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Feast Pictures 

I saw a wonderful and almost indescribable 
vision of a feast. I saw a church that looked 
like a slender, delicate, octangular fruit, the 

roots of whose stem touched the earth over a 
bubbling fountain. The stem was not high, 
one could just see between the church and 
the earth. The entrance was over the spring 

which bubbled and bubbled, casting out 
something white like earth or sand, and 

rendering all around green and fruitful. There 
were no roots over the spring in front of the 

church. The center of the interior was like the 
capsule in an apple, the cells formed of many 
delicate white threads. In these cells were little organs like the kernels of an 

apple. Through an opening in the floor, one could look straight down into the 
bubbling spring. I saw some kernels that looked withered and decayed, 

falling into it. But while I gazed, the fruit seemed to be developing more and 
more into a church; and the capsule at last appeared something like a piece 

of machinery, like a loose artificial nosegay in the center of it. And now I saw 
the Blessed Virgin and Elizabeth standing on that nosegay and looking again 
like two tabernacles, the one the tabernacle of a saint, the other that of the 
Most Holy. The two blessed women turned toward each other and offered 

mutual felicitations. Then there issued from them two figures, Jesus and 
John. John, the larger of the two, lay coiled on the earth, his head in his lap; 

but Jesus was like a tiny child formed of light, just as I so often see Him in the 
Blessed Sacrament. Upright and hovering, He moved toward John and passed 
over him like a white vapor as he lay there with his face upon the earth. The 

reflection from the snowy vapor glanced through the opening in the floor 
down into the spring, and by it was swallowed up. Then Jesus raised the little 

John and embraced him, after which each returned to the womb of his 
mother, who meantime had been singing the Magnificat. 

I saw also during that singing, Joseph and Zachary issuing from the walls on 
opposite sides of the church and followed by an ever-increasing flow of 
people, while the whole building continued unfolding, as it were, taking 

more and more the appearance of a church and the occasion that of a sacred 
festival. Vines with luxuriant foliage were growing around the church, and 

they became so dense that they had to be trimmed. 
The church now rested on the earth. In it was an altar, and through an 
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opening over the bubbling spring arose a baptismal font. Many people 
entered by the door, and there was at last a grand and perfect festival. All 
that took place therein, both in form and in action, was a silent growth. I 

cannot relate all; words fail me. 
On John’s feast, I had another vision of a festival. The octangular church was 
transparent, as if formed of crystal or jets of water. In the center was a well 

spring above which arose a little tower. I saw John standing by it and 
baptizing. The vision changed. Out of the spring grew a flower stalk, around 

which arose eight pillars supporting a pyramidal crown. Upon the crown 
stood the grandparents of Anne, Elizabeth, and Joseph; a little distant from 

the main stem were Mary and Joseph with the parents of the latter and 
those of Zachary. Up on the central stem stood John. A voice seemed to 
proceed from him, and I saw nations and kings entering the church and 
receiving the Blessed Eucharist from the hands of a Bishop. I heard John 

saying that their happiness was greater than his. 

 


