a cluster of nine tiny bell-shaped blossoms, white, lightly flushed 

with red. 

Zachary’s house stood upon a solitary hill, and other dwellings were scattered around. Not far from 

it, a tolerably large brook flowed down from the mountain. 

Elizabeth had learned in vision that one of her race was to give birth to the Messiah; she had dwelt 

in thought upon Mary, had very greatly desired to see her, and had indeed beheld her journeying to 

Hebron. In a little room, to the right of the entrance to the house, she placed seats, and here she 

tarried, often looking long and anxiously down the road, in the hope of catching the first glimpse of 

Mary. When Zachary was returning from the Passover, I saw Elizabeth, urged by an impetuous 

desire, hurrying from the house and going a considerable distance on the road to Jerusalem. When 

Zachary met her, he was alarmed to find her so far from home and that, too, in her present 

condition. But she told him of her anxiety and that she could not help thinking that her cousin Mary 

was coming from Nazareth to see her. Zachary, however, thought it improbable that the newly 

married couple would at that time undertake so great a journey. On the following day, I saw 

Elizabeth taking the road again under the influence of the same impression, and now I saw the Holy 

Family coming to meet her. 

Elizabeth was advanced in years. She was tall, her face small and delicate, and she wore something 

wrapped around her head. She was acquainted with Mary only by hearsay. As soon as the Blessed 

Virgin saw Elizabeth, she knew her and hurried on to meet her, while Joseph purposely held back. 

Mary had already reached the houses in the neighborhood of Zachary’s home. Their occupants were 

enraptured at her beauty, and filled with such reverence by her demeanor that they stood back 

modestly. When the cousins met, they saluted each other joyfully with outstretched hands. I saw a 

light in Mary and issuing from her a ray which entered into Elizabeth, who thereby became 

wonderfully agitated. They did not pause long in sight of the beholders, but arm in arm passed up 

the courtyard to the door of the house, where Elizabeth once more bade Mary welcome. Joseph 

went around to the side of the house and into an open hall where sat Zachary. He respectfully 

saluted the aged priest, who responded in writing on his tablet. 

Mary and Elizabeth entered the room in which was the fireplace. Here they embraced, clasping each 

other in their arms and pressing cheek to cheek. I saw light streaming down between them. Then it 
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was that Elizabeth, becoming interiorly inflamed, stepped back with uplifted hands, and exclaimed, 

“Blessed art thou among women, and blessed is the Fruit of thy womb. And whence is this to me, 

that the Mother of my Lord should come to me? For behold, as soon as the voice of thy salutation 

sounded in my ears, the infant in my womb leaped for joy. And blessed art thou that hast believed, 

because those things shall be accomplished that were spoken to thee by the Lord.” 

At these last words, Elizabeth took Mary into the little room prepared for her that she might sit 

down and rest. It was only a few steps from where they then were. Mary released her hold upon 

Elizabeth’s arm, crossed her hands on her breast, and divinely inspired, uttered her canticle of 

thanksgiving: “My soul doth magnify the Lord, and my spirit hath rejoiced in God, my Saviour. 

Because He hath regarded the humility of His handmaid; for behold from henceforth all generations 

shall call me blessed. Because He that is mighty hath done great things to me: and holy is His name. 

And His mercy is from generation unto generations, to them that fear Him. He hath showed might in 

His arm: He hath scattered the proud in the conceit of their heart. He hath put down the mighty 

from their seat, and hath exalted the humble. He hath filled the hungry with good things: and the 

rich He hath sent empty away. He hath received Israel his servant, being mindful of His mercy. As He 

spoke to our fathers, to Abraham, and to His seed forever.” 

I saw Elizabeth, moved by similar emotion, reciting the whole canticle with Mary. Then they seated 

themselves on low seats. A small goblet was on the little table. And, oh, I was so happy! I sat nearby 

and prayed with them the whole time. 

The Blessed Virgin remained with Elizabeth three months, until after the birth of John, but she 

returned to Nazareth before his circumcision. Joseph went to meet her halfway on the journey, and 

for the first time noticed that she was pregnant. But he gave no sign of his knowledge, and struggled 

with his doubts. Mary, who had feared this, was silent and preoccupied, thus increasing his 

uneasiness. When arrived in Nazareth, Mary went to the parents of the deacon Parmenas and 

remained some days with them. Joseph’s anxiety had meanwhile increased to such a degree that, 

when Mary returned home, he determined to flee from the house. Then the angel appeared to him 

and consoled him. 
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The Third Joyful Mystery: The Nativity 
 

Mary was so patient, so tranquil, so full of hope. Ah, she had indeed long to wait! At last she sat 

down, her hands crossed on her breast, her head lowered. After a long time, Joseph returned in 

great dejection. I saw that he was shedding tears and, because he had failed to find an inn, he 

hesitated to approach. But suddenly he bethought him of a cave outside Bethlehem used as a 

storing place by the shepherds when they brought their cattle to the city. Joseph had often 

withdrawn thither to conceal himself from his brothers and to pray. It was very likely to be deserted 

at that season or, if any shepherds did come, it would be easy to make friends with them. He and 

Mary might there find shelter for awhile, and after a little rest he would go out again on his search. 

As they entered, the she-ass ran to meet them. She had left them near Joseph’s paternal house, and 

had run around the city to this cave. She frolicked around and leaped gaily about them, so that Mary 

said: “Behold! It is surely God’s will that we should be here.” But Joseph was worried and, in secret, 

a little ashamed, because he had so often alluded to the good reception they would meet in 

Bethlehem.  It was quite dark, about eight o’clock when they reached this place. 

I saw Joseph on the following day arranging a seat and couch for Mary in the so-called Suckling Cave 

of Abraham, which was also the sepulcher of Maraha, his nurse. It was more spacious than the cave 

of the Crib. Mary remained there some hours, while Joseph was making the latter more habitable. 

He brought also from the city many different little vessels and some dried fruits. Mary told him that 

the birth hour of the Child would arrive on the coming night. It was then nine months since her 

conception by the Holy Ghost. She begged him to do all in his power that they might receive as 

honorably as possible this Child promised by God, this Child supernaturally conceived; and she 

invited him to unite with her in prayer for those hard-hearted people who would afford Him no 

place of shelter. Joseph proposed to bring some pious women whom he knew in Bethlehem to her 

assistance; but Mary would not allow it, she declared that she had no need of anyone. It was five 

o’clock in the evening when Joseph brought Mary back again to the Crib Cave. He hung up several 

more lamps, and made a place under the shed before the door for the little she-ass, which came 

joyfully hurrying from the fields to meet them. 

When Mary told Joseph that her time was drawing near and that he should now betake himself to 

prayer, he left her and turned toward his sleeping place to do her bidding. Before entering his little 

recess, he looked back once toward that part of the cave where Mary knelt upon her couch in 

prayer, her back to him, her face toward the east. He saw the cave filled with the light that streamed 

from Mary, for she was entirely enveloped as if by flames. It was as if he were, like Moses, looking 

into the burning bush. He sank prostrate to the ground in prayer, and looked not back again. The 

glory around Mary became brighter and brighter, the lamps that Joseph had lit were no longer to be 

seen. Mary knelt, her flowing white robe spread out before her. At the twelfth hour, her prayer 

became ecstatic, and I saw her raised so far above the ground that one could see it beneath her. Her 

hands were crossed upon her breast, and the light around her grew even more resplendent. I no 

longer saw the roof of the cave. Above Mary stretched a pathway of light up to Heaven, in which 

pathway it seemed as if one light came forth from another, as if one figure dissolved into another, 

and from these different spheres of light other heavenly figures issued. Mary continued in prayer, 

her eyes bent low upon the ground. At that moment she gave birth to the Infant Jesus. I saw Him like 
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a tiny, shining Child, lying on the rug at her knees, and brighter far than all the other brilliancy. He 

seemed to grow before my eyes. But dazzled by the glittering and flashing of light, I know not 

whether I really saw that, or how I saw it. Even inanimate nature seemed stirred. The stones of the 

rocky floor and the walls of the cave were glimmering and sparkling, as if instinct with life. 

Mary’s ecstasy lasted some moments longer. Then I saw her spread a cover over the Child, but she 

did not yet take It up, nor even touch It. After a long time, I saw the Child stirring and heard It crying, 

and then only did Mary seem to recover full consciousness. She lifted the Child, along with the cover 

that she had thrown over It, to her breast and sat veiled, herself and Child quite enveloped. I think 

she was suckling It. I saw angels around her in human form prostrate on their faces. It may, perhaps, 

have been an hour after the birth when Mary called St. Joseph, who still lay prostrate in prayer. 

When he approached, he fell on his knees, his face to the ground, in a transport of joy, devotion, and 

humility. Mary again urged him to look upon the Sacred Gift from Heaven, and then did Joseph take 

the Child into his arms. And now the Blessed Virgin swathed the Child in red and over that in a white 

veil up as far as under the little arms, and the upper part of the body from the armpits to the head, 

she wrapped up in another piece of linen. She had only four swaddling cloths with her. She laid the 

Child in the Crib, which had been filled with rushes and fine moss over which was spread a cover that 

hung down at the sides. The Crib stood over the stone trough, and at this spot the ground stretched 

straight and level as far as the passage, where it made a broader flexure toward the south. The floor 

of this part of the cave lay somewhat deeper than where the Child was born, and down to it steps 

had been formed in the earth. When Mary laid the Child in the Crib, both she and Joseph stood by It 

in tears, singing the praises of God. 

The seat and the couch of the Blessed Virgin were near the Crib. I saw her on the first day sitting 

upright and also resting on her side, though I noticed in her no special signs of weakness or sickness. 

Both before and after the birth, she was robed in white. When visitors came, she generally sat near 

the Crib more closely veiled. 

On the night of the Birth there gushed forth a beautiful spring in the other cave that lay to the right. 

The water ran out, and the next day Joseph dug a course for it and formed a spring. 

In those visions to which the event itself, and not the feast of the Church, gave rise, I saw, indeed, no 

such sparkling joy in nature as I sometimes see at holy Christmastide. Then the joy has an interior 

signification. But yet, I saw extraordinary gladness, and in many places, even in the most distant 

regions of the world, something marvelous on that midnight. 
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The Fourth Joyful Mystery: The Presentation 
 

Before the break of day, Mary seated herself on the ass, the Child Jesus on her lap. She had only a 

couple of covers and one bundle. She sat upon a side seat that had a little footboard. They started to 

the left around the Crib hill and off by the east side of Bethlehem unperceived by anyone. 

I had a vision of the priest Simeon. He was a very aged, emaciated man with a short beard. He had a 

wife and three grown sons, the youngest of whom was already twenty years old. Simeon dwelt at 

the Temple. I saw him going through a narrow, dark passage in the wall of the Temple to a little cell 

which was built in the thick walls. It had only one opening, from which he could look down into the 

Temple. Here I saw the old man kneeling and praying in ecstasy. The apparition of an angel appeared 

before him, telling him to notice particularly the first Child that would, early the next morning, be 

brought for presentation, for that It was the Messiah whom he had now awaited so long. The angel 

added that, after seeing the Child, he would die. Oh, what a beautiful sight that was to me! The little 

cell was so bright, and the old man radiant with joy! He went home full of gladness, announced to 

his wife the good tidings of the angel, and then returned to his prayer. I have seen that the pious 

priests and Israelites of those times did not sway to and fro so much when at prayer as the Jews of 

our days; but I saw them scourging themselves. Anna in her Temple-cell was also rapt in prayer; and 

she, too, had a vision. 

Early in the morning while it was still quite dark, I saw the Holy Family accompanied by two old 

people going into the city and to the Temple. The Blessed Virgin and Child were received by an old 

woman and conducted along a covered walk up to the Temple. The old woman carried a light, for it 

was still dark. Here in this passage came Simeon full of expectation to meet Mary. He spoke a few 

joyous words with her, took the Child Jesus, pressed Him to his heart, and then hurried to another 

side of the Temple. Since the preceding evening, when he had received the announcement of the 

angel, he had been consumed by desire. He had taken his stand in the women’s passage to the 

Temple, hardly able to await the coming of Mary and her Child. 

Mary was now led by the woman to a porch in that part of the Temple in which the ceremony of 

presentation was to take place. Anna and another woman (Noemi, Mary’s former directress) 

received her. Simeon came out to the porch and conducted Mary with the Child in her arms into the 

hall to the right of the women’s porch. It was in this porch that the treasure box stood by which 

Jesus was sitting when the widow cast in her mite. Old Anna, to whom Joseph had handed over the 

basket of fruit and doves, followed with Noemi, and Joseph retired to the standing place of the men. 

It was understood at the Temple that several women were coming today to offer sacrifice, and 

preparations had been made accordingly. Numerous pyramidal lamps were burning round the walls, 

the little flames rising out of a disk supported upon an arm in the form of an arch, which shone 

almost as brightly as the light itself. On the disk hung extinguishers which, when struck together 

above the flame, put it out. Before the altar, from whose corners projected horns, was placed a 

chest, the doors of which opened outward and afforded supports for a tolerably large slab, the 

whole forming a table. This surface was covered first with a red cloth and over that a white 

transparent one, both of which fell to the floor. On the four corners burned lamps with several 

branches; in the center of the table was a cradle-shaped basket, and near it two oval dishes and two 
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small baskets. All these objects, as also the priests’ vestments, which were lying on the horned altar, 

were kept in the chest whose open doors formed the table. A railing enclosed the whole. On both 

sides of this hall were rows of seats in tiers where priests were sitting in prayer. 

Simeon conducted Mary through the altar rail and up to the table of sacrifice. The Infant Jesus, 

wrapped in His sky-blue dress, was laid in the basket cradle. Mary wore a sky-blue dress, a white veil, 

and a long, yellowish mantle. When the Child had been placed in the cradle, Simeon led Mary out 

again to the standing place of the women. He then proceeded to the altar proper, whereon lay the 

priestly vestments and at which, besides himself, three other priests were vesting. And now one of 

them went behind, one before, and two on either side of the table, and prayed over the Child, while 

Anna approached Mary, gave her the doves and fruit in two little baskets, one on top of the other, 

and went with her to the altar rail. Anna remained there while Mary, led again by Simeon, passed on 

through the railing and up to the altar. There upon one of the dishes she deposited the fruit, and 

into the other laid some coins; the doves she placed upon the table in the basket. Simeon stood 

before the table near Mary while the priest behind it took the Child from the cradle, raised It on high 

and toward the different parts of the Temple, praying all the while. Simeon next received the Child 

from him, laid It in Mary’s arms, and, from a roll of parchment that lay near him on a desk, prayed 

over her and the Child. 

After that Simeon again led Mary to the railing, whence Anna accompanied her to the place set 

apart for the women. In the meantime, about twenty mothers with their firstborn had arrived. 

Joseph and several others were standing back in the place assigned to the men. 

Then two priests at the altar proper began a religious service accompanied by incense and prayers, 

while those in the rows of seats swayed to and fro a little, but not like the Jews of the present day. 

When these ceremonies were ended, Simeon went to where Mary was standing, took the Child into 

his arms and, entranced with joy, spoke long and loud. When he ceased, Anna also filled with the 

Spirit, spoke a long time. I saw that the people around heard them indeed, but it caused no 

interruption to the other ceremonies. Such praying aloud appeared not to be unusual. But all were 

deeply impressed, and regarded Mary and the Child with great reverence. Mary shone like a rose. 

Her public offerings were indeed the poorest; but Joseph in private gave to Simeon and to Anna 

many little, yellow, triangular pieces to be employed for the use of the Temple, and chiefly for the 

maidens belonging to it who were too poor to meet their own expenses. It was not everyone that 

could have his children reared in the Temple. 

When the Most Holy Child Jesus was laid upon the altar in the basket cradle, an indescribable light 

filled the Temple. I saw that God was in that light, and I saw the heavens open up as far as the Most 

Holy Trinity. 
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The Fifth Joyful Mystery: The Finding of the Child Jesus in the Temple 
 

At the age of eight years, Jesus went for the first time with His parents to Jerusalem for the Pasch, 

and every succeeding year He did the same. 

In those first visits, Jesus had already excited attention in Jerusalem among the friends with whom 

He and His parents stayed, also among the priests and doctors. They spoke of the pious, intelligent 

Child, of Joseph’s extraordinary Son, just as amongst us one might, at the annual pilgrimages, notice 

in particular this or that modest, holy looking person, this or that clever peasant child, and recognize 

him again the next year. So Jesus had already some acquaintances in the city when, in His twelfth 

year, with their friends and their sons, He accompanied His parents to Jerusalem. His parents were 

accustomed to walk with the people from their own part of the country, and they knew that Jesus, 

who now made the journey for the fifth time, always went with the other youths from Nazareth. 

But this time Jesus had, on the return journey not far from the Mount of Olives, separated from His 

companions, who all thought that He had joined His parents who were following. Jesus had, 

however, gone to that side of Jerusalem nearest to Bethlehem, to the inn at which the Holy Family 

before Mary’s Purification had put up. Mary and Joseph thought Him on ahead with the other 

Nazarenes, while these latter thought that He was following with His parents. When at last they all 

met at Gophna, the anxiety of Mary and Joseph at His absence was very great. They returned at 

once to Jerusalem, making inquiries after Him on the way and everywhere in the city itself. But they 

could not find Him, since He had not been where they usually stayed. Jesus had slept at the inn 

before the Bethlehem gate, where the people knew Him and His parents. 

There He had joined several youths and gone with them to two schools of the city, the first day to 

one, the second to another. On the morning of the third day, He had gone to a third school at the 

Temple, and in the afternoon into the Temple itself where His parents found Him. These schools 

were all different, and not all exactly schools of the Law. Other branches were taught in them. The 

last mentioned was in the neighborhood of the Temple and from it the Levites and priests were 

chosen. 

Jesus by His questions and answers so astonished and embarrassed the doctors and rabbis of all 

these schools that they resolved, on the afternoon of the third day, in the public lecture hall of the 

Temple and in presence of the rabbis most deeply versed in the various sciences “to humble the Boy 

Jesus.” The scribes and doctors had concerted the plan together; for, although pleased at first, they 

had in the end become vexed at him. They met in the public lecture hall in the middle of the Temple 

porch in front of the Sanctuary, in the round place where later Jesus also taught. There I saw Jesus 

sitting in a large chair which He did not, by a great deal, fill. Around Him was a crowd of aged Jews in 

priestly robes. They were listening attentively, and appeared to be perfectly furious. I feared they 

would lay hands upon Him. On the top of the chair in which Jesus was sitting, were brown heads like 

those of dogs. They were greenish brown, the upper parts glistening and sparkling with a yellow 

light. There were similar heads and figures upon several long tables, or benches, that stood in the 

Temple sideways from this place, covered with offerings. The place was very large and so crowded 

that one could scarcely imagine himself in a church. 
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As Jesus had in the schools illustrated His answers and explanations by all kinds of examples from 

nature, art, and science, the scribes and doctors had diligently gathered together masters in all these 

branches. They now began, one by one, to dispute with Him. He remarked that although, properly 

speaking, such subjects did not appear appropriate to the Temple, yet He would discuss them since 

such was His Father’s will. But they understood not that He referred to His Heavenly Father; they 

imagined that Joseph had commanded Him to show off His learning. 

Jesus now answered and taught upon medicine. He described the whole human body in a way far 

beyond the reach of even the most learned. He discoursed with the same facility upon astronomy, 

architecture, agriculture, geometry, arithmetic, jurisprudence and, in fine, upon every subject 

proposed to Him. He applied all so skillfully to the Law and the Promise, to the Prophecies, to the 

Temple, to the mysteries of worship and sacrifice that His hearers, surprised and confounded, 

passed successively from astonishment and admiration to fury and shame. They were enraged at 

hearing some things that they never before knew, and at hearing others that they had never before 

understood. 

Jesus had been teaching two hours, when Joseph and Mary entered the Temple. They inquired after 

their Child of the Levites whom they knew, and received for answer that He was with the doctors in 

the lecture hall. But as they were not at liberty to enter that hall, they sent one of the Levites in to 

call Jesus. Jesus sent them word that He must first finish what He was then about. Mary was very 

much troubled at His not obeying at once, for this was the first time He had given His parents to 

understand that He had other commands than theirs to fulfill. He continued to teach for another 

hour, and then He left the hall and joined His parents in the porch of Israel, the women’s porch, 

leaving His hearers confounded, confused, and enraged. Joseph was quite awed and astonished, but 

he kept a humble silence. Mary, however, drawing near to Jesus, said, “Child, why hast Thou done 

this to us? Behold, Thy father and I have sought Thee sorrowing!” But Jesus answered gravely, “Why 

have you sought Me? Do you not know that I must be about My Father’s business?” But they did not 

understand. They at once began with Him their journey home. The bystanders gazed at them in 

astonishment, and I was in dread lest they should lay hands upon the Boy, for I saw that some of 

them were full of rage. I wondered at their allowing the Holy Family to depart so peaceably. 

Although the crowd was dense, yet a wide path was made to permit the Holy Family to pass. I saw all 

the details and heard almost the whole of Jesus’ teaching, but I cannot remember all. It made a 

great impression upon the scribes. Some recorded the affair as a notable event, while here and 

there it was whispered around, giving rise to all kinds of remarks and false reports. But the true 

statement, the scribes kept to themselves.  

 

  



11 
 

The Luminous Mysteries 

The First Luminous Mystery: The Baptism of Jesus 
 

Jesus, walking more quickly than Lazarus, reached John’s place of baptism two hours before him. It 

was morning twilight when, on the road near the place, He caught up with a crowd of people who 

also were going to the baptism, and He walked on with them. They did not know Him, but they could 

not keep their eyes off Him, for there was something about Him very remarkable. When they 

reached the end of their journey, it was morning. A crowd more numerous than usual was 

assembled to whom John was with great animation preaching of the nearness of the Messiah and of 

penance, proclaiming at the same time that the moment was approaching for him to retire from his 

office of teacher. Jesus was standing in the throng of listeners. John felt His presence. He saw Him 

also, and that fired him with zeal and filled his heart with joy. But he did not on that account 

interrupt his discourse, and when he had finished he began to baptize. 

He had already baptized very many and it was drawing on to ten o’clock, when Jesus in His turn 

came down among the aspirants to the pool of baptism. John bowed low before Him, saying: “I 

ought to be baptized by Thee, and comest Thou to me?” Jesus answered: “Suffer it to be so now, for 

so it becometh us to fulfill all justice that thou baptize Me and I by thee be baptized.” He said also: 

“Thou shalt receive the baptism of the Holy Ghost and of blood.” Then John begged Him to follow 

him to the island. 

The Saviour now went with John and His two disciples, Andrew and Saturnin. They crossed the 

bridge to the island and into a little tent that, close to the eastern edge of the baptismal well, had 

been erected for the purpose of robing and disrobing. The disciples followed the Lord to the island, 

but at the far end of the bridge the people stood on the shore in great crowds. On the bridge itself 

three could stand abreast. One of the foremost in the latter position was Lazarus. 

The nine disciples that were always with Jesus during His last days went down to the well with Him 

and took their stand on the ledge around it. Jesus entered the tent and there laid off, first, His 

mantle and girdle; then a yellow, woollen garment which was closed in front by laces; then that 

narrow, woollen strip which He wore around His neck and crossed over the breast, and which He 

was accustomed to wind around His head at night and in stormy weather. Retaining His brown, 

woven undergarment, He stepped forth and descended to the margin of the well, where He drew it 

off over His head. About His loins was fastened a broad linen band which was also wound around 

each limb for about half a foot. Saturnin received the garments of the Lord as He disrobed, and 

handed them to Lazarus, who was standing on the edge of the island. 

And now Jesus descended into the well, and stood in the water up to His breast. His left arm 

encircled a tree, His right hand was laid on His breast, and the loosened ends of the white, linen 

binder floated out on the water. On the southern side of the well stood John, holding in his hand a 

shell with a perforated margin through which the water flowed in three streams. He stooped, filled 

the shell, and then poured the water in three streams over the head of the Lord, one on the back of 

the head, one in the middle, and the third over the forepart of the head and on the face. 
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I do not now clearly remember John’s words when baptizing Jesus, but they were something like the 

following: “May Jehovah through the ministry of His cherubim and seraphim, pour out His blessing 

over Thee with wisdom, understanding, and strength!” I cannot say for certain whether these last 

three words were really those that I heard; but I know that they were expressive of three gifts, for 

the mind, the soul, and the body respectively. In them was contained all that was needed to convert 

every creature, renewed in mind, in soul, and in body, to the Lord.  

While Jesus ascended from the depths of the baptismal well, Andrew and Saturnin, who were 

standing to the right of the Baptist around the triangular stone, threw about Him a large linen cloth 

with which He dried His Person. They then put on Him a long, white baptismal robe. After this Jesus 

stepped on the red triangular stone which lay to the right of the descent into the well, Andrew and 

Saturnin each laid one hand upon His shoulder, while John rested his upon His head. 

This part of the ceremony over, they were just about mounting the steps when the Voice of God 

came over Jesus, who was still standing alone and in prayer upon the stone. There came from 

Heaven a great, rushing wind like thunder. All trembled and looked up. A cloud of white light 

descended, and I saw over Jesus a winged figure of light as if flowing over Him like a stream. The 

heavens opened. I beheld an apparition of the Heavenly Father in the figure in which He is usually 

depicted and, in a voice of thunder, I heard the words: “This is My beloved Son in whom I am well 

pleased.” 

Jesus was perfectly transparent, entirely penetrated by light; one could scarcely look at Him. I saw 

angels around Him. 

But off at some distance on the waters of the Jordan, I saw Satan, a dark, black figure, as if in a 

cloud, and myriads of horrible black reptiles and vermin swarming around him. It was as if all the 

wickedness, all the sins, all the poison of the whole region took a visible form at the outpouring of 

the Holy Ghost, and fled into that dark figure as into their original source. The sight was abominable, 

but it served to heighten the effect of the indescribable splendor and joy and brilliancy spread over 

the Lord and the whole island. The sacred baptismal well sparkled and glanced, foundations and 

margin and waters – a pool of living light. One could see the four stones that had once supported the 

Ark of the Covenant shining beneath the waters as if in exultation; and on the twelve around the 

well, those upon which the Levites had stood, appeared angels bending in adoration, for the Spirit of 

God had before all mankind rendered testimony to the living Foundation, to the precious, chosen 

Cornerstone of the Church around whom we as so many living stones, must build up a spiritual 

edifice, a holy priesthood, that thereby we may offer an acceptable, spiritual sacrifice to God 

through His beloved Son in whom He is well pleased. 
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The Second Luminous Mystery: The Miracle at Cana 
 

Long ago had Jesus, in His twelfth year at the children's feast held in the house of St. Anna upon His 

return from the Temple, addressed to the bridegroom words full of mysterious significance on the 

subject of bread and wine. He had told him that at some future day He would be present at his 

marriage. Jesus’ participation in this marriage, like every other action of His earthly career, had, 

besides its high, mysterious signification, its exterior, apparent, and ordinary motives. 

Jesus had engaged to supply the second course of the banquet as well as the wine, and for all this 

His Mother and Martha provided. The dishes were served, but the wine failed. Jesus meanwhile was 

busy teaching. Now when the Blessed Virgin, who had provided for this part of the entertainment, 

saw that the wine failed, she went to Jesus and reminded Him that He had told her that He would 

see to the wine. Jesus, who was teaching of His Heavenly Father, replied: “Woman, be not solicitous! 

Trouble not thyself and Me! My hour is not yet come.” These words were not uttered in harshness 

to the Blessed Virgin. Jesus addressed her as “Woman,” and not as “Mother,” because, at this 

moment as the Messiah, as the Son of God, He was present in divine power and was about to 

perform in presence of all His disciples and relatives an action full of mystery. 

On all occasions when He acted as the Incarnate Word, He ennobled those that participated in the 

same by giving them the title that best responded to the part assigned them. Thus did the holiness 

of the divine action shed, as it were, some rays upon them and communicate to them a special 

dignity. Mary was the “Woman” who had brought forth Him whom now, as her Creator, she invokes 

on the occasion of the wine’s failing. As the Creator, He will now give a proof of His high dignity. He 

will here show that He is the Son of God and not the Son of Mary. Later on, when dying upon the 

Cross, He again addressed His weeping Mother by the appellation of Woman, “Woman, behold thy 

son!” thereby designating John. 

Jesus had promised His Mother that He would provide the wine. And here we see Mary beginning 

the role of mediatrix that she has ever since continued. She places before Him the failure of the 

wine. But the wine that He was about to provide was more than ordinary wine; it was symbolical of 

that mystery by which He would one day change wine into His own Blood. The reply: “My hour is not 

yet come,” contained three significations: first, the hour for supplying the promised wine; secondly, 

the hour for changing water into wine, thirdly, the hour for changing wine into His own Blood. 

But Mary’s anxiety for the wedding guests was now entirely relieved. She had mentioned the matter 

to her Son, therefore she says confidently to the servants: “Do all that He shall tell you.” 

In like manner does the Church, the Bride of Jesus, say to Him: “Lord, Thy children have no wine.” 

And Jesus replies: “Church” (not Bride), “be not troubled, be not disquieted! My hour is not yet  

come.” Then says the Church to her priests: “Hearken to His words, obey all His commands, for He 

will always help you!” 

Mary told the servants to await the commands of Jesus and fulfill them. After a little while Jesus 

directed them to bring Him the empty jugs and turn them upside down. The jugs were brought, 

three water jugs and three wine jugs, and that they were empty was proved by inverting them over 

a basin. Then Jesus ordered each to be filled with water. The servants took them off to the well 
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which was in a vault in the cellar, and which consisted of a stone cistern provided with a pump. The 

jugs were earthen, large and so heavy that when full it took two men to carry them, one at each 

handle. They were pierced at intervals from top to bottom by tubes closed by faucets. When the 

contents to a certain depth were exhausted, the next lower faucet opened to pour out. They were 

only tipped up on their high feet. 

Mary’s words to Jesus had been uttered in a low tone, but Jesus’ reply, as well as His command to 

draw water, was given in a loud voice. When the jugs filled with water had been placed, six in 

number, on the side table, Jesus went and blessed them. As He retook His place at table, He called to 

a servant: “Draw off now, and bring a drink to the steward!” When this latter had tasted the wine, 

he approached the bridegroom and said: “Every man at first setteth forth good wine, and when men 

have well drunk, then that which is worse. But thou hast kept the good wine until now.” He did not 

know that the wine was provided by Jesus as was also this whole course of the feast. That was a 

secret between the Holy Family and the family of the bridal pair. Then the bridegroom and the 

bride's father drank of the wine, and great was their astonishment. The servants protested that they 

had drawn only water, and that the drinking vessels and glasses on the table had been filled with the 

same. And now the whole company drank. The miracle gave rise to no alarm or excitement; on the 

contrary, a spirit of silent awe and reverence fell upon them. Jesus taught much upon this miracle. 

Among other things, He said that the world presents the strong wine first, and then deceives the 

partially intoxicated with bad drinks; but it was not so in the Kingdom that His Heavenly Father had 

given Him. There pure water was changed to costly wine, as lukewarmness should give place to 

ardor and intrepid zeal. He alluded also to that banquet at which in His twelfth year, after His return 

from teaching in the Temple, He had been present with many of the guests now assembled, and 

who were then mere boys. He reminded them that He had on that occasion spoken of bread and 

wine, and had related the parable of a marriage at which the water of tepidity would be changed 

into the wine of enthusiasm. This, He said, was now fulfilled. He told them that they should witness 

greater miracles than this; that He would celebrate several Paschs, and at the last would change 

wine into Blood and bread into Flesh, and that He would remain with them till the end to strengthen 

and console. After that meal they should see happen to Him things that they could not now 

understand, even were He to explain them. Jesus did not say all this in plain terms. He hid it under 

parables, which I have forgotten, though I have given their sense. His listeners were filled with fear 

and wonder, and the wine produced a change in all. I saw that, not by the miracle alone, but also by 

the drinking of that wine, each one had received strength, true and interior, each had become 

changed. His disciples, His relatives, in a word, all present were now convinced of Jesus’ power and 

dignity, as well as of His mission. All believed in Him. Faith at once took possession of every heart. All 

became better, more united, more interior. This same effect was produced in all that had drunk of 

the wine. Jesus at this wedding feast was, as it were, in the midst of His community for the first time. 

There it was that He wrought that first miracle in their favour and for the confirmation of their faith. 

It is on that account that this miracle, the changing of water into wine is recorded as the first in His 

history as that of the Last Supper, when His Apostles were staunch in the Faith, was the last. 
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The Third Luminous Mystery: The Proclamation of the Kingdom of Heaven 
 

Through the activity of the disciples, the report had been spread throughout the whole region that 

Jesus was about to deliver a great instruction in the little town of Azanoth, and in consequence of 

this report, multitudes were gathered there from all Galilee. 

Jesus, after healing many sick, began His long and severe discourse. The details of His sermon, I 

cannot now recall, but I know that He cried woe upon Capernaum, Bethsaida, and Corozain. He said 

also that the Queen of Sheba had come from the South to hear the wisdom of Solomon, but here 

was One greater than Solomon. And lo, the wonder! Children that had never yet spoken, babes in 

their mothers’ arms, cried out from time to time during the instruction: “Jesus of Nazareth! Holiest 

of Prophets! Son of David! Son of God!” Which words caused many of the hearers, and among them 

Magdalen, to tremble with fear. Making allusion to Magdalen, Jesus said that when the devil has 

been driven out and the house has been swept, he returns with six other demons, and rages worse 

than before. These words terrified Magdalen. After Jesus had in this way touched the hearts of 

many, He turned successively to all sides and commanded the demon to go out of all that sighed for 

deliverance from his thralldom, but that those who wished to remain bound to the devil should 

depart and take him along with them. At this command, the possessed cried out from all parts of the 

circle: “Jesus, Thou Son of God!” – and here and there people sank to the ground unconscious. 

Magdalen also, from her splendid seat upon which she had attracted all eyes, fell in violent 

convulsions. Her companions in sin applied perfumes as restoratives, and wanted to carry her away. 

Desiring to remain under the empire of the evil one, they were themselves glad to profit by the 

opportunity to retire from the scene. But just then some persons near her cried out: “Stop, Master! 

Stop! This woman is dying.” Jesus interrupted His discourse to reply: “Place her on her chair! The 

death she is now dying is a good death, and one that will vivify her!” After some time another word 

of Jesus pierced her to the heart, and she again fell into convulsions, during which dark forms 

escaped from her. A crowd gathered round her in alarm, while her own immediate party tried once 

again to bring her to herself. She was soon able to resume her seat on her beautiful chair, and then 

she tried to look as if she had suffered only an ordinary fainting spell. She had now become the 

object of general attention, especially as many other possessed back in the crowd had, like her, 

fallen in convulsions, and afterward rose up freed from the evil one. But when for the third time 

Magdalen fell down in violent convulsions, the excitement increased, and Martha hurried forward to 

her. When she recovered consciousness, she acted like one bereft of her senses. She wept 

passionately, and wanted to go to where the holy women were sitting. The frivolous companions 

with whom she had come hither held her back forcibly, declaring that she should not play the fool, 

and they at last succeeded in getting her down the mountain. Lazarus, Martha, and others who had 

followed her, now went forward and led her to the inn of the holy women. 

Before going down to His inn, Jesus healed many blind and sick. Later on, He taught again in the 

school, and Magdalen was present. She was not yet quite cured, but profoundly impressed, and no 

longer so wantonly arrayed. She was now veiled. Jesus in His instruction appeared again to speak for 

her special benefit and, when He fixed upon her His penetrating glance, she fell once more into 

unconsciousness and another evil spirit went out of her. Her maids bore her from the synagogue to 

where she was received by Martha and Mary, who took her back to the inn. She was now like one 
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distracted. She cried and wept. She ran through the public streets saying to all she met that she was 

a wicked creature, a sinner, the refuse of humanity. The holy women had the greatest trouble to 

quiet her. She tore her garments, disarranged her hair, and hid her face in the folds of her veil. When 

Jesus returned to His inn with the disciples and some of the Pharisees, and while they were taking 

some refreshments standing, Magdalen escaped from the holy women, ran with streaming hair and 

uttering loud lamentations, made her way through the crowd, cast herself at Jesus’ feet, weeping 

and moaning, and asked if she might still hope for salvation. The Pharisees and disciples, scandalized 

at the sight, said to Jesus that He should no longer suffer this reprobate woman to create 

disturbance everywhere, that He should send her away once for all. But Jesus replied: “Permit her to 

weep and lament! Ye know not what is passing in her” – and He turned to her with words of 

consolation. He told her to repent from her heart, to believe and to hope, for that she should soon 

find peace. Then He bade her depart with confidence. Martha, who had followed with her maids, 

took her again to her inn. Magdalen did nothing but wring her hands and lament. She was not yet 

quite freed from the power of the evil one, who tortured and tormented her with the most frightful 

remorse and despair. There was no rest for her – she thought herself forever lost. 

Upon her request, Lazarus went to Magdalum in order to take charge of her property, and to 

dissolve the ties she had there formed. She owned near Azanoth and in the surrounding country 

fields and vineyards which Lazarus, on account of her extravagance, had previously sequestered. 

To escape the great crowd that had gathered here, Jesus went that night with His disciples into the 

neighborhood of Damna, where there was an inn, as well as a lovely eminence upon which stood a 

chair for teaching. Next morning when the holy women came thither accompanied by Magdalen, 

they found Jesus already encompassed by people seeking His aid. When His departure became 

known, the crowds awaiting Him at Azanoth, as well as new visitors, came streaming to Damna, and 

fresh bands continued to arrive during the whole instruction. 

Magdalen, crushed and miserable, now sat among the holy women. Jesus inveighed severely against 

the sin of impurity, and said that it was that vice that had called down fire upon Sodom and 

Gomorrah. But He spoke of the mercy of God also and of the present time of pardon, almost 

conjuring His hearers to accept the grace offered them. Thrice during this discourse did Jesus rest His 

glance upon Magdalen, and each time I saw her sinking down and dark vapors issuing from her. The 

third time, the holy women carried her away. She was pale, weak, annihilated as it were, and 

scarcely recognizable. Her tears flowed incessantly. She was completely transformed, and 

passionately sighed to confess her sins to Jesus and receive pardon. The instruction over, Jesus went 

to a retired place, whither Mary herself and Martha led Magdalen to Him. She fell on her face 

weeping at His feet, her hair flowing loosely around her. Jesus comforted her. When Mary and 

Martha had withdrawn, she cried for pardon, confessed her numerous transgressions, and asked 

over and over: “Lord, is there still salvation for me?” Jesus forgave her sins, and she implored Him to 

save her from another relapse. He promised so to do, gave her His blessing, and spoke to her of the 

virtue of purity, also of His Mother, who was pure without stain. He praised Mary highly in terms I 

had never before heard from His lips, and commanded Magdalen to unite herself closely to her and 

to seek from her advice and consolation. When Jesus and Magdalen rejoined the holy women, Jesus 

said to them: “She has been a great sinner, but for all future time, she will be the model of 

penitents.”  
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The Fourth Luminous Mystery: The Transfiguration 
 

Taking with Him Peter, John, and James the Greater, He proceeded up the mountain by a footpath. 

They spent nearly two hours in ascent, for Jesus paused frequently at the different caves and places 

made memorable by the sojourn of the Prophets. There He explained to them manifold mysteries 

and united with them in prayer. They had no provisions, for Jesus had forbidden them to bring any, 

saying that they should be satiated to overflowing. The view from the summit of the mountain 

extended far and wide. On it was a large open place surrounded by a wall and shade trees. The 

ground was covered with aromatic herbs and sweet-scented flowers. Then Jesus withdrew with 

them into a deep grotto behind a rock which formed, as it were, a door to the cave. 

Jesus here continued His instructions. He taught them also the Our Father, interspersing the several 

petitions with verses from the Psalms; and these they recited half kneeling, half-sitting around Him 

in a semicircle. Jesus knelt opposite to them, and from time to time interrupted the prayer with 

instructions wonderfully profound and sweet upon the mysteries of Creation and Redemption. His 

words were extraordinarily loving, and the disciples were wholly inebriated by them. 

The sun had set and it was dark, but the Apostles had not remarked the fact, so entrancing were 

Jesus’ words and bearing. He became brighter and brighter, and apparitions of angelic spirits 

hovered around Him. Peter saw them, for he interrupted Jesus with the question: “Master, what 

does this mean?” Jesus answered: “They serve Me!” Peter, quite out of himself, stretched forth his 

hands, exclaiming: “Master, are we not here? We will serve Thee in all things!” Jesus began again His 

instructions, and along with the angelic apparitions flowed alternate streams of delicious perfumes, 

of celestial delights and contentment over the Apostles. Jesus meantime continued to shine with 

ever-increasing splendor, until He became as if transparent. The circle around them was so lighted 

up in the darkness of night that each little plant could be distinguished on the green sod as if in clear 

daylight. The three Apostles were so penetrated, so ravished that, when the light reached a certain 

degree, they covered their heads, prostrated on the ground, and there remained lying. 

It was about twelve o’clock at night when I beheld this glory at its height. I saw a shining pathway 

reaching from Heaven to earth, and on it angelic spirits of different choirs, all in constant movement. 

Some were small, but of perfect form; others were merely faces peeping forth from the glancing 

light; some were in priestly garb, while others looked like warriors. Each had some special 

characteristic different from that of the others, and from each radiated some special refreshment, 

strength, delight, and light. They were in constant action, constant movement. 

I heard Moses and Elijah greet Jesus, and I heard Him speaking to them of His Passion and of 

Redemption. Their being together appeared perfectly simple and natural. Moses and Elijah did not 

look aged nor decrepit as when they left the earth. They were, on the contrary, in the bloom of 

youth. Moses – taller, graver, and more majestic than Elijah – had on his forehead something like 

two projecting bumps. He was clothed in a long garment. He looked like a resolute man, like one 

that could govern with strictness, though at the same time he bore the impress of purity, rectitude, 

and simplicity. He told Jesus how rejoiced he was to see Him who had led himself and his people out 

of Egypt, and who was now once more about to redeem them. He referred to the numerous types of 

the Saviour in his own time, and uttered deeply significant words upon the Paschal lamb and the 
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Lamb of God. Elijah was quite the opposite of Moses. He appeared to be more refined, more lovable, 

of a sweeter disposition. But both Elijah and Moses were very dissimilar from the apparition of 

Malachi, for in the former one could trace something human, something earthly in form and 

countenance; yes, there was even a family likeness between them. Malachi, however, looked quite 

different. There was in his appearance something supernatural. He looked like an angel, like the 

personification of strength and repose. He was more tranquil, more spiritual than the others. 

Jesus spoke with them of all the sufferings He had endured up to the present, and of all that still 

awaited Him. He related the history of His Passion in detail, point for point. Elijah and Moses 

frequently expressed their emotion and joy. Their words were full of sympathy and consolation, of 

reverence for the Saviour, and of the uninterrupted praises of God. They constantly referred to the 

types of the mysteries of which Jesus was speaking, and praised God for having from all eternity 

dealt in mercy toward His people. But Malachi kept silence. 

The disciples raised their heads, gazed long upon the glory of Jesus, and beheld Moses, Elijah, and 

Malachi. When in describing His Passion Jesus came to His exaltation on the Cross, He extended His 

arms at the words: “So shall the Son of Man be lifted up!” His face was turned toward the south, He 

was entirely penetrated with light, and His robe flashed with a bluish white gleam. He, the Prophets, 

and the three Apostles – all were raised above the earth. 

And now the Prophets separated from Jesus, Elijah and Moses vanishing toward the east, Malachi 

westward into the darkness. Then Peter, ravished with joy, exclaimed: “Master, it is good for us to 

be here! Let us make here three tabernacles: one for Thee, one for Moses, and one for Elijah!” Peter 

meant that they had need of no other Heaven, for where they were was so sweet and blessed. By 

the tabernacles, he meant places of rest and honor, the dwellings of the saints. He said this in the 

delirium of his joy, in his state of ecstasy, without knowing what he was saying. 

When they had returned to their usual waking state, a cloud of white light descended upon them, 

like the morning dew floating over the meadows. I saw the heavens open above Jesus and the vision 

of the Most Holy Trinity, God the Father seated on a throne. He looked like an aged priest, and at His 

feet were crowds of angels and celestial figures. A stream of light descended upon Jesus, and the 

Apostles heard above them, like a sweet, gentle sighing, a voice pronouncing the words: “This is My 

beloved Son in whom I am well pleased. Hear ye Him!” Fear and trembling fell upon them. 

Overcome by the sense of their own human weakness and the glory they beheld, they cast 

themselves face downward on the earth. They trembled in the presence of Jesus, in whose favor 

they had just heard the testimony of His Heavenly Father. 

Jesus went to them, touched them, and said: “Arise, and fear not!” They arose, and beheld Jesus 

alone. It was now approaching three in the morning. The gray dawn was glimmering in the heavens 

and the damp vapors were hanging over the country around the foot of the mountain. The Apostles 

were silent and intimidated. Jesus told them that He had allowed them to behold the Transfiguration 

of the Son of Man in order to strengthen their faith, that they might not waver when they saw Him 

delivered for the sins of the world into the hands of evildoers, that they might not be scandalized 

when they witnessed His humiliation, and that they might at that time strengthen their weaker 

brethren. Then they united again in prayer, and by the morning light descended the northwestern 

side of the mountain.  
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The Fifth Luminous Mystery: The Institution of the Eucharist 
 

The breaking and distributing of bread and drinking out of the same cup were customary in olden 

times at feasts of welcome and farewell. They were used as signs of brotherly love and friendship. 

Today Jesus elevated this custom to the dignity of the Most Holy Sacrament, for until now it was 

only a typical ceremony. One of the charges brought before Caiphas on the occasion of Judas’ 

treason was that Jesus had introduced something new into the Paschal ceremonies, but Nicodemus 

proved from Scripture that this was an ancient practice at farewell feasts. 

Jesus’ place was between Peter and John. The doors were closed, for everything was conducted with 

secrecy and solemnity. When the cover of the chalice had been removed and taken back to the 

recess in the rear of the Cenacle, Jesus prayed and uttered some very solemn words. I saw that He 

was explaining the Last Supper to the Apostles, as also the ceremonies that were to accompany it. It 

reminded me of a priest teaching others the Holy Mass. 

Jesus then drew from the flat board upon which the vessels stood a kind of shelf, took the white 

linen that was hanging over the chalice, and spread it on the shelf. I saw Him next take a round, flat 

plate from the chalice and place it on the covered shelf. Then taking the loaves from the covered 

plate nearby, He laid them on the one before Him. 

Then He drew the chalice somewhat nearer to Himself, took from it the little cup that it contained, 

and set to the right and left the six smaller vessels that stood around it. He next blessed the Passover 

loaves and, I think, the oil also that was standing near, elevated the plate of bread with both hands, 

raised His eyes toward Heaven, prayed, offered, set it down on the table, and again covered it. Then 

taking the chalice, He received into it wine and water, the former poured by Peter, and the latter by 

John. The water He blessed before it was poured into the chalice. He then added a little more water 

from the small spoon, blessed the chalice, raised it on high, praying and offering, and set it down 

again. 

After that Jesus held His hands over the plate upon which the loaves had lain, while at His bidding 

Peter and John poured water on them; then with the spoon that He had taken from the foot of the 

chalice, He scooped up some of the water that had flowed over His own hands, and poured it upon 

theirs. Lastly, that same plate was passed around, and all the Apostles washed their hands in it. I do 

not know whether these ceremonies were performed in this precise order, but these and all the 

others that reminded me so much of the Holy Mass, I looked upon with deep emotion. 

During all this time, Jesus was becoming more and more recollected. He said to the Apostles that He 

was now about to give them all that He possessed, even His very Self. He seemed to be pouring out 

His whole Being in love, and I saw Him becoming perfectly transparent. He looked like a luminous 

apparition. 

In profound recollection and prayer, Jesus next broke the bread into several morsels and laid them 

one over another on the plate. With the tip of His finger, He broke off a scrap from the first morsel 

and let it fall into the chalice, and at the same moment I saw, as it seemed to me, the Blessed Virgin 

receiving the Blessed Sacrament, although she was not present in the Cenacle. It seemed to me that 
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I saw her enter at the door and come before the Lord to receive the Blessed Sacrament, after which I 

saw her no more. 

Again Jesus prayed and taught. His words, glowing with fire and light, came forth from His mouth 

and entered into all the Apostles, excepting Judas. He took the plate with the morsels of bread and 

said, “Take and eat. This is My Body which is given for you.” While saying these words, He stretched 

forth His right hand over it, as if giving a blessing, and as He did so, a brilliant light emanated from 

Him. His words were luminous as also the Bread, which as a body of light entered the mouth of the 

Apostles. It was as if Jesus Himself flowed into them. I saw all of them penetrated with light, bathed 

in light. Judas alone was in darkness. Jesus presented the Bread first to Peter, then to John, and next 

made a sign to Judas, who was sitting diagonally from Him, to approach. Thus Judas was the third to 

whom Jesus presented the Blessed Sacrament, but it seemed as if the word of the Lord turned back 

from the mouth of the traitor. I was so terrified at the sight that I cannot describe my feelings. Jesus 

said to Judas: “What thou art about to do, do quickly.” The Lord then administered the Blessed 

Sacrament to the rest of the Apostles, who came up two and two, each one holding for his neighbor 

a little, stiff cover with an ornamental edge that had lain over the chalice. 

Jesus next raised the chalice by its two handles to a level with His face, and pronounced into it the 

words of consecration. While doing so, He was wholly transfigured and, as it were, transparent. He 

was as if passing over into what He was giving. He caused Peter and John to drink from the chalice 

while yet in His hands, and then He set it down. With the little spoon, John removed some of the 

Sacred Blood from the chalice to the small cups, which Peter handed to the Apostles who, two by 

two, drank from the same cup. Judas also partook of the chalice, but he did not return to his place, 

for he immediately left the Cenacle. The others thought that Jesus had given him some commission 

to execute. He left without prayer or thanksgiving. And here we may see what an evil it is to fail to 

give thanks for our daily bread and for the Bread that endures to life eternal. During the whole meal, 

I saw a little red monster with one foot like a bare bone sitting at Judas’s feet and often rising up to 

his heart, but when outside the door, I saw three devils pressing around him. One entered into his 

mouth, one urged him on, and the third ran in front of him. It was night. They seemed to be lighting 

him as he hurried on like a madman. 

The remains of the Sacred Blood in the chalice, the Lord poured into the small cup that fitted into it; 

then holding His fingers over the chalice, He bade Peter and John pour water and wine upon them. 

This ablution He gave to the two to drink from the chalice and, pouring what remained into the 

smaller cups, passed it down among the rest of the Apostles. After that Jesus wiped out the chalice, 

put into it the little cup with what was left of the Sacred Blood, laid upon it the plate with the 

remains of the consecrated Paschal Bread, replaced the cover, wrapped the whole in the linen cloth, 

and deposited it in its case among the smaller cups. After the Resurrection, I saw the Apostles 

partaking of Communion from this Bread and Wine consecrated by Jesus. 

Jesus’ movements during the institution of the Most Blessed Sacrament were measured and solemn, 

preceded and followed by explanations and instructions. Every action indicated the institution of the 

Holy Mass. 
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The Sorrowful Mysteries 

The First Sorrowful Mystery: The Agony in the Garden 
 

It was about nine o’clock when Jesus reached Gethsemane with the disciples. Darkness had fallen 

upon the earth, but the moon was lighting up the sky. Jesus bade eight of the Apostles to remain in 

the Garden of Gethsemane, where there was a kind of summerhouse built of branches and foliage. 

“Remain here,” He said, “while I go to My own place to pray.” He took Peter, John, and James the 

Greater with Him, crossed the road, and went on for a few minutes, until He reached the Garden of 

Olives farther up the mountain. He was inexpressibly sad, for He felt His approaching agony and 

temptation. John asked how He, who had always consoled them, could now be so dejected. He 

replied: “My soul is sorrowful even unto death.” He glanced around and on all sides saw anguish and 

temptation gathering about Him like dense clouds filled with frightful pictures. It was at that 

moment He said to the three Apostles: “Remain here and watch with Me. Pray lest ye enter into 

temptation!” and they stayed in that place. Jesus went a few steps forward. But the frightful visions 

pressed around Him to such a degree that, filled with alarm, He turned to the left from the Apostles 

and plunged down into a grotto formed by an overhanging rock. 

When Jesus left the Apostles, I saw a great number of frightful figures surrounding Him in an ever-

narrowing circle. I saw the awful visions following Him into the grotto, and becoming ever more and 

more distinct. Ah! It was as if that narrow cave encompassed the horrible, the agonizing vision of all 

the sins, with their delights and their punishments, committed from the Fall of our first parents till 

the end of the world; for it was here on the Mount of Olives that Adam and Eve, driven from 

Paradise, had first descended upon the inhospitable earth, and in that very grotto had they in fear 

and alarm bewailed their misery. Thus entirely given up to His Humanity, He fell on His face, calling 

upon God in unspeakable sorrow and anguish. He saw in countless forms all the sins of the world 

with their innate hideousness. He took all upon Himself and offered Himself in His prayer to satisfy 

the justice of His Heavenly Father for all that guilt by His own sufferings.  

When now this enormous mass of sin and iniquity had passed before the soul of Jesus in an ocean of 

horrible visions and He had offered Himself as the expiatory sacrifice for all, had implored that all 

their punishment and chastisement might fall upon Him, Satan, as once before in the desert, 

brought forward innumerable temptations; yes, he even dared to allege a crowd of accusations 

against the innocent Saviour Himself. “What!” said he to Him, “wilt Thou take all this upon Thee, and 

Thou art not pure Thyself? See, here and here and here!” and he unfolded all kinds of forged bonds 

and notes before Him, and with infernal impudence held them up under His eyes. Satan acted like 

the most crafty and subtle Pharisee. 

At first Jesus knelt calmly in prayer, but after awhile His soul shrank in affright from the multitude 

and heinousness of man’s sins and ingratitude against God. So overpowering was the sadness, the 

agony of heart which fell upon Him that, trembling and shuddering, He prayed imploringly: “Abba, 

Father, if it be possible, remove this chalice from Me! My Father, all things are possible to Thee. Take 

this chalice from Me!” Then recovering Himself, He added: “But not what I will, but what Thou wilt.” 

His will and the Father’s were one. But now that through love He had delivered Himself up to the 

weakness of His human nature, He shuddered at the thought of death. 
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Wringing His hands, He swayed from side to side, and the sweat of agony covered Him. He trembled 

and shuddered. He arose, but His trembling knees could scarcely support Him. His countenance was 

quite disfigured and almost unrecognizable. His lips were white, and His hair stood on end. It was 

about half-past ten o’clock when He staggered to His feet and, bathed in sweat and often falling, 

tottered rather than walked to where the three disciples were awaiting Him. Exhausted with fatigue, 

sorrow, and anxiety under temptation, they had fallen asleep. When He found the Apostles sleeping, 

He clasped His hands and, sinking down by them from grief and exhaustion, He said: “Simon, 

sleepest thou?” At these words, they awoke and raised Him up. In His spiritual dereliction, He said: 

“What! Could ye not watch one hour with Me?” When they found Him so terrified and disfigured, so 

pale, trembling, and saturated with sweat, shuddering and shaking, His voice feeble and 

stammering, they were altogether at a loss what to think. 

When Jesus went back into the grotto carrying His load of sadness with Him, He cast Himself face 

downward on the ground, His arms extended, and prayed to His Heavenly Father. And now began 

for His soul a new struggle, which lasted three quarters of an hour. Angels came and showed Him in 

a long series of visions and in all its extent what He would have to endure for the atonement of sin. 

They showed Him, in the expiatory sufferings that awaited Him, first a suffering that would reach to 

both body and soul, a punishment that would comprehend in its intensity all the penalty due to 

Divine Justice for all the sins of the whole human race. Secondly, they showed Him a suffering which, 

in order to be satisfactory, should chastise the crimes of the whole human race in that Humanity 

which alone was sinless – namely, the Most Sacred Humanity of the Son of God. All this the angels 

showed Jesus, sometimes appearing in whole choirs and exhibiting row after row of pictures, and 

sometimes displaying only the principal features of His Passion. 

No tongue can express the horror, the anguish that overwhelmed the soul of Jesus at the sight of 

these visions of expiatory suffering. I now saw the blood in thick, dark drops trickling down the pale 

face of the Lord. His once smoothly parted hair was matted with blood, tangled and bristling on His 

head, and His beard was bloody and torn. It was after the last vision, in which the armed bands had 

lacerated His flesh, that He turned as if fleeing out of the grotto, and went again to His disciples. But 

His step was far from secure. He walked bowed like one tottering under a great burden. He was 

covered with wounds, and He fell at every step. 

At the close of these visions of the Passion, Jesus sank prostrate on His face like one in the throes of 

death. The angels and the visions disappeared, and the bloody sweat poured from Him more 

copiously than before. I saw it soaking His yellowish garment and moistening the earth around. It 

was now dark in the grotto. 

When Jesus returned to the disciples, He found them, as at first, lying on their side near the wall of 

the terrace, their heads covered, and asleep. The Lord said to them: “This is not the time to sleep. Ye 

should arise and pray, for behold the hour is at hand, and the Son of Man shall be betrayed into the 

hands of sinners. Arise, let us go! Behold, the traitor is approaching! Oh, it were better for him had 

he never been born!” 
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The Second Sorrowful Mystery: The Scourging at the Pillar 
 

Then the executioners, striking and pushing Jesus with their short staves, led Him through the raging 

multitude on the forum to the whipping pillar, which stood in front of one of the halls that 

surrounded the great square to the north of Pilate’s palace and not far from the guardhouse. 

And now Jesus clasped the pillar in His arms. The executioners, with horrible imprecations and 

barbarous pulling, fastened His sacred, upraised hands, by means of a wooden peg, behind the iron 

ring on top. In thus doing, they so stretched His whole body, that His feet, tightly bound below at the 

base, scarcely touched the ground. There stood the Holy of Holies, divested of clothing, laden with 

untold anguish and ignominy, stretched upon the pillar of criminals, while two of the bloodhounds, 

with sanguinary rage, began to tear with their whips the sacred back from head to foot. The first 

rods, or scourges, that they used looked as if made of flexible white wood, or they might have been 

bunches of ox sinews, or strips of hard, white leather. 

Our Lord and Saviour, the Son of God, true God and true Man, quivered and writhed like a poor 

worm under the strokes of the criminals’ rods. He cried in a suppressed voice, and a clear, sweet-

sounding wailing, like a loving prayer under excruciating torture, formed a touching accompaniment 

to the hissing strokes of His tormentors. Now and then the cries of the populace and the Pharisees 

mingled with those pitiful, holy, blessed, plaintive tones like frightful peals of thunder from an angry 

storm cloud. The uproar was so great that, when Pilate wanted to utter a few words, silence had to 

be enforced by the flourish of a trumpet. At such moments could be heard the strokes of the rods, 

the moans of Jesus, the blasphemy of the executioners, and the bleating of the Paschal lambs, which 

were being washed in the pool near the sheep gate to the east. The helpless bleating of the lambs 

had in it something indescribably touching. They were the only sounds in unison with the Saviour’s 

sighs. 

The Jewish mob kept at some distance, about the breadth of a street, from the place of scourging. 

Roman soldiers were standing here and there, but chiefly around the guardhouse. All kinds of 

loungers were loitering near the pillar itself, some in silence, others with expressions of contempt. I 

saw many of them suddenly roused to sympathy, and at such moments it seemed as if a sudden ray 

of light shot from Jesus to them.  

Some executioners of the High Priests went up to the scourgers and slipped them money, and a 

large jug of thick, red juice was brought to them, from which they guzzled until they became 

perfectly furious from intoxication. They had been at work about a quarter of an hour when they 

ceased to strike, and joined two of the others in drinking. Jesus’ body was livid, brown, blue, and red, 

and entirely covered with swollen cuts. His sacred blood was running down on the ground. He 

trembled and shuddered. Derision and mockery assailed Him on all sides. 

The night before had been cold. All the morning until now the sky was overcast, and a shower of hail 

had for a few moments fallen on the wondering multitude. Toward noon, however, the sky cleared 

and the sun shone out. 

The second pair of scourgers now fell upon Jesus with fresh fury. They made use of different rods, 

rough, as if set with thorns, and here and there provided with knots and splinters. Under their 
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furious blows, the swollen welts on Jesus’ sacred body were torn and rent; His blood spurted around 

so that the arms of His tormentors were sprinkled with it. Jesus moaned and prayed and shuddered 

in His agony. 

The last two scourgers struck Jesus with whips consisting of small chains, or straps, fastened to an 

iron handle, the ends furnished with iron points, or hooks. They tore off whole pieces of skin and 

flesh from His ribs. Oh, who can describe the awful barbarity of that spectacle! 

But those monsters had not yet satiated their cruelty. They loosened the cords that bound Jesus and 

turned His back to the pillar and, because He was so exhausted as to be no longer able to stand, they 

bound Him to it with fine cords passed under His arms across His breast, and below the knees. His 

hands they fastened to the ring in the middle of the opposite side. Only blood and wounds, only 

barbarously mangled flesh could be seen on the most sacred, most venerable Body of the Son of 

God. Like furious bloodhounds raged the scourgers with their strokes. One held a slender rod in his 

left hand, and with it struck the face of Jesus. There was no longer a sound spot on the Lord’s Body. 

He glanced, with eyes swimming in blood, at His torturers, and sued for mercy; but they became 

only the more enraged. He moaned in fainting tones: “Woe! Woe!” 

The terrible scourging had lasted fully three-quarters of an hour when an obscure man, a stranger 

and relative of that blind Ctesiphon whom Jesus had restored to sight, rushed indignantly to the 

back of the pillar, a sickle-shaped knife in his hand, and cried out: “Hold on! Do not beat the 

innocent Man to death!” The drunken executioners, startled for a moment, paused, while with one 

stroke the stranger quickly cut the cords that bound Jesus. They were all knotted together, and 

fastened to a great iron nail at the back of the pillar. The man then fled back and disappeared in the 

crowd. Jesus sank, covered with blood and wounds, at the foot of the pillar and lay unconscious in 

His own blood. The executioners left Him lying there and went to drink and call to their villainous 

companions, who were weaving the crown of thorns. 

Jesus quivered in agony as, with bleeding wounds, He lay at the foot of the pillar. I saw just then 

some bold girls passing by. They paused in silence before Him, holding one another by the hand, and 

looked at Him in feminine disgust, which renewed the pain of all His wounds. He raised His bleeding 

head, and turned His sorrowful face in pity toward them. They passed on, while the executioners 

and soldiers laughed and shouted some scandalous expressions after them. 

Several times during the scourging I saw weeping angels around Jesus and, during the whole of that 

bitter, ignominious punishment that fell upon Him like a shower of hail, I heard Him offering His 

prayer to His Father for the sins of mankind. 

I saw the Blessed Virgin, during the scourging of our Redeemer, in a state of uninterrupted ecstasy. 

She saw and suffered in an indescribable manner all that her Son was enduring. Her punishment, her 

martyrdom, was as inconceivably great as her most holy love. Low moans frequently burst from her 

lips, and her eyes were inflamed with weeping. 
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The Third Sorrowful Mystery: The Crowning with Thorns 
 

While Jesus was being scourged, Pilate had several times addressed the multitude, and again had 

the shout gone up: “He shall be executed, even if we die for it!” And when Jesus was led to the 

crowning, they cried again: “Away with Him! Away!” New bands of Jews were constantly arriving, 

and as they came, they were instigated by the runners of the High Priests to raise that cry. 

Now followed a short interval of rest. Pilate gave some orders to his soldiers. The High Priests and 

Council meanwhile, seated on elevated benches on either side of the street in front of Pilate’s 

terrace, shaded by trees and awnings, ordered food and drink to be brought them by their servants. 

I saw Pilate perplexed and doubting. Yielding to his superstition, he retired alone to burn incense 

before his gods and to busy himself in all kinds of divination. 

I saw the Blessed Virgin and her companions, when they had dried up Jesus’ blood after the 

scourging, leaving the forum. I saw them with the bloody linens in a small house built in a wall in the 

neighborhood. 

The crowning and mocking of Jesus took place in the inner court of the guardhouse, which stood in 

the forum over the prisons. It was surrounded with pillars, and the entrance was open. There were 

about fifty low-lived wretches belonging to the army, jailer’s servants, executioners, lads, slaves, and 

whipping servants, who took an active part in this maltreatment of Jesus. The mob at first crowded 

in eagerly, but was soon displaced by the thousand Roman soldiers who surrounded the building. 

They stood in rank and order, jeering and laughing, thereby giving to Jesus’ tormentors new 

inducement to multiply His sufferings. Their jokes and laughter encouraged them as applause does 

the actor. 

There was a hole in the middle of the court, and to this they had rolled the base of an old column, 

which may once have stood there. On that base they placed a low, round stool with an upright at the 

back by which to raise it, and maliciously covered it with sharp stones and potsherds. 

Once more they tore Jesus’ clothing from His wounded body, and threw over Him instead an old red 

military cloak tattered and so short that it did not reach to the knees. Shreds of yellow tassels hung 

on it here and there. It was kept in a corner of the executioners’ room and used to throw around 

criminals after their scourging, either to dry the blood or to turn them into derision. Now they 

dragged Jesus to the stool covered with stones and potsherds, and violently forced His wounded, 

naked body down upon them. Then they put upon Him the crown of thorns. It was two hands high, 

thick, and skillfully plaited, with a projecting edge on top. They laid it like a binder round His brow 

and fastened it tightly in the back, thus forming it into a crown. It was skillfully woven from thorn 

branches three fingers thick, the thorns of which grew straight out. In plaiting the crown, as many of 

them as possible had been designedly pressed inward. There were three kinds of thorns, such as 

with us are called buckthorn, blackthorn, and hawthorn. The projecting edge on top was formed of 

one kind, which we call blackberry, and it was by this the torturer fastened it on and moved it in 

order to produce new sufferings. I have seen the spot whence the miscreants brought the thorns. 

Next they placed in Jesus’ hand a thick reed with a tufted top. All this was done with mock 

solemnity, as if they were really crowning Him king. Then they snatched the reed from His hand and 

with it struck the crown violently, until His eyes filled with blood. They bent the knee before Him, 
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stuck out their tongue at Him, struck and spat in His face, and cried out: “Hail, King of the Jews!” 

With shouts of mocking laughter, they upset Him along with the stool, in order to force Him violently 

down upon it again. 

I am not able to repeat all the base inventions employed by those wretches to insult the poor 

Saviour. Ah! His thirst was horrible, for He was consumed with the fever of His wounds, the 

laceration caused by the inhuman scourging. He quivered. The flesh on His sides was in many places 

torn even to the ribs. His tongue contracted convulsively. Only the sacred Blood trickling down from 

His head laved, as it were in pity, His parched lips which hung languishingly open. Those horrible 

monsters, seeing this, turned His mouth into a receptacle for their own disgusting filth. Jesus 

underwent this maltreatment for about half an hour, during which time the cohort surrounding the 

praetorium in rank and order kept up an uninterrupted jeering and laughing. 

And now they again led Jesus, the crown of thorns upon His head, the mock scepter in His fettered 

hands, the purple mantle thrown around Him, into Pilate’s palace. He was unrecognizable on 

account of the blood that filled His eyes and ran down into His mouth and beard. His body, covered 

with swollen welts and wounds, resembled a cloth dipped in blood, and His gait was bowed down 

and tottering. The mantle was so short that He had to stoop in order to cover Himself with it, for at 

the crowning they had again torn off all His clothing. When He reached the lowest step of the flight 

that led up to Pilate, even that hard-hearted being was seized with a shudder of compassion and 

disgust. He leaned on one of his officers, and as the priests and the people kept up their shouts and 

mockery, he exclaimed: “If the devil were as cruel as the Jews, one could not live with him in Hell!” 

Jesus was wearily dragged up the steps, and while He stood a little back, Pilate stepped to the front 

of the balcony. The trumpet sounded to command attention, for Pilate was going to speak. 

Addressing the High Priests and the people, he said: “Behold! I bring Him forth to you, that you may 

know that I find no cause in Him!” 

Then Jesus was led forward by the executioners to the front of the balcony where Pilate was 

standing, so that He could be seen by all the people in the forum. Oh, what a terrible, heart-rending 

spectacle! Silence, awful and gloomy, fell upon the multitude as the inhumanly treated Jesus, the 

sacred, martyrized figure of the Son of God, covered with blood and wounds, wearing the frightful 

crown of thorns, appeared and, from His eyes swimming in blood, cast a glance upon the surging 

crowd! Nearby stood Pilate, pointing to Him with his finger and crying to the Jews: “Behold the 

Man!” 

While Jesus, the scarlet cloak of derision thrown around His lacerated body, His pierced head sinking 

under the weight of the thorny crown, His fettered hands holding the mock scepter, was standing 

thus before Pilate’s palace, in infinite sadness and benignity, pain and love, like a bloody phantom, 

exposed to the raging cries of both priests and people, a band of strangers, men and women, their 

garments girded, crossed the forum and went down to the sheep pool. They were going to help in 

the washing of the Paschal lambs, whose gentle bleating was still mingling with the sanguinary 

shouts of the multitude, as if wishing to bear witness to the Silent Truth. Now it was that the true 

Paschal Lamb of God, the revealed though unrecognized Mystery of this holy day, fulfilled the 

Prophecies and stretched Himself in silence on the slaughtering bench. 

  



27 
 

The Fourth Sorrowful Mystery: The Carrying of the Cross 
 

As soon as the cross was thrown on the ground before Him, Jesus fell on His knees, put His arms 

around it, and kissed it three times while softly uttering a prayer of thanksgiving to His Heavenly 

Father for the Redemption of mankind now begun. But the executioners dragged Jesus up to a 

kneeling posture; and with difficulty and little help (and that of the most barbarous kind) He was 

forced to take the heavy beams upon His right shoulder and hold them fast with His right arm. They 

jerked Him to His feet, and then fell upon His shoulder the whole weight of the cross, of that cross 

which, according to His own sacred words of Eternal Truth, we must carry after Him. Jesus, with the 

wood of the cross bound on His shoulder, reminded me in a striking manner of Isaac carrying the 

wood for his own sacrifice on the mountain. 

The procession of the Crucifixion was headed by a trumpeter, who sounded his trumpet at every 

street corner and proclaimed the execution. Some paces behind him came a crowd of boys and 

other rude fellows, carrying drink, cords, nails, wedges, and baskets of tools of all kinds, while sturdy 

servant men bore poles, ladders, and the trunks belonging to the crosses of the thieves. Then 

followed some of the mounted Pharisees, after whom came a lad bearing on his breast the 

inscription Pilate had written for the cross. 

And next came Our Lord and Redeemer, bowed down under the heavy weight of the cross, bruised, 

torn with scourges, exhausted, and tottering. Since the Last Supper of the preceding evening, 

without food, drink, and sleep, under continual ill-treatment that might of itself have ended in 

death, consumed by loss of blood, wounds, fever, thirst, and unutterable interior pain and horror, 

Jesus walked with tottering steps, His back bent low, His feet naked and bleeding. With His right 

hand He grasped the heavy load on His right shoulder, and with the left He wearily tried to raise the 

flowing garment constantly impeding His uncertain steps. The four executioners held at some 

distance the cords fastened to His fetter girdle. The two in front dragged Him forward, while the two 

behind urged Him on. In this way He was not sure of one step, and the tugging cords constantly 

prevented His lifting His robe. His hands were bruised and swollen from the cords that had tightly 

bound them, His face was covered with blood and swellings, His hair and beard were torn and 

matted with blood, the burden He carried and the fetters pressed the coarse woollen garment into 

the wounds of His body and the wool stuck fast to those that had been reopened by the tearing off 

of His clothes. Jeers and malicious words resounded on all sides. He looked unspeakably wretched 

and tormented, though lovingly resigned. His lips moved in prayer, His glance was supplicating, 

forgiving, and suffering. The two executioners behind Him, who held up the end of the cross by 

means of ropes fastened to it, increased the toil of Jesus, for they jerked the ropes or let them lie 

slack, thus moving His burden from side to side. The procession was flanked by soldiers bearing 

lances. Then came the two thieves, each led by two executioners holding cords fastened to their 

girdles. Behind the thieves rode one-half of the Pharisees closing the procession. 

The narrow alley through which Jesus was first conducted was scarcely two paces wide, and it was 

full of filth thrown from the gates of the houses on either side. From the gates and windows the 

servants and slaves there employed threw after Him mud and kitchen refuse. Malicious rascals 

poured black, filthy, bad-smelling water on Him; yes, even children, running out of their houses, 
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were incited by the rabble to gather stones in their aprons and, darting through the crowd, throw 

them at His feet with words of mockery and reviling. 

Toward the end of that narrow street, or alley, the way turned again to the left, becoming broader 

and somewhat steep. Poor Jesus, on reaching this spot with His heavy burden, could go no farther. 

The executioners pulled Him by the cords and pushed Him unmercifully. Then did the Divine Cross-

bearer fall full length on the ground by a projecting stone, His burden at His side. The drivers, with 

curses, pulled Him and kicked Him. This brought the procession to a halt, and a tumult arose around 

Jesus. The Pharisees yelled: “Up! Raise Him up! Otherwise He’ll die in our hands.” Here and there on 

the wayside weeping women might be seen, and children whimpering from fear. With the aid of 

supernatural help, Jesus raised His head, and the terrible, the diabolical wretches, instead of 

alleviating His sufferings, put the crown of thorns again upon Him. When at last, with all kinds of ill-

treatment, they dragged Him up again, they laid the cross once more upon His shoulder. And now 

with the greatest difficulty He had to hang His poor head, racked with thorns, to one side in order to 

be able to carry His heavy load on His shoulder, for the crown was broad. Thus Jesus tottered, with 

increased torture, up the steep and gradually widening street. 

The procession passed through a gateway in an old inner wall of the city. There was a large stepping 

stone here, over which Jesus staggered and fell, the cross by His side. He lay on the ground, leaning 

against the stone, unable to rise. Just at this instant, a crowd of well-dressed people came along on 

their way to the Temple. They cried out in compassion: “Alas! The poor creature is dying!” Confusion 

arose among the rabble, for they could not succeed in making Jesus rise. The Pharisees leading the 

procession cried out to the soldiers: “We shall not get Him to Calvary alive. You must hunt up 

someone to help Him carry the cross.” Just then appeared, coming straight down the middle of the 

street, Simon of Cyrene, a pagan, followed by his three sons. The crowd was so great that he could 

not escape, and as soon as the soldiers saw by his dress that he was a poor pagan laborer, they laid 

hold on him and dragged him forward to help carry the Galilean’s cross. Poor Jesus looked so 

horribly miserable, so awfully disfigured, and His garments were covered with mud; but He was 

weeping, and He cast upon Simon a glance that roused his compassion. Simon walked close behind 

Jesus, thus greatly lightening His burden. They rearranged the crown of thorns, and at last the 

dolorous procession resumed its march. 

Transported with love and compassion, Seraphia pressed through the mob running at the side of the 

procession, in through the soldiers and executioners, stepped before Jesus, fell on her knees, and 

held up to Him the outspread end of a linen kerchief, with these words of entreaty: “Permit me to 

wipe the face of my Lord!” Jesus seized the kerchief and pressed it against His bloodstained face. 

Then He handed it back to Seraphia with thanks. This sudden and daring act of Seraphia caused a 

stoppage in the procession of hardly two minutes, of which she made use to present the kerchief. 

The mounted Pharisees, as well as the executioners, were enraged at the delay, and still more at this 

public homage rendered to the Lord. They began, in consequence, to beat and pull Jesus. 

The procession again moved onward. With blows and violent jerking at the cords that bound Him, 

Jesus was driven up the rough, uneven path between the city wall and Mount Calvary toward the 

north. At a spot where the path in its ascent turned toward the south, poor Jesus fell again. But His 

tormentors beat Him and drove Him on more rudely than ever until He reached the top of the rock, 

the place of execution, when with the cross He fell heavily to the earth for the seventh time. 
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The Fifth Sorrowful Mystery: The Crucifixion 
 

Jesus was now stretched on the cross by the executioners. One knelt on His sacred breast and held 

the closing hand flat; another placed a long, thick nail, which had been filed to a sharp point, upon 

the palm of His sacred hand, and struck furious blows with an iron hammer. A sweet, clear, 

spasmodic cry of anguish broke from the Lord’s lips, and His blood spurted out upon the arms of the 

executioners. 

After nailing Our Lord’s right hand, the crucifiers found that His left, which also was fastened to the 

crosspiece, did not reach to the hole made for the nail, for they had bored a good two inches from 

the fingertips. They consequently unbound Jesus’ arm from the cross, wound cords around it and, 

with their feet supported firmly against the cross, pulled it forward until the hand reached the hole. 

Now, kneeling on the arm and breast of the Lord, they fastened the arm again on the beam, and 

hammered the second nail through the left hand. The blood spurted up and Jesus’ sweet, clear cry of 

agony sounded above the strokes of the heavy hammer. Both arms had been torn from their 

sockets, the shoulders were distended and hollow, and at the elbows one could see the disjointed 

bones. Jesus’ breast heaved, and His legs were drawn up doubled to His body. 

The Blessed Virgin endured all this torture with Jesus. She was pale as a corpse, and low moans of 

agony sounded from her lips. The Pharisees were mocking and jesting at the side of the low wall by 

which she was standing, therefore John led her to the other holy women at a greater distance from 

the circle. Magdalen was like one out of her mind. She tore her face with her fingernails, till her eyes 

and cheeks were covered with blood. 

About a third of its height from below, there was fixed to the cross by an immense spike a projecting 

block to which Jesus’ feet were to be nailed, so that He should be rather standing than hanging; 

otherwise His hands would have been torn, and His feet could not have been nailed without 

breaking the bones. 

The whole body of our Blessed Redeemer had been contracted by the violent stretching of the arms 

to the holes for the nails, and His knees were forcibly drawn up. The executioners now fell furiously 

upon them and, winding ropes around them, fastened them down to the cross; but on account of 

the mistake made in the holes in the crosspiece, the sacred feet of Jesus did not reach even to the 

block. When the executioners saw this, they gave vent to curses and insults. Then they tied ropes 

around the right leg and, with horrible violence and terrible torture to Jesus, pulled the foot down to 

the block, and tied the leg fast with cords. Jesus’ body was thus most horribly distended. His chest 

gave way with a cracking sound, and He moaned aloud: “O God! O God!” They had tied down His 

arms and His breast also that His hands might not be torn away from the nails. The abdomen was 

entirely displaced, and it seemed as if the ribs broke away from the breastbone. The suffering was 

horrible. 

Then seizing the most frightful-looking nail of all, which was much longer than the others, they drove 

it with great effort through the wounded instep of the left foot and that of the right foot resting 

below. With a cracking sound, it passed through Jesus’ feet into the hole prepared for it in the 

footblock, and through that again back into the trunk of the cross. 
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Jesus’ moans were purely cries of pain. Mingled with them were uninterrupted prayers, passages 

from the Psalms and Prophecies, whose predictions He was now fulfilling. During the whole time of 

His bitter Passion and until the moment of death, He was engaged in this kind of prayer, and in the 

uninterrupted fulfillment of the Prophecies. I saw weeping angels hovering over Jesus during this 

terrible torture. 

Several of the executioners lifted the cross upright, while others supported it with blocks around the 

trunk, and guided the foot to the hole prepared for it. They shoved the top somewhat forward, until 

it came into a perpendicular line, and its whole weight with a tremulous thud shot down into the 

hole. The cross vibrated under the shock. Jesus moaned aloud. The weight of the outstretched body 

fell lower, the wounds were opened wider, the blood ran more profusely, and the dislocated bones 

struck against one another. For the first time, the Holy Cross stood erect upon the earth, like another 

tree of life in Paradise, and from the Wounds of Jesus, enlarged by the shock, trickled four sacred 

streams down upon the earth, to wash away the curse resting upon it and to make it bear for 

Himself, the new Adam, fruits of salvation. 

Jesus, in unspeakable torture, endured on the cross extreme abandonment and desolation of soul. 

He prayed to His Heavenly Father in those passages of the Psalms that were now being fulfilled in 

Himself. I saw around Him angelic figures. He endured in infinite torment all that a poor, crushed, 

tortured creature, in the greatest abandonment, without consolation human or divine, suffers when 

faith, hope, and love stand alone in the desert of tribulation, without prospect of return, without 

taste or sentiment, without a ray of light, left there to live alone. No words can express this pain. 

Jesus wholly abandoned, wholly deprived of all things, and utterly helpless, sacrificed Himself in 

infinite love. Yes, He turned His abandonment itself into a rich treasure by offering to His Heavenly 

Father His life, labors, love, and sufferings, along with the bitter sense of our ingratitude that 

thereby He might strengthen our weakness and enrich our poverty. He made before God His last 

testament, by which He gave over all His merits to the Church and to sinners. He thought of 

everyone. In His abandonment He was with every single soul until the end of time. Being in His 

Sacred Humanity wholly abandoned by the Father, He felt most perfectly that bereavement, He 

drained to the dregs the bitter cup of dereliction, He experienced for the time what a soul endures 

that has lost its God forever. 

The hour of the Lord was now come. He was struggling with death, and a cold sweat burst out on 

every limb. John was standing by the cross and wiping Jesus’ feet with his handkerchief. Magdalen, 

utterly crushed with grief, was leaning at the back of the cross. The Blessed Virgin, supported in the 

arms of Mary Cleophas and Salome, was standing between Jesus and the cross of the good thief, her 

gaze fixed upon her dying Son. Jesus spoke: “It is consummated!” and raising His head He cried with 

a loud voice: “Father, into Thy hands I commend My Spirit!” The sweet, loud cry rang through 

Heaven and earth. Then He bowed His head and gave up the ghost. I saw His soul like a luminous 

phantom descending through the earth near the cross down to the sphere of Limbo. John and the 

holy women sank, face downward, prostrate on the earth. 

Terror fell upon all at the sound of Jesus’ death cry, when the earth quaked and the rock beneath 

the cross was split asunder. A feeling of dread pervaded the whole universe. The veil of the Temple 

was on the instant rent in twain, the dead arose from their graves, the walls in the Temple fell, while 

mountains and buildings were overturned in many parts of the world.  
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The Glorious Mysteries 

The First Glorious Mystery: The Resurrection 
 

When the morning sky began to clear with a streak of white light, I saw Magdalen, Mary Cleophas, 

Johanna Chusa, and Salome, enveloped in mantles, leaving their abode near the Cenacle. They 

carried the spices packed in linen cloths, and one of them had a lighted lantern. They kept all hidden 

under their mantles.  

The blessed soul of Jesus in dazzling splendor, between two warrior angels and surrounded by a 

multitude of resplendent figures, came floating down through the rocky roof of the tomb upon the 

sacred body. It seemed to incline over it and melt, as it were, into one with it. I saw the sacred limbs 

moving beneath the swathing bands, and the dazzling, living body of the Lord with His soul and His 

Divinity coming forth from the side of the winding sheet as if from the wounded Side. The sight 

reminded me of Eve coming forth from Adam’s side. The whole place was resplendent with light and 

glory. 

Now I saw the Lord floating in glory up through the rock. The earth trembled, and an angel in warrior 

garb shot like lightning from Heaven down to the tomb, rolled the stone to one side, and seated 

himself upon it. The trembling of the earth was so great that the lanterns swung from side to side, 

and the flames flashed around. The guards fell stunned to the ground and lay there stiff and 

contorted, as if dead. At the instant the angel shot down to the tomb and the earth quaked, I saw 

the risen Lord appearing to His Blessed Mother on Mount Calvary. He was transcendently beautiful 

and glorious, His manner full of earnestness. His garment, which was like a white mantle thrown 

about His limbs, floated in the breeze behind Him as He walked. It glistened blue and white, like 

smoke curling in the sunshine. His wounds were very large and sparkling; in those of His hands, one 

could easily insert a finger. The lips of the wounds formed the sides of an equilateral triangle which 

met, as it were, in the center of a circle, and from the palm of the hand shot rays of light toward the 

fingers.  He showed her His wounds, and when she fell on her knees to kiss His feet, He grasped her 

hand, raised her up, and disappeared. 

Outside the tomb the stone was rolled to the right, so that the doors, which were merely lying to, 

could now be easily opened. When, as they approached, the holy women noticed the lanterns of the 

guard and the soldiers lying around, they became frightened, and went a short distance past the 

garden toward Golgotha. Magdalen, however, forgetful of danger, hurried into the garden. Salome 

followed her at some distance, and the other two waited outside. 

Magdalen, seeing the guard, stepped back at first a few steps toward Salome, then both made their 

way together through the soldiers lying around and into the sepulcher. They found the stone rolled 

away, but the doors closed. Magdalen anxiously opened one of them, peered in at the tomb, and 

saw the linens lying empty and apart. The whole place was resplendent with light, and an angel was 

sitting at the right of the tomb. Magdalen was exceedingly troubled. She hurried out of the garden of 

the sepulcher, off through the gate belonging to Nicodemus, and back to the Apostles. Salome, too, 

who only now entered the sepulcher, ran at once after Magdalen, rushed in fright to the women 

waiting outside the garden, and told them of what had happened. When with beating heart the 

women entered the sepulcher and drew near the holy tomb, they beheld standing before them two 
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angels of the tomb in priestly robes, white and shining. The women pressed close to one another in 

terror and, covering their faces with their hands, bowed tremblingly almost to the ground. One of 

the angels addressed them. They must not fear, he said, nor must they look for the Crucified here. 

He was alive, He had arisen, He was no longer among the dead. Then the angel pointed out to them 

the empty tomb, and ordered them to tell the disciples what they had seen and heard, and that 

Jesus would go before them into Galilee. They should, continued the angel, remember what the Lord 

had said to them in Galilee, namely, “The Son of Man will be delivered into the hands of sinners. He 

will be crucified and, on the third day, He will rise again.” The holy women, shaking and trembling 

with fear, though still full of joy, tearfully gazed at the tomb and the linens, and departed, taking the 

road toward the gate of execution. 

Meanwhile Magdalen reached the Cenacle like one beside herself, and knocked violently at the 

door. Some of the disciples were still asleep on their couches around the walls, while several others 

had risen and were talking together. Peter and John opened the door. Magdalen, without entering, 

merely uttered the words: “They have taken the Lord from the tomb! We know not where” – and 

ran back in great haste to the garden of the sepulcher. Peter and John followed her, but John 

outstripped Peter. 

Magdalen was quite wet with dew when she again reached the garden and ran to the tomb. She 

stooped down, trying to see through the low doors into the cave and even as far as the stone couch. 

Her long hair fell forward as she stooped, and she was trying to keep it back with her hands, when 

she saw the two angels in white priestly garments sitting at the head and the foot of the tomb, and 

heard the words: “Woman, why weepest thou?” She cried out in her grief: “They have taken my Lord 

away! I know not where they have laid Him!” Saying this and seeing nothing but the linens, she 

turned weeping, like one seeking something, and as if she must find Him. She had a dim 

presentiment that Jesus was near, and even the apparition of the angels could not turn her from her 

one idea. About ten steps from the sepulcher and toward the east, where the garden rose in the 

direction of the city, she spied in the gray light of dawn, standing among the bushes behind a palm 

tree, a figure clothed in a long, white garment. Rushing toward it, she heard once more the words: 

“Woman, why weepest thou? Whom seekest thou?” She thought it was the gardener. The 

apparition was not resplendent. It looked like a person clad in long, white garments and seen at 

twilight. At the words: “Whom seekest thou?” Magdalen at once answered: “Sir, if thou hast taken 

Him hence, show me where thou hast laid Him! I will take Him away!” Then Jesus, in His well-known 

voice, said: “Mary!” She fell on her knees before Him and stretched out her arms toward His feet. 

But Jesus raised His hand to keep her off, saying: “Do not touch Me, for I am not yet ascended to My 

Father. But go to My brethren, and say to them: I ascend to My Father and to your Father, to My 

God and to your God.” At these words the Lord vanished. 

It may have been about half-past three o’clock when Jesus appeared to Magdalen. Scarcely had she 

left the garden when John approached, followed by Peter. John stood outside the entrance of the 

cave and stooped down to look, through the outer doors of the sepulcher, at the half-opened doors 

of the tomb, where he saw the linens lying. Then came Peter. He stepped down into the sepulcher 

and went to the tomb, in the center of which he saw the winding sheet lying. John now followed 

Peter to the tomb, saw the same things, and believed in the Resurrection. All that the Lord had said, 

all that was written in the Scriptures, was now clear to them. They had had only an imperfect 

comprehension of it before.  
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The Second Glorious Mystery: The Ascension 
 

At dawn of day Jesus left the house of the Last Supper with The Eleven. The Blessed Virgin followed 

them closely; the disciples, at some little distance. They passed through the streets of Jerusalem 

where all was quiet, the inhabitants still buried in sleep. At each moment the Lord became more 

earnest, more rapid in speech and action. On the preceding evening He appeared to me much more 

sympathetic in His words to His followers. I recognized the route that they took as that of the Palm 

Sunday procession. I saw that Jesus went with them over all the paths trodden by Him during His 

Passion, in order to inspire them by His teachings and admonitions with a lively appreciation of the 

fulfillment of the Promise. In every place in which some scene of His Passion had been enacted, He 

paused a moment to instruct them upon the accomplishment of the words of the Prophets, upon 

the Promises, and to explain the symbolical relation of the place to the same. Just before the gate 

that led out to Mount Calvary, they turned aside from the road to a delightful spot shaded by trees. 

It was one of several places of prayer that lay around Jerusalem. Jesus paused to teach and comfort 

the little flock. Meanwhile, day dawned brightly; their hearts grew lighter, and they even began to 

think that Jesus would still remain with them. 

New crowds of believers arrived, but I saw no women among them. Jesus again took the road that 

led to Mount Calvary and the Holy Sepulcher. But He did not follow it up to those points; He turned 

off and went around the city to the Mount of Olives. Some of the places on these roads consecrated 

to prayer and sanctified by Jesus’ teaching, and which had been laid waste or hedged in by the Jews, 

were now restored by the disciples. The tools for their work they found in the gardens on their way. 

Jesus paused awhile with the crowd in an exceedingly cool and lovely spot covered with beautiful 

long grass. The multitude that here surrounded Jesus was so great that I could no longer count 

them. Jesus spoke to them a very long time, like one who is about closing his discourse and coming 

to a conclusion. His hearers divined that the hour of parting was near, and yet they had no idea that 

the time still intervening was to be so short. The sun was already high, was already far above the 

horizon. Jesus and His followers tarried here fully an hour. By this time the people in Jerusalem were 

all on the alert, amazed at the crowds of people they descried around the Mount of Olives. Out of 

the city, too, crowds were pouring in bands. They consisted of all that had gone out to meet Jesus on 

Palm Sunday. The narrow roads were soon thronged, though around Jesus and His own, the space 

was left free. 

The Lord went only to Gethsemane and from the Garden of Olives up to the summit of the mount. 

He did not set foot upon the path on which He had been arrested. The crowd followed as in a 

procession, ascending by the different paths that encircled the mount. Jesus at each instant shone 

more brightly and His motions became more rapid. The disciples hastened after Him, but it was 

impossible to overtake Him. When He reached the top of the mountain, He was resplendent as a 

beam of white sunlight. A shining circle, glancing in all the colors of the rainbow, fell from Heaven 

around Him. The pressing crowd stood in a wide circle outside, as if blending with it. Jesus Himself 

shone still more brightly than the glory about Him. He laid the left hand on His breast and, raising 

the right, turned slowly around, blessing the whole world. The crowd stood motionless. I saw all 

receive the benediction. 
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And now the rays of light from above united with the glory emanating from Jesus, and I saw Him 

disappearing, dissolving as it were in the light from Heaven, vanishing as He rose. It appeared as if 

one sun was lost in another, as if one flame entered another, as if a spark floated into a flame. It was 

as if one were gazing into the full midday splendors of the sun, though this light was whiter and 

clearer. Full day compared with this would be dark. First, I lost sight of Jesus’ head, then His whole 

person, and lastly His feet, radiant with light, disappeared in the celestial glory. I saw innumerable 

souls from all sides going into that light and vanishing on high with the Lord. I cannot say that I saw 

Him becoming apparently smaller and smaller like something flying up in the air, for He disappeared 

as it were in a cloud of light. 

Out of that cloud, something like dew, like a shower of light fell upon all below, and when they could 

no longer endure the splendor, they were seized with amazement and terror. The Apostles and 

disciples, who were nearest to Jesus, were blinded by the dazzling glare. They were forced to lower 

their eyes, while many cast themselves prostrate on their faces. The Blessed Virgin was standing 

close behind them and gazing calmly straight ahead. 

After some moments, when the splendor began to diminish, the whole assembly in deep silence – 

their souls swayed by varying emotions – gazed fixedly up at the brightness, which continued visible 

for a long time. I saw two figures appear in this light. They looked small at first, but seemed to grow 

larger and larger as they descended. They were clothed in long white garments, and each held a staff 

in one hand. They looked like Prophets. They addressed the multitude, their voices like trumpets 

resounding loud and clear. It seemed to me that they could surely be heard in Jerusalem. They made 

no motion, stood perfectly still, and said: “Ye men of Galilee, why stand ye looking up to Heaven? 

This Jesus who is taken up from you into Heaven, shall so come as you have seen Him going into 

Heaven.” After these words the figures vanished. The brightness remained for a while longer and 

then disappeared like daylight retiring before the darkness of night. The disciples were quite out of 

themselves, for they now comprehended what had happened to them. The Lord had left them and 

gone to His Heavenly Father! Many, stunned by grief and amazement, fell to the earth. When the 

glare had entirely died away, they arose again, and the others gathered around them. They formed 

groups, the Blessed Virgin stepped forward, and so they stood for some time longer recovering 

themselves, talking together, and gazing upward. At last, the Apostles and disciples went back to the 

house of the Last Supper, and the Blessed Virgin followed. Some were weeping like children that 

refuse to be comforted, others were lost in thought. The Blessed Virgin, Peter, and John were very 

calm and full of consolation. 

On the top of the Mount of Olives, from which Jesus ascended, there was a level rock. On it He stood 

addressing the multitude before He blessed them and the cloud of light received Him. His footsteps 

remained impressed on the stone, and on another the mark of one hand of the Blessed Virgin. It was 

past noon before the crowd entirely dispersed. 

The Apostles and disciples now felt themselves alone. They were at first restless and like people 

forsaken. But by the soothing presence of the Blessed Virgin they were comforted, and putting 

entire confidence in Jesus’ words that she would be to them a mediatrix, a mother, and an advocate, 

they regained peace of soul. 
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The Third Glorious Mystery: The Descent of the Holy Spirit 
 

Toward morning I saw above the Mount of Olives a glittering white cloud of light coming down from 

Heaven and drawing near to the house. In the distance it appeared to me like a round ball borne 

along on a soft, warm breeze. But coming nearer, it looked larger and floated over the city like a 

luminous mass of fog until it stood above Sion and the house of the Last Supper. It seemed to 

contract and to shine with constantly increasing brightness, until at last with a rushing, roaring noise 

as of wind, it sank like a thunder cloud floating low in the atmosphere. I saw many Jews, who espied 

the cloud, hurrying in terror to the Temple. I myself experienced a childlike anxiety as to where I 

should hide if the stroke were to follow, for the whole thing was like a storm that had suddenly 

gathered, that instead of rising from the earth came down from Heaven, that was light instead of 

dark, that instead of thundering came down with a rushing wind. I felt that rushing motion. It was 

like a warm breeze full of power to refresh and invigorate. 

The luminous cloud descended low over the house, and with the increasing sound, the light became 

brighter. I saw the house and its surroundings more clearly, while the Apostles, the disciples, and the 

women became more and more silent, more deeply recollected. Afterward there shot from the 

rushing cloud streams of white light down upon the house and its surroundings. The streams 

intersected one another in sevenfold rays, and below each intersection resolved into fine threads of 

light and fiery drops. The point at which the seven streams intersected was surrounded by a rainbow 

light, in which floated a luminous figure with outstretched wings, or rays of light that looked like 

wings, attached to the shoulders. In that same instant the whole house and its surroundings were 

penetrated through and through with light. The five branched lamp no longer shone. The assembled 

Faithful were ravished in ecstasy. Each involuntarily threw back his head and raised his eyes eagerly 

on high, while into the mouth of every one there flowed a stream of light like a burning tongue of 

fire. It looked as if they were breathing, as if they were eagerly drinking in the fire, and as if their 

ardent desire flamed forth from their mouth to meet the entering flame. The sacred fire was poured 

forth also upon the disciples and the women present in the antechamber, and thus the resplendent 

cloud gradually dissolved as if in a rain of light. The flames descended on each in different colors and 

in different degrees of intensity. After that effusion of heavenly light, a joyous courage pervaded the 

assembly. All were full of emotion, and as if intoxicated with joy and confidence. They gathered 

around the Blessed Virgin who was, I saw, the only one perfectly calm, the only one that retained a 

quiet, holy self-possession. The Apostles embraced one another and, urged by joyous confidence, 

exclaimed: “What were we? What are we now?” The holy women too embraced. The disciples in the 

side halls were similarly affected, and the Apostles hastened out to them. A new life full of joy, of 

confidence, and of courage had been infused into all. Their joy found vent in thanksgiving. They 

ranged for prayer, gave thanks and praised God with great emotion. The light meanwhile vanished. 

Peter delivered an instruction to the disciples, and sent several of them out to the inns of the 

Pentecost guests. 

Between the house of the Last Supper and the Pool of Bethsaida there were several sheds and public 

lodging houses for the accommodation of guests come up for the feast. They were at this time very 

numerous, and they too received the grace of the Holy Ghost. An extraordinary movement pervaded 

all nature. Good people were roused interiorly, while the wicked became timid, uneasy, and still 

more stiff-necked. Most of these strangers had been encamped here since the Pasch, because the 
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distance from their homes rendered a journey to and fro between that feast and Pentecost 

altogether impracticable. They were become, by all that they had seen and heard, quite intimate and 

kindly disposed toward the disciples, so that the latter, intoxicated with joy, announced to them the 

Promise of the Holy Ghost as fulfilled. Then too did they become conscious of a change within their 

own souls and, at the summons of the disciples, they gathered around the Pool of Bethsaida. 

In the house of the Last Supper, Peter imposed hands on five of the Apostles who were to help to 

teach and baptize at the Pool of Bethsaida. They were James the Less, Bartholomew, Mathias, 

Thomas, and Jude Thaddeus. The last-named had a vision during his ordination. It seemed to him 

that he was clasping to his breast the Body of the Lord. Before departing for the Pool of Bethsaida to 

consecrate the water and administer Baptism, they received on their knees the benediction of the 

Blessed Virgin. 

Baptism at the Pool of Bethsaida had been arranged by Jesus Himself for this day’s feast, and the 

disciples had, in consequence, made all kinds of preparations at the pool, as well as in the old 

synagogue that they had appropriated for their own use. 

The Apostles and disciples went in solemn procession, two by two, from the house of the Last 

Supper to the Pool. Some of the disciples carried a leather bottle of holy water and an asperges. The 

five Apostles upon whom Peter had imposed hands separated, each taking one of the five entrances 

to the pool, and addressed the people with great enthusiasm. Peter stepped upon the teacher’s 

chair that had been prepared for him in the third circle of the Pool, counting from the outside one. 

This terrace was the broadest. The hearers filled all the terraces of the pool. When the Apostles 

spoke, the multitude hearkened in amazement, for everyone listened to what sounded to him his 

own language. It was owing to this astonishment of the people that Peter lifted up his voice, as is 

recorded in the Acts of the Apostles. 

As many presented themselves for Baptism, Peter, assisted by John and James the Less, solemnly 

blessed the water. The holy water, which they had brought in a leather bottle from the house of the 

Last Supper, Peter sprinkled in fine streams far over the pool with an asperges. The preparations for 

Baptism and the Baptism itself occupied the whole day. The neophytes approached Peter’s chair in 

bands and by turns, the other Apostles preaching and baptizing at the entrances. The Blessed Virgin 

and the holy women were busy in the synagogue near the pool, distributing the white garments to 

the neophytes. Every two baptized gave place to two neophytes upon whom they laid their hands as 

sponsors. Those baptized here today were they that had received John’s baptism only. The holy 

women too were baptized. The people added to the Community today amounted to three thousand. 

That evening the Apostles and disciples returned to the house of the Last Supper, where they took a 

repast and distributed blessed bread. Then came the evening prayer. 

On the following days also, preaching and baptizing went on at the pool. Before the Apostles and 

disciples went down for these duties, they received the blessing of the Blessed Virgin. 
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The Fourth Glorious Mystery: The Assumption 
 

As the Blessed Virgin felt her end approaching, in accordance with the directions of her Divine Son, 

she called the Apostles to her by prayer. She was now in her sixty-third year.  At the prayer of the 

Blessed Virgin, the Apostles received, through angels, an admonition to repair to her at Ephesus. The 

journeys of the Apostles, so distant, so exceedingly remote, were not made without divine 

assistance. Although they themselves were perhaps unconscious of it at the time, yet I do not doubt 

that they passed through many dangers in a supernatural manner.  

Peter, Andrew, and John were the first to reach the Blessed Virgin’s house. She was already near 

death. She was lying calmly on her couch in her sleeping place. I saw the maidservant looking very 

sorrowful in this and that corner of the house, also outdoors, where she prayed prostrate with 

outstretched arms. I saw also two of Mary’s sisters and five disciples coming together to the house. 

All looked tired and exhausted. Many wept from mingled feelings of joy and sorrow at meeting on 

such an occasion. Then with deep emotion they drew near Mary’s couch to salute her, though she 

could now say only a few words. 

And now the altar with its covers, one red, the other white, was placed in front of the Crucifix of the 

Blessed Virgin’s own oratory. Peter here celebrated the Holy Mass with the same ceremonies as I 

had seen him first observe in the church at the Pool of Bethsaida. Mary was in a sitting posture on 

her couch during the whole celebration. After the Communion, Peter gave the Blessed Sacrament to 

all present. 

Peter bore the Blessed Sacrament to Mary in the cross hanging on his breast, and John carried on a 

shallow dish the chalice containing the Most Sacred Blood. Thaddeus now brought forward a little 

incense basin. Peter first gave the Blessed Virgin the last anointing, just as that Sacrament is 

administered at the present day. Next he administered Holy Communion, which she received sitting 

up without support. Then she sank back again on her pillow, and after the Apostles had offered a 

short prayer, she received the chalice from John, but not now in so upright a posture. 

After Communion, Mary spoke no more. Her countenance, blooming and smiling as in youth, was 

raised above. I no longer saw the roof of her chamber, and the lamp appeared to be suspended in 

the open air. A pathway of light arose from Mary up to the heavenly Jerusalem, up to the throne of 

the Most Holy Trinity. On either side of this pathway I saw clouds of light out of which gazed angelic 

faces. Mary raised her arms to the Heavenly Jerusalem. Her body with all its wrappings was floating 

so high above the couch that I could see under it. A figure of light, also with upraised arms, appeared 

to issue from Mary. The two choirs of angels united under this figure and soared up with it, as if 

separating it from the body, which now sank back upon the couch, the hands crossed upon the 

breast. Many holy souls, among whom I recognized Joseph, Anne, Joachim, John the Baptist, 

Zachary, and Elizabeth, came to meet her. But up she soared, followed by them, to her Son, whose 

Wounds were flashing light far more brilliant than that which surrounded Him. He received her and 

placed in her hand a scepter, pointing at the same time over the whole circumference of the earth. 

At last I saw, and the sight filled me with joy, a multitude of souls released from Purgatory and 

soaring up to Heaven, and I received the surety that every year, on the feast of Mary’s Assumption, 

many of her devout clients are freed from Purgatory. The hour of Mary’s death was made known to 



38 
 

me as that of None, at which time also Jesus had died on the cross. Peter and John likewise must 

have seen the glory of Mary’s blessed soul, for their faces were turned upward, but the other 

Apostles were kneeling bowed to the ground. The body of the Blessed Virgin lay radiant with light 

upon the couch, the eyes closed, the hands crossed upon the breast. All present knelt, adoring God. 

The blessed body was prepared by the women for burial. Among them I remember having seen a 

daughter of Veronica and John Mark’s mother. The body of the Blessed Virgin was lifted in the linen 

of the deathbed and laid in a long basket, which had a lid and which was filled with covers, so that 

when lying on them, it rose above the edge. The body was of a dry, indescribable whiteness as if 

shining with light, and of so little weight that, like a mere husk, it could be raised quite easily on the 

hands. The face was fresh and blooming. 

When it was time to bear the coffin to the grotto, one half-hour distant, Peter and John raised it 

from the litter and carried it in their hands to the door of the house, outside of which it was again 

laid on the litter, which Peter and John then raised upon their shoulders. Six of the Apostles thus 

carried it in turn.  

On the night following the burial took place the bodily Assumption of the Blessed Virgin into Heaven. 

I saw on this night several of the Apostles and holy women in the little garden, praying and singing 

Psalms before the grotto. I saw a broad pathway of light descend from Heaven and rest upon the 

tomb. In it were circles of glory full of angels, in the midst of whom the resplendent soul of the 

Blessed Virgin came floating down. Before her went her Divine Son, the marks of His Wounds 

flashing with light. In the innermost circle, that which surrounded the holy soul of Mary, the angels 

appeared like the faces of very young children; in the second circle, they were like those of children 

from six to eight years old; and in the outermost, like the faces of youths, I could clearly distinguish 

only the face, the rest of the figure consisting of perfectly transparent light. Encircling the head of 

the Blessed Virgin like a crown, was a choir of blessed spirits. I know not what those present saw of 

all this. But I saw that some gazed up in amazement and adoration, while others cast themselves 

prostrate in fright upon the earth. These apparitions, becoming more and more distinct as they 

approached nearer, floated over the grotto, and another pathway of light issued from it and arose to 

the heavenly Jerusalem. The blessed soul of Mary, floating before Jesus, penetrated through the 

rock and into the tomb, out of which she again arose radiant with light in her glorified body and, 

escorted by the entire multitude of celestial spirits, returned in triumph to the heavenly Jerusalem. 

Next day, when the Apostles were engaged in choir service, Thomas made his appearance with two 

companions. Thomas was greatly grieved when he heard that the Blessed Virgin was already buried. 

He wept with an abundance of tears quite astonishing to behold, for he could not forgive himself for 

coming so late. The Apostles gathered around him, raised him up, embraced him, and set before him 

and his companions bread, honey, and some kind of beverage in little jugs. After that they 

accompanied him with lights to the tomb. They stood the lid of the coffin on one side and, to their 

intense astonishment, beheld only the empty winding sheets lying like a husk, or shell, and in perfect 

order. The Apostles gazed in amazement, their hands raised. John cried out: “She is no longer here!” 

The others came in quickly, wept, prayed, looking upward with raised arms, and finally cast 

themselves on the ground, remembering the radiant cloud of the preceding night. Then rising, they 

took the winding sheet just as it was, all the grave linens, and the coffin to keep as relics, and 

returned to the house by the Holy Way, praying and singing Psalms. 
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The Fifth Glorious Mystery: The Coronation of Mary 
 

After the Fall of Man, God made known to the angels His plan for the restoration of the human race. 

I saw the throne of God. I saw the Most Holy Trinity and a movement in the Divine Persons. I saw the 

nine choirs of angels and God announcing to them the way by which He would restore the fallen 

race. I saw the inexpressible joy and jubilation of the angels at the announcement. 

I saw Adam’s glittering rock of precious stones arise before the throne of God, as if borne up by 

angels. It had steps cut in it, it increased in size, it became a throne, a tower, and it extended on all 

sides until it embraced all things. I saw the nine choirs of angels around it, and above the angels in 

Heaven, I saw the image of the Virgin. It was not Mary in time; it was Mary in eternity, Mary in God. 

The Virgin entered the tower, which opened to receive her, and she appeared to become one with 

it. Then I saw issuing from the Most Holy Trinity an apparition which, likewise, went into the tower. 

Among the angels, I noticed a kind of monstrance at which all were working. It was in shape like a 

tower, and on it were all kinds of mysterious carving. Near it on either side stood two figures, their 

joined hands embracing it. At every instant it became larger and more magnificent. I saw something 

from God passing through the angelic choirs and going into the monstrance. It was a shining Holy 

Thing, and it became more clearly defined the nearer it drew to the monstrance. It appeared to me 

to be the germ of the divine Blessing for a pure offspring which had been given to Adam, but 

withdrawn when he was on the point of listening to Eve and consenting to eat the forbidden fruit. It 

was the Blessing that was again bestowed upon Abraham, withdrawn from Jacob, by Moses 

deposited in the Ark of the Covenant, and lastly received by Joachim, the father of Mary, in order 

that Mary might be as pure and stainless in her Conception as was Eve upon coming forth from the 

side of the sleeping Adam. The monstrance, likewise, went into the tower. 

I saw too, a chalice prepared by the angels. It was of the same shape as that used at the Last Supper, 

and it also went into the tower. To the right of the tower, I saw, as if on the edge of a golden cloud, 

grapevines and wheat intertwining like the fingers of clasped hands. From them sprang a branch, a 

whole genealogical tree upon whose boughs were little figures of males and females reaching hands 

to one another. Its highest blossom was the Crib with the Child. 

Then I saw in pictures the mystery of Redemption from the Promise down to the fullness of time, 

and in side pictures I saw counteracting influences at work. At last, over the shining rock, I saw a 

large and magnificent church. It was the One, Holy, Catholic Church, which bears living in itself the 

salvation of the whole world. The connection of these pictures one with another and their transition 

from one to another was wonderful. Even what was evil and opposed to the end in view, even what 

was rejected by the angels as unfit, was made subservient to the development of Redemption. And 

so, I saw the ancient Temple rising from below; it was very large and like a church, but it had no 

tower. It was pushed to one side by the angels, and there it stood slanting. I saw a great mussel shell 

(symbol of pagan worship and mythology) make its appearance and try to force its way into the old 

Temple; but it, too, was hurried aside. 

I saw appear a broad, lopped-off tower (an Egyptian pyramid) through whose numerous gateways 

figures like Abraham and the children of Israel entered. It was significant of their bondage in Egypt. It 
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was shoved aside, as well as another Egyptian tower in staircase form. The latter was symbolical of 

astrology and soothsaying. Then appeared an Egyptian temple. It was pushed aside like the others, 

and remained standing crooked. 

At last, I saw a vision on earth such as God had shown to Adam; namely, that a Virgin would arise 

and restore to him the salvation he had forfeited. Adam knew not when it would take place, and I 

saw his deep sadness because Eve bore him only sons. But at last she had a daughter. 

I saw Noah and his sacrifice at the time in which he received from God the Blessing. Then I had 

visions of Abraham, of his Blessing, and of the promise of a son Isaac. I saw the Blessing descending 

from firstborn to firstborn, and always transmitted with a sacramental action. I saw Moses on the 

night of Israel’s departure from Egypt, getting possession of the Mystery, the Holy Thing, of which 

none other knew save Aaron. I saw It afterward in the Ark of the Covenant. Only the High Priests and 

certain saints, by a revelation from God, had any knowledge of it. I saw the transmitting of this 

Mystery through the ancestry of Jesus Christ down to Joachim and Anne, the purest and holiest 

couple that ever existed, and from whom was born Mary, the spotless Virgin. And then I saw Mary 

becoming the living Ark of God’s Covenant. 

 


