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A LETTER FROM THE OTHER WORLD

(FROM HELL)

Among the papers of a spiritual daughter of mine who died as Nun in her youth, I found the following manuscript:

I HAD a friend, to whom I met, in an office of the city of Munich. In that office we worked together and very closely. Since Ana (so she was called) got married, I didn't see her any more. To tell the truth, there were among us courtesy rather than friendship. For this reason, it didn't cause me much impression when she, after marriage, left to live in the neighbourhood of the Villages in the same city of Munich, a neighbourhood very distant from my house.   

While I enjoyed my Autumn of 1937, next to the lake of Garda (Italy), I received a letter from my mother, by the middle of September, and among other things, she told me: "Imagine, Ana N. Lost her life in a crash of cars. Yesterday they buried her in the Maldfridhof" (names of a cemetery in Munich) The news caused me deep impression. I knew perfectly well that Ana has never been a lover of mercies… would she had been prepared in the moment that God called her so suddenly...?

The following morning I heard the holy Mass for her eternal rest in the chapel of the Religious Pension, where I stayed; I prayed fervently for her soul, and I dedicated her my Saint Communion. But in the whole day I experienced a certain spirit uneasiness that was growing as the day declined. I laid down in calm…   

In the middle of my dream I woke up at the noise of strong blows. I lit the light. My clock, on the night table, marked the twelve hours and ten minutes... Only the waves of the lake of Garda hit monotonous against the wall of the garden of the Pension.

No wind was blowing and, however, as I woke up, I thought to have noticed, apart from the blows, a wind-like blast, similar to the one experienced when my old office boss, moody, threw violently on my writing table some unpleasant letter for him. I doubted for a moment... should I get up...? But, for what reason? I resolutely said to myself: it is nothing, but the overexcited fantasy caused by the news of that letter. I turned on my side, I prayed some Ourfather for the Blessed Souls, and again I fell asleep, and I dreamed that:

I would get up at six of the following morning. When I opened the door to go down to the chapel of the Pension, my feet tripped with the bundle of leaves of a letter... to Lift them, to recognise Ana's letter and to throw a scream, everything was one... Trembling like a restless creature I would hold those leaves on my hand. I realised that in such a nervous state I would not be able to pray a single Ourfather. Also, Besides, I felt very suffocated. For that reason, my only impulse was to go out for a walk on the open. I fixed my hair a little, I put the letter in my handbag and I left the house.   

Once outside, I ascended by the road that, from the celebrated Gardesan freeway, goes up the mountains among olive trees, laurel trees and gardens. The morning was splendidly clear. In other moments and circumstances, I would relax here every a hundred steps, contemplating the wonderful panorama that was offered to my sight over the lake and the famous island of Garda. The proverbial blue of its waters was always for me a new enjoyment. And, like a little boy that contemplates fascinated to his grandfather, so I would contemplate the ashy cloud of mount Baldo, which rises in the other border, from the 64 meters over the sea level, up to the 2.220 meters. 

In those moments, nothing of this would interest me. After walking for a quarter of an hour, I let my self lay down on a bank, fixed among the cypresses, where just the previous day I had been reading with true fruition "Jungfrau Therese", "The Young Teresa", of Federer, (novel of said German author.) For the first time the cypresses gave me the gloomy impression of mortuary trees, sensation that I had never experienced from them, being as they are so abundant in the South of Europe.   

I took the letter; it had no signature, but it was Ana's very self-letter, without possible mistake. There was no lack of details of her characteristic writing. Particularly in her "S" very loose and inclined; neither in her French-formed “T”; features that she had learned in the office, with the purpose of teasing Mr. N. N. The style was not hers; at least, she would not express herself this way ordinarily. She used to hold a conversation with singular affability, and to laugh with sympathy, showing her blue eyes and flat little nose.   

Only when we discussed religious questions she would use this same hard and spicy style that she used now in her letter.   

(To myself it stock later her satirical way of speaking)

I am going to tell here, word for word, her beyond-the-grave writing, just as I read it in my dream. It went like this:  

"Clara, don't pray for me: ¡¡¡ I am CONDEMNED!!! If I communicate it to you and I prepare to speak to you of it attentively, don't think it is for friendship. Here we don't love anybody. I do it forced; I do it as a consequence of "That Power that always wants the evil but that only carries out the good". (Sentence of the poem of Fausto from Goethe). The truth is that I would want with all my desire that you also arrived to this same state in which I have anchored for all the Eternity. Don't think it is estrange this intention of mine: here we all think this way. Our will is like petrified in the bad things, in what you call "bad". Also when we do something good, as I do now, opening up your eyes about the existence of hell, we don't execute it with the right intention. Do you still remember that four years ago we met in Munich? You were 23 years old, and you already had four in the office, when I entered there. You sometimes helped me to come out of difficulties for I was a beginner, and you gave me some good advises.   

But, what does it mean "the good"...? In that time I praised your charity, ridiculous thing!”... Your help was only the manifestation of your arrogance: so I suspected it then. Here we don't recognise anything good, in anybody! You know my life in my youth years. However, I will fill certain holes of which I told nothing then. According to my parent’s intention, I shouldn’t have been born. My presence was a setback for them... When I was born, my two sisters were already 14 and 15 years old. I wish I had not received the being¡ ... Ah...! If I could annihilate myself now...! to escape from these hardships...! No pleasure would compare to the one that I would experience if I could rip off my existence as if it was a veil of ash, with its particles sinking into the nothingness... Yet... I have to exist...!  

I have to be as I myself have formed me...! With the absolute ruling of my existence! When dad and mom, still single, moved from the countryside into the city, both had already lost their contact with the Church. It was better so. They joined with circles also untied from the Church, that is, totally liberal ones. Both met each other in a dancing event, and "they had to" get married half a year later. When they got married, they got just a little of Holly Water adhered to them, the enough one to compel mom to hear Mass several times a year. Mom never taught me to pray.   

The trade of the daily occupations levied her, although we had a relieved economic situation. The words pray, Holly Water, Church, I write them with an indescribable interior disgust. I hate all these things as much as those who go often to the temple, to all the men and things in general, since from all the things we get torture. When expiring, all acquired knowledge, all memory of the past is a piercing flame for us. And all the memories show us those circumstances that were a grace... that we have wasted... How much it torments us this. We don't eat, neither we sleep, neither we walk with the feet. Chained in the spirit, do we have our look fixed in our miss-accomplished life, with a continuous "howling and crunching of the teeth"... hating and... Tormented...! do you hear It...? 

Here we drink hate like the water... we hate one another, and the most hated one is... God. - And I want to make you understand this: the blessed ones in heaven they “have to" love to God, since they contemplate him without veil in all his radiant beauty. This causes them an indescribable joy. We know it, and knowing it causes us rage...

On earth, men know God through prayer and through revelation, they “can" love him without being forced. Notice it well and pay attention...! The faithful Christian (cracking of rage I write) who, in meditation, contemplates Christ laying on the Cruz will love him. Who, on the contrary, only considers to God as a Punishing, Vengeful, like the Fair one rejected in another time by us, and alone among storm thunders... That one will hate him with the whole weight of his bad will... Eternally... by virtue of that same voluntary decision of wanting to remain away from God; decision held by us when exhaling our soul; decision that not even now we remove it, and that we will never want to remove it... Do you understand now why hell will be eternal...!

Because our stubbornness will never melt. Forced I have to admit that God is Merciful even with us the dammed ones... I say "forced" because, although I write the present letter by my will, however, I am not allowed me to lie, as I would very gladly like to do it. Against my will I put many things on this paper. Even the stream of blasphemies that I would like vomit I have to swallow.   

God has been Merciful even with us because He didn't allow on earth that our bad will carries out all that it was willing to do in its malice. This would have increased our blame and our pain. He made us die before hour (me for example) or he prepared other mitigating circumstances... Right now He shows Mercy by not obliging us come to get closer to Him more than what we are in this hell so distant of Him; which diminishes the pain. Each step nearer God would bring me more torture than to you a step closer to a fire. You felt horrified when during a walk I told you that my dad had told me, few days before my First Communion: "Anita put your illusions in that your dress is beautiful in that day; because everything else is secondary"... I almost felt embarrassed when I noticed your horror before such an expression; now I laugh at it... 

The only reasonable thing that there was in that fraud was that they made us take communion when we had already become twelve years old. At that age I was already engaged with the pleasures of the world; in such a way that I would gladly put aside all the religious matters; very little I cared for the Religion and the Communion...   

Now it causes us a lot of rage that the children take communion from the seven years of age. 

We make all that is possible to deceive people, putting them in the head that the children at that age don't have enough intelligence... They first ought to commit mortal sins... because that way the "White God" no longer produces in them the effects with the same intensity as when the Faith, the Hope and the Charity (I spit above these words) are still alive in the boy's heart from the Baptism. Do you remember that on Earth I would defend this point of view? 

I have mentioned my dad. He would often quarrel with my mom. Few times I referred to it, because I was ashamed of it. (What a ridiculous thing the shame. For us here everything is the same...) They no longer slept in the same room, rather I slept with mom. Dad slept in a neighbouring room, where he could enter all times. He drank a lot and it spent all our patrimony. My two sisters were employed, and they said that they needed the money that earned. Mom also began to earn something. In his last year of life, dad hit mom often when she wouldn’t give him money. With me he was always kind. One day (I told you and you got angry with me. ¡Of how many things you got angry!) I returned, for the second time some bought shoes, because their form and the heels were not quite modern.   

One night in which dad suffered an apoplexy attack, something happened that I never wanted to tell, because I feared unpleasant interpretations; but today you will know it. It is worthwhile remembering it, because it was the first time I felt remorse that torment me now unceasingly. I was sleeping in the room with mom. Her regular breathing denounced her deep sleeping. Suddenly I heard that they called me by my name. An unknown voice spoke: "What would happen if your dad died?"... I didn't love dad since he started hitting mom and, in general, I didn't love any body. I felt esteem only with people that were good to me. The love without material advantages resides only in  souls that are in grace of God; and I was not in that state of grace. Therefore, to the mysterious question I responded, without thinking where it could come from: "Dad...? Dad doesn’t die"... after a brief pause, I heard again the same question, and again  responded in bad mood: "Dad doesn't die"... 

For the third time I was interrogated: "What would it happen if your dad dies? "... In that instant, I had it recorded in my mind the unpleasant memories of the frequency with which dad arrived drunk at home. His screams, the bad treatments to mom and the deplorable situation he would put us before people... And I responded without hesitating: "If he dies... let him die!”... Everything stood in silence. I didn't hear the voice again. The following morning, when mom wanted to fix dad's room, the door was closed... Toward midday they broke the door... My dad was laying on the bed half dressed... cadaver... When taking out beer from the basement he must have caught a cold. It was some time that was feeble. (Note from the author. - God O.L., did He perhaps that it may depend on the daughter's will that enjoyed the father's kindness, the granting or not to that man of some extra time for his conversion?)...   

Marta K. and you insinuated me to register in the Catholic Action group. But I always said that the instructions of the leaders, the Mrs, X. and Y., smelled to me much to friary. The games of the Catholic Action group were amusing and, as you very well  know it, I soon ended up being their organiser. This I liked, as well as the excursion trips. From time to time I felt interior impulses of receiving the Sacraments of the Confession and Communion. In fact, it didn't find anything of what to accuse me, since I didn't give importance to the thoughts, desires and conversations. To more serious things it had not yet arrived. 

Once you told me: "Ana, if you don't pray, you are going to be condemned". Really, I prayed little, and even this unwillingly. And you were right. All those that burn in hell didn't pray anything or they didn't pray enough. The prayer is the first step toward God; but a decisive thing is missing: to pray specially to That one who was the Mother of Christ, and whose name we never pronounce. The devotion to Her makes the demon lose numerous souls whose sins would have made them fall unavoidably in his claws. (Raging I continue ahead, because I must do it) to Pray is the easiest thing that man can do on earth, and in fact to this so easy has God linked the salvation of each one.   

To the one that prays with perseverance God will give him so much light, and He will strengthen him in such a way that, even being the most muddy sinner, he will be able to get up forever; even with that mire covering him up to the neck. In the last days of my life I didn't pray almost anything in the way that it should be prayed, depriving me that way from those graces without which nobody can be saved. Here we no longer receive any grace. But, given the case that it was given, we would reject it with scorn and mockery. 

The hesitations and changes of human will finish forever in the other world. On earth, you the humans can pass from the sin-state to the state of Grace; from the state of Grace you can fall again into that of sin; sometimes because of weakness, others because of malice.   

This oscillation that resides in the imperfection of man on earth, finds its end in death: one has arrived with it to the final state. With the passing of the years those oscillations of the will go diminishing. It is certain that, until the same instant of death, one can come closer to God or give him the back. But, it is also certain that, before expiring, in the last palpitating moments of the will, man sees himself "as forced" to decide and to remain in the same state in which he was accustomed to live along his existence. 

A good or bad habit formed in him a second nature that drags him with it into eternity. It happened this way to me: It was years that I lived far from God and, therefore, in the last call of the Grace, I decided against God. The cause of my ruin was not having sinned many times, but not to have wanted (in life) to get up from my prostration. You advised me many times to listen to sermons and to read compassionate books. I always answered the same thing: "I have no time". For what reason should I increase my uncertainties? Also, I should make know the following: when I had arrived to such an interior state, little before quitting the Feminine Catholic Action group, it would have been immensely difficult for me to follow another road.   

It felt unhappy and I debated myself in the uncertainty, it is true; but a true wall had already been risen before my conversion. You didn't realise it; you imagined that everything was very simple; because one day you told me: "Ana, cheer up to make a good Confession, and everything will be orderly"... I knew that it would so happen; but the world, the demon and the flesh already had me too subjected in their claws. I never believed in the demon's influence: but now I give faith: it influences powerfully in men, as I was then. The only thing that could have pulled me away from his claws, it would have been many prayers of other and mine, together with sacrifices and sufferings. And even so, their effects would have taken place gradually.   

Few are the diabolical of soul and body; but there are many walking bodies with diabolical soul only. The demon cannot pull out the will from those that surrender to his influence; but, in punishment of their apostasy God allows it that the "wicked" inhabits them. I too hate the devil; but I like it, because he tries to get you all lost: He and his accomplices, the spirits fallen with him at the beginning of time. They are millions, and continually they are flying over the earth, as a hive of mosquitoes, and you not even fall into account. We, the condemned men, cannot tempt you: that concerns to the fallen spirits. The truth is that their pain increases every time that they lead a human soul to hell; but... but, of what is hate not capable...?

Although I walked on paths distant from God, nevertheless God followed me... With natural services of charity that I sometimes lent by the innate inclination of my character, I levelled and prepared the way of the Grace. God called me, sometimes, to a temple, and there it experienced certain nostalgia... When I assisted my sick mother, in spite of the whole day work at the office (because I did sacrifice myself then), it influenced powerfully in me these calls of God. In certain occasion, having visited the temple of the hospital where you called me toward midday, I felt the call of the Grace, with such a force, that I was only one step away from conversion. I cried, but then I was fluctuating... until the enjoyments of the world conquered the touch of the grace: the wheat was drowned among the thorns. With the excuse that Religion was a matter of sentimentalism, as they stated continually at the office, I rejected those movements of the Grace once again, just as I had rejected all the other ones. You reproached me one day, because, instead of making the genuflexion down to the floor, I made only a superficial reverence. You didn't suspect that I no longer believed in Christ's real presence in the Sacrament of the Altar. Now I believe in it; but of course, in the way that one believes the reality of a storm whose effects one experiences.   

In the mean time, I myself had forged me a religion.   

I followed everybody’s opinion at the office: the soul will resuscitate in another being, and it will continue this way going on pilgrimage indefinitely.   

With this the famous question of the other world was solved and, at the same time, it became harmless to me. Why didn't you remind me the parable of the rich Epulón and  the poor Lázaro...? The Narrator, Christ, to one He makes him descend immediately to hell after the death; and to the other one He makes him ascend into heaven... But, after all... what would you have won by telling it to me...? The same thing you got with your priestly conversations... 

Little by little I made up a god to my taste. Sufficiently perfect to be called god, and keeping him, at the same time, quite far from me, as no to have a relationship with him. Quite confuse as to be allowed to dilute, according to the convenience and without having to change religion, in the universal pantheism; or well, to let him be poeticised as a solitary god... This god didn't have a heaven to give me nor had he a hell to punish me; he would leave me alone. In this I made consist my worship to him…”What one loves, one gladly belies on” With the passing of the years, I ended up persuading myself of my religion: One could live with it.

A single thing would have been able to destroy such a pilgrim religion: long and serious sufferings; but these didn't come... do you understand now the meaning of "God punishes and sends tribulations to whom He loves?"... In a day of summer, in a month of June, when Feminine Catholic Action organised a trip to Altetting (city of Bavaria with a celebrated sanctuary to the Virgin.) The trip itself would have pleased me; but those imbecile rumours, and those pious behaviours... (She refers to the prayers and pious practices of the pilgrims) Another image very different from the Virgin occupied from a little time ago the altar of my heart: the handsome Maximiliano N. Of the neighbouring business. Several times we had flirted during the last weeks. For that Sunday, in fact, he had invited me for a trip. 

The youth with which he used to go out was in the clinic. He had noticed that I stared at him... Then I still didn't think to marry him. He was rich certainly, but I was it made me mad that he was very kind with all kind of girls; and I wanted to get me a man that would belong to me alone. I wanted to be, not only his woman, but, his unique woman, because I always had a certain natural decency. 

(Note from the author. - This is true. Ana, with all her religious indifference, had always something noble in her way of being. It horrifies me to think that even those "decent people" can fall into hell, if they are so "little cultivated" that they may avoid meeting with God)

 
In the trip of that Sunday, Maximiliano took pains in attentions to me. We didn't have friary conversations like among you. The following day, you reproached me at the office not having gone with you to Altetting, and I told you my amusements of that Sunday. Your first question was: "Did you hear Mass!"... "You little fool, I responded, how could I hear it, if we had planned to leave at six in the morning?"... I still remember how I told you angrily: "The Good God doesn't think as pettily as your priests"... Well now I can admit you this: God, with all his infinite Kindness, is much more demanding than all of them. After that first trip with Max., I attended a single time to the Catholic Action; it was on Christmas, to attend to the theatre. Several things retracted me: cinemas, dances, and walks... One thing would follow another. Max. and I sometimes fought with each other; but I always knew how to attract him back again.   

Many nuisances gave me my rival who, having turned back from the clinic, became furious and lost her control. Advantageously, my unalterable calm made strong impression in Max., who, finally, preferred me. I had succeeded in making her hateful before his eyes, speaking coldly about her: positive on the outside, but vomiting poison inside. I should admit you that such feelings and such a way of proceeding prepares one marvellously for hell: they are diabolical in the strictest sense of the word. Why am I telling you all these things? It for you to see and consider how I took distance forever  from God. With this I don't want to say that I came to extreme familiarities with Max. I understood that showing myself weak before time, I would have put myself down before his eyes. For this reason I knew how to stay firm. But, whenever I deemed it useful, I would lend myself for anything. I had to conquer Max., and for that, anything was too expensive. 

Little by little love was being born in us, since both of us possessed beautiful qualities that we could appreciate in each other: I was smart, clever, of pleasant company... With these qualities ended up conquering  Max. in such a way that, in the last months before the marriage, he was entirely mine. In this it consisted my apostasy: in raising up to a creature as my idol. In no case happens this so surely and universally, as in the love of a person toward the other sex, if this love is founded only on earthly pleasures: this becomes their magnet, their stimulus and their poison. This idolatrous adoration to Max. ended up being my lived religion. This happened to me in the time that I attacked with more fury to the church "mice", to the priests, to the indulgences and similar things. You made an effort, with more or less success, in defending these things; and, you didn't suspect that in the bottom line of all that, there was nothing but a necessity for me to look for an argument for my conscience. Since I had to justify my apostasy with the reason. I rebelled internally against God.   

You didn't arrive to understand it, and rather until last hour you believed me Catholic. I also wanted to call myself so, and I even paid the tax to the Church: a kind of a "life insurance", I would say, does not harm. Your observations and answers were guessed right in general; but they slid in my conscience, because it suited me that you are not right... As a consequence of these cold and little agreeable relationships, almost null was our sadness when we had to separate from each other and lose our contact, because I was getting married. Before celebrating the Marriage, I still confessed and I took communion, since it was mandatory. In this my husband and I agreed: Why not to fulfil the formality?... We considered it as any requisite. You call bad to such a Communion. Well, after this miss-Communion, I remained more tranquil. It was my last Communion. 

Our married life went on in full harmony in general: we had the same opinion more or less everything, even in not yet having children. My husband, however, gladly would have wanted to have one, but one alone naturally. Finally I was able to take away this desire from him. Rather that children, it suited me better nicer dresses, fine furniture, gatherings, car trips and other amusements of this kind.   

The year lapsed between my Marriage and my sudden death, was amusing indeed: every Sunday we went for a trip in car, or we visited my husband's relatives, (of my mother I felt by then shame). They, as us, had a superficial life. But, if I must admit the truth, I never felt happy inwardly, although outwardly I roared with laughter. An atrocious uncertainty gnawed my heart at all times. I would have liked that everything had finished with death, to which I, naturally, judged distant for me. But it happened just as I heard in a sermon when a little girl: God always rewards all the good that man does. And, if he cannot reward him in the other life, he rewards him on earth. Here I am, suddenly, receiving an inheritance of my Aunt Isabel. At the same time, they considerably increased the salary of my husband. 

Then I could furnish with grace our new house. As for the religious matters, we  glimpsed at it only from a distance. The coffees places and the hotels where we stayed in our trips, certainly didn't take us closer to God: all of them there lived like us: from outside inward, instead of from inside outward. If in the holiday trips we visited some celebrated Cathedral, we were only interested in the art of that masterpiece. To the religious spirit that they irradiated, mainly those of the Middle Age, I knew how to neutralise it. Becoming nervous for any circumstance or detail of the visit; or, because the friar brother that guided us was not very skilled; or, because his habit was a little dirty; or, because those friars sought to pass as compassionate and, however, they sold liquors; or, because the long sound of the bells, so pretext of the sacred functions, was not but to make money.   

This way I rejected once again the Grace that knocked at the doors of my heart. It irritated me especially the paintings of hell painted in the cemeteries and in other places, during the Middle Age. Paintings that showed the demon roasting the souls in lit grills lightened to a deep red, and to their henchmen, of long tails, bringing him new victims... Clara! The painting of the hell can be mistaken, but never exaggerated! I used to make frequent allusions to the fire of hell. Once, I remember it well, having altercated about it, I joking applied you close to the nose a lit match, and derisively I told you: "Does it smell this way? "... With quick movement you turned it off. Here... nobody turns it off!... Listen my statement: the fire of which speaks the Bible doesn't mean remorse. To the fire it calls fire; and it should understood letter by letter what He said: "Get away from Me, you damned, to the eternal fire!" Literally... 

How is it possible, you will ask me that the soul be touched by the material fire?... I respond you: When on earth you put your finger in the flame, how can the soul suffer?... The soul doesn't burn; however, what a torture the whole person experiences!... In the same way, we are here bundles to the fire with our nature and our abilities. Our soul misses its natural flapping: we cannot think what we want. Don't read these lines coldly: because this fire that hardly says something to you, to me it burns me without wasting me away...

Our biggest pain consists on this: the knowledge with certainty that we will never see  God. How is it possible that this torments us so much, when on earth it leaves us so indifferent?... While the knife is on the table, it does leave one indifferent. Its cutting edge can be seen, but it one doesn't feel it. But, if the knife penetrates in the flesh, it pulls out a scream of pain. Today is when we experience and we feel the loss of God. Before, we only thought of it. Not all the souls suffer equally. The bigger the malice and more voluntarily one has sinned, so much more weights on him the loss of God, and so much more oppresses him the abused creature. The condemned Catholics suffer more than those of another religion, because they received bigger lights and bigger graces you and... they tramped them!... Who knew more, suffers more, he suffers more intensely than who knew less. Who sinned for malice suffers more acutely than who fell for weakness!... 

But nobody suffers more than what he has deserved... I wish this were not true, to have another reason hate. Once you told me that nobody would go hell without knowing, that it had so been revealed to a saint. I laughed at it: however, I retrenched behind that same statement, and said in my interior: "If that is true, when the moment arrives, I will have the time to change"... That statement is fair, but it is true that, before my sudden death, I didn't know the hell just as it is reality. No human knows it. But I understood it perfectly and I repeated to my self: "If you die, you will go to the other world straight like an arrow against God. You will suffer the consequences"...

But I didn't change, as I already said before; I didn't change, crawled by the habit and for that uniformity with which men, the older, so much they act the same way, in growing progression with the age. 

My death happened this way: One week ago (I speak according to your way of expressing it, because, measuring the time according to the suffering, it is like ten years that I am burning in hell). One week ago, then, my husband and I went did a trip in a  Sunday, the last one for me. The day had dawned radiant. I felt very well, as few times I did. A strange sensation of happiness flooded my being during the whole day. 

Already returning, my husband was suddenly blinded by the light of a car that came with the opposite sense, and he lost the control of the steering wheel. "Jesses!" (miss pronounced name of Jesus) was the word that I exclaimed, not as a prayer, but as a scream. A penetrating pain oppressed me. Compared with the current tenacious one, a trifle. Then I lost the senses... Strange thing!... During that morning, without knowing how to explain myself, it had pursued me with insistence, like a supplication, this thought: "You still have time to go to Mass once again"... A "NO" clear and firm, truncated in me this thought. "It is necessary, I said, to put an end forever to these things. And let them fall on me all its consequences"... Today I suffer them. What did it happen after my death? You are going to know it. 

As for my husband's destination, of my mother, what happened with my cadaver, the development of my funeral, all I knew and with all their details because of a natural knowledge that we have here. Everything else that happens on earth we knows confusedly, that is to say, we know the things that somehow refer to us. Today, for example, I see where you are. In the moment of expiring, suddenly I woke up and came out of darkness, and I saw myself surrounded of a radiant, vivid light, and in the same place where my cadaver laid. It happened like in a theatre, when suddenly the lights of the room are tuned off, the curtain rises and a not imagined scene appears, and with fantastic illumination: the scene of life!!!... Like in a mirror it was shown my soul to myself, with all the big tramping from my youth until the last one "NO" before God. I happened to me like a murderer to whom his unarmed victim is presented during the trial... to repent myself?... Never!...   

But neither was I able to tolerate another instant before the eyes of God to whom I had discarded. I was left with only road: the flight. The way that Cain escaped from his brother's cadaver Abel, the same way was pushed my soul from such spectrum of horror: that of my soul. This was my Particular Trial. Then the invisible Judge said: "Move away from me!"... At once was my soul, like a shade of sulphur colour, in the place of the eternal torments!!!... 

So it ended Ana's letter, from the hell. The last words were almost illegible: so bent they were! And the letter itself was undone in my hands like ash.  

Tin!... Tin!... Tin!... Among the sharp and gloomy accent of the lines I believed to read in the letter, it was heard the soft sound of a bell. I woke up startled. I was still lying on the bed. The red rays of the sun penetrated by the window. The neighbouring parish played the ANGELUS... Then... was everything a dream?... Never like in those moments I experienced the ineffable comfort of the Angel’s greeting... Slowly I prayed the three Hail Mary. Then I made in my interior this clear resolution: You should live seized of the Blessed Mother of the Lord, you should honour her with your filial devotion, if you don't want to have the same luck of a soul that will never see God!!!...

Trembling still below the impression of that terrible night, I got up, I got dressed hastily and went down the stairs toward the chapel. The heart beat me with violence, and the nervous emotion was shown in my face. The few pensioners that were kneeling near me, looked at me with wonderment. They may have thought that the agitation came from having run down the stairs. Taking a walk in the garden in the afternoon, a kind lady from Budapest, already of age, purified by the sufferings, weak, myopic, but full with zeal of serving God; and very skilful in the things of the spirit, said smiling: "Miss, Jesus doesn't like us to serve him in a rush". But realising soon that it was another thing what had deeply moved me and was still moving me, she quietly added: "Do you know the verse of Sta. Teresa?

"Let nothing disturb you, let nothing frighten you. 

Patience, conquers it all;

Everything passes away, God does not change, 

Who has God lacks nothing. God alone suffices”...

While she slowly repeated these verses, It seemed to me as if I read in my soul: GOD ALONE SUFFICES. Yes, He alone must suffice me here... and further over there. I want to end up possessing him one day no matter how many sacrifices were necessary. 

I DON'T WANT TO GO TO THE HELL!!!

Like this it ended the manuscript of the young religious woman.   

INTENSE ACT OF LOVE   

To the Father of the Divine Mercy   

Oh Eternal Father infinitely Saint... infinitely Good and Merciful God... I Adore You!...

Ah!... Listen to the wailing of my soul that it is annihilated in your presence!   

I  would like to repair all the insults that you receive from the sinners in the whole face of the earth and in all the instants of the day and the night! Together with all the souls that love you, my soul presents you so many acts of adoration and repair, as the many bitter treatments that you receive from the ingrate creatures that offend you. 

I offer you especially Your Son's perpetual Holocaust that is immolated in the Sacred Sacrifice of the Altar in all the points of the earth.

Ho Eternal Good and Compassionate Father, deign to receive That Pure Blood, in infinite repair of all the insults of men; erase their blames and have them compassion!

Oh Eternal Father, looks to all the souls bathed with Your Dear Son's Blood, Merciful Jesus! From His Sacral Heart opened up in the Cruz, is from where it ascends to You the supplicant groan of Mercy and Pardon...! The groan, oh Merciful Father! Of That Victim that unceasingly offers himself to You for all the souls redeemed with His most Beautiful Blood!

Oh Celestial Father, God of Mercy and of every Comfort, don't allow these souls to get lost; but you save them, I implore you by the Merciful Jesus...! Save them, Our Father... so that they with Him bless You in Heaven and eternally glorify Your Divine Mercy...! Amen.   

Pater, Ave, Gloria. (For the conversion of the sinners)

