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It does not surprise me in the least to learn that 
you feel somewhat dull-witted and heavy-
hearted: after all, you are with child. When 
your delicate frame is heavy with its burden, 
weakened by its task, indisposed by all manner 
of pains, you cannot expect to find your heart 
as animated, vigorous and ready to act as it 
used to be, but all that in no way prejudices the 
activity of the apex of the soul; it remains as 
pleasing to God as if you were brimming over 
with all the cheerfulness in the world.  
  
In fact, it is far more pleasing because it 
demands so much more effort and struggle. 
However, the doer derives little pleasure from 
it, because the soul's activity lies beyond the 
feelings, and so does not afford the same 
emotional delight.  
 
Dear child, we must not be hard on ourselves, 
or exact more than we have to give. When body 
and strength are impaired, we can only ask the 
will to make acts of submission and acceptance 
of the travail, and add holy aspirations uniting 
our will with God's. These are made in the apex 
of the soul. As for our outward behaviour, we 
must plan what we have to do and do it as best 
we can, and leave it at that, even though we 
have performed the task grudgingly and with 
tired and heavy heart.  
  
If we are to rise above this depression, 
dejection and despondency of soul, and turn it 
to use in God's service, we must face it, accept 
it, and realise the worth of holy self-abasement. 
In this way, you will transmute the lead of your 
heaviness of spirit into gold, a gold more pure 
by far than any of your gayest, most light-
hearted sallies. Well, then, be patient with 
yourself. See to it that your higher self puts up 
with your lower. Make a frequent offering of 
the tiny creature to our Creator's eternal glory, 
since He has chosen you to co-operate with 
Him in forming your child. But take the 
greatest care of your health: don't put yourself 
out or force yourself to pray at present. You 
must treat yourself with the utmost gentleness. 
If it tires you to kneel, sit down; if you can't 
pray for half an hour, pray for a quarter, or 

simply half that again.  
  
Dearest daughter, at Annecy we possess a 
Capuchin artist who, as you may imagine, 
paints pictures solely for God and the 
adornment of His house. When at work, he has 
to concentrate so closely that he cannot paint 
and pray at the same time. This worries and 
distresses his mind, yet in spite of it, he sets to 
work with a will for the sake of the honour that 
it must bring our Lord and in the hope that his 
pictures will prompt many worshippers to 
praise God and bless His goodness.  
  
Now, dear daughter, the babe being formed in 
your womb is to be a living representation of 
the divine Majesty, but as long as your vigour 
and physical strength are employed on the 
work, your spirits will inevitably droop and 
grow weary, and you will be unable to perform 
your daily duties with your usual zest and 
cheerfulness. Endure your lassitude and low 
spirits lovingly, and think of the honour God is 
to receive from your finished work, for it is 
your own reproduction which will find a place 
in the eternal temple of the heavenly 
Jerusalem, and will there give everlasting joy 
to the eyes of God and angels and men. 
  
 The saints will hymn God's praises for what 
you have achieved, and you will join your 
voice to theirs when you behold it. So be 
patient with the feeling of drowsiness and 
dullness, and hold fast to our Lord's holy will, 
Who has thus ordained things in His eternal 
wisdom.  
  
To conclude, I cannot express all that my mind 
formulates and desires for your spiritual 
perfection; I tell you, your soul is to be found 
in the centre of mine, since such has been and 
is God's will. God in His goodness grant that 
both yours and mine may be in perfect accord 
with His all-holy, all-wise ordinances. May He 
shower His blessings upon you and yours, 
especially upon your dearly-loved husband. 
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PRAYER FOR AN EXPECTANT MOTHER 

  
Eternal God, Father of infinite goodness, who hast ordained marriage to 
increase the human race here below and re-people the heavenly City above, 
and hast destined woman to be the principal agent in the task, it is Thy will 
that fruitfulness should bring proof of Thy blessing. Look upon me now, 
bowed down in adoration before the face of Thy Majesty to thank Thee for 
the conception of the child who is Thy gift to my body.  
  
But, Lord, since Thou hast acted thus in Thy loving kindness, stretch out the 
arms of Thy providence and bring to perfection the work Thou hast begun. 
Impart to my childbearing something of Thine own divine excellence, and 
by Thy never-failing assistance, help me to bear this babe, the result of Thy 
creative power, until the hour is ripe to bring the child to birth. Then, 0 God 
of my life, come to my aid, with Thy holy hand support my weakness and 
receive the fruit of my womb; preserve the infant who is Thine by creation 
until the sacrament of baptism lays him in the bosom of your bride, the 
Church, and makes him Thine too by redemption.  
  
Saviour of my soul, who on earth showed such tenderness towards the little 
ones gathered into Thine embrace, receive yet another, I pray, and adopt 
him into Thy sacred sonship. When he belongs to Thee and can call Thee 
Father, then shall Thy name be hallowed in him, and Thy kingdom come. 
Therefore, 0 Redeemer of the world, I vow, dedicate and consecrate my child 
with all my heart to obedience to Thy law, to love of Thy service and the 
service of Thy love.  
  
And inasmuch as Thy just wrath subjected the mother of the human race 
with all her sinful posterity to much pain and sorrow in childbirth, I accept 
at Thy hands, 0 Lord, whatever travail may be mine in that hour. I make but 
one petition. By the sacred joy with which Thine innocent Mother gave birth, 
be gracious to me in my hour of pain, poor and unworthy sinner that I am, 
and bless me and the child Thou hast bestowed upon me, with the blessing 
of Thine everlasting love. With complete trust in Thy goodness, I ask this 
gift in all humility.  
 
And you, most holy Virgin-Mother, my Lady and incomparable Mistress, 
peerless boast of womankind, open wide your protecting arms and receive 
into the motherly lap of your sovereign courtesy my desires and 
supplication, so that your Son in His mercy may deign to grant my prayer. 
Most loveable of all creatures, by the virginal love you cherished for St 
Joseph, your husband most dear by the infinite merits of your Son’s birth, 
by the sacred womb that bore Him and the breasts that gave Him suck, I 
entreat of you to obtain for me what I ask. 
  
Holy angels of God, appointed to guard me and the child I bear, defend and 
govern us, so that under your protection we may one day attain to the glory 
which is your delight and in your company praise and bless the Lord and 
Master of us all, who liveth and reigneth for ever and ever. Amen  
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