
Fifteen Meditations on the Passion of Jesus Christ,
To be made during the Fifteen Days beginning on the Saturday before Passion Sunday, 

and ending on Holy Saturday

meditation i

For Saturday before Passion Sunday

Jesus makes His Triumphant Entry into Jerusalem

I
The time of his Passion being now at hand, our Redeemer departs from Bethany to 

go to Jerusalem. On drawing nigh to that ungrateful city, he beheld it, and wept: 
Beholding the city, He wept over it. He wept because he foresaw its ruin, which would 
be the consequence of the stupendous crime of taking away the life of the Son of God, 
of which that people would shortly become guilty. Ah, my Jesus, when Thou wert then 
weeping over that city Thou wert weeping also over my soul, beholding the ruin which I 
have brought upon myself by my sins, constraining Thee to condemn me to hell, even 
after Thy having died to save me. Oh, leave it to me to weep over the great evil of which 
I have been guilty in despising Thee, the greatest of all good, and do Thou have mercy 
upon me.

II
Jesus Christ enters the city: the people go forth to meet him; they receive him with 

acclamations and rejoicings; and, in order to do him honor, some of them strew 
branches of palms along the road, whilst others spread out their garments for him to 
pass over. Oh, who would ever then have said that that Lord, now recognized as the 
Messias, and welcomed with so many demonstrations of respect, the next time that he 
appeared along the self-same ways would be under sentence of death, and with a cross 
upon his shoulders? Ah, my beloved Jesus, these people now receive Thee with 
acclamations, saying, Hosanna to the Son of David! Blessed is he that cometh in the 
name of the Lord! Glory to the Son of David! Blessed be he who cometh in the name of 
God for our salvation! And then they will raise their voices insultingly to Pilate to take 
Thee out of the world, and cause Thee to die upon a cross: Away with Him! away with 
Him! crucify Him!2 Go, my soul, and do Thou too lovingly say to him, Blessed is he that 
cometh in the name of the Lord! Blessed forever be Thou that art come, O Saviour of 
the world! for, otherwise, we had all been lost. O my Saviour, save me!

III
When the evening, however, was come, after all those acclamations, there was no 

one found who would invite him to lodge in his house; so that he was obliged to retrace 
his steps to Bethany.



O my beloved Redeemer, if others will not give Thee a welcome, I desire to welcome 
Thee into my poor heart. At one time, I, unhappily, expelled Thee from my soul; but I 
now prize to have Thee with me more than the possession of all the treasures of earth. I 
love Thee, O my Saviour; what power shall ever be able to separate me from my love of 
Thee? Sin only; but from this sin it is Thine to deliver me, by Thy help, O my Jesus; and 
thine too, by thy intercession, O Mary, my Mother.

meditation ii
For Passion Sunday

Jesus prays in the Garden

I
Jesus, knowing that the hour of his Passion had now come, after having washed the 

feet of his disciples and instituted the most Holy Sacrament of the Altar,—wherein he left 
us his whole self,—goes to the Garden of Gethsemani, whither he knew already that his 
enemies would come to take him. He there betakes himself to prayer, and lo! he finds 
himself assailed by a great dread, by a great repugnance, and by a great sadness: He 
began to be afraid, to be weary, and sorrowful. There came upon him, first, a great 
dread of the bitter death which he would have to suffer on Calvary, and of all the 
anguish and desolations by which it would be accompanied. During the actual course of 
his Passion, the scourges, the thorns, the nails, and the rest of his tortures came upon 
him but one at a time; whereas, in the garden, they all came upon him together at once, 
crowding into his memory in order to torment him. For his love of us he embraced them 
all; but in embracing them, he trembles and is in agony: Being in an agony, He prayed 
the longer.

II
There comes upon him, moreover, a great repugnance to that which he has to 

suffer; so that he prays his Father to deliver him from it: My Father, if it be possible, let 
this chalice pass away from Me. He prayed thus to teach us that in our tribulations we 
may indeed beg of God to deliver us from them; but we ought at the same time to refer 
ourselves to his will, and to say, as Jesus then said, Not, however, as I will, but as Thou 
wilt. Yes, my Jesus, Thy will, not mine, be done. I embrace all the crosses that Thou wilt 
send me. Thou, innocent as Thou art, hast suffered so much for love of me; it is but just 
that I, who am a sinner, and deserving of hell, should suffer for love of Thee that which 
Thou dost ordain.

III
There came upon him, likewise, a sadness so great that it would have been enough 

to cause him to die, had he not, of himself, kept death away, in order to die for us after 
having suffered more: My soul is sorrowful even unto death. This great sadness was 



occasioned by the sight of the future ungratefulness of men, who, instead of 
corresponding to so great a love on his part, would offend him by so many sins, the 
sight of which caused him to sweat in streams of blood: And his sweat became as drops 
of blood trickling down upon the ground.

So, then, O my Jesus, it is not the executioners, the scourges, the thorns, or the 
cross that have been so cruel: the cruelty lies in my sins, which afflicted Thee so much 
in the garden. Do Thou give me, then, a share of that sorrow and abhorrence which 
Thou didst experience in the garden, that so, even to my death, I may bitterly weep for 
the offences that I have given Thee. I love Thee, O my Jesus: do Thou receive with 
kindness a sinner who wishes to love Thee. Recommend me, O Mary, to this thy Son, 
who is in affliction and sadness for love of me.

meditation iii
For Passion Monday

Jesus is apprehended, and led before Caiphas

I

The Lord, knowing that the Jews who were coming to take him were now at hand, 
rose up from prayer, and went to meet them; and so, without reluctance, he lets them 
take him and bind him: They apprehended Jesus, and bound Him. O amazement! A 
God bound as a criminal by his own creatures! Behold, my soul, how some of them 
seize hold of his hands; others put the handcuffs on him; and others smite him; and the 
innocent Lamb lets himself be bound and struck at their will, and says not a word: He 
was offered because it was His own will, and opened not his mouth, He is led as a 
sheep to the slaughter. He neither speaks nor utters complaint, since he had himself 
already offered himself up to die for us; and, therefore, did that Lamb let himself be 
bound and led to death without opening his mouth.

II
Jesus enters Jerusalem bound. Those who were asleep in their beds, at the noise of 

the crowd passing by, awake, and inquire who that might be whom they are taking along 
in custody; and they are told in reply, “It is Jesus of Nazareth, who has been found out 
to be an impostor and seducer.” They bring him up before Caiphas, who is pleased at 
seeing him, and asks him about his disciples, and about his doctrine Jesus replies that 
he has spoken openly; so that he calls upon the Jews themselves, who were standing 
around him, to bear their testimony as to what lie has said: Behold, these know what I 
have said. But upon this reply, one of the officials of the court gives him a blow in the 
face, saying, Dost Thou answer the high-priest so? But, O God, how does a reply, so 
humble and gentle, deserve so great an insult?

Ah, my Jesus, Thou dost suffer it all in order to pay the penalty of the insults that I 
have offered to Thy heavenly Father.



III
The high-priest, in the next place, conjures him, in the name of God, to say whether 

he be truly the Son of God. Jesus answered in the affirmative, that such he was; and 
Caiphas, on hearing this, instead of prostrating himself upon the floor to adore his God, 
rends his garments, and, turning to the other priests, says, What more need have we of 
witnesses? Behold, ye have now heard His blasphemy: what is your opinion? And they 
unanimously replied, He is guilty of death. And then, as the Evangelists relate, they all 
began to spit in his face, and to abuse him, and slapping him with their hands, and 
striking him with their fists; and then, tying a piece of cloth over his face, they turned him 
into ridicule, saying, Prophesy to us. Thou Christ; who is it that smote Thee? Thus 
writes St. Matthew. And St. Mark writes, And some began to spit upon Him, and to cover 
His face, and to deal upon Him blows, and to say to Him, Prophesy. And the officers did 
smite Him with the palms of their hands.

Behold Thyself, O my Jesus, become, upon this night, the butt of the rabble. And 
how can men see Thee in such humiliation for love of them, and not love Thee? And 
how have I been able to go so far as to outrage Thee by so many sins, after that Thou 
hast suffered so much for me? Forgive me, O my love, for I will not displease Thee 
more. I love Thee, my supreme Good, and I repent above every other evil of having 
despised Thee. O Mary, my Mother, pray thy ill-treated Son to pardon me.

meditation iv
For Passion Tuesday

Jesus is led before Pilate and Herod, and then has Barabbas preferred before Him

I

The morning being come, they lead Jesus to Pilate, that he may pronounce upon 
him the sentence of death. But Pilate is aware that Jesus is innocent, and, therefore, he 
tells the Jews that he can find no reason why he should condemn him. However, on 
seeing them obstinate in their desire for his death, he referred him to the court of Herod. 
Herod, on seeing Jesus before him, desired to see some one of the Lord’s great 
miracles, of which he had heard accounts, wrought in his presence, The Lord would not 
vouchsafe so much as an answer to the questions of that audacious man. Alas for that 
poor soul to which God speaks no more!

O my Redeemer, such, too, were my deserts, for not having obeyed so many calls of 
Thine; I deserved that Thou shouldst not speak to me more, and that Thou shouldst 
leave me to myself: but no, my Jesus, Thou hast not abandoned me yet. Speak to me, 
then: Speak, Lord, for Thy servant heareth; tell me what Thou desirest of me, for I will 
do all to please Thee.

II



Herod, seeing that Jesus gave him no answer, drove him away from his house with 
scorn, turning him into ridicule with all the persons of his court; and in order to load him 
with the greater contempt, he had him clothed in a white garment, so treating him like a 
fool; and thus he sent him back again to Pilate: He despised and mocked Him, putting 
on Him a white garment, and sent Him again to Pilate. Behold how Jesus, clad in that 
robe which makes him a laughing-stock, is borne on along the streets of Jerusalem. O 
my despised Saviour, this additional wrong, of being treated as a fool, was still wanting 
to Thee! If, then, the divine wisdom is so treated by the world, happy is he who cares 
nothing for the world’s approbation, and desires nothing but to know Jesus crucified, 
and to love sufferings and contempt, saying, with the Apostle: For I judged not myself to 
know anything among you, but Jesus Christ, and Him crucified.

III
The Jews had the right of demanding from the Roman Governor the liberation of a 

criminal on the feast of the Passover. Pilate, therefore, asked the people which of the 
two they would wish to have liberated, Jesus or Barabbas: Whom will you that I release 
to you, Barabbas or Jesus? Barabbas was a wicked wretch, a murderer, a thief, and 
held in abhorrence by all: Jesus was innocent; but the Jews cry aloud for Barabbas to to 
live, and for Jesus to die.

Ah, my Jesus, so too have I said, whenever I have deliberately offended Thee for 
some satisfaction of my own, preferring before Thee that miserable pleasure of mine, 
and, in order not to lose it, contenting myself to lose Thee, O infinite Good. But now I 
love Thee above every other good, and more than my life itself. Have compassion upon 
me, O God of mercy. And do thou, O Mary, be my advocate.

meditation v
For Passion Wednesday

Jesus is scourged at the Pillar

I

Then, Pilate, therefore, took Jesus and scourged Him. O thou unjust judge, thou 
hast declared him innocent, and then thou dost condemn him to so cruel and so 
ignominious a punishment! Behold, now, my soul, how, after this unjust decree, the 
executioners seize hold of the divine Lamb; they take him to the pretorium, and bind him 
with ropes to the pillar.

O ye blessed ropes that bound the hands of my sweet Redeemer to that pillar, bind 
likewise this wretched heart of mine to his divine heart, that so I may, from this day forth, 
neither seek for, nor desire, anything but what he doth wish.

II



Behold how they now lay hold of the scourges, and, at a given sign, begin to strike, 
in every part, that sacred flesh, which at first assumes a livid appearance, and then is 
covered all over with blood, that flows from every pore. Alas, the scourges and the 
executioners’ hands are all now dyed in blood; and with blood is the ground all 
drenched. But, O God, through the violence of the blows, not only does the blood, but 
pieces of the very flesh, of Jesus Christ go flying through the air. That divine body is 
already but one mass of wounds; and yet do those barbarians continue to add blow to 
blow and pain to pain. And all this while, what is Jesus doing? He speaks not; he 
complains not; but patiently endures that great torture in order to appease the divine 
justice, that was wroth against us: As a lamb before the shearer is dumb, so opened He 
not His mouth. Go quickly, O my soul, go and wash thyself in that divine blood.

My beloved Saviour, I behold Thee all torn in pieces for me; no longer, therefore, can 
I doubt that Thou dost love me, and love me greatly, too. Every wound of Thine is a sure 
token on Thy part of Thy love, which with too much reason demands my love. Thou, O 
my Jesus, dost, without reserve, give me Thy blood; it is but just that I, without reserve, 
should give Thee all my heart. Do Thou, then, accept of it, and make it to be ever 
faithful.

III
O my God, had Jesus Christ not suffered more than a single blow for love of me, I 

ought yet to have been burning with love for him, saying, A God hath been willing to be 
struck for me! But no: he contented not himself with a single blow; but, to pay the 
penalty due to my sins, he was willing to have his whole body torn to shreds, as Isaias 
had already foretold: He was bruised for our iniquities; and that even until he looked like 
a leper covered with wounds from head to foot: And we thought Him to be, as it were, a 
leper. While, then, O my soul, Jesus was being scourged, he was thinking of thee, and 
offering to God those bitter sufferings of his, in order to deliver thee from the eternal 
scourges of hell. O God of love, how have I been able to live so many years, in time 
past, without loving Thee? O ye wounds of Jesus, wound me with love towards a God 
who has loved me so much! O Mary, O Mother of graces, do thou gain for me this love!

meditation vi
For Passion Thursday

Jesus is crowned with Thorns, and treated as a Mock King

I

When the soldiers had finished the scourging of Jesus Christ, they all assembled 
together in the pretorium, and, stripping his own clothes off him again, in order to turn 
him into ridicule, and to make him into a mock king, they put upon him an old ragged 
mantle, of a reddish color, to represent the royal purple; in his hand a reed, to represent 
a sceptre; and upon his head a bundle of thorns, to represent a crown, but fashioned 
like a helmet, so as to fit close upon the whole of his sacred head. Stripping Him, they 



put a scarlet cloak about Him, and plaiting a crown of thorns they put it upon His head, 
and a reed in His right hand. And when the thorns, by the pressure of their hands alone, 
could not be made to penetrate deeper into that divine head which they were piercing, 
with the self-same reed, and with all their might, they battered down that barbarous 
crown: And spitting upon Him, they took the reed, and struck His head. O ungrateful 
thorns, do you thus torture your Creator? But what thorns? what thorns? You, ye wicked 
thoughts of mine; it is you that have pierced the head of my Redeemer.

I detest, O my Jesus, and I abhor, more than I do death itself, the evil consent by 
which I have so often grieved Thee, my God, who art so good. But since Thou dost 
make me know how much Thou hast loved me, Thee alone will I love, Thee alone.

II
O my God! how the blood is now streaming down from that pierced head over the 

face and the breast of Jesus!
And Thou, my Saviour, dost not even utter a complaint of such unjust cruelties! Thou 

art the King of heaven and of earth; but now my Jesus, Thou art brought down so low 
as to appear before us a king of derision and of sorrows, being made the laughing-stock 
of all Jerusalem. But the prophecy of Jeremias had to be fulfilled, that Thou wouldst one 
day have Thy fill of sorrows and shame: He will give His cheek to the smiter, He will be 
satiated with reproaches. O Jesus, my love! in time past I have despised Thee; but now 
I prize Thee, and I love Thee with all my heart, and I desire to die for love of Thee.

III
But no; these men for whom Thou art suffering have not yet their fill of torturing and 

making game of Thee. After having thus tortured Thee, and dressed Thee up as a mock 
king, they bend their knee before Thee, and scornfully address Thee: Hail to Thee, O 
King of the Jews. And then, with shouts of laughter, they deal out more blows upon 
Thee, thus rendering twofold the anguish of the head already pierced by the thorns: And 
bowing the knee before Him, they derided Him, saying, Hail, King of the Jews; and they 
gave Him blows. Do thou at least go, O my soul, and recognize Jesus for what he is, the 
King of kings, and Lord of lords; and return thanks to him, and love him, now that thou 
beholdest him become, for love of Thee, the king of sorrows. O my Lord, keep not in 
Thy remembrance the griefs which I have caused Thee. I now love Thee more than 
myself. Thou only dost deserve all my love, and, therefore, Thee only do I wish to love. I 
fear, on account of my weaknesses; but it is for Thee to give me the strength to execute 
my desire. And thou, too, O Mary, must help me by thy prayers.

meditation vii
For Passion Friday

Pilate exhibits Jesus to the People, saying, “Behold the Man!”

I



Jesus having again been brought and set before Pilate, he beheld him so wounded 
and disfigured by the scourges and the thorns that he thought, by showing him to them, 
to move the people to compassion. He therefore went out into the portico, bringing with 
him the afflicted Lord, and said, Behold the Man! As though he would say. Go now, and 
rest content with that which this poor innocent one has already suffered. Behold him 
brought to so low a state that he cannot long survive. Go your way, and leave him, for 
he can but have a short time to live. Do thou too, my soul, behold thy Lord in that 
portico, bound and half naked, covered only with wounds and blood; and consider to 
what thy Shepherd has reduced himself, in order to save thee, a sheep that was lost.

II
At the same time that Pilate is exhibiting the wounded Jesus to the Jews, the Eternal 

Father is from heaven inviting us to turn our eyes to behold Jesus Christ in such a 
condition, and in like manner says to us, Behold the Man! O men, this man whom you 
behold thus wounded and set at naught, he is my beloved Son, who is suffering all this 
in order to pay the penalty of your sins; behold him, and love him. O my God and my 
Father, I do behold Thy Son, and I thank him, and love him, and hope to love him 
always; but do Thou, I pray Thee, behold him also, and for love of this Thy Son have 
mercy upon me; pardon me, and give me the grace never to love anything apart from 
Thee.

III
But what is it that the Jews reply, on their beholding that king of sorrows? They raise 

a shout and say, Crucify, crucify Him! And seeing that Pilate, notwithstanding their 
clamor, was seeking a means to release him, they worked upon his fears by telling him: 
If thou release this Man, thou art not Cœsar’s friend. Pilate still makes resistance, and 
replies, Shall I crucify your King? And their answer was, We have no king but Cœsar.

Ah, my adorable Jesus, these men will not recognize Thee for their King, and tell 
Thee that they wish for no other king but Cæsar. I acknowledge Thee to be my King and 
God; and I protest that I wish for no other king of my heart but Thee, my love, and my 
one and only good. Wretch that I am! I at one time refused Thee for my King, and 
declared that I did not wish to serve Thee; but now I wish Thee alone to have dominion 
over my will. Do Thou make it obey Thee in all that Thou dost ordain. O will of God, thou 
art my love. Do thou, O Mary, pray for me. Thy prayers are not rejected.

meditation viii
For Passion Saturday

Jesus is condemned by Pilate

I



Behold, at last, how Pilate, after having so often declared the innocence of Jesus, 
declares it now anew, and, protesting that he is innocent of the blood of that just man,—
I am innocent of the Blood of this Just Man, after all this he pronounces the sentence, 
and condemns him to death. Oh, what injustice—such as the world has never seen! At 
the very time that the judge declares the accused one to be innocent, he condemns 
him. Ah, my Jesus Thou dost not deserve death; but it is I that deserve it. Since, then, it 
is Thy will to make satisfaction for me, it is not Pilate, but Thy Father himself, who justly 
condemns Thee to pay the penalty that was my due. I love Thee, O Eternal Father, who 
dost condemn Thine innocent Son in order to liberate me, who am the guilty one. I love 
Thee, O Eternal Son, who dost accept of the death which I, a sinner, have deserved.

II
Pilate, after having pronounced sentence upon Jesus, delivers him over to the hands 

of the Jews, to the end that they may do with him whatsoever they please: He delivered 
Jesus up to their will. Such truly is the course of things. When an innocent one is 
condemned, there are no limits to the punishment; but he is left in the hands of his 
enemies, that they may make him suffer and die according to their own pleasure. Poor 
Jews! you then imprecated chastisement upon yourselves in saying, His Blood be upon 
us, and upon our children;2 and the chastisement has come: you now endure, you 
miserable men, and will endure, even to the end of the world, the penalty of that 
innocent blood.

Do Thou, O my Jesus, have mercy upon me, who by my sins have also been a 
cause of Thy death. But I do not wish to be obstinate, and like the Jews; I wish to bewail 
the evil treatment that I have given Thee, and I wish to love Thee—always, always, 
always!

III
Behold, the unjust sentence of death upon a cross is read over in the presence of 

the condemned Lord. He listens to it; and, all-submissive to the will of the Father, be 
obediently and humbly accepts it: He humbled Himself, becoming obedient unto death, 
and that the death of the cross. Pilate says on earth, “Let Jesus die;” and the Eternal 
Father, in like manner, says from heaven, “Let my Son die;” and the Son himself makes 
answer, “Behold me! I obey; I accept of death, and death upon a cross.”

O my beloved Redeemer! Thou dost accept of the death that was my due. Blessed 
for evermore be Thy mercy: I return Thee my most hearty thanks for it. But since Thou 
who art innocent dost accept of the death of the cross for me, I, who am a sinner, 
accept of that death which Thou dost destine to be mine, together with all the pains that 
shall accompany it; and from this time forth I unite it to Thy death, and offer it up to Thy 
Eternal Father. Thou hast died for love of me, and I wish to die for love of Thee. Ah, by 
the merits of Thy holy death, make me die in Thy grace, and burning with holy love for 
Thee. Mary, my hope, be mindful of me.

meditation ix



For Palm Sunday

Jesus carries the Cross to Calvary

I
The sentence upon our Saviour having been published, they straightway seize hold 

of him in their fury: they strip him anew of that purple rag, and put his own raiment upon 
him, to lead him away to be crucified on Calvary,—the place appropriated for the 
execution of criminals: They took off the cloak from Him, and put on Him His own 
garments, and led Him away to crucify Him. They then lay hold of two rough beams, 
and quickly make them into a cross, and order him to carry it on his shoulders to the 
place of his punishment. What cruelty, to lay upon the criminal the gibbet on which he 
has to die!

But this is Thy lot, O my Jesus, because Thou hast taken my sins upon Thyself.

II
Jesus refuses not the cross; with love he embraces it, as being the altar whereon is 

destined to be completed the sacrifice of his life for the salvation of men: And, bearing 
His own Cross, He went forth to that place which is called Calvary. The condemned 
criminals now come forth from Pilate’s residence, and in the midst of them there goes 
also our condemned Lord. O that sight, which filled both heaven and earth with 
amazement! To see the Son of God going to die for the sake of those very men from 
whose hands he is receiving his death! Behold the prophecy fulfilled: And I was as a 
meek lamb, that is carried to be a victim. The appearance that Jesus made on this 
journey was so pitiable that the Jewish women, on beholding him, followed him in tears: 
They bewailed and lamented Him.

O my Redeemer! by the merits of this sorrowful journey of Thine, give me strength to 
bear my cross with patience. I accept of all the sufferings and contempts which Thou 
dost destine for me to undergo. Thou hast rendered them lovely and sweet by 
embracing them for love of us: give me strength to endure them with calmness.

III
Behold my soul, now that thy condemned Saviour is passing, behold how he moves 

along, dripping with blood that keeps flowing from his still fresh wounds, crowned with 
thorns, and laden with the cross. Alas, how at every motion is the pain of all his wounds 
renewed! The cross, from the first moment, begins its torture, pressing heavily upon his 
wounded shoulders, and cruelly acting like a hammer upon the thorns of the crown. O 
God! at every step, how great are the sufferings! Let us meditate upon the sentiments of 
love wherewith Jesus, in this journey, is drawing nigh to Calvary, where death stands 
awaiting him.

Ah, my Jesus, Thou art going to die for us. In time past I have turned my back upon 
Thee, and would that I could die of grief on this account! but for the future I have not the 



heart any more to leave Thee, O my Redeemer, my God, my love, my all! O Mary, my 
Mother, do thou obtain for me strength to bear my cross in peace.

meditation x
For Holy Monday

Jesus is placed upon the Cross

I

No sooner had the Redeemer arrived, all suffering and wearied out, at Calvary, than 
they strip him of his clothes,—that now stick to his wounded flesh,—and then cast him 
down upon the cross. Jesus stretches forth his holy hands, and at the same time offers 
up the sacrifice of his life to the Eternal Father, and prays of him to accept it for the 
salvation of mankind. In the next place, the executioners savagely lay hold of the nails 
and hammers, and, nailing his hands and his feet, they fasten him to the cross. O ye 
sacred hands, which by a mere touch have so often healed the sick, wherefore are they 
now nailing you upon this cross? O holy feet, which have encountered so much fatigue 
in your search after us lost sheep, wherefore do they now transfix you with so much 
pain? When a nerve is wounded in the human body, so great is the suffering, that it 
occasions convulsions and fits of fainting: what, then, must not the suffering of Jesus 
have been, in having nails driven through his hands and feet, parts which are most full 
of nerves and muscles!

O my sweet Saviour! so much did the desire of seeing me saved and of gaining my 
love cost Thee! And I have so often ungratefully despised Thy love for nothing; but now I 
prize it above every good.

II
The cross is now raised up, together with the Crucified, and they let it fall with a 

shock into the hole that had been made for it in the rock. It is then made firm by means 
of stones and pieces of wood; and Jesus remains hanging upon it, to leave his life 
thereon. The afflicted Saviour, now about to die upon that bed of pain, and finding 
himself in such desolation and misery, seeks for some one to console him, but finds 
none. Surely, my Lord, those men will at least compassionate Thee, now that Thou art 
dying! But no; I hear some outraging Thee, some ridiculing Thee, and others 
blaspheming Thee, saying to Thee, “Come down from the cross if Thou art the Son of 
God. He has saved others, and now he cannot save himself.” Alas, you barbarians, he 
is now about to die, according as you desire; at least torment him not with your revilings.

III
See how much thy dying Redeemer is suffering upon that gibbet! Each member 

suffers its own pain, and the one cannot come to the help of the other. Alas, how does 
he experience in every moment the pains of death! Well may it be said that in those 



three hours during which Jesus was suffering his agony upon the cross he suffered as 
many deaths as were the moments that he remained there. He finds not there even the 
slightest relief or repose, whether he lean his weight upon his hands or upon his feet; 
wheresoever he leans the pain is increased, his most holy body hanging suspended, as 
it does, from his very wounds themselves. Go, my soul, and tenderly draw nigh to that 
cross, and kiss that altar, whereon thy Lord is dying a victim of love for thee. Place 
thyself beneath his feet, and let that divine blood trickle down upon thee.

Yes, my dear Jesus, let this blood wash me from all my sins, and set me all on fire 
with love towards Thee, my God, who hast been willing to die for love of me. Do thou, O 
suffering Mother, who dost stand at the foot of the cross, pray to Jesus for me.

meditation xi
For Holy Tuesday

Jesus upon the Cross

I

Jesus on the cross! Behold the proof of the love of a God; behold the final 
manifestation of himself, which the Word Incarnate makes upon this earth,—a 
manifestation of suffering indeed, but, still more, a manifestation of love. St. Francis of 
Paola, as he was one day meditating upon the divine Love in the person of Jesus 
Crucified, rapt in ecstasy, exclaimed aloud three times, in these words, “O God—Love! 
O God—Love! O God—Love!” wishing hereby to signify that we shall never be able to 
comprehend how great has been the divine love towards us, in willing to die for love of 
us.

II
O my beloved Jesus! if I behold Thy body upon this cross, nothing do I see but 

wounds and blood; and then, if I turn my attention to Thy heart, I find it to be all afflicted 
and in sorrow. Upon this cross I see it written that Thou art a king; but what tokens of 
majesty dost Thou retain? I see not any royal throne save that of this tree of infamy; no 
other purple do I behold save Thy wounded and bloody flesh; no other crown save this 
band of thorns that tortures Thee. Ah, how it all declares Thee to be king of love! yes, for 
this cross, these nails, this crown, and these wounds are, all of them, tokens of love.

III
Jesus, from the cross, asks us not so much for our compassion as for our love; and, 

if even he does ask our compassion, he asks it solely in order that the compassion may 
move us to love him. As being infinite goodness, he already merits all our love; but 
when placed upon the cross, it seems as if he sought for us to love him, at least out of 
compassion.



Ah, my Jesus, and who is there that will not love Thee, while confessing Thee to be 
the God that Thou art, and contemplating Thee upon the cross? Oh, what arrows of fire 
dost Thou not dart at souls from that throne of love! Oh, how many hearts hast Thou not 
drawn to Thyself from that cross of Thine! O wounds of my Jesus! O beautiful furnaces 
of love! admit me, too, amongst yourselves to burn, not indeed with that fire of hell 
which I have deserved, but with holy flames of love for that God who has been willing to 
die for me, consumed by torments. O my dear Redeemer! receive back a sinner, who, 
sorrowing for having offended Thee, is now earnestly longing to love Thee. I love Thee, 
I love Thee, O infinite goodness, O infinite love. O Mary, O Mother of beautiful love! 
obtain for me a greater measure of love, to consume me for that God who has died 
consumed of love for me.

meditation xii
For Holy Wednesday

The Words spoken by Jesus upon the Cross

I

While Jesus upon the cross is being outraged by that barbarous populace, what is it 
that he is doing? He is praying for them, and saying, O My Father, forgive them; for they 
know not what they do. O Eternal Father, hearken to this Thy beloved Son, who, in 
dying, prays Thee to forgive me too, who have outraged Thee so much. Then Jesus, 
turning to the good thief, who prays him to have mercy upon him, replies: To-day shalt 
thou be with Me in paradise. Oh, how true is that which the Lord spake by the mouth of 
Ezechiel, that when a sinner repents of his faults, he, as it were, blots out from his 
memory all the offences of which he has been guilty: But if the wicked do penance … I 
will not remember all his iniquities.

Oh, would that it were true, my Jesus, that I had never offended Thee! But, since the 
evil is done, remember no more, I pray Thee, the displeasures that I have given Thee; 
and, by that bitter death which Thou hast suffered for me, take me to Thy kingdom after 
my death; and, while I live, let Thy love ever reign within my soul.

II
Jesus, in his agony upon the cross, with every part of his body full of torture, and 

deluged with affliction in his soul, seeks for some one to console him. He looks towards 
Mary; but that sorrowing Mother only adds by her grief to his affliction. He casts his eyes 
around him and there is no one that gives him comfort. He asks his Father for 
consolation; but the Father, beholding him covered with all the sins of men, even he too 
abandons him; and then it was that Jesus cried out with a loud voice: Jesus cried out 
with a loud voice, saying, My God, My God, why hast Thou forsaken Me? My God, my 
God, and why hast Thou also abandoned me? This abandonment by the Eternal Father 
caused the death of Jesus Christ to be more bitter than any that has ever fallen to the 



lot of either penitent or martyr; for it was a death of perfect desolation, and bereft of 
every kind of relief.

O my Jesus! how is it that I have been able to live so long a time in forgetfulness of 
Thee? I return Thee thanks that Thou hast not been unmindful of me. Oh, I pray Thee 
ever to keep me in mind of the bitter death which Thou hast embraced for love of me, 
that so I may never be unmindful of the love which Thou hast borne me!

III
Jesus then, knowing that his sacrifice was now completed, said that he was thirsty: 

He said, I thirst. And the executioners then reached up to his mouth a sponge, filled with 
vinegar and gall.

But, Lord, how is it that Thou dost make no complaint of those many pains which are 
taking away Thy life, but complainest only of Thy thirst? Ah, I understand Thee, my 
Jesus; Thy thirst is a thirst of love; because Thou lovest us, Thou dost desire to be 
beloved by us. Oh, help me to drive away from my heart all affections which are not for 
Thee; make me to love none other but Thee, and to have no other desire save that of 
doing Thy will. O will of God! Thou art my love. O Mary, my Mother! obtain for me the 
grace to wish for nothing but that which God doth will.

meditation xiii
For Holy Thursday

Jesus dies upon the Cross

I

Behold how the loving Saviour is now drawing nigh unto death. Behold, O my soul, 
those beautiful eyes growing dim, that face become all pallid, that heart all but ceasing 
to beat, and that sacred body now disposing itself to the final surrender of its life. After 
Jesus had received the vinegar, he said, It is consummated. He then passed over in 
review before his eyes all the sufferings that he had undergone during his life, in the 
shape of poverty, contempt, and pain; and then offering them all up to the Eternal 
Father, he turned to him and said, It is finished. My Father, behold by the sacrifice of my 
death, the work of the world’s redemption, which Thou hast laid upon me, is now 
completed. And it seems as though, turning himself again to us, he repeated, It is 
finished; as if he would have said, O men, O men, love me, for I have done all; there is 
nothing more that I can do in order to gain your love.

II
Behold now, lastly, Jesus dies. Come, ye angels of heaven, come and assist at the 

death of your King. And thou, O sorrowing Mother Mary, do thou draw nearer to the 
cross, and fix thine eyes yet more attentively on thy Son, for he is now on the point of 
death. Behold him, how, after having commended his spirit to his Eternal Father, he 



calls upon death, giving it permission I to come to take away his life. Come, O death, 
says he to it, be quick and perform thine office; slay me, and save my flock. The earth 
now trembles, the graves open, the veil of the temple is rent in twain. The strength of 
the dying Saviour is failing through the violence of the sufferings; the warmth of his body 
is gradually diminishing; he gives up his body to death; he bows his head down upon his 
breast, he opens his mouth and dies: And bowing His head, He gave up the ghost. The 
people behold him expire, and, observing that he no longer moves, they say, he is dead, 
he is dead; and to them the voice of Mary makes echo, while she too says, “Ah, my 
Son, Thou art, thon, dead.”

III
He is dead! O God! who is it that is dead? The author of life, the only-begotten Son 

of God, the Lord of the world,—he is dead. O death! thou wert the amazement of 
heaven and of all nature. O infinite love! A God to sacrifice his blood and his life! And for 
whom? For his ungrateful creatures; dying in an ocean of sufferings and shame, in 
order to pay the penalty due to their sins. Ah, infinite goodness! O infinite love!

O my Jesus! Thou art, then, dead, on account of the love which Thou hast borne me! 
Oh, let me never again live, even for a single moment, without loving Thee! I love Thee, 
my chief and only good; I love Thee, my Jesus,—dead for me! O my sorrowing Mother 
Mary! do thou help a servant of thine, who desires to love Jesus.

meditation xiv
For Good Friday

Jesus hanging Dead upon the Cross

I

Raise up thine eyes, my soul, and behold that crucified man. Behold the divine Lamb 
now sacrificed upon that altar of pain. Consider that he is the beloved Son of the Eternal 
Father; and consider that he is dead for the love that he has borne thee. See how he 
holds his arms stretched out to embrace thee; his head bent down to I give the kiss of 
peace; his side open to receive thee into his heart. What dost thou say? Does not a God 
so loving deserve to be loved? Listen to the words he addresses to thee from that cross: 
“Look, my son, and see whether there be any one in the world who has loved thee more 
than I have.”

No, my God, there is none that has loved me more than Thou. But what return shall I 
ever be able to make to a God who has been willing to die for me? what love from a 
creature will ever be able to recompense the love of his Creator, who died to gain his 
love?

II



O God! had the vilest one of mankind suffered for me what Jesus Christ has 
suffered, could I ever refrain from loving him? Were I to see any man torn to pieces with 
scourges and fastened to a cross in order to save my life, could I ever bear it in mind 
without feeling a tender emotion of love? And were there to be brought to me the portrait 
of him, as he lay dead upon the cross, could I behold it with an eye of indifference, 
when I considered: “This man is dead, tortured thus, for love of me. Had he not loved 
me, he would not so have died.”

Ah, my Redeemer, O love of my soul! How shall I ever again be able to forget Thee? 
How shall I ever be able to think that my sins have reduced Thee so low, and not always 
bewail the wrongs that I have done to Thy goodness? How shall I ever be able to see 
Thee dead of pain on this cross for love of me, and not love Thee to the uttermost of my 
power?

III
O my dear Redeemer! well do I recognize in these Thy wounds, and in Thy lacerated 

body, as it were through so many lattices, the tender affection which Thou dost retain for 
me. Since, then, in order to pardon me, Thou hast not pardoned Thyself, oh, look upon 
me now with the same love wherewith Thou didst one day look upon me from the cross, 
whilst Thou wert dying for me. Look upon me and enlighten me, and draw my whole 
heart to Thyself, that so, from this day forth, I may love none else but Thee. Let me not 
ever be unmindful of Thy death. Thou didst promise that, when raised up upon the 
cross, Thou wouldst draw all our hearts to Thee. Behold this heart of mine, which, made 
tender by Thy death, and enamoured of Thee, desires to offer no further resistance to 
Thy calls. Oh, do Thou draw it to Thyself, and make it all Thine own! Thou hast died for 
me, and I desire to die for Thee; and if I continue to live, I will live for Thee alone. O 
pains of Jesus, O ignominies of Jesus, O death of Jesus, O love of Jesus! fix yourselves 
within my heart, and let the remembrance of you abide there always, to be continually 
smiting me, and inflaming me with love. I love Thee, O infinite goodness; I love Thee, O 
infinite love. Thou art, and shalt ever be, my one and only love. O Mary, Mother of love, 
do thou obtain me love.

meditation xv
For Holy Saturday

Mary Present on Calvary at the Death of Jesus

I

There stood by the cross of Jesus His Mother. We observe in this the Queen of 
Martyrs, a sort of martydom more cruel than any other martyrdom,—that of a mother so 
placed as to behold an innocent Son executed upon a gibbet of infamy: “she stood.” 
Ever since Jesus was apprehended in the garden, he has been abandoned by his 
disciples; but Mary abandons him not. She stays with him till she sees him expire before 
her eyes: “she stood close by.” Mothers, in general, flee away from the presence of their 



sons when they see them suffer, and cannot render them any assistance: content 
enough would they be themselves to endure their sons’ sufferings; and, therefore, when 
they see them suffering without the power of succoring them, they have not the strength 
to endure so great a pain, and consequently flee away, and go to a distance. Not so 
Mary. She sees her Son in torments; she sees that the pains are taking his life away; 
but she flees not, nor moves to a distance. On the contrary, she draws near to the cross 
whereon her Son is dying.

O sorrowing Mary! disdain me not for a companion to assist at the death of thy 
Jesus and mine.

II
She stood near to the cross. The cross, then, is the bed whereon Jesus leaves his 

life; a bed of suffering, where this afflicted Mother is watching Jesus, all wounded as he 
is with scourges and with thorns. Mary observes how this her poor Son, suspended 
from those three iron nails, finds neither a position nor repose. She would wish to give 
him some relief; she would wish, at least, since he has to die, to have him die in her 
arms. But nothing of all this is allowed her. Ah, cross! she says, give me back my Son! 
Thou art a malefactor’s gibbet; whereas my Son is innocent.

But grieve not thyself, O Mother. It is the will of the Eternal Father that the cross 
should not give Jesus back to thee until after he has died and breathed his last. O 
Queen of Sorrows! obtain for me sorrow for my sins.

III
There stood by the cross His Mother! Meditate, my soul, upon Mary, as she stands 

at the foot of the cross watching her Son. Her Son! but, O God, what a Son! a Son who 
was, at one and the same time, her Son and her God! a Son who had from all eternity 
chosen her to be his Mother, and had given her a preference in his love before all 
mankind and all the angels! A Son so beautiful, so holy, and so lovely; a Son who had 
been ever obedient unto her; a Son who was her one and only love, being as he was 
both her Son and God. And this Mother had to see such a Son die of pain before her 
very eyes!

O Mary, O Mother, most afflicted of all mothers! I compassionate thy heart, more 
especially when thou didst behold thy Jesus surrender himself up upon the cross, open 
his mouth, and expire; and, for love of this thy Son, now dead for my salvation, do thou 
recommend unto him my soul.

And do Thou, my Jesus, for the sake of the merits of Mary’s sorrows, have mercy 
upon me, and grant me the grace of dying for Thee, as Thou hast died for me: “May I 
die, O my Lord” (will I say unto Thee, with St. Francis of Assisi), “for love of the love of 
Thee, who hast vouchsafed to die for love of the love of me.”



Three Meditations on Paradise, for the Easter Festival

meditation i
For Easter Sunday

The Joys of Heaven

I

Oh, happy are we if we suffer with patience on earth the troubles of this present life! 
Distress of circumstances, fears, bodily infirmities, persecutions, and crosses of every 
kind, will one day all come to an end; and if we be saved, they will all become for us 
subjects of joy and glory in paradise: Your sorrow (says the Saviour, to encourage us) 
shall be turned into joy. So great are the delights of paradise, that they can neither be 
explained nor understood by us mortals: Eye hath not seen (says the Apostle), nor ear 
heard, neither hath it entered into the heart of man, what things God hath prepared for 
those who love Him. Beauties like the beauties of paradise, eye hath never seen; 
harmonies like unto the harmonies of paradise, ear hath never heard; nor hath ever 
human heart gained the comprehension of the joys which God hath prepared for those 
that love him. Beautiful is the sight of a landscape adorned with hills, plains, woods, and 
views of the sea. Beautiful is the sight of a garden abounding with fruit, flowers, and 
fountains. Oh, how much more beautiful is paradise!

II
To understand how great the joys of paradise are, it is enough to know that in that 

blessed realm resides a God omnipotent, whose care is to render happy his beloved 
souls. St. Bernard says that paradise is a place where “there is nothing that thou 
wouldst not, and everything that thou wouldst.” There shalt thou not find anything 
displeasing to Thyself, and everything thou dost desire thou shalt find: “There is nothing 
that thou wouldst not.” In paradise there is no night; no seasons of winter and summer; 
but one perpetual day of unvaried serenity, and one perpetual spring of unvaried delight. 
No more persecutions, no jealousies are there; for there do all in sincerity love one 
another, and each rejoices in each other’s good, as if it were his own. No more bodily 
infirmities, no pains are there, for the body is no longer subject to suffering; no poverty 
is there, for every one is rich to the full, not having anything more to desire; no more 
fears are there, for the soul being confirmed in grace can sin no more, nor lose that 
supreme good which it possesses.

III
“There is everything that thou wouldst.” In paradise thou shalt have whatsoever thou 

desirest. There the sight is satisfied in beholding that city so beautiful, and its citizens all 
clothed in royal apparel, for they are all kings of that everlasting kingdom. There shall 



we see the beauty of Mary, whose appearance will be more beautiful than that of all the 
angels and saints together. We shall see the beauty of Jesus, which will immeasurably 
surpass the beauty of Mary. The smell will be satisfied with the perfumes of paradise. 
The hearing will be satisfied with the harmonies of heaven and the canticles of the 
blessed, who will all with ravishing sweetness sing the divine praises for all eternity.

Ah, my God, I deserve not paradise, but hell; yet Thy death gives me a hope of 
obtaining it. I desire and ask paradise of Thee, not so much in order to enjoy, as in order 
to love Thee everlastingly, secure that it will never more be possible for me to lose 
Thee. O Mary, my Mother, O Star of the Sea, it is for thee, by thy prayers, to conduct me 
to paradise.

meditation ii
For Easter Monday

The Soul that leaves this Life in the State of Grace

I

Let us imagine to ourselves a soul that, on departing out of this world, enters eternity 
in the grace of God. All full of humility and of confidence, it presents itself before Jesus, 
its judge and Saviour. Jesus embraces it, gives it his benediction, and causes it to hear 
those words of sweetness: Come, my spouse, come, thou shalt be crowned. If the soul 
have need of being purified, he sends it to purgatory, and, all resigned, it embraces the 
chastisement, because itself wishes not to enter into heaven, that land of purity, if it is 
not wholly purified. The Guardian Angel comes to conduct it to purgatory; it first returns 
him thanks for the assistance he has rendered it in its lifetime, and then obediently 
follows him.

Ah, my God, when will that day arrive on which I shall see myself out of this world of 
perils, secure of never being able to lose Thee more? Yes, willingly will I go to the 
purgatory which shall be mine; joyfully will I embrace all its pains; sufficient will it be for 
me in that fire to love Thee with all my heart, since there I shall love none else but Thee.

II
The purgation over, the angel will return and say to it, Come along, beautiful soul, 

the punishment is at an end; come, and enjoy the presence of thy God, who is awaiting 
thee in paradise. Behold, the soul now passes beyond the clouds, passes beyond the 
spheres and the stars, and enters into heaven. O God, what will it say on entering into 
that beautiful country, and casting its first glance on that city of delights? The angels and 
saints, and especially its own holy advocates, will go to meet it, and with jubilation will 
they welcome it, saying, Welcome, O companion of our own; welcome!

Ah, my Jesus, do Thou make me worthy of it.

III



What consolation will it not feel in meeting there with relatives and friends of its own 
who have previously entered into heaven! But greater by far will be its joy in beholding 
Mary its Queen, and in kissing her feet, while it will thank her for the many kindnesses 
she has done it. The Queen will embrace it, and will herself present it unto Jesus, who 
will receive it as a spouse. And Jesus will then present it to his divine Father, who will 
embrace and bless it, saying, Enter thou into the joy of thy Lord. And thus will lie beatify 
it with the same beatitude that he himself enjoys. Ah, my God, make me love Thee 
exceedingly in this life, that I may love Thee exceedingly in eternity. Thou art the object 
most worthy of being loved; Thou dost deserve all my love; I will love none but Thee. Do 
Thou help me by Thy grace. And Mary, my Mother, be thou my protectress.

meditation iii
For Easter Tuesday

The Sight of God is that in which the Happiness of the Elect consists

I

The beauties of the saints, the heavenly music, and all the other delights of 
paradise, form but the lesser portion of its treasures. The possession which gives to the 
soul its fulness of bliss is that of seeing a loving God face to face. St. Augustine says 
that were God to let his beautiful face be seen by the damned, hell with all its torments 
would become to them a paradise. Even in this world, when God gives a soul in prayer 
a taste of his sweet presence, and by a ray of light discovers to it his goodness and the 
love which he bears it, so great is the contentment that the soul feels itself dissolve and 
melt away in love; and yet, in this life, it is not possible for us to see God as he is; we 
behold him obscured as if through a thick veil. What, then, will it be, when God shall 
take away that veil from before us, and shall cause us to behold him face to face 
openly?

O Lord! for having turned my back upon Thee, no more should I be worthy to behold 
Thee; but, relying on Thy goodness, I hope to see Thee, and to love Thee in paradise 
forever. I speak thus, because I am speaking with a God who has died in order to give 
paradise to me.

II
Although the souls that love God are the most happy in this world, yet they cannot, 

here below, enjoy a happiness full and complete; that fear, which arises from not 
knowing whether they be deserving of the love or the hatred of their beloved Saviour, 
keeps them, as it were, in perpetual suffering. But in paradise the soul is certain that it 
loves God, and is loved by God; and it sees that that sweet tie of love which holds it 
united with God will never be loosened throughout all eternity. The flames of its love will 
be increased by the clearer knowledge which the soul will then possess of what the love 
of God has been in being made man, and having willed to die for it; and in having, 
moreover, given himself to it in the sacrament of the Eucharist. Its love will be increased 



by then beholding, in all their distinctness, the graces which he has given it, in order to 
lead it to heaven; it will see that the crosses sent to it in lifetime have all been artifices of 
his love to render it happy. It will see, besides, the mercies he has granted it, the many 
lights and calls to penance. From the summit of that blessed Mount will it behold the 
many lost souls now in hell for sins less than its own, and it will behold itself now saved, 
possessed of God, and certain that it can nevermore lose him throughout all eternity.

My Jesus, my Jesus, when will that too happy day for me arrive?

III
The happiness of the blessed soul will be perfected by knowing with absolute 

certainty that that God whom it then enjoys it will have to enjoy for all eternity. Were 
there to be any fear in the blessed that they might lose that God whom they now enjoy, 
paradise would no more be paradise. But no; the blessed soul is certain, with the 
certainty which it has of the existence of God, that that supreme good which it enjoys, it 
will enjoy forever. That joy, moreover, will not grow less with time; it will be ever new. 
The blessed one will be ever happy, and ever thirsting for that happiness; and, on the 
other hand, while ever thirsting, will be ever satiated. When, therefore, we see ourselves 
afflicted with the troubles of this life, let us lift up our eyes unto heaven, and console 
ourselves by saying, Paradise. The sufferings will one day come to an end; nay, they 
will themselves become objects over which to rejoice. The saints await us; the angels 
await us; Mary awaits us; and Jesus stands with the crown in his hand wherewith to 
crown us if we shall be faithful to him.

Ah, my God, when will come that day on which I shall arrive at possessing Thee, 
and be able to say unto Thee, My love, I cannot lose Thee more? O Mary, my hope, 
never cease from praying for me, until thou dost see me safe at thy feet in paradise!
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