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SENTIMENTS OF THE SOUL 
1942 

A letter to Jesus 

“Sentiments of a Soul” opens with this letter, 
dated19th February 1942. It is a vibrant docu-
ment, perfectly composed, written as a conse-
quence of Fr Pinho’s recent departure and cer-
tainly collected by Fr Umberto in 1944. It is a 
cry rising from the midst of a storm. But the 
nobility, the touch of excellence in the senti-
ments expressed, Alexandrina’s unlimited trust 
in Jesus and her determination are as strong as 
always. 

From now on, we will use the great generosity 
of the Official Website’s collaborators (Al-
phonse Rocha, Yolanda Astrid, Leo Madigan 
and Hugo Rafael) to translate, monthly, one or 
two pages of The Sentiments of a Soul. To 
translate them fully is task beyond the scope of 
this project. But it will be an asset, when some 
institution takes up the translation of this doc-
ument, to have this initial endeavour to hand. 

Balasar, 19th February, 1942. 

My good Jesus 
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I feel that my heart is torn in pieces by pain. 
Have You further blows to inflict on me? May 
your will be done. Nailed on the cross with You, 
dripping blood and in great agony, I see myself 
and I feel that I am abandoned by everybody. I 
can’t live in the world. I am afraid. 

Jesus, come quickly, come, take me to Heaven. 
Men try to distract me, always pulling out from 
under me anything that could relieve me or give 
me comfort. They took my spiritual father, they 
forbade him to write to me, and me to write to 
him. Let me, at least, my Beloved, find relief 
with You. I am alone in the middle of a storm 
which shows no sign of abating. 

I open my poor heart to You, only You know 
how to read what is written on it with pain and 
blood, only You can understand and evaluate 
my suffering. The world doesn’t know how to, 
men don’t understand anything. Let me repeat 
to You what You said to your Eternal Father: 

"Forgive them, my Jesus, because they know not 
what they do!" They are blind, the divine light 
fails to reach them: enlighten them all and give 
all of them Your love. 

O Jesus, all my forebodings have been right. 
Can they still forbid me to receive You in the 
Sacrament? O my God, that would be the last 
straw, that would take my life if You, with your 
divine power, didn’t preserve it. 



3 

They may say what they say, and do whatever 
they do, but they will never be able to deprive 
me of this intimate union with You. 

To steal Jesus in the Eucharist from me, yes, I 
have no doubt that they wish to do that; to take 
the richest of treasures that I love, that I love 
above all things, the Father, the Son, the Holy 
Spirit, never, never the will men achieve that: to 
do that they would need to arrange that I lived 
without a heart and without a soul. 

Impossible! Let the whole power of the world 
come, may be all of it against me: but will such a 
power separate me from this infinite greatness, 
from this infinite love? Never! Only sin, only 
that can do such thing. 

But I fully trust in You; it is from You, my Jesus, 
that I hope for everything, however there is a 
feeling in my soul that almost persuades me that 
I am mistaken: I feel that I don’t feel You, I feel 
that I can’t expect anything from You because of 
my awful misery. 

How great is my confusion! How great is my 
faintheartedness! 

Arise me, my Jesus, help me, nailed as You are 
to the cross, help me to climb up all the painful 
way to the Calvary. On each step I climb I want 
to leave this written with the blood that runs 
from my wounds: 
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It is for Jesus that I suffer, it is to give to Him 
souls that I walk here! 

Jesus, Jesus, I don’t see Heaven, all that blue 
sky hides from me, I have lost it, they stole from 
me everything that was life. I only feel pain, I 
only feel and see death. I don’t have anyone I 
can appeal to: I can only call on You and my 
Heavenly Mother. 

Poor me! How many times in my pain have I not 
dared to look at You! 

Hear me always, even if I do not call You; ask 
my Heavenly Mother to help me, give me all the 
strength of Heaven! 

Every sound I hear reminds me of my dear spir-
itual father. Will he come? What a life of illu-
sion! 

All the thoughts that come to my mind during 
this awful suffering are arrows which pierce my 
heart, they are scourges which tear my body and 
my soul to pieces. What wrong did I do, what 
crime did I commit? 

O my Jesus, if it was not for your love, if it was 
not the burning wish of saving souls for You, I 
would refuse everything. I wanted to love You 
very much, never to offend You, to gain Heaven, 
but I didn’t want the crucifixion, I did not want 
to hear your sweet and tender voice on the 
earth, I didn’t wish to see your divine Image, 
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either painful or glorious: I had all eternity to 
contemplate You and to hear You speaking. 

Forgive me my confidences, Jesus. You see that 
only with You am I able to unburden myself. 

Since You chose me for pain, since you appoint-
ed me for such a martyrdom, here I am your vic-
tim, your slave; Jesus, do with me what You 
will. 

Your blessing, my Beloved. Ask my Heavenly 
Mother to bless me and protect me. I am your 
most unworthy daughter,  

poor Alexandrina 

February 20, 1942 

The “Sentiments of the Soul” are different from 
the letters, even those written to Fr Mariano 
Pinho. But in the “Sentiments of the Soul” we 
still have those issued before 1942 (Fr Pinho’s 
Notebooks) and those from 1942 until the arri-
val of Fr Umberto. It is mainly from the time of 
the arrival of this Salesian that they take their 
final form, which is the one familiar to those 
who read this Monthly Page. So today’s text is 
similar to that of last month; it is almost a let-
ter to Jesus. But here we mainly have the pas-
sion, and prostration she was involved in; the 
departure of Fr Pinho is only mentioned in 
passing in the final extract. 
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***** 

Jesus, I come to meet You. Where are you? Why 
am I not able to find You? At least listen to my 
sorrows. If you fail me, I have nobody else. Did 
You see me this morning nailed on the cross in 
great agony, with my eyes raised to the Heaven 
which I felt, and saw, disappear without a 
smallest hope of seeing it return, or of my being 
able to enter it? What great sadness for me to 
see everything lost and without remedy!  

After coming down from the cross, I began the 
ascent to Calvary. I was so weak as I went, so 
exhausted! I walked with my face almost on the 
ground; here and there I fell, I wounded myself 
painfully: I was bleeding. What fear, what a 
dreadful fear it was that to be constantly re-
minded that in a little while I would be crucified 
without help from any source on this earth! But 
your divine love helped me: You came to meet 
me.  

— "My daughter, human strength fails you; have 
courage, divine strength will never fail you.  

Calvary is the path of my elected ones, Calvary is 
the path of my spouses, Calvary is the path of 
my crucified ones. It is through Calvary that I 
grant forgiveness to sinners, it is through Calva-
ry that I give love to hearts.  

Courage, courage, my dear! Your Jesus, your 
Celestial Mother and your spiritual Father ac-
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company you and help you in an intimate un-
ion!"  

Thank you, my Jesus.  

Enlivened by your sweet words I went to Geth-
semane. I never met You there, but your divine 
power was victorious in me. I felt at the begin-
ning that the uncouth soldiers in Gethsemane 
would arrest me. I felt that later Judas would 
come with venom on his lips. I felt in my body 
the kicks they would give me later, when they 
dragged me with ropes. I had in my heart your 
feelings when You saw before you all the sins 
and crimes of the world. If only, with all these 
sufferings, all souls were saved! But oh, how 
many are lost because they do not take ad-
vantage of my suffering! O Jesus, I felt my body 
was bathed in blood, with the clothing that 
clung to it and the clothing that dragged on the 
ground. But worse, much worse still, was the 
suffering of your delicate and divine body. In 
the flogging and crowning of thorns You always 
sheltered me. In the refuge and support of holy 
and pure love, I felt my soul to be inebriated and 
in quiet and peace I rested for some time.  

Later our Heavenly Mother came to take me on 
Her lap, She bound me in Her arms and ca-
ressed me. During all this agony, I had to call for 
You and for Her many times. Frightened with 
grief, abandoned, and completely exhausted, I 
had no strength to walk. All the time I invoked 
Heaven, but in vain. The abandonment was to-
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tal; that I should suffer alone on the cross had to 
be. In this painful agony a lance was thrust into 
my heart; it was necessary that I feel all that 
pain before expiring. Poor me, poor humanity 
that does not know how You suffered, Lord Je-
sus!  

After the crucifixion, it seems that I continued 
to live alone. I was reminded of the withdrawal 
of my spiritual Father.  

Another proof of your infinite love, my Jesus: 
You arranged it so that the Doctor not only took 
care of easing the pain of my body, but also that 
he eased the deep pain of my soul. You, Who 
know everything, used him to prepare my heart 
to receive the final coup.  

Thank you, my Jesus, I do not know what else to 
say. Let me repeat with You: my soul is sorrow-
ful even unto death. I lost the light, I lost every-
thing. 

Your blessing and your forgiveness, my love. 

February 27, 1942 

Jesus, give me your divine strength, I want my 
pain but without your strength I’ll never be able 
to face it. May my heart cry night and day if You 
will it, but put joy into my eyes, and laughter on 
my lips. Let your holy love, and the love of souls, 
be the foundation of my penance. 
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I am like a little dove in the air that beats its 
wings day and night; it has no place to settle, 
your power supports it. If You fail it, its strength 
fails, it cannot continue its flight, it falls on 
earth, it has nobody to feel sorry for it. 

Jesus, I am wandering in the air, I am being de-
stroyed by the storm; I am the most unworthy of 
your little daughters, without light and without 
refuge. 

O Jesus, I did not know that I still had much to 
give You. How vast is my ignorance! I thought I 
had given everything to You; I made a mistake: 
You came now to make the last harvest. Reap 
all, reap quickly and then reap me for Yourself. 

I gave my Spiritual Father definitively to You on 
the 20th, until such time as You wish to give him 
back to me. I gave all correspondence that I had 
from him to You on the 24th; it had lighted the 
way which guided me to You. You have seen 
how great the sacrifice was, not by any com-
mitment that I had to the letters, but that they 
were asked from me during days of such great 
pain. When I took them in my hands and, to 
unite all, I tied them with a white ribbon, did 
You hear, my Love, what I said? Jesus gave 
them to me, Jesus took them. When I gave them 
in order never to see them again. it seems that 
all my body shuddered. But wishing to make 
myself strong, I ever murmured: is not my Jesus 
worthy of much more? Everything is little to 
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Him who loves me so much and gave everything 
for me; everything is little to save souls for Him. 

After that, I ordered my portrait to be taken 
from the wall. Little or nothing can be taken in-
to account in regards to this, my Jesus, I didn’t 
have much esteem for it, I could willingly ask for 
it to be thrown into the fire. The pain it caused 
me was only because I saw that even that was 
being taken, which until then had served as a 
base for making the innocent suffer. My Jesus, 
it costs me as much to serve as an instrument of 
suffering for one as for the other! Look upon the 
whole of my sacrifice and fill your divine eyes 
with compassion. 

My crucifixion is next, Jesus. See me on the 
cross nailed with You, my eyes raised to heaven, 
which I no longer see, always crying: Jesus, Je-
sus, why did You abandon me? I am alone; all 
the aid of Heaven and earth fail me. I accept 
everything to console you, I accept everything, I 
suffer everything so that the gates of hell may be 
closed. 

(After the crucifixion) 

My good Jesus, You always stay with me, You 
are always fortifying me with your divine grace 
and strength. You encouraged me saying: 

― My daughter, my love-crazed girl, it is in your 
crucifixion that the salvation of many souls lies. 
It is in your great pain that my consolation lies 
and in your complete immolation that my glory 
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lies. My complete joy is in your Calvary. Cour-
age, courage! Jesus, with your heavenly Mother 
and your beloved Father, will not fail you. You 
have the divine grace in you. 

I walked to Gethsemane. Human agonies and 
sadness cannot compare with Yours. How much 
You suffered for my love. Did I dare to deny an-
ything to You? Oh, no, my Jesus, no! Give me 
strength so that I am not guilty of such ingrati-
tude. 

The darkness of Gethsemane was appalling. The 
sufferings were dreadful. The sins of the world 
were the direst weight that pressed upon my 
heart and yours. It was sin, sin alone was the 
cause of all the suffering, it was sin that I felt 
ripping my veins; it was sin that took from me 
heaven, leaving me in the greatest abandon-
ment, forcing me to sweat blood. It was sin, sin 
alone that was the executioner throughout all 
your passion. How much do I owe You, my good 
Jesus, for suffering in me and for associating 
Yourself with me. I could not resist any longer, 
and your divine voice whispering to me: 

― You, my daughter, always have the love of 
your Jesus before you. 

O my love, I feel the strength of my body and of 
my soul ebbing day by day, moment by mo-
ment,! Only with You being crucified in me will 
I be able to overcome. I live no longer, Jesus, 
everything in me is death. I have been plagued, I 
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was crowned with thorns, I rested in your divine 
Heart; I clutched it with love to mine: to fasten 
You forever, not to separate myself any longer 
from You was what I wished. 

I had some short moments in which You let 
your divine Grace fall on me and some of the 
little rays of your Love heated my heart. When I 
rested in my heavenly Mother, She joined Her 
blessed lips to mine and stayed that way 
throughout the time of my rest. 

These are not consolations, my Jesus, and You 
know that they were taken from me, they are the 
aids You gave me, without which my crucifixion 
was impossible.  

I went to Calvary. At each step I felt myself fall-
ing on the earth, losing my life. I was nailed on 
the cross; the blood was dripping from the 
wounds as from fountains. The insults that I 
heard hit my whole body. The pain in my heart 
made me so anxious that it seemed to me to rise 
in my chest to open up. To call for You, to cry to 
heaven – everything was useless. Only darkness 
and abandonment, only mortal agony. 

O my Jesus, the crucifixion passed, it is already 
midnight and on the summit of Calvary I stay 
with open arms, nailed to the cross, in the sad-
dest and darkest of nights, always crying: 'O 
Heaven, O Heaven, O Heaven, why did you 
abandon me! O earth that despised me and hate 
me. 
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My cry is lost in a world of abandonment; my 
echo is lost in a world that has no end. I am 
alone, Jesus, shivering with cold and hunger. I 
am blind, I lost the light. Will it not exist in the 
world, my Love? It is all darkness, it is all blind-
ness. Join, my Jesus, to this hard pain the pain 
that causes me to be saying these things, the 
lack of my dear Father. Jesus, Jesus, allow eve-
rything but scandal; I do not want You to be of-
fended, much less by what concerns me. Forgive 
everyone, forgive me and give me your blessing, 
Jesus. 

6th March 1942 

Jesus, my agony continues, there is no end to 
my Calvary. The black darkness of night will 
never end for me; I do not see the road, I cannot 
go forward, nor can I turn back; I have no guide, 
I have no life. I feel my heart and my soul have 
been torn to shreds. For love of whom do I ac-
cept all this? For You, my Jesus, only for You 
and for souls. Use my sorrow and agony, use the 
sacrifice that has brought me to this extreme, to 
give peace to the world, my Jesus, so that your 
divine Heart can receive from me all the joy, 
consolation and love that is possible, so that all 
your wishes may be realized, so that the souls 
may be saved. If I can not live to save them, if 
my sufferings are not enough to prevent them 
from going to hell, my love, then quickly take 
me to Yourself; if I am to live like this at least 
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may this hope remain, that my agony might 
console His divine Heart. Hasten, Jesus, to help 
me; make me firm in my purpose. Give to my 
lips a smile behind which I can hide all the mar-
tyrdom of my soul; it is enough that You are 
aware of all my suffering. My Jesus, search my 
whole body, heart and soul, see if You find 
something that can serve You: I want to give 
You everything, everything. The withdrawal of 
my dear spiritual Father from me, and all the 
sacrifices that followed, gave me the most suf-
fering. And now, my Jesus, to know that he is so 
near to me, and me like a poor, sad bird in the 
days of winter, dieing with hunger, not being 
allowed to speak to him, to receive food and life 
for my soul from him – this is reason enough to 
die with pain. Reign and command with your 
love, only it can conquer. 

I promised You, my Jesus, to suffer in silence, 
not having anything to relieve the pain of the 
sad suffering in my chest. Now I can take no 
more, Jesus, I am entirely immobilized. The 
humiliations, contempt and abandonment have 
overpowered me. I have lost the life of earth, I 
lost the life of Heaven, I am of no use to You.  

Poor soul, that feels nothing but fear and dread. 
Sad heart, anxious to have the blood of the 
whole world to pave all roads of Calvary with 
letters of blood: love, love, the love of Jesus!  

But she has nothing, and is of no use in consol-
ing and loving Him.  



15 

O Jesus, hear the cry of my soul; I only want to 
love you, never to sin. I am misery, I am noth-
ing, I am ashamed, I am weak. But my will 
wants to follow all roads walked by You.  

My body is on the cross. I feel my head covered 
with thorns which I am unable to turn from one 
side to the other, each thorn wounds severely. 
Calvary is engraved on my breast; suffering it all 
is very painful. But my lips only want to stam-
mer: more ― more, my Jesus, more. The will 
goes crazy as the crucifixion approaches; the 
body, poor rented nature, wants to retreat, it 
has not the courage to endure so much. The 
time is approaching. Be you, O Jesus, the full 
strength of your daughter who apparently feels 
herself abandoned by everything and by every-
body. 

(After the crucifixion) 

The hour arrived, Jesus, and in the end came 
my affliction. I felt I could take no more. The 
crushing split my chest, and You, as always, 
came to my aid, You put your divine power in 
me. 

― O my beloved, my beloved daughter, this is 
the way, follow me; the way is painful, it's the 
way to the Calvary. It was Me who chose you, it 
is for the salvation of souls, it is for my glory. 
Courage, my beloved! I have more consolation 
and joy in your crucifixion than in all the suffer-
ings and love of souls all over the world! Cheer 
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yourself; trust! You will soon, very soon receive 
the reward of all your sufferings. Have courage! 
Your dear Father is here to help you with your 
Jesus and your dear heavenly Mother. 

I walked with You, my Jesus; I came to Geth-
semane, but already so alone! I remembered 
your divine words, only they were my strength. 
There I didn’t find You nor hear your voice. Sad 
night of abandonment. That wave of sin fell on 
me. Through Gethsemane paths were cut for 
souls. Each soul was sealed by your blood di-
vine. What sadness to see so many souls with-
drawing from the paths and even despising 
them. But on all these paths various souls ap-
peared suffering for You. Sweet Jesus, what a 
great pain for your divine Heart to be so mis-
treated by souls for whom you showed nothing 
but love. What confusion! What a dreadful fear 
transformed your heart and covered your body 
in blood! Poor me! What I was in the midst of 
that Gethsemane, my Jesus? A small ball, a use-
less instrument managed by You. Then came 
the steps of the Passion; here and beyond I was 
faint with weakness. During the flogging, I con-
fess, my Jesus, that I never felt so abandoned by 
Heaven and earth. It was only a wild raving in 
my poor body; I was already at the height of my 
distress; it would have to cease or I would die. I 
felt then aid from the earth and your divine 
grace fell on me, I rested in you for some time to 
receive the sustenance I needed. My soul was 
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transformed, it passed from the most extreme 
pain and agony to lightness and peace. 

I went to the crowning of thorns. I felt obliged to 
rest in my heavenly Mother, I felt at that time, 
and several times after, that my dear spiritual 
Father, who they took from me, wanted to give 
me relief. My heavenly Mother took me in her 
arms and covered me with her mantle. She 
kissed me, and You kissed me, my Jesus. I heard 
You say to Her: 

― She is my daughter, and your daughter, my 
Mother; she is born of our love. I followed on to 
Calvary; every step was a moment less of life. I 
missed the aid of Heaven, I had no light to show 
me the way. It was as if agony itself nailed me to 
the cross. The insults of Calvary stifled my 
moans: only You heard the drops of blood fall-
ing on the ground. I felt in my heart the moans 
and the tears of my heavenly Mother. I fell then 
in extreme agony, crying to Heaven and asking 
it what caused such vast abandonment. My cry 
was not heard, it seemed to me that it was not 
meant to be answered; I had to die alone.  

And now, my Jesus, already a few hours of the 
night have passed, but my pain doesn’t end, my 
agony doesn’t end, my abandonment remains. 
Forgive me, my Jesus, it seems that I do not be-
lieve in You. The words that you said could not 
be meant for me, I am a vile creature, I cannot 
understand how your divine eyes can rest on 
me. What I am, what I am, my Jesus? Forgive 
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me, bless me, my Jesus; however I wish to love 
You. 

March 7 ,1942 

My good Jesus: 

I spent almost the whole night in Your compa-
ny; I didn’t lose my union with You. I cried be-
cause I could not hide my pain; my tears were 
for You. The darkness reached as high as from 
earth to heaven; the blue of the firmament was 
hidden from me. I was so abandoned, so lost in 
the awful darkness: my pain was mortal. Before 
sun-rise You entered my bedroom, You came 
down into my heart. The pain continued for 
some moments, then your divine sun shone in 
my soul, I enjoyed your sweet peace and heard 
your voice divine: 

― My beloved, O my beloved, my love consumes 
you. In you there is only very fine gold; my di-
vine fire purifies everything in you. What wealth 
is in your heart! In it I find all consolation and 
delight. You gave Me everything, I took it all and 
kept it. 

I came to the garden of my spouse, in it I picked 
many flowers and kept their perfume to distrib-
ute to souls: it is this that attracts them to me. 
My dear little one, tell your spiritual Father, that 
that is what he is, and always will be; It was not 
my wish that they take him from you, nor will it 
ever be; say that I send him all my love and that 
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of my blessed Mother. It’s enough, it’s enough 
the experience of men. The blow that you re-
ceived would have been fatal if I hadn’t looked 
after you, if all my divine protection hadn’t sur-
rounded and helped you. I want him to return 
soon with all his care for your soul. 

Tell Dr Azevedo that everything he does for you, 
he does for Me and I receive it through you. His 
reward is in eternity, I send him all my love, 
from you he will receive everything. All his little 
children are under your protection, none of 
them will be lost, each one will have a place of 
predilection in Heaven. I want him to be ever 
watchful of the plans entrusted to him; they 
cannot live without his care. The end is ap-
proaching fast, all the glory and triumph is for 
Jesus. 

I didn’t hear You, my love, and almost immedi-
ately my heart started bleeding with pain. How-
ever, your divine power strengthened me; I suf-
fer, but with more vitality. I do not want to 
doubt your words, I hope for a strong resolve, I 
hope for the complete transformation of human 
hearts. Only the power of a God can renew them 
in the face of so many obstacles. 

I trust in You, my Jesus: don’t let me die of 
hunger, don’t allow me to fall wholly into dis-
couragement. Give me all the love, all the confi-
dence, and a great desire to suffer for You. 

A blessing, my Jesus, for poor Alexandrina. 
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March 13, 1942 

Jesus, I will avenge myself, avenge myself with 
all the strength of those who have made me suf-
fer. Do You know how, my love? With most de-
vout prayers, with all my sacrifices, so that they 
may know You and love You. If they loved You 
as You want them to, they would not act as they 
do. Forgive them, good Jesus. 

Without You, without your grace, I would be 
capable of everything they say about me, and of 
much more. If You left me alone a moment, that 
would be time enough for me to commit the 
greatest crimes. My only reaction to those who 
injure me and humiliate me can be to thank 
them. They open up for me a new way to You  so 
that I can follow You more closely, with more 
perfection and love. 

I want to smile for everybody, but always, first 
and foremost, that smile is for You. My poor 
heart is cut in pieces, they don’t stop treading 
on it and continue to aggravate the same 
wound. No matter, it is all fuel for your love, it is 
enough for me that I am despised and treated by 
all as a slave. To You, my Jesus, I have already 
given myself as slave, and continue to give. I in-
cline my head, to receive from You the axe of all 
the pain and sacrifice. And in my innermost 
heart I go on saying always: do, Jesus, do with 
me as You wish. 
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Jesus, my lips are shrivelling with thirst and my 
soul is dying of hunger and thirst. The thirst of 
my body is for You, a thirst that You don’t allow 
to be satiated; I offer You the sacrifice, I accept 
it with love, so that You can satisfy the thirst of 
all hearts. 

The thirst and hunger of my soul is caused by 
men, they allow me to die, they do not allow my 
soul to feed and be satiated at that source that 
you have chosen. 

O Jesus, O Jesus, have pity on me, see my soul 
as little bird lost, losing its life in helplessness. 

Woe to me without you! What pain, what pain, 
my Jesus! What darkness! What frightful dark-
ness! What paths so covered with thorns! I fall 
blindly on them; I wound my body and I lose my 
blood. It is for souls. You put in front of me, in 
front of my eyes a huge cross, I see it clearly, on 
it I am nailed continuously. And now, Jesus, 
from moment to moment my agony grows in-
creasingly painful. From a great distance I call 
out, almost without life; my eyes lose their light; 
I die abandoned, full of fear. The crucifixion is 
closer and closer; seek me, veil me, my Jesus. 

After the crucifixion 

My Jesus, when the moments of the greatest of 
anguish were upon me, did You hear, my Jesus, 
my voice almost gone, asking You to take me to 
yourself, because I could take no more? Forgive 
me, my Jesus, forgive me, my love. It is true that 



22 

my weakness was so absolute; my body had no 
strength, I was unable to move. My will wanted 
to follow You, it was firm and you came help it, 
You gave me your life, fortified me with your 
sweet voice: 

― My daughter, my beloved, give alms to Jesus 
who won’t ask for them very often1. Without 
these alms, sinners die of hunger and thousands 
fall into hell. Without them, there would be no 
peace in Portugal, nor would there be peace in 
the whole universe; without them my divine 
love would not reign in many hearts, in many 
souls. 

Courage! Your spiritual Father helps you, helps 
you with Jesus and your heavenly Mother. 

I walked to Gethsemane each time with more 
sadness, pain and darkness. I felt You, my Je-
sus, investing me with the mission of calling 
souls. You told them the agony of your divine 
Heart, You showed them how it was injured and 
for love alone. What ingratitude! I felt them 
turning away from You, despising You. Poor 
souls, they don’t want to hear You! They run 
away from You, though crazed with the loss. 

The souls went to one side and the Eternal Fa-
ther to the other, angry with You, leaving You in 

                                                
1 Deolinda explains to Fr Umberto: "Our Lord makes Alexan-
drina to understand that the physical crucifixion goes to an 
end ". 
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the greatest abandonment. I could not resist 
feeling your pain, your bitterness; even the 
stones on the road spoke of it. I could not see 
any way You could escape the loneliness, You 
allowed Yourself to put lower than the ground, 
to be crushed by a universe of sins. I do not 
know how to express your pain, my Jesus, I 
have no words to explain the infinity of your 
love. I rose from Gethsemane and continued to 
be the same instrument in your divine hand 
during every step of the Passion. 

The abandonment increases from crucifixion to 
crucifixion, the dying is more, a thousand times 
more. From Heaven I cannot expect aid, on 
earth they want to take everything from me. O 
Jesus, O Jesus, to where will I turn? Only with 
obedience, so badly misunderstood, can I offer 
resistance to a sea of pain. 

During the flagellation I leaned towards You; 
your divine Heart was my shelter, in it I re-
ceived the life that I had almost lost. Protected 
by You, I looked at all the sufferings, but while I 
rested I had no fear of them. Your divine shelter 
gave me strength, it alleviated my pain. When 
without any pity they struck my head and bur-
ied sharp thorns in it, I went to rest in my be-
loved heavenly Mother. Then, just as a little 
child plays in the lap of her mother, I ran to 
Her, I hugged Her neck, I kissed Her, and by 
Her I was caressed. 
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I looked from one side to the other, from all of 
them sufferings arose; I knew that these suffer-
ings were for me; my heart smiled at all of them 
and said: I accept everything for love. 

O my Jesus, this is relief, not consolations, as 
You well know. Keep the consolations that I 
could have in your heart divine. Shine in souls 
while I suffer in darkness. 

I went to Calvary, I went to the cross; the ex-
haustion was mortal; insults fell on me. My 
body and soul were full of fear and dread. To cry 
to the sky was the same as to cry to nothing. To 
die alone, to die in pain between tears and sighs, 
to die to give life, to die to transform the dark-
ness into light, these were my anxieties. 

When this martyrdom ended, my Jesus, my 
poor heart had no moments of relief, it contin-
ued to bleed; it could not hope for happy hori-
zons. Almost everything is digging my grave. I 
look behind, I look forward, I do not see anyone 
to help me; everything is rebellion, everything is 
contempt. 

And my life of illusions goes on. Will they give 
my dear spiritual Father back to me? Will he 
come today, tomorrow? My Jesus, I did not 
commit any crime; I suffer in innocence, I suffer 
for your love, I suffer to give souls to You. Ra-
ther suffer a whole life in innocent than suffer a 
single moment in guilt. 
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My Jesus, the letters of my spiritual Father were 
given back to me . What for? The sacrifice has 
been made. It was like putting them on a corpse 
that feels nothing. Obedience dictates, I accept. 

Your blessing and forgiveness. 

March 20, 1942 

Jesus, I do not want to live in illusions any long-
er; I want to live only in love and confidence. 
Cut away from me everything that is earthy, I 
want only to hope in You, I want to be strong, 
but I can not, I crawl day by day, and feel in my 
soul that new attacks are rising in me. Every-
thing is rebellion. I see a world of lions rushing 
at me in a rage to devour me. What anguish in 
my soul! What profound sadness in my heart! 
My soul trembles with fear along with all my 
body: I cannot live like this. Is it because the 
end is drawing near? May it come, may it come 
quickly. Heaven is my hope. I wish, on all the 
paths I have taken during my life, to leave word 
of your love written in my blood. They are roads 
of warfare, paths of black darkness, darkness 
such as there never was, abandonment such as 
never I imagined possible. I raise my hands to 
Heaven, to Heaven which I so often gazed at 
and contemplated with love, but I don’t see it. I 
shout with my whole strength, from the bottom 
of the heart, but my cry does not rise, and it 
seems that Jesus doesn't hear me! Abandon-
ment, what complete abandonment! ... 
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Jesus, feel pity for me, it seems to me that I 
have lost You and that I have lost my Heavenly 
Mother. They have taken from me the support, 
guide and light that you had given me for this 
earth.  

Jesus, Jesus, look the lost, crazed young girl 
that suffers and accepts everything for your 
love, and to win souls for You.  

Jesus, Heavenly Mother, I want to suffer every-
thing, but I have no strength to help me. I am 
alone. I can say along with You: Father, why 
have You abandoned me?  

Do you want me to be like You? Thank you, my 
Jesus. I feel the weight of your Cross. I feel that 
they are wrenching my heart, I feel that I will 
die crushed, but I want always to say: How 
sweet is to die for love! O how is sweet to fulfil 
the will of the Lord!  

Jesus, when the crucifixion approaches, the 
dread increases, I feel myself nailed onto the 
cross, breathing from one breath to the next un-
til the last. 

The agony increases, my body is abused merci-
lessly.  

O world, O world, that does not know the pain 
nor the love of Jesus. Only with Him can you 
embrace the Cross, only with Him is the road to 
martyrdom! 
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The time of the crucifixion has arrived: I am not 
able to fear it any more. My body had not the 
strength; all the help of Heaven is lost to me. 
Thank You, my Love, Thank you, my Love, you 
presented Yourself to comfort me. 

-- "My daughter, listen: it is Jesus who is ap-
proaching, He comes to drink at your font, he 
comes to satisfy His hunger with your charity. It 
is with your crucifixion that the world receives 
peace. Courage! Your dear Father helps you 
from afar as if he were here. I did not take him 
from you. I accompany him with your Heavenly 
Mother to support you. Courage, courage!" 

I walked to Gethsemane, my Jesus; for some 
time your divine words were engraved on my 
heart. Gradually in the darkness I could not see 
anything, and I was so faint I could do nothing. 
I suffered as if I had never heard of You nor en-
countered You. What sad abandonment! I began 
to feel blows striking my heart; they wrenched it 
from my chest, making it fall to the ground, 
crushed, beaten. It was not my own, but yours, 
my Jesus. What pain caused me to see You suf-
fering so much and to feel that You wished to 
cover Yourself with earth, because it was the veil 
that was covering up the sins which covered 
You. Impossible! You couldn’t escape the sight 
of the Eternal Father. He saw You covered with 
the stain of sin, and was revolted. I heard your 
sighs, I felt your tears. You had no witnesses; 
the apostles slept; freed from all cares, they 
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could not see that you were sweating blood. On-
ly when You raised Yourself to call them, they 
saw your soaked clothing. Without understand-
ing anything, they went back to sleep. Poor Je-
sus! You suffered alone. What a lesson for me! 
In the palace of Herod I felt on my shoulders the 
cloak of kingship and on my head the crown; I 
felt your pain and great suffering in my heart. 
During the scourging I went to rest in your di-
vine heart. It was as big as the universe, I could 
explore it all, but no, I was too injured; I kept 
my energy for You, rested until the executioners 
returned. 

During the crowning of thorns I rested in the 
arms of my Heavenly Mother, I felt that Her 
mantle covered me, Her blessed hand was ca-
ressing me, Her face next mine was soothing my 
pain. I felt myself tired, without joy. In Her 
arms You didn’t allow me to be hurt, but when I 
went to them I was already covered in blood. 

I walked to Calvary, I felt that it was impossible 
to reach the top; my life went away, strength 
failed me. I invoked my Heavenly Mother, I in-
voked your divine name, my Jesus, I asked for 
your divine strength. I heard You say to me: 

— "I will fill with my divine wealth the Cirenean 
who, with so much love, follows you along the 
path of Calvary, just as I chosen for the first 
Cirenean to help you from far as if he was here. 
The reward is great, it will be spoken through 
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the ages, as it will of those who closely follow 
your pain and sooth it." 

I came to Calvary. I felt the nails in my feet 
where I was crucified and another in my heart. 
Everything was in dark and total abandonment. 
From beyond came the sound of great blasphe-
mies you heard my sighs, and the tears of bit-
terness that fell with the pain. I cried to heaven 
with all my heart; it was closed, it didn’t open 
for me. O pain, O pain, O abandonment that are 
accepted only by love! 

All the passion finished, but the pain had 
reached its limits. I knew that I was right to feel 
the new assault in my soul. What a pity, Jesus, 
that the value of obedience and all that You 
work in souls is not known! My heart cracks 
with pain. The humiliations throw me to the 
ground. To be strong, only with You, Jesus. 
What can I do for those who hurt me? Accept, 
Jesus, the nauseas that I feel, which does not 
allow me to satisfy the thirst of my lips, so that 
they do not reject You hidden in their souls, so 
that they love and know your truths. Give them 
everything, my Jesus, because I give everything 
for them. Forgive me, Jesus. Give me your 
blessing, grace and love. 

March 27, 1942 

Jesus, hear my words, it seems to me that You 
are already buried under the weight of death. 
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Again I want to say to You: I am yours in time 
and yours I will be in eternity; I give myself only 
to You and to You I want to belong. It is with a 
soul in anguish and a heart torn with pain that 
my lips again babble these words: for love alone. 

The dense darkness does not let me see, my only 
feeling is the blood draining from my poor body. 
I feel myself alone, you robbed my comfort, the 
relief of my soul, my refuge in the land. I must 
fight, abandoned, in the most difficult struggle. 
Sometimes I cannot resist the longing to see the 
Holy sacrifice of Mass celebrated in my bed-
room. Everything stolen, everything lost! For-
give those that caused me all this, my Jesus, for 
all of them I ask your compassion and light for 
their blindness. 

Amid this sea of suffering and in this struggle in 
dense darkness, in very dark night, my soul en-
joys the greatest peace. I am not afraid of ap-
pearing in your divine presence. I wonder, 
sometimes, whether this is pride on my part. 
How can I know, my Jesus? Is it hidden in my 
ignorance? You gave me the grace of knowing 
the abyss of my misery, but at the same time I 
see that greater, infinitely greater, is the abyss of 
your love, your mercy and compassion. I trust 
blindly in You and I hope in You. Oh my Jesus, 
is the infernal demon trying to harass me, to 
dislodge me from the peace of conscience, to 
tend me in some way to the earthly things. 
When I feel myself removed from the anxieties 
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of the world and flying towards You, to the ce-
lestial Homeland that waits me, these things 
that torment me so much appear quickly in my 
imagination: "You are in a great hurry to leave 
your family and friends, whom you will not see 
again; everything ends with death, there is no 
Heaven or Hell". 

Jesus, Jesus, I love You, I believe in you, You do 
not deceive anybody: do not let the cursed one 
confuse me. I did not want these words to be 
known; I do not want to shock anyone, I do not 
want to take the faith to those who have little, 
and to plunge into greater error those who have 
none. Forgive me if I should not say it. My good 
Jesus, my sweet Jesus, I have been crying with 
fear of my crucifixion. Ah, poor me, without 
You! Don’t fail me, my good Jesus, with your 
divine power, I have no strength, my life is lost. 
During the evening and the morning of today 
You encouraged me your divine presence. You 
presented Yourself to me, with the cross on your 
shoulders, bent to the earth, weakened and 
without life, surrounded by vile scoundrels. 
When I see God so suffering for my love, I can 
not refuse You my crucifixion; I accept it for 
your love, I accept it for souls. Take me, live in 
me, activate my lifeless body. It is time for the 
crucifixion; do not fail me, my Jesus, give me 
grace, strength and love. 

After the crucifixion 
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Jesus, do not fail me, give me your strength and 
your holy protection so that I can describe as 
well as possible what You suffered in your pas-
sion and love for this poor victim. It is for your 
greater glory and for the benefit of all souls. 

The eyes of my body seemed almost not to see 
when the moment of crucifixion got closer. My 
weakness frightened me; the abandonment in 
which I found myself led me to the grave. What 
a torment! To have no life and to have to fight 
against the world. Your life and your love came 
down on me, I heard your sweet voice: 

— "My daughter, O love of Jesus, courage, don’t 
be afraid, don’t be afraid. The path to Calvary is 
finishing: come and tread the last thorns. From 
the wounds made by them rise the springs of 
salvation. Souls need everything. Jesus’ consola-
tion is in your crucifixion, He finds in you all the 
reparation that can be found on earth. Courage! 
Jesus, with His blessed Mother, doesn’t fail you. 
Your dear Father is accompanying you in spirit 
with my grace, he helps you in union with Us". 

I went to Gethsemane: in the middle of the 
abandonment I recalled your sweet words that 
for some time I have kept engraved on my heart. 
Then, with the blows that I felt, for the mis-
treatment that has been given to me by humani-
ty, everything disappeared. And there, alone, in 
deep silence, the greatest darkness, almost in 
death, I sought to hide myself forever, to have 



33 

the earth as my hiding place, not listen to the 
threats of the Eternal Father.  

My God, good Lord!! And me alone! It was not 
blowing a breeze, even the leaves of the olives 
trees had no movement except to bend their 
branches to the ground, as a sign of adoration. 
Oh pain, oh agony of Jesus, oh the delirium of 
the love of Jesus for souls! These sufferings 
were not mine, but yours, only yours, my Jesus. 

I followed the footsteps of the Passion: here, 
and over there I was falling succumbed, crushed 
by pain. Repeatedly I invoked the name of Jesus 
and my Heavenly Mother; I asked your 
strength, because all mine was lost.  

Thank you, my Jesus, with You I was resisting. 
During the flagellation, when I was being pro-
tected in Your divine Heart, I saw in front of me 
the executioners prepared the whips in order to 
punish my body yet more. Covered with your 
divine Love I was not afraid of them. During the 
crowning of thorns, when I was in the arms of 
my Heavenly Mother, I also saw them in front of 
me joining together sharp thorns, like a helmet, 
in order to nail it on my head. The caresses of 
my Heavenly Mother made me forget that they 
were being prepared for me. Oh, how vast is 
your power and your love, O Jesus! 

I walked lifelessly towards Calvary to come the 
end; I could not walk, my strength was failing. 
In the second fall, obedience forced me to come 
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back into your divine Heart; I heard that You 
said: 

— "My daughter, all my thanks and all my love 
are extended to the Cirenean that helps you and 
on all his descendants until the end, and to your 
dear Father here at your side, and to souls that 
are close to you, and my love caresses you, sof-
tening your pain. This is not called earthy love". 

I have been nailed to the cross. With every blow 
they used to nail me, I was fainting. The whole 
of Calvary was darkened, the sighs of my Heav-
enly Mother could barely be heard: they were 
stifled by the blasphemies, I felt them in my 
heart. It seemed to me that I would expire 
shortly and that You wished to tell me that I 
would die before the coming of my dear Father. 

O my Jesus, this light that You gave me obliges 
me to trust more in You. It is true that I had 
never experienced an abandonment to com-
pared with this, I have never been so cruelly in-
jured, but instead of cooling my faith, my confi-
dence, and my love for You, I feel myself more 
attracted to You. Everything invites me to love 
You, everything inspires me to ask You for for-
giveness for those who hurt me. Forgive them 
Jesus, and give me my dear Father at least at my 
death, for the last time, so that I open my soul to 
him. I trust, Jesus, that You won’t fail to grant 
my request and that You will fulfil your promis-
es literally. 
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Forgive me, Jesus, give me your blessing. 

April 3, 1942 

On Friday, at 11.30 hours  

— "Don’t be afraid, my daughter, because you 
are no more crucified! The crucifixion you have 
is the most painful that can be imagined in his-
tory. I'll take you with Me to Heaven, you will go 
with Me straight and with your dear Mother.  

Tell your dear Father: soon after your death I 
will give the peace as signal that I want the con-
secration of the world to my Blessed Mother so 
often through you pronounced, but before my 
wishes and my divine promise you will be ful-
filled.  

On Saturday in Hallelujah, after Communion, 
at 6 pm, Our Lord spoke to her thus:  

— "Courage, my daughter; Jesus is with you and 
will be until the end. You have been faithful to 
receive my graces and my love! I will be faithful 
in their distribution and in distribution of my 
love in whole abundance. I love your dear Fa-
ther, I love the doctor who with so much love 
accompanies you.  

Courage! A little more! The battle will not be 
long. Your dear Heavenly Mother comes to meet 
you and to accompany you to the Paradise, and 
will come to meet your dear Father and Doctor 
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and will accompany them to the Paradise. It is 
the price, it is the reward that I give to them". 

Since Holy Friday I began to feel me dead in the 
Calvary in the middle of the greatest darkness 
and neglect.  

Fell on me all the lions. You did not give the 
grave to my body; the night’s birds came and, 
despite the black darkness, they saw to eat my 
body. I always feel this suffering and now I feel 
these birds to bury the nozzle into my bones and 
to reduce everything to ashes.  

The cross where I was thrust fell to the soil, but 
still I feel a part of my body stuck by nails. Now 
these birds still have much to eat in my body 
that does not have any life of the earth, only my 
heart feels a life that is not human, it is divine 
life; this divine life gives blood to it and I feel 
the whole humanity drinking this divine life as if 
they were the little birds. Now I feel that only as 
long as these nocturnal birds reduce my bones 
to ash I will reach to go away.  

Now I never feel myself on the cross: it is ever 
the suffering that was said. This is no less pain-
ful.  

I feel the lions to take up most of the meat but of 
the meat that is already rotten, filthy, and birds 
with their large beaks put them in the bones and 
drill them. You do not understand how much I 
suffered, nor do I know to explain. 
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They left my soul in the middle of the mountain 
surrendered to the greatest storm, black, pa-
thetic, arid; they left me in the abandonment.  

Fell on me all the lions! How sad is the ingrati-
tude of the men! ... 

On the day my dear Father came, the soul felt 
supported, but as soon as he went back, I felt 
myself like forgotten of him and of the Holy 
Mass of which I had been so homesick. Neither 
had they given him to me neither had they lent 
him to me: he came like escaped.  

All this died with me in the Calvary, unless our 
Lord gives it me miraculously for my comfort, 
and this happens a few times a day. 

From 13th to April 14th, during the night, I felt 
the presence of my guardian angel. He wanted 
to relieve me, getting up my body to soften it 
from so much pain. 

From 14th to April 15th, the devil also came here. 
Those black shadows that I saw when I had the 
things of the devil this night went here below 
and above. 

On 16th, today, I feel that the birds are already 
down, to the belly; above they had more to suck 
in the bones. Now I feel that the birds come to 
the trunk that is turned into ashes and they rake 
them to see if they still find something to eat. As 
they already found nothing, go to the belly to 



38 

join the many others that are already there bur-
ying the nozzles to cover up their heads. 

The fears I felt that at the crucifixion were 
transformed into homesickness. How much 
would be the suffering of Our Lord to be with 
his blessed Body on the Cross if I suffer so much 
to have mine flat in bed! 

People said to her: "But our Lord was only 
three hours, and you're a long time ago!" And 
she replied: "Our Lord had it all so much in 
wound, and mine is not. 

I felt so homesick for the crucifixion that I re-
membered that we appreciate only one thing 
after it is lost. If I had it now, I would hug it in 
an eternal hug, appearing to me that I would 
never turn off the arms from the cross and that I 
remained ever thus. I remembered: if it was 
now, how much I would love the passion and 
the torments of our Lord! I thought to order to 
get the clothes for the crucifixion to see, to kiss 
and to embrace them. When I see the mat on 
which happened the passion I said: - Let me kiss 
the mat! 

And she kissed it. 

In the night of 19th to April 20th, the Heavenly 
Mother came twice near me and once She ca-
ressed me. 

To the question if She was beautiful, she said: 
"She was beautiful! Beautiful! Oh, how beauti-
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ful She was! How shall I do not want to go to 
Heaven to see Her forever?!..." 

"How was She dressed? — "It was light, light, 
the brightest light, wearing mantles of colors." 

I never thought there might be as many agonies 
in the soul. I feel that they were enough to get 
me out of life if Jesus didn’t support it.  

It seemed to me that my dear Father was suffer-
ing a lot, and I am not wrong. Days after, I knew 
what happened. My suffering increased. This 
divine life that I feel supporting my heart is rais-
ing it to high, increasingly high, so that it re-
ceives the latest blows. It is hurt from every-
where. You bite me in every sense.  

The birds have already eaten nearly all the 
womb, I feel them already in the kidneys. My 
body almost has no ash. You took me to the 
highest mountain and the wind spread the ash 
and it was in the greatest darkness that I heard 
a kind of a sound to gather all the birds, and 
they landed together in my body. Now they are 
already in the hips. I can say: my soul is sad un-
til death, so sad it is that there is nothing in the 
world that can cheer it. The cross where I was 
crucified no more exists; I don’t feel even the 
feet trapped by the nails. 

I feel the soul like a trapped body by hands and 
feet, but whole darkness and where doesn’t pen-
etrates the littlest light and where cannot get 
penetrate the littlest edge to air. The sky and 
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earth abandoned me, even my ashes are not re-
spected. These are the sentiments of my soul.  

Yesterday when receiving the order of my Prel-
ate to be brought to Coimbra to be observed by 
Dr. Elísio de Moura, I remembered: how mis-
understood is the suffering! I am sure that if 
they experienced what is happening in my body 
for a few moments, there will be nobody in the 
world who dared to bring my knowledge of such 
a thing. 

With my eyes fixed in the Heaven, I reached to 
say: everything is for Jesus’ love. He is worth 
everything. The souls deserve everything, be-
cause they cost the Blood of Jesus.  

The agony of my soul grows, it is deteriorating 
more and more. Only the Heaven can put an 
end to all this. May Our Lord accept everything 
and be with me, because only with Him you can 
win.  

What bitterness, what bitterness not to have my 
dear father for my comfort and my light! 

April 27, 1942 

I asked Jesus with all the confidence for dying 
on the first Friday of May, so that I could pass 
the first Saturday in Heaven. Knowing all the 
suffering of my dear Father to justify his inno-
cence, I offered to Jesus, if it was His divine 
pleasure, to give me more thirteen days of life 
and then to go to pass the day of Ascension in 
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Heaven, suffering thus more this time so that 
Jesus satisfied my requests. 

That same day, Our Lord said to me: 

— "My daughter, say to your dear Father that 
trust fully on Me. My Divine Heart is all-
powerful. I win and I triumph in him. I love him 
and he never offended me." 

A little later, Jesus came back to tell me: 

— "Tell Rev Father Frutuoso to say to your dear 
Father that I listen to everything that my little 
daughter asks and that he have always in his 
mind that I have power to move the Heaven and 
the earth." 

May 2, 1942 - First Saturday 

"Blessed are the poor and those persecuted for 
the love of Jesus! They are the elect of the Lord 
and the saints of His divine Heart. 

The mission of Jesus’ crucified one on the earth 
is almost ended. Jesus will give her the most 
beautiful death, more full of love. Jesus will 
come, Mary will come, Joseph will come, all the 
divine Trinity. The Angels will come, the Saints 
will come to lead her who so much loved Jesus 
on earth to Paradise. Heaven will come down to 
the little room of Jesus’ heroine. 

What glory for Portugal, for the whole world! 
What joy and triumph for Paradise! 
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Say, say, my daughter, to your dear Father, that 
I love him, that he is the favorite son of my 
Company. The more they make him suffer, the 
more my divine love is shedding its rays on him. 
Jesus will lead the lost lamb to his divine Heart, 
Jesus did not delay. Heaven is his, the crown is 
made. It is of thorns, enhanced with the most 
precious stones. 

Say, say, my daughter, to Dr. Azevedo that the 
prize which is prepared in Heaven for him is the 
greatest that can be given to medicine. The 
Heart of Jesus shines on him because of the 
great care that he has taken with the crucified 
one of Jesus. He will continue to feel the protec-
tion of the savior of mankind on earth. 

Say, say, my daughter, your sister, your 
Sãozinha she is under the care of Jesus, kept 
forever in His divine Heart. Jesus is the prize, 
the reward for all who suffer along with His lit-
tle Benjamin. Jesus is all for the souls that love 
her and are loved by her."  

Thank you, thank you, my Jesus. Reward every-
one for me, pay them with your divine Love and 
let me comfort them from Heaven and assist all 
in their needs. 

Oh, Jesus, I know that You are You, I cannot 
separate myself from your divine presence. I 
would like to go to Heaven with You now.” 

"Just a little while longer and the day will 
come." 
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Thank you, my Jesus. 

My God! My God! The agonizing cry of my soul 
is lost on the mountains and is heard neither on 
earth, nor in Heaven; I repeat this many times 
when I feel the birds devouring my thighs, and 
the agony in the soul that cannot be explained 
and which increases knowing so many lies that 
are told about me, and feeling that they will con-
tinue even after my death, and cause great suf-
fering for my relatives. It is my wish that all the 
lies die with me. 

From 4 to May 5 

During the night, my Heavenly Mother, so very 
beautiful, presented herself repeatedly before 
me, near the head of my bed, soothing my pain. 

On the same night, my Guardian Angel with his 
little wings leant over me trying to relieve the 
pain in my body. 

May 6, 1942 

O darkness, O darkness, O dark and scary dark-
ness! O Heaven, Heaven, give me your light! 

I received such great stabs in my heart that I felt 
it remained open and so disfigured that it 
seemed no longer to have the form of a human 
heart; it is however a fountain of blood, flowing 
abundantly. It is the divine life that brings it 
forth and I feel all humankind drinking from it 
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with most anxiously, for fear that it be exhaust-
ed. 

My state of soul was aggravated after learning 
how much they hurt my dear Father, however I 
did not lose my confidence that Jesus will justify 
his innocence. 

Now I feel that the nocturnal birds are arriving 
at the knees. My whole body is almost in ashes. 
And will our Lord not come and find me? 

May 7, 1942 

With the distress of my soul I spoke like this: 

How sad and very embittered are the last days 
of my life! Take, my Jesus, from my bitterness 
all the sweetness and joy for Yourself, and for 
the benefit of souls. 

May 8, 1942 

Being no longer able to support the weight of 
humiliation, with the agony and black darkness 
that I felt in my soul, because everything has 
muffled the confidence I have in Jesus, I said: 

If those that took my dear Father away from me 
experienced what is to suffer, they would return 
him for my comfort. 

And for Jesus I whispered: I swear that I trust in 
You! 
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And remembering that I no longer had the cru-
cifixion, I felt such pain in my heart that it 
seemed to cry tears of blood and I was reminded 
that if I was crucified again it would be enough 
to alleviate the suffering of my soul!  

What a privation, my Jesus, what a privation, 
not now to have the crucifixion! 

Now the birds are below the knees and I feel my 
heart losing the divine life. I’m falling slowly. 
Everything disappears in me. 

I also feel that humanity no longer drinks with 
that eagerness that it drank before, because the 
blood is running out. 

The devil has afflicted my imagination, wishing 
to force me to be united to the things of the 
earth, but the more he tries to do it, the more 
our Lord brings me to Himself. 

May 12, 1942 

Today, the divine life of my heart, I compare it 
to a dampened lamp that every moment seems 
to be going out. Only from a remote spot springs 
a drop of blood, which can barely be drunk. To-
day I spoke to our Lord thus: 

My Jesus, Heavenly Mother, see the barrenness 
of my soul, see the abandonment it feels from 
both Heaven and earth! Caste towards me your 
divine eyes of compassion! Help me, help me, 
do not let me die of fright in the midst of dark-
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ness! My soul is intimidated by the assaults of 
the devil. He wants to accuse me and throw into 
my face all that is worst, presenting my whole 
life to me as one full of mistakes.  

Jesus does not leave me fighting the doubts for 
long, but the devil, angry, fills me with dread. If 
I could have a priest always near me! It is my 
dear Father that I want, because it was this that 
Jesus promised and that men took from me. 

The birds, I feel them already on my feet, but I 
feel that they are annoyed because are not find-
ing anything to eat.  They stir about and search 
in the few ashes that remain of me. Alas, the 
happiest day of my life is the day of my death! 

May 14, 1942 - Ascension Day 

I would like to say how much my soul has suf-
fered, but I only have the experience; I have no 
way of explaining it. Horrendous suffering be-
gan for me! I never thought I would be able to 
suffer so much. Today I feel myself a little more 
relieved, my trust in Jesus and in the Heavenly 
Mother redoubled, with more strength to fight 
hell which has pitched itself against me. 

My heart continues like the dampened lamp. 
From far away it seeps some little drops of 
blood and humanity still comes to profit from 
them. Each of them seems to be the last. I feel 
that it is still connected to the divine life by a 
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little thread, a thin thread that the least thing 
could break. 

In my body I no longer feel the birds, it seems to 
me that not even a least bit of ash remains. 

I feel that the One who sustains the life of my 
heart is Jesus, only Jesus; it seems me that my 
heart is linked to the heavenly Homeland by 
that little thread. 

Jesus is my King! Viva Maria! Long live the Ho-
ly Trinity whom I love so much! 

May 24, 1942 

Jesus stopped my crucifixion: I feel that He 
stopped my life. Only He can understand my 
sadness and longing. I do not have the suffering 
of the cross, I do not feel myself on it, it is com-
pletely hidden from me, but I have a still greater 
cross, my sufferings are greater. 

I cannot live in the world. Time does not pass, 
the hours seem to me centuries, the days and 
nights eternities. How many times I lift my eyes 
to Heaven to cry: 

Jesus, O my dear, longed-for Jesus! Heavenly 
Mother, O my dear and longed-for heavenly 
Mother! Most Holy Trinity, O my dear and 
longed-for Trinity, for whom alone I want to 
live, to whom alone I deliver myself, whom 
alone I want to love! 

Poor me! I say that I love and I have no heart to 
love with, I don’t have body, except for the pain, 
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I am like a ball of foam that quickly disappears. 
What darkness, my Jesus, what dryness, what 
bitterness, what agonies those of my soul!  

The little thread of divine life that was connect-
ed to my heart, despite feeling that I don’t have 
it, is still connected. I feel each moment that it is 
breaking. The fury of the horrendous storm 
stretches it. From the little place that my poor 
heart occupied, a few drops of blood issue, but it 
is a long way away. Now I feel how much poor 
humanity needs it: the whole of mankind wants 
to suck it up thirstily. 

O my Jesus, do not abandon the poor one who 
has always trusted and still trusts in you. De-
spite feeling that all is lost amid the darkness, it 
is in You that I place all hope. 

The devil broke all the chains that bound him. 
He has fallen on me. I fight alone. I fight his an-
ger. 

O my Jesus, it seems to me that every moment I 
offend You! Oh my dear Jesus, O my dear heav-
enly Mother, they took away my Dear Father in 
those sad days when I most needed him! 

I feel myself abandoned by everybody, unless 
You give comfort for my soul miraculously —
 and that so seldom happens! Forgive all those 
who injure me, forgive so much blindness, they 
are forgiven by me. 
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Don’t pierce my heart with more swords, I have 
suffered on all sides, I have received suffering 
from those from whom I didn’t expect it. O my 
Jesus, thank you for all your forgiveness, your 
love and your compassion! Purify, sanctify, put 
your anguished little daughter in your divine 
love and carry with You without waiting.  

From May 24, the day of the divine Holy Spirit, 
in which I asked for all the light and all the fire 
of His divine love, His sanctifying love, the state 
of my soul has changed, but on that day, in the 
afternoon, I still said: I no longer have the life of 
this earth, I only have body of pain. 

Since this day, I stopped to feel what I felt al-
most continuously, those disgusting serpents 
full of filth, which entered through the mouth 
and were going out, pulled out I do not know by 
whom, and I remembered the condemned ones 
of hell tormented by demons. I could not hear 
the twitter of birds at dawn and dusk, although I 
remembered that they were praising their Crea-
tor. Their chirp hurt my soul very much. I could 
hear nothing joyful. My thirst was burning, the 
angst of feeding myself, I do not know how to 
explain it this seemed to lead me to desperation 
because of the impossibility of satiating my de-
sires. Once I said to Jesus: It is for You that I 
suffer, and satiate Your thirst for love, the thirst 
You have for souls. 

On the 25th people noticed a difference in me: 
there was no other difference except a transfor-
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mation in my soul. I stopped feeling the great 
bitterness, dark, dryness and agony, I was no 
longer far and away and passing, but felt a great 
desire to fly to Heaven: I felt that I was rising, as 
if I had wings and was taking flight to Heaven, 
having full confidence in Jesus and my Heaven-
ly Mother and always in accord with Their wish-
es. In the midst of all this, my soul felt itself at a 
feast, so that sometimes I was singing with joy 
and jubilation:  

"To see God, to see forever, 

Always God, this is Heaven! 

May I go there", and so on. 

It seemed me that I was going to my heavenly 
homeland, to my Jesus, walking, with open 
arms, to rest in His divine lap. 

Since I cannot satiate myself with the wishes 
and longings that I have of the earthly table, I 
sigh, I die and I look forward to satiate myself 
with those of delicacies of heaven, and those 
alone are worth eternity. 

The thread that connects to the place where my 
heart lives is about to break, I think that it was 
severed. It has only been waiting for the distant 
storm to give a few little tugs. Now yes, now I 
can say: 

Heaven is near, I go to see my Jesus, I go to see 
my dear Heavenly Mother, I go to enjoy Para-
dise, I go to love my eternal Loves forever. I 
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leave the world without nostalgia. I don’t belong 
to it. 

"My head is very clear! On May 27, when I at-
tend to the month of my heavenly Mother, I had 
this feeling that left me in peace: I died in May, 
peace comes in June. My dear spiritual Father 
will be released and will come to watch my 
death. I will die on Saturday evening, my fu-
neral on Monday evening, the first day of Je-
sus. “ 

We do not know the source of this addition.  

Probably Alexandrina lived her second mystic 
death during this period. Fr Umberto. 

May 31, 1942 - Feast of the most Holy 
Trinity 

At the end of the day, I felt the divine thread to 
break altogether. In that state of soul I waited to 
see what Jesus in His divine wisdom had in 
store for me, unless everything was over with 
my death. 

On the following Monday, 1st June, at dawn, I 
felt that the little thread that was linked to my 
heart had failed completely but the wisdom of 
Jesus still had more to give. Shortly after I saw, 
and felt, rays of light brighter than the sun com-
ing down from heaven to earth, into my heart: 
they seemed to come from the Heart of my Je-
sus, linking up and being reflected always in my 
heart. I had to soak myself completely in those 
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rays of love. Day by day are continue to enter 
me, leaving me transformed in them. These rays 
are lifting me from earth to Heaven; they are a 
channel in which I have to turn and move along. 
It is through it that I'm going to Jesus.  

I feel myself already arisen to a certain height 
from the earth. There are moments in which I 
cannot resist such a longing for Heaven. I hope 
to see my Jesus soon, along with my dear Heav-
enly Mother and the Trinity to whom I aspire. 
But I want all Jesus’ promises to be fulfilled; I 
want you to give me my Dear Father who they 
withdrew from me, without any reasons, during 
my most bitter times. It seems that only that 
and the determination of the consecration of the 
world by the Pope obliges me to remain on 
earth, a sad exile which I cannot support. 

July 4, 1942 - First Saturday 

— Bright sun, splendorous sun will be that 
which will be reflecting on the world. Men do 
not want to leave to reflect its brilliance. Woe 
unto those poor who oppose ahead of the Lord’s 
paths! Jesus gets a whole consolation and 
cheers up in his loved souls. Jesus gets all de-
light in the ermine of the pure souls. The rays of 
divine love form a bright and charming halo 
over them that attracts to them the world and 
the hearts. Those who say themselves friends of 
Jesus do not know the souls His wives. Jesus is 
very discontented with most of His disciples: 
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they do not have light, do not search it, do not 
know, do not search to know. They throw them-
selves like Satan to lay on the ground the works 
of the Lord. They deviate from themselves the 
divine blessings and all the protection of the 
Virgin Mary. 

The celestial Mother is ready to pick up Her 
dear daughter. The prize is absolutely brilliant. 

The pain of the crazy one of Jesus’s dear Father 
has given all the glory and triumph to Heaven. 
Poor those who have done him to suffer so 
much. Jesus leaves nothing without reward. Je-
sus gives all the grace and love to the soul’s doc-
tor and to the body’s doctor of the crazy one of 
the Eucharist. Jesus is all and everything for 
them. 

July 27, 1942 

The men make heavy and sad my life on earth! 
Oh, sorry not, let me say: everything that is sup-
ported by Jesus’s and souls’s love is cheerful 
and cheering! Poor those who oppose against 
the will of Jesus!  

I was going up, rising slowly and very injured 
with the suffering that the men invented to me. 
I went up and had to suspend the journey at the 
tiny door of Heaven. That's where I am standing 
long days ago, seeing a little opening; I under-
stood that it was the entrance to the Paradise. 
But it was such the prison that the men pre-
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pared for me that I have to take a long period of 
time. How much time? Only Jesus knows. I 
trust and hope on Him. My flights are heavily 
imprisoned and only Jesus can loosen them, 
only He can change the hearts of men who un-
derstand nothing and I do not know what they 
think of me. It is sweet to love and to follow Je-
sus, but woe to me if He leaves me only one 
moment! He made me to know that everything 
on earth was complete. It was at night, but I am 
sure that I didn’t sleep and my mind was right. 
Appeared in front of me two angels: how beauti-
ful they were! Only from the Heaven they could 
come! One held in his hands a bright and com-
plete crown, and the other along a big palm of 
martyrdom. All this gave comfort to my poor 
soul. I cheered up while seeing that Jesus was 
showing me that my mission on earth would be 
finished, but my efforts aren’t enough to loosen 
me from these earthly prisons; I cannot. I will 
wait that Jesus release me, asking Him always 
for those who fasten me. How poor they are! 
They do not understand the greatness in Him 
and in the souls. I will suffer for them. If it were 
not the suffering caused by them, I could not 
give so much glory to Jesus and to save souls for 
Him. What a great pain to see me so close to 
Heaven! To want to enter and cannot! Some-
times I can’t contain the tears. It seems to me 
that I die for homesickness! I have no life on 
earth, or anything that satisfies me! Only the 
Heaven, only in Heaven! ... Only the Heaven 
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will be my life, only in Heaven my anxieties will 
be satisfied! How beautiful it is! May everyone 
know it already on the earth! Poor those who 
despise Jesus and follow Satan! 

Aug. 1, 1942 - First Saturday 

— The Heart of Jesus like that of His Blessed 
Mother cheer up with joy for the sufferings  of 
the mad one, mad of Jesus, the crucified one of 
the Calvary and with the sufferings of her spir-
itual father, who has been that and will be for all 
eternity. What months of so much honor and 
glory to Heaven! The souls spouses of Jesus, the 
suffering souls, sacrificing themselves for Jesus 
and for souls... Jesus and Mary eager to see this 
blazing light shining in the whole world. The 
men try to put it out and to destroy it, but in 
vain. Jesus, hidden in His victim, undergoes 
their false judgments. Jesus, hidden in His vic-
tim submits Himself to the will of her spiritual 
father and to that of the doctor of His little crazy 
one. All they do for the glory of the Most High, 
Jesus will welcome it. Nothing would be needed, 
Jesus even wouldn’t want it, if the Blindie want-
ed to see. What blindness and cruelty! They sub-
ject to the biggest martyrdom the souls more 
lovers of Jesus. They lead to the biggest humil-
iations those who are the dearest ones of the 
pupils of the eyes of Jesus. Jesus, the King of 
Love, has been winning and will always win. He 
loves with all the madness of love the souls who 
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love and surround His crucified one. Are beauti-
ful the designs of Jesus. Everything is lovely 
what He makes clear through his beloved. 

— O my Jesus, how great is your love for me! 
Give me all the needed courage, give me your 
infinite love and take me to my homeland. I be-
long to Heaven and not to earth, I am yours and 
not of the world. 

— Soon the Heaven will enjoy this great victory, 
to see going in it the greatest heroin of humani-
ty. 

Thank You, thank You, my Jesus! 

August 15, 1942 

—  is with the strongest and the purest love’s 
links that Jesus ties to His divine Heart and to 
that of His Blessed Mother His little crazy one of 
love, the greatest victim of sacrifice, the greatest 
joy and glory of the Most High that He has and 
could have on the earth. 

It's with the same bonds of love that Jesus re-
lates to the same divine Hearts the spiritual Fa-
ther of His benjamin, the doctor and the loved 
souls who sacrifice themselves for her. 

The predilections of the Calvary’s heroin are 
predilections of Jesus. Jesus loves passionately 
His benjamin, rather than the pupils of His 
eyes. He will give her the Heaven. He will give 
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her all the glory and all the love so that she dis-
tributes to the souls. 

— , my Jesus, are so sweet your caresses and 
those of the Heavenly Mother! 

- It is the reward of so much pain and suffering; 
it is the madness of love that Jesus and the 
Heavenly Mother have for Their crucified one. It 
is with the same love that Jesus and Mary love 
and give themselves to the souls lovers of their 
little crazy one. 

The Blessed Trinity is leaning, the Holy Spirit 
extends Its rays and radiates them on this rich-
est vault of the Blessed Heart of Jesus. 

— ank You, Thank You, my Jesus! 

August 26, 1942 

Our offerings to Jesus don’t cost; to tell Him 
that whole body belongs to Him, to tell Him: 'I 
am yours for the martyrdom and for the cross’. 
But when you feel the rigors of His divine Jus-
tice, when He lets sign that He took it seriously 
and that He used our fragile instrument to so 
save the world, it is of dying. What terrible and 
terrifying is the divine Justice!  

On August 21, which was Friday, Jesus came as 
usual to unburden Himself with me, He petted 
me with his sweet and gentle fondnesses. On 
this day His infinite goodness did not want to 
dismiss them to me. I had to suffer, I had to try 
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out what the Eternal Father reserved for the 
guilty world, but especially for Portugal. I felt 
everything on fire, everything in ruins. There 
were such the flames that were setting alight 
Portugal that they were not leaving in it stone 
on stone, no one could find the biggest building. 
With all the complaints of our Lord, with all the 
weight of the divine Justice, I was really very 
frightened for two days and two nights. Repeat-
edly whole my being was shuddering frightened 
by fear. The blaze continued and I felt myself in 
the midst of all this destruction. It was impossi-
ble to resist to this suffering if it would last a 
long time and if Jesus had not a factor for it. 
What I will describe I don’t swear that it was the 
reality, though it seems me that I can swear.  

They should be 4 o'clock in the morning, a par-
adise was formed on me. This was composed 
only by very nice angels, bright as gold. I saw 
only little heads and little wings; they flatter 
continually with them, staring me all with their 
bright eyes. I understood that that beating of 
wings was calling me to Paradise. My soul felt so 
much comfort that made me get outside of me. I 
lived no longer on earth and an invisible force 
made me go up and bring me to these little an-
gels. I do not know what maintained me in the 
air. Since then, all this fear of the Lord’s threats 
was softening, the brightness of the angels, that 
hit of the wings beats everything that is pain, 
everything that threatens the world and Portu-



59 

gal. Heaven is stronger than the earth! The Je-
sus’s love is stronger than His divine justice!  

My soul obliges me to describe all this, leaving 
to the decision of my spiritual father if this was 
dream or my delusion or the true reality. It 
seems to me that I was not sleeping and the 
comfort it gave me could only come from Heav-
en. It was a divine cure. 

September 5, 1942 - First Saturday 

— The suffering of the beloved souls and the vic-
tims of Jesus are His glory, His triumph. How 
sublime, how beautiful is the path of the elected 
ones of the Lord! The crucified one of Jesus suf-
fers with the souls that surround her, but the 
day will soon come when all the pain will be 
transformed into joy. 

Jesus is happy, Jesus has found consolation in 
those who suffer. Pain is the greatest proof of 
the love of Jesus towards the soul and of the 
soul towards Jesus. Pain is the salvation of sin-
ners. 

— Jesus, has my martyrdom saved many souls? 

— Thousands, thousands; soon you will see, lit-
tle impetuous one of Jesus. 

— Jesus, that Father Joseph about whom You 
complained some time ago, and for whom I was 
suffering, is he saved? 
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— He is, yes, my little one. He is saved, but he is 
deep in Purgatory. He needs prayers, many 
prayers. He offended Jesus very much, but his 
contrition, his pain, were great. What immense 
fortune for a crucified spouse of Jesus to give 
Him souls that have hurt and injured Him so 
much! 

— Blessed be all the pain that You give me, 
blessed be the curing of souls! 

— Listen, beloved daughter. In the name of Je-
sus tell your dear Father, assure him, that he is 
greatly loved by Jesus and Mary. The love of Je-
sus surpasses all abandonment by men. 

Men are blind, but the time will come that they 
will cry over their blindness. Jesus reigns, Jesus 
triumphs, Jesus did not will that His favorite 
son should give up his position. He will always 
be, in time and in eternity, the spiritual father, 
the guide and light of the Jesus’s little love-
crazed girl. 

Jesus requests that the doctor of His crucified 
one asks the Archbishop to take up His trium-
phant cause of the consecration of the world to 
the Immaculate Heart of the Virgin-Mother. 

May they listen to the voice of Jesus, may they 
be intent on saving the world, on saving Portu-
gal. 

Jesus loves Dr. Azevedo and showers upon him 
all His love and divine graces. May the investi-
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gations come if that’s what they want, but with-
out much delay, because Heaven is approach-
ing. 

— Jesus, thank You for your caresses and for 
those of our Heavenly Mother who has me in 
Her arms; She kisses me and caresses me sweet-
ly. 

September 20, 1942 

Triumph in me, my Jesus. 

I feel that the way I have so bitterly followed is 
coming to an end and that I have been treading 
it only for your love, and for souls. 

I can almost enter Heaven; the storm is abating 
at the expense of much pain. How torrential the 
rain! What fury, what fury that has wounded my 
poor heart so much! 

Blessed be You, my Love, blessed be your most 
holy hand that is clearing from my way every-
thing that hinders me from following You. 

I feel that the Heaven is almost fully open to re-
ceive me. Can I go in now, my Jesus? 

I do not know what the present state of my soul 
is. It seems me that I am between Purgatory and 
Heaven; most of the time I feel neither great 
pain nor great joy. However, sometimes – have 
pity on me, Jesus –  I see myself on the edge of 
the abyss with  nothing to support me, and I am 
about to fall into it. And then You come to free 
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me from the horror, You support me, steer me 
away from it. And then I see myself once more 
entrusted to the love of your blessed Heart, liv-
ing in hope. 

I do not fall, Jesus safeguards me, Jesus sus-
tains me. And, little crazy one for You that I am, 
I fling myself into Your divine arms and I feel 
that, with abundant love, You enclose and cher-
ish me.  

With Jesus, all bitterness is sweet, all pain be-
comes smooth. Ah, if only souls knew the love of 
Jesus!... 

September 30, 1942, after Holy Commun-
ion 

I felt that Jesus united His divine lips with my 
lips, and also united His divine Heart to my 
heart, opening up to receive me entirely, and 
said to me: 

— My daughter, lips to lips, heart to heart, love 
to love to burn in a single divine fire. 

My daughter, I have asked reparation from you 
for all things, finally I am asking reparation for 
gluttony; I will not ask any more.  

I am so offended! People steal, trample under-
foot the food of the poor. The longing you feel 
for food is the longing that sinners have for sat-
isfying their appetites, their passions. The hun-
ger that you feel for food is the hunger I have to 
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possess souls. Everything ends, but not like my 
“soons”. 

How great is your glory! The world does not un-
derstand you, cheer up; they didn’t understand 
Me either, and many don’t still understand Me.  

October 3, 1942 - First Saturday 

— Jesus is profoundly hurt and saddened by the 
sins of the world. He bleeds, bleeds continuous-
ly. What a encrustation of thorns, what sea of 
pain in His divine Heart! 

Make haste! Make haste to consecrate the world 
to the Immaculate Heart of Mary. 

Jesus asks no more, but to remind men of di-
vine wishes. 

Jesus asks no more, but to indicate to men the 
means, the path of salvation for humanity. 

Make haste! Make haste to consecrate the world 
to its Queen. Then peace will come, the sun will 
shine on all humanity. 

Jesus does not fail to fulfill what He promises. 
Jesus triumphs and shines His bright and divine 
sun on souls. Jesus welcomes and is pleased 
with His victim-souls. 

Jesus welcomes and finds consolation in the 
souls that love Him. 

Make haste! Make haste! Come to Jesus, it is He 
who calls you. 
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Jesus would like to infuse Himself into hearts 
and souls, to be a fire in them, a fire of love 
alone. 

Today Jesus wants, more than ever, to make 
Himself known to all His children. 

It is through the little one, crazy for the Eucha-
rist, it is through the crucified of Calvary that 
Jesus is being and will be widely known and 
loved through the ages. 

— O my Jesus, those are my wishes. May there 
be no moment in my life where I say ‘No!’ to 
You. Reign, reign for ever in my poor heart. 

— It is not poor, beloved daughter, it is not 
poor, dear daughter. You have the brightness, 
the candor of the lily, of the Easter lily. You are 
very rich, you have the divine wealth. You mir-
ror the charm and attractiveness of the divine 
Trinity, you are the glory of the celestial court. 

— O my Jesus, if it is so, as I believe, all the 
brightness and beauty is yours, all the wealth 
belongs to You. I'm poor, I am nothing! 

— Listen, little daughter. Tell your spiritual fa-
ther that the divine Heart of Jesus is open for 
him, that it loves him passionately and wildly. 
The clearest proof that Jesus gives you is to al-
low him to undergo such great suffering and 
humiliation, to be a reflection of Jesus Himself. 

Tell your doctor, tell that great soul, say to that 
man who infuses my divine light and love into 
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hearts, that I love him with a great love, and 
that the more he takes care of Me, and of my 
cause, the more I will love him. The work is of 
God, and God will ever triumph. 

— Thank You, thank You, my Jesus! 

In the sentence “Everything ends, but not like 
my “soons” (“breves”), Jesus uses the word soon 
in a different sense to that which He usually 
applies it. Sometimes soon can mean much 
time, because of being said regarding eternity; 
here Jesus affirms that the word is used in its 
temporal context. 

We must not forget that Alexandrina had been 
wrong four years regarding mystic death. In-
deed she is now also deceived in thinking that 
she will soon go to Heaven. (Moreover she be-
lieves that, with the Consecration of the world 
to the Immaculate Heart of Mary, her mission 
will come to an end). 

November 7, 1942 - First Saturday 

— Cheer up, beloved daughter, be happy, be-
loved daughter, along with Jesus and your 
Heavenly Mother. Be cheerful because Jesus’ 
wishes have been carried out (for the Consecra-
tion of the world to the Immaculate Heart of 
Mary)! 

Be cheerful because great blessings are on their 
way for the guilty world. 
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My daughter, my daughter, my beauty, delight 
of my eyes: Jesus sees in His crazy one the 
greatest joy in the world. 

Jesus sees in His Benjamin all the charms of His 
divine Heart. This is why Jesus uses her as His 
divine channel. The world gets through her, the 
crucified one of Calvary, all the graces and love 
of Jesus. 

Say, say, my daughter, to your spiritual father, 
as the one chosen by Me to be your light, that 
my divine love shines on him in great abun-
dance, that he does my divine will in everything. 

Yes, yes, Jesus is very pleased with him and dis-
gusted with those who make his innocence suf-
fer. 

Say, say, my daughter, to your spiritual father, 
to that I have chosen to guide you to Me, tell 
him to tell the Pope that the promise is made, 
that he will go straight from earth to Heaven, he 
will not pass through Purgatory. 

And, as a reward for doing my divine will, he 
will have all the light of the Holy Spirit, he will 
never do anything contrary to the divine will, he 
will have light to do the divine will throughout 
My reign on earth. 

Jesus is very pleased with him; he will receive a 
great reward from Jesus, through His love-
crazed little one, when she is in Heaven near His 
throne. 
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Jesus will take His beloved to Heaven. 

Jesus will arrange it so that men end the war. 

Speak, speak, my daughter, to your doctor: I will 
prove that I have great love for him for being the 
refuge, the strong arm of the divine cause, in 
those times where men have tried to destroy it. 
The cause of Jesus does not fall, it will rise more 
and more. 

Triumph, triumph, love, love, love! It falls on 
the little love-crazed one of Jesus, on those who 
surround her, and love her, and on those for 
whom she intercedes, love, love, love without 
end. 

— O my beloved Jesus, I'm confused, humiliated 
and without strength. I don’t know what else to 
say; forgive me my sins: I give You an eternal 
thanks. 

Give us peace, grant me everything I ask of You, 
my Jesus. 

December. 5, 1942 - First Saturday 

— O the beauty, O the beauty, O the beauty, O 
the purity, O the charm of Jesus! The eternal 
engagement approaches, the heavenly nuptials. 
They are coming to fruition almost exactly as 
Jesus said they would. Love crazed divinity 
comes to His little love-crazed girl to lead her to 
her beloved. Now is the time of light, it is time 
of the surrender. 



68 

Speak, my daughter, speak, beloved. Tell your 
dear Father: I am crazy, crazy with love for him 
and with him I will triumph. It is time for him to 
take his place, it is time, for men, to leave him to 
do my divine will. Soon the war ends; there will 
be days of glory and triumph. Little daughter, 
little daughter, I and my blessed Mother are 
crazy with love for you! And we are crazy with 
love for those who love you, and crazy for those 
who support you. What places they have in Our 
blessed Hearts! Speak, little child, tell your dear 
Father that his suffering is written with golden 
letters in Heaven. Speak, little daughter, tell 
your doctor that I love him, that I take care of 
him and his family as he cares for you and for 
my Cause. What great consolation he has given 
to my Divine Heart! Take, little daughter, take 
my love, spread it among those you love and tell 
them that this is my love. 

— Thank You, my Jesus. Give me that immensi-
ty of love: I’ll never get tired of spreading it on 
earth. 

December 13, 1942 

At dawn on the 13th, when I was praying the 
Hail Mary to the Heavenly Mother with ejacula-
tions for several intentions, I saw the Heavenly 
Mother of Fatima, life-sized, suspended in air at 
a great height. Below and around Her was a 
universe of people towards whom she leaned 
and gazed at with total affection. My heart 
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seemed too big to fit inside my chest; it hit the 
walls with such a force! I was attracted to Her, I 
wanted to get out from myself and be transport-
ed to another region and to live no longer on 
earth. I do not know how long I stayed there. 

December 25, 1942 – 1 a.m. 

After making my request to Jesus - and I had so 
much to ask him! – I said: 

I do not ask to see You in the crib, because I 
know and trust that You are in the crib of my 
heart, but I do ask You for grant me what I ask.  

He deigned to tell me: 

— My daughter, my daughter, always strong in 
your faith, always strong in your trust, Jesus 
does not deceive you and you don’t deceive 
yourself that it is Jesus. The ones who are con-
fused are those who make you suffer. The day of 
triumph will not be slow in coming. Your tasks 
are completed in the earth; you will see them in 
Heaven with all brilliance, with all love. 

Heaven is open for you, my beloved, you can 
almost enter. Receive all the love and grace of 
the Child Jesus with full permission to distrib-
ute them to those who surround you, who love 
you, you are loved by you. 

— O my Jesus, I want words to thank You as 
You deserve, but I do not know any such words; 
I would like to give You all honor, glory and 
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love, I would like to tell You everything. As I 
know nothing, I only say: Thank You, thank You 
for ever, my Jesus. 

At the end of Holy Communion: 

— Trust, trust, my daughter, I give you your 
dear Father. I have in mind the reparation and 
consolation that you gave to my divine Heart. I 
conquered the world and I conquer the hearts of 
men. 

30 to December 31, 1942 

About 1h30 a.m., I was bathed in sweat, I felt 
very acute pains throughout my whole body: I 
couldn’t rest. Sometimes I felt the need to sleep 
and immense tiredness in my head. As I could 
not sleep, I said to Jesus: Take delight, my love, 
while I suffer. Accept my pain to repair the great 
injures inflicted on You and the Heavenly 
Mother. It is all for your love and for sinners. So 
the time passed and I was united to the Eucha-
ristic Jesus and to the Blessed Trinity. I felt 
happy in my pain. Suddenly - I didn’t think 
about it - two rows of very beautiful angels de-
scended on my bed, fluttering their wings. The 
area before them opened up, as if it was the 
vault of Heaven: How beautiful! How beautiful! 
A white dove from the highest heights dropped 
many, many rays of light. 

On a throne, below, was Jesus with a great cross 
in His hand. He was beautiful and the cross was 
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beautiful. It was cross of redemption. At His 
side was seated the Heavenly Mother as Queen. 
Around them stood a large number of people 
dressed in different clothes. How beautiful was 
all this! On telling these things, my sister said: 

— It is worth suffering all this pain, sweat and 
anguish of the soul to enjoy, even for a short 
time, such beautiful things! 

What riches there are in Heaven! If only every-
body knew it! They wouldn’t offend Jesus, if for 
no other reason than a desire of going to Heav-
en to enjoy the treasures there! 

However this pleasure was for You, my Jesus. 
After a few moments, doubts were tormented 
me. Was I wrong? Was I seeing an illusion? My 
God, I do not want to mislead anyone... 

The Consecration of the world to Immaculate 
Heart of Mary was made on 31 October. By 
that time Fr Pinho had been removed as Alex-
andrina’s director; by the time his departure 
for Brazil had become a reality, Alexandrina 
felt deceived, because in paying attention to 
promises like those contained in what Jesus 
said here, she believed, even to the last, that he 
would not go. But Jesus explained to her then 
that she had misinterpreted His words. 

The task of the victim-soul is not easy. 

Alexandrina was now to begin her perpetual 
fast. 
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