                       May 31st. June 1st.

                                 Night.

Our Lady, shining in her robe, but covered with a very 

delicate pearl gray mantle. And the shining of her Body and robe lit

up even the dull ashen color of her mantle.

She was looking towards the ground and eastwards. Her arms

and hands were open and directed towards the ground, and She

thus held her mantle open over the luminous whiteness of her

chaste person and robe. She, up above, on the delicate clouds,

and Jesus, here, next to me in his white robe.

The night went by like this. Contemplating the Mother and

speaking of Roman friends and, non friends.

