Complete and original text also used in the video in Focomediasharing
A myriad of shining pearls
I picture a city of gold,
where the divine stands out in relief, resplendent with light,
and the human forms its background,
having withdrawn into the shade,
to give greater stress to the splendour.
Every church, every tabernacle,
glows more brightly than the sun,
because in them has remained
the Love of loves.
In the soul of those who represent the Church,
in the hierarchy that gives structure to the divine society,
brought down on earth from heaven,
I find a myriad of shining pearls:
they are the graces deposited by God,
through the hands of the Virgin,
in that channel, which has the one purpose
of quenching my thirst for light,
and of nourishing me with honey from heaven,
as a more than heavenly mother who feeds her child.
And if, recollected in God,
I open the book of life and read the eternal Words,
I hear a harmony full of light
sing in my soul,
and the Spirit of God shines through me with his gifts.
When I meet anyone,
noble or wretched,
I see each face transfigured
into the most beautiful face
of the Word incarnate,
Light from Light.
When I go into the homes of people who love one another, or families united in Christ,
I see a divine reflection of the Trinity,
and I hear expressed by the community
the Word that is life:
God.
God is the gold of my city,
before whom the sun itself is dimmed,
the sky dwindles,
all the beauty and majesty of nature
recedes, happy to encircle, to serve,
simply a frame.
And this city is in every city
and everyone may see it,
provided that our soul extinguishes itself in God,
forgetting itself,
and lit in it is the fire of love divine.
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