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*QOcculation — from the Latin verb ‘occulo’ meaning to hide; ‘ation’ — a
condition, action or quality; thus the state or act of hiding, or being of a

hidden nature. The word probably refers to the hidden meaning in the lines
of St. Theresa’s poetry, secret information unknown to man; and/or to St.
Theresa’s mysterious and hidden presence inside of Veronica whose body

she uses to convey her message to the world.

BACKGROUND STORY

Veronica Lueken, the seer of Bayside, is a wife and
mother of five children. She is in her mid-fifties and
lives in one of the boroughs of New York. The story
of her heavenly visitations goes back to the year 1968
when St. Teresa started appearing to her and giving
her poems and sacred writings by dictation. Prior to
this, Veronica had not received any manifestations
from Heaven.

Our Lady Herself appeared to Veronica in her home
on April 7, 1970, informing her that She would appear
on the grounds of the old St. Robert Bellarmine
Church in Bayside on June 18, 1970, that vigils of
prayer be held there, and that full directions be given
to the clergy of the parish to prepare for Our Lady's
first visit there. Our Lady also requested that a Shrine
and Basilica be erected on this Her chosen Sacred Site,
which is to be named, ‘*Our Lady of the Roses, Mary,
Help of Mothers”. She promised to come on the eve
of the great feast days of the Church, which dates
would be given to Veronica beforehand. The
Blessed Mother also instructed Veronica to dissem-
inate the Messages given to her throughout the whole
world.
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Fishing for souls...

Upon Heaven's request, the location St.Theresn to Veronica on October 2, 1979 — O

of the Apparitions has temporarily been

changed to Flushing Meadow Park in
, Queens, the former World's

The Vatican Pavilion Site is located in Flushing Meadow
Park, Flushing, N.Y. It is near La Guardia Airport and just
one-quarter mile south of Shea Stadium.

Take the Long Island Expressway, 1-495, to 108th St. and
drive north to Roosevelt Ave., where the elevated train is.
Turn right and follow signs to Queens Theatre in the Park.
The marble monument is 150 yards southeast of Queens
Theatre.

To reach the grounds by subway from Port Authority
Terminal or Grand Central Station in Manhattan, take the
No. 7 Train, the Flushing Line, to the last stop, Main St.
Hail a cab and ask for Queens Theatre in the Park.

Vigils are from 8:30 10 11:30 pm on the ovenings
shown on Vigil calendar; Holy Hours from 10:30 to 12
pm Sundays. if you cannot atiend and pray with us at
the Apparition grounds, then pray with us wherever
you are.

my sister, can you not join me in the quest for souls?
Remember [ asked you many years ago to go fishing

Fair Grounds, at the markle monument with me; and | said to you, my sister, that we will q
erected on the Vatican Pavilion site. join and be fisherman for souls.”
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In the Beginning With Saint Theresa... 3

On June 5th, 1968, while listening to the radio, Veronica was distraught
upon hearing the news that Senator Robert F. Kennedy had just been shot.
Veronica was moved to compassion. The Kennedys, besides sharing the
Catholic faith, had been beset by a succession of tragedies in the family.

While driving her husband to work at a construction site in Flushing,
Queens, New York, Veronica listened to the news reports and joined the
prayer sessions being conducted for the dying Senator. In her heart, she
felt that Bobby would be miraculously restored through the many prayers
being offered.

The thought suddenly came to her mind to invoke Saint Theresa, a saint
she had only heard about in her childhood. By Divine predilection, Saint
Theresa, the saint of the ‘Little Way® or the way of spiritual childhood,
had rapidly acquired the reputation of being a veritable prodigy of mir-
acles. This inspired Veronica to invoke this popular saint inwardly with
the prayer: ““Oh, St. Theresa, if you could please intercede....Ask Jesus to
help him...and give this miracle’.

Veronica explains in her own words what then transpired:
*‘Though he was very ill, I knew that with enough prayers he
could recover miraculously. Suddenly, I was most startled to
have this heavy fragrance of roses come towards me. At one
point it seemed like there was a petal almost under my nose.
Oh, it was beautiful! It wasn't as though I was smelling one

Jlower — it was like walking through a flower shop!”’

The unexplainable odor lasted only a few moments. At this point, not
wishing to tell anyone, Veronica quickly dismissed it from her mind.

Later that same afternoon, Veronica drove her father to the hospital for
his regular medical check-up. While waiting for her father to complete his
examination with the doctor, she began to pray the Rosary for Bobby
again. No sooner had the first Hail Mary escaped her lips that the peculiar
fragrance of roses mysteriously presented itself again. You can well ima-
gine the strong odor of roses amidst the antiseptic atmosphere of a hospi-
tal. Yeronica then felt a little frightened — smelling roses when there were
no roses! Again she brushed aside the matter.

However, after thinking the matter over at home, Veronica then decided
to seek the advice of Father Sullivan during confession, one of the priests
at her parish of Saint Robert Bellarmine located in Bayside Hills. Father
Sullivan reassured her there was nothing to get excited about or to be un-
necessarily disturbed, that Heaven works in most mysterious ways, and to
continue praying for guidance. Veronica went home and did just that, yet
continued to be plagued by the thought of just what was happening.

Meanwhile, Senator Kennedy's condition continued to deteriorate.
Veronica continued the Rosary’late into the night praying for the



miraculous recovery which she was still confident would happen. How-
ever, when her husband Arthur urged her to retire as it was already past
midnight, she blurted out, without knowing why that Bobby was going to
die, and this would happen around 2:00 a.m. This said, she climbed into
bed.

sSenator Robert Kennedy died early that morning at 1:44. Needless to
say Arthur was a little shaken when he heard the news. Veronica was off to
see Father Sullivan again, who repeated his previous counsel not to be
upset but to continue to pray on the matter.

The miraculous scent of roses came over her again a third time while
viewing the funeral service for the Senator on television. *'I slipped out
onto the porch, and I was looking up to Heaven'’, Veronica said. | started
1o say Hail Mary, asking for the intervention of Our Lady for his soul.
Well, the same thing happened again — this fragrance of roses started to
come over me. However, this time I was frightened. 1 said, ‘Oh, please,
not again!’ and instantly it was gone.”” Veronica then returned into the
house.

That night at 3:00 a.m., a voice roused her from her sleep. Veronica
was then asked to write the following poem:

A minor miracle: Bobby and Theresa
A delicate petal scented by Heaven
Fell trom her bower of roses,

As her hand led the way
Up the path on that day
That Bobby kissed Mary and Moses.

Then Veronica was told, **You must never honor a human being with-
out honoring the Mother of God also’’. Then the poem To a Miraculous
Mother was given to her. This was all witnessed by Arthur who was some-
what taken aback with dismay and unbelief.

Veronica goes on to explain:
*The next morning I awoke and I knew what had happened.
Yet I didn't remember what exactly I had written until I read it.
But once I read it, then I remembered everything.

It then dawned on Veronica what was happening. She wrote to Cardi-
nal Cushing of Boston. This led to an exchange of several letters over 8
period of time,

Cardinal Cushing, in Veronica's opinion, was neither a beiiever nor a
disbeliever in her Bayside visions. Plans had been made to visit him, but he
suddenly became ill, and Veronica, having a premonition that he wasn't
going to survive the illness, felt compelled to bind him to the following
promise: that if he should leave this world before she did, that he give her
a sign that he finally knew the truth and believed. Also, he was to give this
sign two or three weeks after his death. 4



Cardinal Cushing was quick to respond to the challenge. A lady who
lived on Cushing Ave(!!) in Dorchester, Massachusetts, who had been
attending the Vigils for a short time, paid Veronica a visit one day, and
offered her a beautiful statue of Qur Lady of Mt. Carmel. Veronica said
to her that surely she was not willing to part with the magnificent statue.
The lady replied that she felt she just had to give her the statue. The lady
then informed her that it had been given to her by a Father Cushing who
years later was fo become the Cardinal of Boston!! You can imagine the
shock and joy Veronica experienced, for she knew this was his sign that he
was now a heliever.

Besides having Masses said for Veronica’s personal intentions, in one
letter the Cardinal enclosed a Mass card for Bobby Kennedy’s intentions.
Veronica was so pleased with the gift that she encased the letter in a frame
and hung it on her Jiving room wall.

On August 4, 1968, at about 5:30 a.m., Veronica was in the living room
making preparations for the early morning Mass. Suddenly this same
framed letter went floating across the living room, as though propelled by
an unseen, unknown force, and crashed with a loud noise at Veronica’s
feet. This turned out to be a little too much. Veronica hastily sped to Saint
Robert’s again. This time she spoke to four priests who were gathered in a
room at that particular moment.

Veronica explains in her own words what ensued:

“Well, when you are telling the truth, you have no fear of
speaking out. I went up to the Fathers not realizing that they
couldn’t believe me. So they ushered me out of the place, ‘Be a
good girl, please go home’, they said. This was about the fifth
visit I had made there.

“‘So I went home crying. This is when Theresa started giving
me her first instructions.

‘“I had almost reached home when this voice, this inner
voice, said to me: ‘Veronica, whenever you have a problem, or
have anything you would like the answer to, I want you to go
home, open your Bible at random, cast your eyes to the last
left-hand page, and read whatever your eyes fall on..." >’

So Veronica went home, opened the Bible at random, and looked at the
left-hand page. ‘‘Oh, my heavens!”’ she exclaimed. A bright light
appeared and blotted out everything but what she was to read. It was Job
27, and it said: ‘I am the Almighty. I will teach by the hand of God what
the Almighty has in store.” Veronica then began to understand.

**On August 5, 1968, Veronica said, *‘I sent my husband to the Cath-
olic shop; and he bought a small statue of Saint Theresa which I placed on
my dresser..

On August 6, 1968, Saint Theresa appeared to Veronica in her bed-
room. Veronica describes what happened:
‘It was about 10:00 a.m. Tuesday morning. I'll never forget 5



it. I was dusting the top of my dresser, which I made into a kind
of lirtle altar with Theresa on it, the statue. The statue fell over,
and made such a bang I thought surely it would be broken. To
my amazement it was not even damaged let alone broken. Im-
pulsively I said, ‘Oh, Theresa, I'm so happy you didn’t break
your neck!® As I was setting the statue down — oh, shock of
shocks! — there appeared a pinpoint of light on the wall behind
the chest to the right of the statue. At that moment I was stand-
ing in front of the chest of drawers. It was a white light, like a
crystal white light. I noticed it was coming from the east be-
cause the bedroom chest against the wall faces the east. This is
important because everything I saw seems to come from the
eastern direction.

“As I watched, this light started forward. The light seemed
to be coming through the wall towards me, growing in circum-
ference. I said to myself, ‘What'’s this?’ All of a sudden | seem-
ed to lose all sense of being in the room. I felt — the only way 1
can explain it is 1 felt like my head was sticking out in some
kind of vast space. It was so quiet. There seemed to be like a
mist going across my face. I still remember the deep grayness of
it. But as I kept watching, the light kept advancing towards me
as though coming from a great distance, the light always grow-
ing wider in circumference, opening up as it came towards me.

““Suddenly as the light came sort of — oh, around me, I saw
a face; but it was like miles away — just a tiny little face, but
getting larger as it came towards me. It was a face like that of a
woman. I said to myself, ‘Gee, where's her hair or her neck or
body?* Her face kept floating towards me and soon I was look-
ing straight at her. She looked at me as though she knew me, as
she was smiling softly. I, however, did not know her. She look-
ed as human in a way, not human in body, but just like you or
me, except for this light. It’s this light they acquire.... She had
a face but there was no body, although I didn’t feel that that
made any difference.

“So as I was looking at her, I said: ‘Who's that?’ But just as
I said that, there was like a blast, a force, or an explosion, but it
didn’t hurt. It hit me on the right side of the face and pushed
my head up and to the left.

*The same face was still there but the light that was coming
out from under her skin made her look so beautiful! It made
her skin look so very white. In fact, the light was so bright that
I can't remember her nose and her mouth. But I remember her
eyes, because they were flashing with such happiness.

““And then as I looked, | didn't hear a word, let’s say ear-
wise, but 1 knew she was saying, *This is what Heaven is like!’
And oh! I was so thrilled that I screamed out, ‘Saint Theresa!’ ]
must have shouted it. because my son Raymond came running



into the room. He was ten years old at the time. I seemed to
come back a little more to consciousness of being in the room. 7

“Now being back in my normal state, I thought, *‘Oh my
goodness! Am I losing my mind? Am I seeing things? But yet
she’s still there! To reassure myself that I was not dreaming, I
grabbed Raymond by the arm and said, ‘Ray, tell mommy,
what do you see by the dresser?’ He said, *‘Well, mommy, it's a
lady with a fat face’.

““Well, Theresa had sort of rounded cheeks, sort of a full
Jace. Again I said to him, ‘Well, 1 want to make sure that some-
body else is seeing what I see. Ray, tell mommy what you really
see there.’ And he said, ‘Well, mommy, it’s a lady with a far
JSace, but she’s all lit up!® The light then died down, and she just
disappeared. The whole thing was gone. "

Raymondoverwhelmed by the vision of Saint Theresa could not contain
himself and immediately rushed out the door to tell his friends. However,
the reception he experienced did not correspond to his expectations. The
taunts of his schoolmates eventually silenced him on the subject.

Raymond, guided by Jesus, eventually did place on tape his testimony
about seeing Saint Theresa, but only after two years had elapsed, and only
after much coaxing and the repeated requests of his mother. At such a ten-
der age, one is only too vulnerable to ridicule and mockery, to being la-
beled as ‘crazy’ by one’s own friends.

However, Veronica herself was told to tell everyone about the visits of
Saint Theresa. This led her (o consult a priest in confession at St. Robert’s.

Returning to Veronica’s experience of the explosion, when she was hit
by that tremendous force in the face, St. Theresa entered into her in spirit.
For three days Theresa lived in her dictating through her many messages,
keeping her awake for three days and three nights approximately. Only
after the dictation was finished did Veronica retire to rest. The next morn-
ing she was awakened by a force, like a pulling at her, pulling out of her
and floating away. It was as if she was losing her very own self! It was a
most heartrending experience as she had become so attached to Theresa.
Theresa was leaving, and Veronica, to her great chagrin, knew this.
Veronica was consoled, however, when St. Theresa appeared to her again
a few weeks later.

St. Theresa using Veronica’s body is not in any way related to the false
theories of reincarnation; rather St. Theresa was placed inside of Veronica
as part of a special mission from God the Father.

During a period of two years Theresa explained many things about Hea-
ven and about herself. She had been sent by Heaven to save souls on earth.
It had been her plan all her life while on earth that she wasn’t going to be
idle in Heaven. She had said, ‘I will spend my Heaven doing good on
earth’.

Saint Theresa instructed Veronica that everything she told her was (o be
put in writing, dated, and recorded with the name Veronica along with a
cross and the letters JMJT (Jesus, Mary, Joseph, Theresa) .



Veronica — Several years ago, Our Lady asked that the past messages of
Jesus, Our Lady and St. Theresa, during the early years of 1968, 1969 and
1970, be placed into a booklet or book and given to the world. I will try to
explain fully with the help of Our Lady and Theresa and, of course, Jesus, to
give you the basic facts behind each of the messages given through me from
St. Theresa and Our Lady back in those early years—how they were formed
and how they were written.

On May 23, 1969, St. Theresa was in my bedroom in the apartment in
Bayside on 69th Avenue. She said that we will now give Heaven’s message
in a manner, a poetical form, so that those people who would perhaps not
read the Message in straight writing, would perhaps look into this Message
and read it, because it looks like poetry. However, if you will listen, you'll
understand it’s a deep and most earnest Message to the world. St. Theresa
said that we will call this message *‘It’s Raining Teardrops From Heaven"’.

IT’S RAINING TEARDROPS FROM HEAVEN
It's raining feardrops from Feaven;
The gates are opened anew
Fo xz;w fo Jesus and .Wfar_‘y
Fhe souls that haven't been Irue.
Their heads are bent fow in sorrow;
Their hearts are bleeding wilh care,

For gﬁey have ashed us fo fove Them,
And send our hearts up in prayer.
9 siroke FHis face with compassion,
G biss the /ace wel with lears—
For lime has not eased His heartache;
He's sy ering more in our years.
FHis children turn /rom His /eaa&'ny.r,
For wor/o//y cares means Jorgelling
Ghe One who begs us fo love Him;
Jo save our souls from re relling.
He 'l take a crumb cf eclion,
The smallest sign FHe does seeb—
But w&y musl we give rejecfion,
Qhen u’l;/fl/ ways make us weak?
He puls His hand out in pi/y,'
To louch us is all He can do—
For God gave man a born conscience
Fo chaose fo be /ai/.é/;l/ and lrue.
The pleasures are steeped more in evil;
The goodness inspired by Sod.
57.5.: road fo ‘Sﬁian is easy;
But Heaven is earned very hard,
The only ladder fo Feaven is  found
In our climbing in prayer;
Each step will be shorter and higher
.7/ we jusl Iry a little fo care.
We 'l accept alf the burdens and sorrows;
The joys will be Just added graces.
We 1/ reserve our bright spof up in HHeaven
DBy accepling here lowly places. 8




As you may know, St. Theresa had guite a sense of humor. And as we go
on, perhaps I can give you some of the wonderful insights into the sense of
humor that Theresa had, and I enjoyed. In expressing many of the mess-
ages, Theresa had this way of explaining it in a most comical manner. |
would like to share with you the message given on May 23rd, also in 1969.
Theresa said as she made me write this in dictation: This will be called now
‘‘Storming Heaven’’. And this is how she had me write it.

STORMING HEAVEN 9

9 have one /oo/ in Heaven, dear Jesus,
So don’t think tf slamming the door!
.(/7@ arms are quile /oac/ez;u'lﬁ graces;
Fease don’l say that 9l need much more/
g could/ ransom my soul with a yooo/ heard,
Or the souls that J've Iried fo bring You.
9 could ya/ﬁer the prayers, the hard knocéks,
e sparse wares—

Bul would that be enouyﬁ fo please You?
YIn my hand there's an earlﬁ/y visa
cSIynea’ { %ary and dear Sain! Theresa.
%ey had lofd me—il’s lrue,

That whatever 9 do,

Do with love, and il's sure fo please You!
So 9'll plead my cause once more—
Won'’t You, please, Jesus, open the door?

' .7][_} soul may have been weak with sin,
Bul that all cﬁanyea/ when 9 lef You in!
So those doors will be opened wide—
9l see alf Faradise inside.
Then Tl bash in the /iyﬁ/ that binds,
A true soul to the Heaven he ﬁ'nofr./

On May 20th, 1969, Theresa dictated to me another poem-message, and
she said we will call this *‘The Cross Beneath the Roses’’.

THE CROSS BENEATH THE ROSES

SHidden from all eyes, but only known to Thee.
A treadure bought with suffering,
With sorrow and with glee—
_ Covered with the fragrance of Heavenly perfume:
Rurtured with a confidence that SHeaven would be oon:
Carried through the years along with care and grace:
Tostered by the memory of $is beloved face.
Lighter than a cloud, dofter than the flower,
The Cross beneath the roses
Was Surely Heaven's power!




On October 11th, 1969, St. Theresa gave me this message for the world in
poetical form. It is called ‘‘Moratorium of the Light'’.

MORATORIUM OF THE LIGHT [ T =

@4y has man, this vain crealure,

Browht forth o be faithful and true, |
Turned his back on the rays z/ all goodness i :

Till the /iyﬁ/ has become a sad blue. i

i

Forced the Father of fove to extoend us
The time lo seek Heaven's /oryioing,'

TBut this spirit has nigh been  forgoltlen:
While the soul dies—the 6oa/y s /l'uiny/

yiyﬁ/ the darkness thal covers the yo/a(-
Seek the rays that eliminalte red:
For the Shepherd won'l turn on FHis flock—
He '//ya/ﬁor the ones fo 5«;/90(

Cuery/ﬁiny speaks the evil of dackness,
For the souls have descended fo niyﬁ/.
Seeh the light of His love fo comeﬁ'no’you,
For we 'l seek to remove this dark 6/1'yﬁ/./

v/ .u//en’ny Christians, stand up/
Join the hand warm with lfove /rom on AiyA,
Take your /ﬁouyﬁ/: /rom the goi/arounc/ ou;

Place your frus/ and your eye in the Jé/ ;
Seeb the souls o compassion lo join you;
Qander not in the earth’s darkest mores/
For the dark éniyﬁ/: are oul lo z/e.l/roy ;/ou,
Vil y ex/enoﬂ'ny their .ric.‘eniny lures.

See the visions o/ hell sent 6eﬁ7re youy
Cry out foud for the  juslice lo Sod/
Put both hands oul fast fo defend Him,
Coven /Aougﬁ you may /ina/ this is so hard’

For the /ew who will 'see’ are nof /eyion,
7Aey are scalfered in ﬁzr away regions.
DBul unite wilth these souls of lrue reason,

Jo become part c/ Christ's ]{o[y Beyion/

Given to Veronica on December 5th, 1969.

QUESTIONING HEART
Mary i8 crying! Do you ever day X love You?"'
q care...bo pou? $e cared for you—
Qedus i8 bleebing anew, ASill you love Him till the end time?

fnd T care...bo you? There's Heaven then for you!



In the year 1968, St. Theresa appeared to me, and [ was given many mes-
sages to write, dictated by St. Theresa. Our Lady was present on many of
these writings. And, of course, my husband Arthur was at that point almost
torn with distraction, being so terribly upset to see something going on that
was far beyond what he could understand.

I'm going to now read to you a message given to me—through me I mean
—by Theresa to explain much of what was going to happen. For years I've
had this message, the original handwritten message, and I didn’t understand
it. But now after ten years, it’s so clear, and so ties in with all of the work, all
of the messages, and all that has happened.

When I spoke of how Theresa entered into me, and then pulled out—this
poem-message by Theresa was to prepare me. And I am in such great peace,
because for ten years much was a mystery to me, being a human being. But
now it’s all so clear. Heaven had such a well-laid plan—link by link for the
Mission of Heaven of Our Lady of the Roses.

Theresa says that it’s time now that Heaven takes some action: that things
are commencing to be even worse and all the great punishments will have to
come upon mankind unless we work very hard. Even the saints in Heaven are
very terribly upset over the goings-on down there on earth, and they want to
help Jesus.

Theresa promised that when she went to Heaven, she would spend her time
in Heaven doing good on earth. Well, [ guess Theresa convinced many other
saints up there that they’ve got to get together now and do something. This is
really hurting Jesus and Qur Lady so very much. Their hearts are torn all
over again. Jesus suffered so much, and now is being re-crucified again.
And this is not fair. They love Him so much.

Theresa said, ‘“‘You will write this message to the world, and you will call
it, ACTION SAINTS®’ RENEWAL.’’ Though it may sound like poetry, it's a
message. It will explain perhaps how Heaven used my body to be a sort of in-
strument. When you go out of your body, and go to Heaven, or even purga-
tory, life is eternal. Your soul, your spirit, is forever living. Though your
body dies, your soul is always living. Now how can it be explained that a
saint can come down to earth when she doesn’t have a body anymore?

Now 1 will go on, and you will hear this message given by Theresa. I'm
sure if you will listen to each word carefully, you will understand what Ther-
esa—and Our Lady was standing there at the time too—are trying to give to
all the children of God on the earth, whom they love very dearly. They want
them to understand why Our Lady had to appear later on.

There is an action front being set up in Heaven now. The saints decided
they had to do something to help Jesus and Our Lady in this terrible war
that’s going on with Lucifer; especially now when he is loosed upon earth.



Action Saints’ Renewal

Gompa:.u’onale heart o/ Jesus,
To tﬂer Love Divine
To children who will turn away,
Cngrossed in earthly lime—
Fhe wounds will bleed anew,
The fears commence fo /ﬁ)w,
For wickedness and thoughtfess child
Wil fose the heart thal's lrue.
He stands there al the door
Of happiness and light,
TAnd walches the stars //icéer,
As souls descend fo m'yﬁ/.
TFhe darkness sellles in
Jo cover peace and, joy:
For salan /auyﬁ: and conlinues to freal
Some soult just fite a loy.
A prayer wenl up ﬁ'om Heaven,
The baltle cry anew: ! L
To save these souls from euvil lures, Y they will make you pray.
Tn every way they knew. We owe so much fo Jesus;
A /iyﬁ! descended earthward, A gave us a A FHis beart,

A figure flying in. Did we show any love al afl]

G was ﬁ)r sure arolher sainl,

Or were we wor/o//y smart?
Gt doesn 't lake much /earniny,
Jo speak riyﬁ/ up and say:
9l atways pray and follow
TFhe road to Jesus every o/ay.
For one Jay we'lf be wailing
To meel Him /ace fo ﬁce;
And Heaven Ae/p our anyui:ﬁea/ hearks,
Y seal o that other place!
So let’s all play il safe,
And lead our /1'/9 with God-

9/ ‘pracliced every single day,
For how can they approach us all, Fhe habit won’f come hard.

Jo save a .rou//rom sin.
TFhe sainls, in alf their yﬁzry,
HAre oul lo /}'m/ a way,
To help their loving Sesus
Yn some new earlﬁ/y way.
Spread over on the earth
Are souls who 'l understand:
Who'll welcome them inlo their hearts,
Tnd want to lend a band.
A saint will find a body

To cover a bare soul-

When fast seen in a hole? But, most c/a//, remember:
So they 'lf come down from Heaven G love, it's always lrue:
A miracle /ﬁey will say— You'lf a/way: find it’s easy

Wel fet them all be miracles, Jo care in everything you do.



Poem messages given to Veronica by Saint Therese of Lisieux
(The Little Flower) on May 9th, 1977, enroute to the Vigil at the Vati-
can site. (Veronica lived on Staten Island at that time, and her hus-
band drove the family car with Veronica at his side.) Saint Therese
said, “Listen well and write to mankind:

THE HAND IN THE HARVEST
Question: Whkat measure of love is the greatest

To separate wheat from the chaff?
Answer: The hand of God tn the harvest

Made known by the power of His staff.

i.e. God is all love. Only He can judge, for He alone knows all, sees
all: past, present and future. (A staff: to measure or to test)

GRACES

All around are fruits of glory,
Sweet and ripened on the vine;
Pluck these seeds of untold story,
Eat of fruits that are divine!

i.e. Jesus is the Vinedresser (the Tree of Eternal Life). From seeds
(graces) come salvation of souls. These are the “fruits of glory™ All
around are given the “seeds” for ultimate fulfillment (the Kingdom of
God), by following the Way as given by Jesus: full bloom of the flower
of Faith, with the Cross always beneath the roses. No man knows the
full glory that God has in store for those who love Him!

Actual unretouched photoof 13 Photo of Veronica in ecstasy at the
Saint Theresa September 28, 1974 Vigil



MY HAND IN YOURS

Father, take my hand to guide me;
I'm small and very weak—
A child who needs Your guidance
On the road that I do seek.

I can walk the path before me
With the thorns along the way;
But without Your hand I'm sure to find
A price that I can’t pay—

I'l trip and stumble, that's for sure.
But You'll be there beside me
To give me sight to follow the way—
To the Kingdom You'll abide me.

FATHER OF THE HIDDEN FACE

Dearest Father...why do You hide
Behind that brilliant light ?
Would we poor mortals perish
At such a cosmic sight?

Will You gather us close to You
When the shackles are cast aside?
Will we bask in this glory
When You claim Your loving brides?
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On July 8th, 1969, St. Theresa and Our Lady appeared in my bedroom,
and St. Theresa dictated to me a poem-message called *‘Exhortation”’.

EXHORTATION
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Dear ]{o/y Father, worried and wan

(ﬂ)lf/.rlruyy/e with Jesus Iclal
e

The pasiures are rich, but
For the

ather the sheep.
sheep grow thin,

souls Aave succumbed lo the :ic‘ne::g sin.

You’ll need reinforcements /;wo

m éecoen{y

ores;

So Je;p is the darkness ¢f earth’s shallow mores.

.

To avoid the sad /a/e of divine

hearls must ascend in lrue

supplication
aﬁm:lalion.

ary im, /ores as a Wother J fove,
To [isten and heed these dire words fmm above:

His hearl is forn ﬁ'om careless surrender

Of foo many souls thal won't try

lo remember

The Father, the Son, the Spirit o/ Life—
Smile in the hear! with the Auman Aaife
Of hate, ymed, avarice, vanily
I/ indications thal sin is insanily.

What more can We do bul place the

{ load

O/ saving all souls on the ﬁw who are 60/0(

Who 'l stand up and, /"gﬁu//  for
aul af

And meel with Pope

On November 9th, 1969, St. Theresa
dictated to me a poem-message called
*‘Faithful and True’’. And this is how
it was written.

On August 19th, 1969, Theresa dic-
tated to me a poem-message, which is
to be called ‘‘Spiritual Childhood"’.
And she also told me that this is the
feeling expressed when talking with
Jesus.

SPIRITUAL CHILDHOOD

_ Uhat can T bo but fust love You,
For my riches ave heve in my heart;
They are not [ocked or chained againét stealing,
TFhey're always free to bepart.

< offer this gift to You, Jesus,
Hccept it with Your blessed joy.

'm Yours to holb there in Your Kingdom;
Sust treat me a8 Your little toy!

l He ‘s gle
the end of lfe s story

FAITHFUL AND TRUE

You look at your soul—
Loét it's sparkle and 3im;
$nd you can't figure out
How old Satan got in.
You check your rederves—
Got to line up thode graces
To redcue you fast

From tpose bark, hidbden places!

You shine up your armor
To fight once anew,
For our bear Holy Father
Cast adibe by the few.
Your eyes are on Heaven;
Your worbs are a prayer
TFo join the vast army
Of the folks who &ill care.
We'll raide up a banner
Called ‘Faithful and True’,
$nd 8how the whole world
What a true love can bol



The next poem-message you may find a little difficult to understand, but
as I told you before St. Theresa has quite a sense of humor. And if you
listen, you will understand. This is like almost, I laughingly said, like baking
a cake; but, of course, the bread would refer to the Eucharist, and the
dough would be the person who is being shaped and molded into a certain
form. Theresa said to write: This is how you would mold a soul.

HOW TO MOLD A SOUL 8

Sust take a farge or dmall doul,
fnd mix them well with prayer.
TFurn them out with flowered hearts.
fway from Satan's lair.

Gt their paths toward glory,
With dugar or with dpice.
Show them that above it all,
The bread i8 always nice.

In this message you would understand when Theresa says ‘‘Turn them
out with flowered hearts’’, flowered hearts would be referring to the roses
that are significations of graces. Send them out with hearts filled with the
grace and the love of God.

Also, when Theresa wrote ‘‘Set their paths towards glory, with sugar or
with spice’’- —well, sugar would refer to all the good things that are in store
for mankind when they follow the path given by Heaven for their redemp-
tion; the spice would be the knowledge of hell and purgatory and the
Chastisement, and all the other penances that are given to mankind if they
do not listen.

In July of 1969, Our Lady was in my bedroom with St. Theresa, and 1
was told to write this, dictated by St. Theresa through me. It was to be
called *‘Lady in the Light”’.

LADY IN THE LIGHT

Crystalline brilliance of light so endowed,
Jo Mary, our Mother, for .i’r heavenly shroud,
Love's own while fire, a fire thal heals,

The souls She will come o when answering appeals.
The stars of divinity set in Her crown,

Send shimmering stardus! fo earthly abounds;
Soff velvel whispers thal need no lranslation,

Jo carry Her message lo souls of all nations.
This is the aura thal streams from above,

Senl forlh from the heavens and the Father of love.




On August 30th, 1968, St. Theresa dictated to me another message that
was to be given to all the Carmels of the world—that would refer to the Car-
melite nuns and their vows as brides of Christ. Theresa said this is to be

called *‘Tomorrow My Bridegroom’’.

TOMORROW MY BRIDEGROOM

gﬁey Iry fo lell me, Jesus,
al You were never here;
9 fistened fo them sadfy,
And bnow yau ail] appear.
But when that da o[juc{ymenl
Comes in with fleeting lime,
9’ nod and face them yb/(y.
or Heaven will be mide.
G ask them just fo listen,

Jo hearken as I say,
That Jesus loves His cﬁ//ren,
And wants us all to pray.

G baven't cn_ylﬁin lo show,
.7][5/ hear! was always lrue;
9 only try fo save your soul
% everything 9 do.
G-cast my eyes fo Heaven,
o quide me on my way;
Fhe G’ro.n 9 bear grows heavy
Coety passing Jay.

9 know You're there beside me;

9 feel Your presence near.
9 wail and pray thal some Jay,
To me You will appear.
9l walk up through the yan'/en,
)ith roses in my han A
And pul my /e// hand out
Jo show you there’s a band.
‘ve waifed eno’/e;n years
Jo see a dream come lrue:
G've foved and prayed,
Tnd followed my beart
Unlil it fod to” You.

Given to Veronica by

Saint Theresa on October 28, 1968.

STAR-BRIGHT FOREVER

From now fo elernily,
A star shines so 6r:'yﬁ/,
The /iﬁtmen/ never grows dim,
Be it day or m:ql;l.
The /lyﬁz is o/ fove
And o/ yooo/neu sublime
That’s passed down to us
7Arouyﬁ the shadows of lime.
Her hands send the rays
O/ Aope and assurance
That  jusl fo believe
@il need fove and endurance.
But all so worlhwhile,
Qe will, fim/ as we /r_y
To éeep our minds here,
But our bearts in the .néy.
) ﬁv//ow the road
That leads fo Our Lord
To ask for His grace—
That He'l never hoard—
To  join all the saints
Yn the light of their glory.
For here you wifl, /7:'n ,
There’s the lrulh to this slory:
A little time spent,
7£ouy6 we ://er and foif
On an earth ﬁ led with sadness
And trials that do /;Ji[

But keep just above if—
Just say that you 'l love i,
For the sake o/ Our Jesus,

Qfo rose alf above it

For there in s hear/

Qas a wish ﬁu‘ us all
To  join Him in paradise
When He makbes His call



On August 9th, 1968, St. Theresa dictated this message to me. It’s called
“To the Lord of Hosts’'.

TO THE LORD OF HOSTS

The elevation of the chalice:
The supreme moment of Sacrifice and acceptance.
A Host round in shape,
8 though to encompads the world,
So similar in dimension to the dun,
The moon, the earth;
Rounbebd in all encloding goobneds;
Broken then to feed millions,
$rom the uriracle of the one and the Same Hodt.
The predence on earth of the Spirit within us.
HAccept us, © Lord, into the realm
Of Your Holy Family of angeld anbd Saints,

For we love you above and beyond
U existence of our earthly being.

Now to strengthen you upon your road to life, this message in poetical
form was given by St. Theresa on August 3, 1968.

HAPPINESS IS JESUS THE LORD

I wake up in the morning fo face another o/ay,
F day filled first with gladness,
For T have learned fo pray.
g /lf/ my eyes lo Heaven, and ask wZa/ can 9 do
60 lace another won‘iny Jay
fong the path to You?
Templalions are beside me, Jor me fo casl aside;
or lhere has been a promise
Jo be your /ooiny bride.
9 open wide the door, steadfastly on my way,
To give and lake the worsf and besl
With every passing day.
My mission ﬁ/[t my hearl,
i;n i3 no room /br /ear,
'l always tell the story
Of when you came 3o near.
They 'l never quite believe me,
720(: h what I say is lrue
That a/ﬂﬁe:e visions that 9 saw,
Were ¢ifls thal came from You/



On January 3rd, 1970, I'd like to tell you at this time, that everything
from the written notes, the handwritten notes—this and much more was
sent to Richard Cardinal Cushing of Boston. Everything that I received
from Theresa and Our Lady and Jesus was written and sent to Him.

Daily he received letters and the notes from me. He was very kind to me.
He sent many cards and letters back to me, stating that he will have Masses
said for my benefit. Somewhere in Cardinal Cushing’s effects are the mess-
ages, the poem-messages, and many writings, that were given to Cardinal
Cushing in a red loose-leaf notebook folder. It was a pliable thin-bodied red
loose-leaf. And I'm sure somewhere in Boston that folder is still lying.

I sent the second copy of the original writings dictated by St. Theresa to
the nuns at the convent of Lisieux. The Mother Prioress told me a year later
that one of the nuns took the liberty—she thought they were of such
supernatural quality, and they were very personal—and she burned them!
This is what the Mother Prioress wrote in the letters to me. But, fortunately,
there were many other notes 1 had written, and I had sent them just copies
so | do have much of it left. Perhaps in God’s grace, one day, the red
loose-leaf folder notebook will be found some where in Massachusetts.

I do want to give you the poem-message given to me by St. Theresa, dic-
tated on January 3rd, 1970. She said we will call this **Cross My Heart
Forever, Jesus''.

CROSS MY HEART FOREVER, JESUS

Place Your hand upon my heart,
Seal my future with Your kids;
Take this soul forever homeward,

T o Your land of love and blisds.

Free my 8pirit from the dhackled,
Bound on earth by body pleadures:

Let me {fy unto the Kingdom,

Shining there with godly treasdures.
Light my way through earth’s bleak barkneds;
Place the deal that makes me free.

Feed my soul with Heaven's manna;
Give me eyed and heart to dee.
Share Your friendship with the weak doul;
Strengthen ué with Heaven's power.
Set the roabd jusdt straight before us;
Senbd the eddence from the flower.

Now Theresa said also at that time that love is the essence of the odor of
divinity. But when | wrote the word odor, | wrote it in English. But 1
remember she said **odeur’’ like o-d-e-u-r, though I wrote it as o-d-o-r. But
Theresa says: love is the essence of the odeur of divinity.



On January 8th, in 1970, St. Theresa and Our Lady appeared in my bed-
room, and there was dictated to me by St. Theresa a poem-message called
*Pieta’’. Now the Pieta (Michaelangelo’s statue) was brought over from
Rome to the very grounds where Our Lady is holding Her Vigils now in
Flushing. It’s just marvelous how Heaven had'everything planned out that
we should be where Pope Paul said Mass back during the time of the last
World’s Fair in New York. How very strange it is to all us humans! But God
has such a wonderful plan for all our lives to allow QOur Lady to come here.
This is the message, the ‘*Pieta’’.

19
PIETA

9n Her arms so soff and /ooiny
505/ the beart o/ all creation—
Jorn and 6/oo¢/y /rom the formen!
Zﬂ)rouyﬁl by sin's abomination.
O#4/ dear Tother in Your sorrow,
Gan You look upon us still,
Remembering all the rief we gave You—
Can jou reall ly fove us stilf?
ye:, '/W'y dear child, T do love you,
With a heart that's pure and kind.
9 will save you /rom disaster—
On/ J(’(’[ and ye shall /ino’./
Take His heart, 5o torn with sorrow,
Hiss the wounds that sin did bleed
&e are /l'uiny now the pasl, dear—
Lust and en}c;y. hate and yrew/.’./

Once again He /ay: there Aanyiny, Turn and give your /I/e /o Je:u.r—
Segging you fo pul aside Let Him fead you to the Shrine,
ﬂ//ch euvi/ man Aas made <Sa/e within 5{1': magic circle,
Jo make the road grow long and wide! Tlessed by peace of heart and soul,
See the /1'7/1/ grow sad and dimmer; you will find all Heaven's lreasures
Bisten now while there is time! .7/ you work fo reach this yoa[/

Now you see how much in perfection Heaven had this all planned, Our
Lady appearing, because that message was given on January 8th, 1970.
Now, at that time, the Vigils had not started on the Shrine of St. Robert’s
grounds, and Qur Lady’s first appearance hadn’t started; and yet here al-
ready Heaven had written (which 1 understand now after many years) all
about what they meant by the ‘‘magic circle’’. Because, as you know, there
is a circle now kept where Our Lady appears.

And listen now while there is time. Turn and give your life to Jesus; let
Him lead you (o the Shrine. At that time there was no mention of the Shrine
at St. Robert's. That came later on, because the first Apparition there was
on the 18th of June, 1970.

So you can see, way back in January, though I didn't understand at the
time, Heaven had it already planned for Our Lady to appear there in June.
And yet this was dated January 8th, 1970. ] understand so much now how
everything through the years has been planned so perfectly to fall into place
by Jesus and Our Lady.



There was another poem prayer-like message given to me, dictated by St.
Theresa, and it was called ‘*To a Miraculous Mother’’.

TO A MIRACULOUS MOTHER

Blesaed Mother, be my guibde!
z Be here always by my side!
2  Take me through this world of sorrow,
Show me there's a bright tomorrow!

I thought that I would add here that 1 have found the notes, of August
20th, 1968. 1 sent a telegram to Cardinal Cushing at 12:30 p.m., to Richard
Cardinal Cushing’s residence at 2101 Commonwealth Avenue, Brighton,
Massachusetts. And I wrote in the telegram: ‘‘For the glory of God, please
listen to St. Theresa!”’

I had previously written him a letter, and told him that on Monday this
terrible black eagle had appeared in the sky, and shouted ‘*Woe, woe, woe
to the inhabitants of the earth!'’ And sure enough it was that Tuesday
Czechoslovakia was invaded. I then understood why when 1 was walking
down Springfield Blvd. I saw in vision this tremendous black eagle, very
ominous-looking. And it shouted out ‘**Woe, woe, woe to the inhabitants of
the earth!"’

I think perhaps you would be very amused at a little story that Theresa
had me write on August 23rd, 1968, in reference to the *‘Four Living
Creatures’’. You know that in the gospels, the Bible, St. Matthew, St.

Mark, St. Luke, St. John are referred to in symbolic figures—the man, the
lion, the ox and the eagle. So I would like to read to you what was written,
dictated to me by St. Theresa. I thought it was quite amusing. **Four Living
Creatures.” It's a little story.

If our Father blessed me with a colorful brush, what creatures of the
heavens could I capture to bring here to earth in their full glory. For one
who has eyes to see, your journey to the Kingdom would be guided by these
heavenly inhabitants. To describe them to an earthly soul would fall far
short of their total being in description. For man has yet to find letters and
words to cover a phenomenon.



Now let’s take St. Matthew, known as the man. An elderly hospitable
spirit, full-faced, covered by whitish hair. (‘' wonder if combs were used
back in those days. Our heavenly visitors always looked like they could use
a good barber!”’—Veronica’s comment) A face so kind but worn. Watch-
ing us down here would put the wrinkles in anyone’s brow, let alone a com-
promising spirit!

Matthew, being shy, likes to hide behind a furry cloud, venturing to peak
out unnoticed. One day 1 caught him with his clouds down. I guess it was
because he was so overcome with the goings-on down here. It didn’t rain
that day: that was Matthew crying!

St. John can change colors. Oh, wouldn’t our earthly races love this! He
prefers the dark lately, because he prefers all the effects behind his ‘woe,
woe, woe!’ Black is always so ominous. A black eagle might get the message
across. White is too peaceful! The elders call him eagle, but with clipped
claws, for this is a loving spirit. He’d rather be red, but right now Our Lady
has full priority on that color: it blazes out—stop!!

St. Luke, the ox—but don't call him a dumb ox, for he was a master of
the pen. Some use the sword, but he'll take the pen. Of course, I have to
mention the eagle. John soars to great heights in his description of the
divine nature of our Jesus.

St. Mark came in with the lamb. He wants a lion’s share of heavenly
company. Stars out of heaven have to fool those devilish spirits by using
pseudo-pictures of themselves. Code pictures to the elect. Occasionally a
beast shows up in the picture, then it's most confusing. Of course, these
little devils won’t horn in on everything!

Now that wording might be a little much of a mystery for people to
understand. But you see, much is given in symbolism. And much of this
also refers to the black eagle that I saw in the sky before Czechoslovakia
was invaded. Given to Veronica December 26, 1970.
MARY, GUARDIAN OF THE FLOWERS

Ina 9ar¢/en % souls stands a Hady so ﬁir,
She caresses each pelal growing wea[;’rom despair,
Breathes the :Ireny/ﬁ down upon them,
.'Briny: the walers o/ /I/e.
Feeds the plants thal have weakened
From the earth's constanl strife.
The flowers .spreao/ oul in colors pro/;ne,
Cach a bud a /air promise o/ heavenly use.
Tender hands take the bent :/ag
Srown weak /rom the //l hl,
From the darkness o/ soif that has JZI/ oul the /iyﬁ/.
Turned the blossoming pelal with .ro/l tender hands,
To /ace up lo the 6:'96/ thal shines down /rom His fand
tSprir)é/e: stardust fo cover Ih (Z/owem with grace
As the grow on /i e path
That /eazz straight fo the place.
Where the /aire:l o/ Flowers sifs nex to Her Son,
As She welcomes you all 22

From a mission well done!




Given to Veronica by Saint Theresa on October 11, 1969

MICHAEL AND THE LAST DAYS

Loving hearts gather to look on with joy,

To see this dear friend who we call ‘Golden Boy’.
He came down from Heaven, to stand and defend
The suffering Christians that Satan can’t bend!
We watch this great glory—the day of the light
When Jesus came down to remove the dark blight!
He gathered His sheep, from pastures grown thin.
From the bare desolation —all the products of sin!
He took them to Heaven, that great happy place
To meet all we love, and our God face to face!

On April 17th, 1970, this poem-message was dictated to me by St.
Theresa:

$e mabe the grass green, Sent Hid Spirit bown to guide you,
Grew the [illies in the fields; So in light you’d ever roam.
Sent the rain and dun upon you, But you chose to find a new path,
For a harvesdt He dbid yield; Filled with thornd and stonesd and sorrow:
Sent the deeds into the garden; Uanbered here to live in pleadure,
Mabe it here their earthly home; RNever thinking of tomorrow.

Given to Veronica on October 15th, 1969 by the Holy Spirit.

‘“We are in needy times! The Chastisement is close at hand! Each
Christian must take up the banner of Christ, and go out into the world to
gather JUST ONE sheep to save from the engulfment of desolation ahead.
If each Christian gathers just one soul, the entrance into Heaven will be
magnificent and voluminous!

If you love your neighbor, you could not see him in pain, physical or
mental. And picture the torment of a damned soul: the anguish of heart to
lose eternal happiness! The voices crying out from the fiery engulfment!
And the pain of our Father—to have to turn away! Yes, at the final
moment, all will know the truth—too late! There will be no ‘starting over’
or ‘going back’, for this is time: past, present, future—now!’’
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Those wishing to receive the Bayside message on
a regular basis, and for all information on the
Shrine, write to:
Our Lady of the Roses,
Mary Help of Mothers Shrine
P.O. Box 52
=z ¢ Bayside, N.Y. 11361






