Love me such as you are!

I know your miserableness, your struggles, the anguish of your soul,
the imperfection, and the sicknesses of your body;
I know your timidity, your sins, and I constantly say the same thing:
Love me such as you are!

If you are waiting to be as an angel 
so that you can devote yourself to love,
you will never love.
Even though you are timid in practicing duties and virtues,
and you get mired in the sins which you never would like to commit again,
I don´t permit you not to love me.

Love me such as you are.

In each moment, in each situation, in which you are,
in zeal or in aridness, in fidelity or in infidelity,
love me such as you are!
I want the love of your miserable heart;
If you are waiting to be perfect, you will never love me.

Couldn´t I create from each grain of sand
the seraph shining with purity, grandeur, and love?
Am I not Almighty?
And if I like to let in nothingness those noble beings
and prefer the miserable love of your heart, am I not the Lord of my love?

My dear, let me love you, I want your heart.
Of course, sooner or later I want to remold you, 
but now I love you such as you are…
and I want you to do the same;
I want to see love rising up from the bottom of misery.
I also love weakness, I love the love of the poor and the miserable;
I desire that from the fragments be heard the great calling: Jesus, I love you.

I want solely the singing of your heart,
I need neither your science nor your talent.
The only thing I care about is to see you working with love.

I don´t yearn for your virtues.
If I would give them to you, you are so miserable
that they would only nourish your self-love; don´t be concerned with it.
You would want me to appoint you for great things. 
No. You would be a useless servant;
I will even take away what you have…. 
because I have created you only for love.

Today I am standing at the door to your heart as a beggar, 
I, the King of the kings!
I am knocking and waiting; hurry to open yourself to me.
Don´t announce your miserableness;
if you perfectly knew how undeserving you are, you would die from the pain.
It would hurt my heart – to see you doubt me and not trust in me.

I want you now to think of me day and night;
I want you to do also the most unimportant things only from love.
I count on you that you will give me joy.

Don´t worry that you don´t have virtues, I will give you mine.

When you are to suffer I will give you strength.
You gave me love. 
I will teach you to love much more than you can dream about…

But remember… love me such as you are…
I gave you my Mother;
let everything come out from her heart which is so pure.

Come what may, don´t wait to devote yourself to love 
after you become holy,
you would never love me …. go…

