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Nostras deprecationes ne despicias
Once we wrote: Let us think for a moment about the trial that Christ Jesus had to endure: death on the cross for our eternal salvation. Let us also think for a moment about the trial faced by the Virgin Mary, Mother of Redemption. In the great silence of prayer, She stood before her divine Son, crucified for our sins. The trial is the crucible of our faith, hope, and charity. Here is what the Word of God teaches us: “For you, God, tested us; you refined us like silver.” (Psal 65, 10). The crucible for silver, and the furnace for gold, but the tester of hearts is the LORD (Pr 17, 3). As gold in the furnace, he proved them, and as sacrificial offerings he took them to himself. (Wis 3, 6). For in fire gold is tested, and worthy men in the crucible of humiliation. (Sir 2, 5). See, I have refined you like silver, tested you in the furnace of affliction. (Is 48, 10)”. “In this you rejoice, although now for a little while you may have to suffer through various trials, so that the genuineness of your faith, more precious than gold that is perishable even though tested by fire, may prove to be for praise, glory, and honour at the revelation of Jesus Christ. Although you have not seen him you love him; even though you do not see him now yet believe in him, you rejoice with an indescribable and glorious joy, as you attain the goal of (your) faith, the salvation of your souls.” (1Pt 1,6-9). To overcome the countless trials that pave our way to Heaven, the Lord has placed beside us a loving person who supports our steps, guides our gaze, lifts our hearts, strengthens our will, sanctifies our soul, purifies our body, delivering it from all vice and imperfection. This person is more to us than a mother is to her newborn, more than water is to fish, more than air is to birds, more than bread is to our sustenance. She is more than our very life.
This person loves us more than we love ourselves. Our love for ourselves is nothing compared to her immense love for us. This person has only one name: Mary. She is the Holy, Pure, Chaste Virgin, Mother of God and our Mother, our Helper, our Comfort, our Protection, our Defence—the One to whom the Lord entrusted the mission of helping us overcome every trial, so that we may walk steadily toward our eternal homeland. The Virgin Mary always anticipates our needs, urgencies, and manifold trials. Yet She wants us to trust in Her, to have faith in Her, to turn to Her, and to confide in Her all the difficulties that befall us along our journey. It is as if we were walking in a dark, pitch-black forest, without any light, while hundreds of lightning bolts strike around us. The Virgin Mary sees the lightning and knows how to protect us from it, but She wants us to reveal to Her our fears, anxieties, and all the terror that grips us and seems almost to take our breath away. “Do not despise the prayers of those of us who are in trial” must have only one meaning for us: You, Holy Virgin, Blessed Virgin, Most Chaste Mother, Purest, Most Holy, if You wish to understand our cry, place yourself in our situation for a moment. Only then will You see the smallness of our hearts, and in seeing our littleness, You will be moved to compassion and pity. Knowing our innermost selves, You will also know how to act and what to do for our deliverance. Without empathy, our trials could be judged, measured, or evaluated as if they were not trials, while they are actually true trials for us. You will take our place, and then you will understand their weight and help us overcome them. You will enter into us, and then our salvation will be great, magnificent. The entire world will see it and confess that it was through your explicit and formal intercession that salvation entered our lives, and that we were not crushed by the trials that inevitably strike the existence of those who believe. This is our failing: we do not rightly appreciate the trials of our brothers and sisters because we lack empathy. We live outside their reality. We are distant from their lives. We always view them from the perspective of our small, poor, petty needs or urgencies; we judge them by our non-existent trials, and thus we fail to provide the proper solution, which is pure salvation. To help and to be helped in the needs or trials of life, the Virgin Mary must give us her heart to love, her eyes to see, her hands to grasp, her feet to walk, her mouth to breathe the Holy Spirit, and her will to always guide us toward the greatest good.
Today we add: it is right that we testify today that the diabolical and satanic “Aman” of our times had risen up against the “most noble fruit” produced by the Virgin Mary, seeking to destroy it, annihilate it, declaring it a false fruit of the Virgin Mary and proclaiming her coming among us as false and deceitful. All the invisible hatred of Satan against the Virgin Mary became visible hatred against the noble and holy fruit she had produced. Seeing the immense damage that would have been inflicted upon our Most Holy Mother, and also upon the Church of her Son, we took the image of the Mother of God hanging on the wall of our study, placed it in a drawer, and sent her and her crucified Son to save their work and to preserve the life of their precious fruit. The tree was already about to be cut down, but our Mother caused the axe to fall from the hands of those who had decided to destroy it. This has happened, and this we testify. In those days, they witnessed the fulfilment of what David sings in his Psalm of thanksgiving and praise to the Lord, who delivered him from mighty enemies:
David sang the words of this song to the LORD when the LORD had rescued him from the grasp of all his enemies and from the hand of Saul. This is what he sang: 
I "O LORD, my rock, my fortress, my deliverer, my God, my rock of refuge! My shield, the horn of my salvation, my stronghold, my refuge, my savior, from violence you keep me safe.'Praised be the LORD,' I exclaim, and I am safe from my enemies.
"The breakers of death surged round about me, the floods of perdition overwhelmed me; The cords of the nether world enmeshed me, the snares of death overtook me. In my distress I called upon the LORD and cried out to my God; From his temple he heard my voice, and my cry reached his ears. "The earth swayed and quaked; the foundations of the heavens trembled and shook when his wrath flared up. Smoke rose from his nostrils, and a devouring fire from his mouth; he kindled coals into flame.  He inclined the heavens and came down, with dark clouds under his feet. He mounted a cherub and flew, borne on the wings of the wind. He made darkness the shelter about him, with spattering rain and thickening clouds. From the brightness of his presence coals were kindled to flame. "The LORD thundered from heaven; the Most High gave forth his voice.  He sent forth arrows to put them to flight; he flashed lightning and routed them. Then the wellsprings of the sea appeared, the foundations of the earth were laid bare, At the rebuke of the LORD, at the blast of the wind of his wrath. 
"He reached out from on high and grasped me; he drew me out of the deep waters. He rescued me from my mighty enemy, from my foes, who were too powerful for me. They attacked me on my day of calamity, but the LORD came to my support. He set me free in the open, and rescued me, because he loves me. 
"The LORD rewarded me according to my justice; according to the cleanness of my hands he requited me. For I kept the ways of the LORD and was not disloyal to my God. For his ordinances were all present to me, and his statutes I put not from me; But I was wholehearted toward him, and I was on my guard against guilt. And the LORD requited me according to my justice, according to my innocence in his sight. "Toward the faithful you are faithful; toward the wholehearted you are wholehearted; Toward the sincere you are sincere; but toward the crooked you are astute. You save lowly people, though on the lofty your eyes look down. You are my lamp, O LORD! O my God, you brighten the darkness about me. For with your aid I run against an armed band, and by the help of my God I leap over a wall. God's way is unerring; the promise of the LORD is fire-tried; he is a shield to all who take refuge in him." "For who is God except the LORD? Who is a rock save our God? The God who girded me with strength and kept my way unerring; Who made my feet swift as those of hinds and set me on the heights; Who trained my hands for war till my arms could bend a bow of brass. 
"You have given me your saving shield, and your help has made me great. You made room for my steps; unwavering was my stride. I pursued my enemies and destroyed them, nor did I turn again till I made an end of them. I smote them and they did not rise; they fell beneath my feet. "You girded me with strength for war; you subdued my adversaries beneath me., My enemies you put to flight before me and those who hated me I destroyed. They cried for help-but no one saved them; to the LORD - but he answered them not. I ground them fine as the dust of the earth; like the mud in the streets I trampled them down. 
"You rescued me from the strife of my people; you made me head over nations. A people I had not known became my slaves; as soon as they heard me, they obeyed. The foreigners fawned and cringed before me; they staggered forth from their fortresses." "The LORD live! And blessed be my Rock! Extolled be my God, rock of my salvation. O God, who granted me vengeance, who made peoples subject to me and helped me escape from my enemies, Above my adversaries you exalt me and from the violent man you rescue me. Therefore will I proclaim you, O LORD, among the nations, and I will sing praise to your name, You who gave great victories to your king and showed kindness to your anointed, to David and his posterity forever." (2Sam 22,1-51). 
Here is who our Heavenly Mother is: She who causes the axe to fall from the hands of every satanic and diabolical “Aman” who seeks to destroy Her and all that She produces in our history. Convinced in the Holy Spirit of her perpetual intervention of salvation in our lives, we now ask Her to take her cherub and descend once again upon our earth. The salvation of the Church of Her Son, of which She is Mother, requires it. All those fruits produced by Her, which need to feel her presence visibly, also demand it. For this need, we pray to Her: “Holy Mother, take your cherub and descend without delay. We need you to raise up our hut, which creaks more each day and risks collapsing forever. Come and fulfil for us the prophecy of Amos: ‘On that day I will raise up the fallen hut of David; I will repair its breaches, restore its ruins, and rebuild it as in the days of old’ (Am 9, 11). Holy Mother, many of your fruits need to be restored, raised up, healed, and brought back into your heart. Take your cherub and descend. Cause the axe to fall from the hands of the diabolical and satanic “Aman,” and give to the fruits you have produced a new hope. We are certain of it: You will come and reestablish your glory in the midst of your Church and the world. Most Holy Mother, delay no longer. We are dry and arid land. You are the life-giving rain that brings every life back into our hearts. Come and flood us with torrential water, just as the rain came down upon the dry and parched earth through the prayer of Elijah. Holy Mother, hear my cry.” 										01 March 2026
