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may phrase it that way. Since Lent 2004, when
Marianne first began to receive manifestations
of Christ’s Holy Wounds in the palm of both
hands, our dear Lord, out of His unceasing
Love for us, saw fit to continue manifesting
His Holy Wounds in various ways since then,
mostly during the Holy period leading up to
Easter, but profoundly on Good Friday.

The pictures with blood running from Marianne’s eyes were all
taken by Marianne’s youngest son Bj who was present at the time.
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Although the Wounds
are external and cause
much pain and
discomfort, at times
becoming unbearable,
Marianne’s internal
suffering is far greater;
suffering that comes in
the form of anguish,
grief for souls, Christ’s
repulsion of the sight
of sin throughout all
time which His Body
bore, the sorrow of
innocent victim souls,
and watching His
Mother suffer which
intensifies His sorrow
even more, breaking
His Sacred Heart that is
always united with Her
Immaculate Heart.
“Christ gave us
everything, to the
point of laying down
his own life and

Y suffering the indignity

and wrath of man to save
and redeem their very souls
that crucified Him, and for
those that still crucify Him to
this day by rejecting Him as
He comes in these times
through the True Life in God
messages, shouting from the
rooftops His great salvation
plan to save them... but...
His Cries fall on deaf ears
and are completely ignored
by many”.

Much of the wording in this
column is Marianne’s.
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In addition to feelings of
suffering related to Christ’s
rejection by humanity,
Marianne says she also suffers
due to the obvious physical
pain; at the same time, as she
puts it, being totally united
with Christ in a kind of rapture
which she describes as
transcendent and Bitter Sweet,
numbing the senses from
anything else.

This year Marianne’s youngest
son (he is 25) came to stay with
her at his own request from
Holy Thursday afternoon until
Friday late afternoon, knowing
full well of what our Lord had
done with Marianne in the
previous 3 years and of the real
possibility of something
happening during his stay with
his mother.

On reflection, Marianne says:
“This was divinely inspired as
he would be an eye witness for
the 1* time of God's
supernatural manifestation of
Love through the experience of
a drop of His Passion on one of
the least of His creatures, his
own mother, something he
himself said he’ll never forget.
His visit was pure out of his
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heart: to be there for me in
spirit of love and care.”

Out of respect for his wish that
his name not be mentioned
here, we'll refer to him here by
the pseudo-initials of Bj. Bj had
to leave Friday around 5:30 pm
to catch the train back to
Brisbane from the Gold Coast,
an hour’s train ride, where he
needed to start work early next
morning.

While sadness and melancholy
were a part of most days during
Lent in which time parts of
Christ's Passion did manifest,
this began building up more
intensely and progressively
during Passion week. It became
more profound from Holy
Thursday onwards.

The thought came into
Marianne’s mind that now that
Bj is with her, our Lord may
hold back from giving outward
signs and external wounds with
blood flowing, so as not to
shock him. But it was not to be.
By early Friday she could not
hide her heavy interior grief
and sorrow.

Marianne made it a point not to
hide her feelings from Bj, so
that he understood her need to
leave him from time to time for
intimate time alone with Christ.
Meanwhile he occupied his
time by doing necessary chores
around the house, making
meals to share together, since
he is a gourmet chef and loves
to cook. He also found time to
tend to some gardening.
Marianne would spend some
short periods of time with Bj
for a cup of tea, sharing some
moments about the building up
of sorrows that she was
experiencing.



