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       FOREWORD

       At Fatima, Portugal, on October i3th, 1917, seventy thou- sand people witnessed one of the greatest miracles of all time. The sun suddenly turned pale, emitted brilliant rays of multi- colored light, spun three times on its axis and then, to the horror of the assembled multitude, “power-dived” dizzily to- wards earth. A terrified cry rose from the crowd as thousands fell to their knees thinking the end of the world was at hand.

       Among those present was a correspondent for one of the major News Services in this country. Next day, from Lisbon, he cabled a long and impressive story about the Miracle of the Sun. But it was never published. Chicago and New York were in the middle of the World Series and the long dispatch became a one-inch item relegated to page 24, literally snowed under with details of singles, errors, batting averages and home runs. This incident has been advanced as one of the explanations for the great “conspiracy of silence” concerning one of the most momentous happenings of our generation.

       Explain it as you will, the fact is that almost a quarter of a century went by before whisperings of the Fatima story began to malee themselves heard around the United States. In the early forties it was featured in a few pamphlets and occasional articles in religious magazines, read and duly noted by a comparatively small and devoted clientele.

       Then—suddenly—the picture changed. Almost overnight Fatima became a subject of universal interest. People were speaking of war as a punishment from God for sin; of a "peace plan from Heaven", brought to earth by the Mother of God, in person; of the grim necessity—in the face of the gravest crisis ever to confront humanity—of making sacri- fices, of doing penance and of praying, especially of praying the Rosary, for peace and the conversion of Russia. A new book had just been published, entitled OUR lady OP FATIMA,  and it had jolted us out o£ the complacency of our Fool’s Paradise.

       As its author, William Thomas Walsh, pointed out the second World War could have
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       been prevented had men listened to the warnings of the Mothet of God. The spread of world Communism, the annihilation of nations behind an ever widening iron curtain, the persecution and martyrdom of innocent people—all this had been shown the world at Fatima in a disturbing preview of things to come unless men ceased ofFending the Son of God, "already too grievously offended.”

       Belatedly—but, thank God, at last—people were beginning to see in its frightening perspective the real nature of the struggle convulsing the world. We were in mortal combat, to the finish, not merely against flesh and blood but against Prindpalities and the Powers of Darkness. While there was no doubt as to the final outcome, the world was already pay- ing a ghasdy price for its frustration of the saving efforts of the Mother of God through sinful revolt against her Divine Son.

       It was only to be expected, people said, that pious writers should tell the story to the comparatively few readers of re- ligious magazines. It was quite another thing—and America sat up and listened—when one of the most illustdous of con- temporary historians lent the prestige of his name to an ex- haustive study and documented story of apparitions that, in one way or in the other, would change the course of history. Certainly a peru sal of  OUH LADY OF FATIMA  jolted  me  out of my own benighted complacency in this regard; "jolted” me, I might add, into accepting an assignment of lee tures and sermons on the message of Fatima that has now carried me into 44 states over an uninterrupted period of more than sixyears.

       At the time Dr. Walsh became interested in the story of Fatima, he was recognized as a most distinguished author and scholar. Bom in Waterbury, Connecticut, he was educated in his own  State  and graduated from Yale with an A B. in  1913.  His early career was devoted to teaching in his native

       State of Connecticut but it was not until he became a professor of English at Manhattanville College of the Sacred Heart that he turned his attention to writing.

       While at Manhattanville he began to write the magnificent biographies,  Isabella of Spaitt, Philip the Second  and  The Life of St. Theresa ofAhila,  which established him as one
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       of the outstanding biographers of his era. In rapid succession noveis, plays and poetry sprang from his gifted pen. He received the Laetare Medal in 1941. In 1944 the Spanish Government awaided him the Cross of Commander of the Order of Alfonso the Wise; in the same year he received the Catholic Literary Award from the Gallery of Living Catholic Authors. Later, at Madrid, the Spanish Government again honored him with the Cross of Isabella the Catholic. His books had been published in many foreign languages and he is known throughout the en tire world.

       This was the man who, hearing the story of Fatima, set aside all of his other works to go to Portugal to collect the material for a book which would tell the story of what had occurred in those momentous months in 1917. This book was otra  LADY OF FATIMA which more than any other single factor has been instrumental in bringing the mi raele of Fatima to the attention of millions of Americans.

       This sense of Dr. Walsh’s tremendous achievement was uppermost in my mind the day we brought the Pilgrim Virgin statue to the room in St. Agnes Hospital, White Plains, N. Y., where the great Apostle of Fatima lay dying. We spoke of the reception accorded his book and its important bearing upon the very survival of America. Knowing him as we did, we spared him the embarrassment of referring to something that for him was now of even greater import, the exemplary man- ner in which he himself had  lived  the message of Fatima.

       As he spoke to us, quietly and cheerfully, his gaze steadily fixed upon the incomparably beautiful Pilgrim Virgin that had come to him this day from the shrine of Fatima itself, we were impressed as rarely in our lives before with the radiant peacefulness of his expression, a peace that was truly not of this world. After all, we told ourselves, it was not hard to understand. It brought suddenly and arrestingly to our minds the promise of Mary at Fatima to those who would be faithful to her requests that she would assist them at the hour of death “with all the graces necessary for salvation.”

       Dr. Walsh has left us, but his clarion cali stdll resounds throughout America and the menace to which he awakened us grows more serious with the passing hours. Experts
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       the world over vie with one another in lurid and terrifying details of the possible fate awaiting mankind. Oft repeated appraisal of the effects of a sneak atomic attack by Russia, without the amenity of any declaration of war, leave» no illusion as to what "may happen" unless something decisive and final be done to avert the ever-present danger of atomic madness.

       Frantically today the world is seeking reassurance and in the political and diplomatic sphere the world is seeking it in vain. For those who will take Mary at her word, that reassurance  is  to be found.  "Iftny requests are heard“  she tells us,  “Russia will be converted and there will be jpeace

       Let us face it. From Russia alone comes the danger of nuclear war that could be the end of this thing we call civi- Uzation. However overpowering may be America’s ascend- ancy in atomic weapons, the world well knows that America will never initiate a “preventive” atomic war. Were Russia tomorrow to feel assured of final victory in an all-out atomic struggle we should all too soon be shocked into a realization of the pathetic futility of our contemporary gestures of ap- peasement and compromise, of our refusal to take a strong and uncompromising stand in the face of an enemy that re- spects and understands nothing else.

       A converted Russia! Therein lies our hope. That it will finally come about we are assured. We have the promise of the Mother of God during the last apparition at Fatima, a promise made on the occasion of the tremendous Miracle of the Sun.  "In the end, my Immaculate Heart will triumph. The Holy Father will consecrate Russia to me, which will be converted and some time of peace will be granted to leumanity. ”  In the end? Some time of peace? Before—or after —the Wholesale slaughter of humanity in atomic war?

       That is for you and me to help decide. Actually, we are radng against a deadline, against the time, should it ever come, when Russia’s superiority in atomic weapons will usher in a D day of universal death. For the sake of dvilization— should God see fit to spare it, which, indeed, we sometimes wonder—we sincerely hope and pray that a faithful response to the message of Fatima on the part of that “suffident num- her” will result in the conversion of Russia and the crumbling of world Communism into
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       chaotic ruin.

       The Catholic world was electrified by the Holy Father’s recent consecration of Russia to the Immaculate Heart of Mary. Luda, now Sister Maria das Dores, the only living survivor of the three children who saw the apparitions, is reported to have said in an interview last year that the conversion of Russia may be much nearer than is generally real- ized. In OUR LADY OF FATIMA William Thomas Walsh asks you the question that Christians all over the world are asking today: If that consecration were to be implemented by a sustained and concerted spiritual drive by Mary's children the world over, what might the results be? Would they not startle the world out of its somnolence? Might they not usher in that period of peace promised by the Mother of God?

       Rt. Rev. William C. McGrath

       DIRECTOR, OUR LADY OF FATIMA PILGRIM VIRGIN TOUR

       PREFACE

       One of the strangest and most beautiful stories I have ever heard was enacted from 1916 to 1920 in the hill country called the Serra da Aire, in the geographical center of Portugal. Three shepherd children, the oldest ten, the youngest seven, reported six times in 1917 that they had seen a Lady made wholly of light, who stood on a small tree, spoke to them, and vanished. On the last occasion, in the presence of 70,000 people, she performed a startling miracle to prove the truth of what the children said. Two of the litde shepherds died in childhood, as she had foretold. Time has verified her other prophecies thus far: the Bolshevik Revolution, which began soon after; the
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       horrors of World War II; the menace that Marxism offers to the en tire world at this moment. The Lady said that if her wishes were obeyed, she would convert Russia and there would be peace. If not, every country in the world would be scourged and enslaved.

       The third shepherd is still living. She is Sister Maria das Dores (Mary of the Sorrows), a lay sister of the Institute of Saint Dorothy, just forty years of age. I had a long conversa- tion with her last summer. This book is based principally upon her four written but unpublished memoirs, in the light of that con versa tion.

       The message she has lived to reveal is that of no ordinary lady. It comes, I am convjnced, from the Queen of heaven and earth, whose beauty, power and goodness have been the theme of prophets and saints for thousands of years. She is that maiden of whom Isaias wrote, “A virgin shall conceive and bear a son . . .” the one of whom King Solomon asked, “Who is she that cometh forth as the morning rising, fair as the moon, bright as the sun, terrible as an army set in array!” It was to her that the angel Gabriel said, “Hail, ful! of grace! The Lord is with thee. Blessed art thou among women!” and she replied “Be it done to me according to thy word.”

       This Lady has often changed the course of history. Her Rosary, preached by Saint Dominic, overthrew the Mani- chean heresy that would have destroyed European society. It kept both faith and the love of freedom alive in Eire for centuries. It won the battle of Lepanto, where Christendom was saved from Moslem domination. It was under her special protection that Columbus set out to discover our western world, changing the name of his flagship from  Mariagalante  to  Santa Maria;  and every night, as dusk carne over the un- charted and terrifying waste of the Sargasso Sea, his sailors would assemble on the decks to sing her vesper hymn:

       "Hail, holy Queen, mother of mercy,

       Our life, our sweetness and our hope,

       Hail!. .
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       American Catholics followed this tradition in placing their country under the protection of her Immaculate Conception. And let no one imagine that any sort of Brave New World will be able to efface her memory! For at the end of time, before the consummation of this world, there will appear in heaven—or has it already appeared?—the sign foretold by Saint John in his Apocalypse:

       “A woman clothed with the sun, and the moon under her feet, and on her head a crown of twelve stars.”

       No one who believes in God and the immortality of the soul should find it incredible that the Mother of Christ, the incarnate God, should have revealed herself to privileged persons at various crises in human affairs. Several of these appearances have been established beyond any reasonable doubt—notably, in modem times, the apparitions to Saint Bernadette at Lourdes. But why should she have appeared in Portugal in 1917, and in such a deserted and inaccessible place as the Serra da Aire? It takes all day to get to Fatima, some ninety miles north of Lisboa, first by train and then by bus or taxi; and when one arrives, there is not much to see but a vast moor with sparse vegetation for lean sheep to nibble, and a few wretched villages (by American standards) where humble peasants scrape a bare existence out of a dry reddish soil.

       Well, first of all she appears where it picases God, and her. But the Portuguese have an idea that they were favored partly, at least, because their country has always been calied  a terra de Santa Maria;  and in the Serra about Fatima, re- gardless of revolutions and apostacies in other places, the poor have dung for centuries with unwavering devotion to the redtation of her Rosary. Cova da Iria, the wild place where the apparitions occurred, some two miles west of Fatima, was named from the girl martyr Saint Iria or Irene, who probably had a hermitage there. And eight miles west of Cova da Iria is a tiny antique chapel, square and ugly, where Kirig Joao I promised Our Lady that if she gave him victory over the Spanish invaders in 1385, he would raise a more fitting temple in her honor. He kept his promise by building, across the road, one of the most beautiful Gothic churches in the world, the incredibly graceful and majestic abbey of Batalha.
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       The Constable of Portugal, who commanded the army un- der King Joao, was Nuno Alvares Pereira, a hero of twenty- five who wielded a sword engraved with the name “Maria.” He built six churches in honor of Our Lady, one of the loveliest of them the Carmelite monastery and chapel at Lisboa. It was there, after forty years in the Icing’s service, that he retired to lay his sword at the feet of her image, and to take the habit of her order, with the name Nuno de Santa Maria. Nearly five hundred years later he was heatified by Pope Benedict XV. His sword “Maria” may still be seen at the Carmo at Lisboa, in the hand of a statue of the Prophet Elias.

       It was among the mountains hallowed by so many mem- ories and traditions of her that the Lady appeared. And when such a Lady appears anywhere, to give mankind a request and a warning, it is no small matter. My interest in the subject was aroused by what I heard of it from the Reverend Father John C. Rubba, O. P., and the Reverend Father William A. Hinnebusch, O. P. of Providence College. Some of the published accounts, however, were so conflicting  that  I dedded to go to Portugal and try to verify the details before attempt- ing a book. Thanks mainly to their good offices, and to the prayers of several communities of Dominican and Discalced Carmelite contemplatives, I was able to do so under the most favorable conditions. His Excellency, the Most Reverend Jose Alvemaz, Bishop of Cochin, India, and His Eminence, the Most Reverend Francis Cardinal Spellman of New York were good enough to commend my trip to authorities in Portugal, and I was given every facility for investigation by His Eminence, the Most Reverend Manuel Cardinal Cere- jeira, Patriarch of Lisboa, and His Excellency, the Most Reverend Dom Jose Alves Correia da Silva, Bishop of Leiria, in whose diocese Fatima and Cova da Iria lie. I flew to Lisboa, attended the pilgrimage and processions of July 12-13, 1946, and lived for some time at Cova da Iria and nearby places, interviewing the parents and relatives of the two dead children, besides other witnesses of the miracle of October 1917.

       I am indebted to the works and spoken advice of the Reverend Father Jose Galamba de Oliveira, author of  Jacinta: episodios ineditos das aparigoes de Nossa Senhora;  the Reverend Father Luis Gonzaga Aires da Fonseca, S. J., professor at the Pontifical Biblical Institute at Rome and author of  Le Meraviglie di Fatima,  and the Reverend Father Joao de Marchi, I. M. C., author of  Era uma senhora ntais krilhante que o sol  This last is

       10

      
        [image: picture8]
      

       particularly valuable because Father De Marchi has spent three years at Fatima interrogating the chief surviving witnesses, and setting down their exact words with scholarly patience and accuracy. I have taken some of the particulars about Sister Dores’ early convent life from Senhor Antero de Figueiredo’s  Fatima: Gragas, Segredos, Misterios.

       I can never sufficiently thank the Reverend Father Manuel Rocha, who was asked to help me by His Eminence, the Cardinal Patriarch, and whose patience and courtesy were inexhaustible; and my good fellow-pilgrims from America, the Reverend Father Leal Furtado and Mr. Daniel F. Sulli- van. Finally, the assistance of my daughter Helen has been indispensable.

       The book is not “fictionized.” I owe the conversations chiefly to the precise memory of Sister Dores.

       The interest of the story in itself—and it would be a great one even if it had been invented, instead of happening—is negligible compared to the truth that it was intended by its divine Author to convey. I carne home from Portugal con- vinced that nothing is so important as making known what the Mother of God asked in those apparitions of 1917, which for some reason have been so neglected, so distorted, so mis- understood. The future of our civilization, our liberties, our very existence may depend upon the acceptance of her com- mands.

       CHAPTER I

       Half a mile south of Fatima, on both sides of a winding road paved with fiattish cobblestones and scarcely wide enough for two ox-teams to pass, lies the village of Aljustrel. The houses, sheds and patios all join a high stone wall that runs along each side of that narrow “street,” and seera to be strung on it like beads of odd shapes and sizes. Windows are few and small, for the northwest blast of winter, cutting across the mountains from the Atlantic, is as pitiless as the parching sunlight of summer;
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       henee these squat one-story dwellings with their red tile roofs and whitewashed stone walls have a veiled and wary look, as if each one could tell an enormous secret if it chose.

       If it is a week-day, the men are in the fields; but in and out of the dark interiors pass short, rather handsome women and children with fine eyes, gleaming teeth, and— this from car- rying heavy burdens on their heads—straight postures and graceful movements, even under the weight of three or four gallons of water in an earthen jug. Their bare feet, dusty but shapely, seem not to feel the sharp stones, nor are their laughing faces annoyed by the flies, fleas and other inseets that buzz, in hot weather, over the patios and the sheds where animals are kept. A burro brays, a dog barks, a rooster crows, a yoke of oxen lumber heavily along the road. The air is seasoned with many odors, among which can be distinguished those of pines and evergreen shrubs, wild mint and onions, sheep, goats and chickens; above all, the distinctive musty and acrid though not exactly disagreeable smell that the soil of Portugal seems to have everywhere. There is nothing here of the overpowering fishiness of Lisboa or Porto, but the red fields are just as insistent in their own way, and the clothes of all these people are laden with the aroma. Such is Aljustrel, where Lucia Abobora, now the famous Sister Maria of the Sorrows, was bom on March 22,1907.

       The cottage in which she grew up was very much like the one where visitors now find that patient and courteous woman with dark honest eyes who is her oldest sister, Maria of the Angels. The living room is severely furnished with a table, a chair, a couple of oid wooden chests where food and clothing are stored, a few pious pictures on the bare wall. A breach in the tiled roof, just over a hole in the wooden ceiling, lets in a splash of sunlight, by which one sees better, in a small adjoining room, the oid hand loom that used to belong to Lucia’s mother. A half-finished rug of white, red and blue woolen stuff still lies entangled in the cords, and sends up a cloud of dust at the slightest touch. The dark kitchen has a spacious fireplace in which a few twigs are feebly burning, even in summer; at other seasons it is lighted by several candles on a piece of board hanging from a wooden ceiling black from the smoke of many winters. There is but one bedroom. An iron bed, with coverings bright and neat, filis half of it, touching three of the undecoratf i walls. A potted plant stands on the sill of the tiny
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       window; another, with pink flowers, is on the floor. Maria of the Angels ex- plains that the bed was formerly in the house of her parents, and that her sister Lucia was bom in it.

       Lucia was the youngest, as Maria was the oldest, of the seven children of Antonio Abobora (or dos Santos), a small farmer and sheep grower who owned pieces of land in various parts of the Serra da Aire. He was a rather good-looking man with dark passionate eyes, who liked conviviality better than going to Mass, and wine more than work. His wife, Maria Rosa, was a devout, almost severe Catholic, short, stout and muscular, with a heavy mannish face which had a grave benignity, but on rare occasions could relax in a motherly smile. There was no nonsense about Maria Rosa, however. She never had time for it.

       It was this strong parent who came into Lucia’s mind when, in writing her memoirs, she began to examine her earliest recollections. She could remember squirming in those stalwart arms, and being conscious even then of her own personality and her own actions. One of the first things she recalled was learning the “Ave Maria” from her mother’s lips. “Hail, full of Grace! The Lord is with thee! Blessed art thou among women!” The ancient prayer, commencing with those words of an angel, is beautiful in any language. But in Portuguese the syllables seem to have acquired a rhythm peculiarly intense and memorable:

       "Ave, Mariarcheia de graga, O Senhor e convosco! Bemdita sois vos entre as mulheres, e hemdito e ofruto do vosso ventre, Jesusl

       "Santa Maria, Mai de Deus, rogai por nos pecadores, agora  e  na hora da nossa mor te. Amen ."

       Lucia has other memories of a more worldly sort. There were, for instance, not a few furious battles in which one or another of her four older sisters always bore off the victory, and left her howling on the floor until her mother snatched her up and caressed her. Lucia could hardly remember the time when she was not under the spell of that passion for dancing to which peasants are given even more than other
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       human beings. This was especially true of her two grown-up sisters, Maria of the Angels and Teresa. And there were plenty of opportunities at Aljustrel. There was sure to be a party somewhere on every holy day—the feast of the Sacred Heart and Saint Anthony’s in June, that of Our Lady of the Rosary in October, and of course, Christmas and Easter. Be- sides this, Maria Rosa was in great demand, either as a patron or as a cook of renowned skill, whenever there was a wed- ding in any of the dozen hamlets scattered about the Serra; and her older daughters seldom failed to accompany her.

       The problem of how to dispose of the baby on such oc- casions was easily solved. Although she was hardly able to walk, much less dance, Lucia was arrayed in an embroidered skirt with a shiny belt, a splendid kerchief whose comers hung down in back and, what pleased her most, a jaunty little hat glittering with gold beads and bright feathers. She was then carried in the stout maternal arms through the labyrinth of narrow roads that zigzag across the irregular rocky fields between high stone walls; and when the dancing began after supper, she was firmly deposited, for safety from trampling feet, on one of those high wooden chests that form a chief part of the furniture of every kitchen and living room. From that eminence the tiny girl could watch the flushed faces and the twinkling feet, and listen to the fasdnating sounds that carne from a guitar or a harmonica. Sooner or later, no doubt, she would fall asleep and remain rolled up against the wall until it was time to go home—more often than not when the first streaks of dawn were mounting the eastern sky. For Lucia’s sisters could never have enough of waltzes, which were all the rage at that time.

       At the Abobora residence, too, there were plenty of parties. In summer the young people gathered under a large fig tree in the patio, in winter in a shed adjoining the house. On such occasions Maria Rosa would sit at the door of the litde room opening on the patio, where she could see all that might be going on inside or outside. Sometimes she had a book operi on her lap, sometimes she would chat with some relative or friend while the young people danced or jested. “She was always very serious,” according to Lucia, “and everybody knew that whatever she said was like Scripture, and that she must be obeyed in the house.” Some of the visitors used to tell
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       her that she was worth all of her daughters put together. Per- haps that was an exaggeration, but she was not displeased.

       Maria Rosa was one of the few people in Aljustrel who could read. "I don t know why people like to gad about from house to house,” she used to say. “All I want is to stay home quiedy and read. These books are very interesting. And the lives of the saints— que belezal”  Most of her books, in fact, were pious ones. During the hours of the siesta in the summer and on winter evenings she enjoyed teaching catechism not only to Lucia but to other children of the neighborhood. In Lent she would read accounts of the Passion of our Lord and books about the need of prayer and penance. After supper, when Antonio and his son Manuel had come from the fields, and the candles brightened the glow from the hearth, the older girls and their father liked to repeat oid stories of giants, bewitched castles, enchanted princesses. Lucia, of course, found these delightful. But her mother would always seize the opportunity, in between the profane chronicles, to tell something more edifying.

       On Sundays Maria Rosa and her daughters—and some- times Antonio—would hear Mass at the village church of Fatima. This has been gready altered and in part rebuilt since 19x7. The floor of wide boards is halved by a tiled walk that runs from the main door halfway to the altar; then, under a Roman arch, there is a lift in the floor where the oid church begins. The walls are tiled in bright blue, white and yellow, from the floor to a height of some six feet. On each side there is a confessional, and toward the front of the church there is a third movable one for emergencies. Instead of pews, there are long rough unstable wooden benches. The bluish green ceiling is high enough to give an impression of dignity and solemnity, if not of grandeur; the dome over the small main altar is deep azure and studded with stars.

       Some of the statues are extraordinarily lifelike. There is one of Saint Anthony, for whom the church is named, in a glass case for greater protection. Saint Francis stands near by, his brown habit somewhat incongruously embroidered with gold, to suggest, no doubt, his glorification in Heaven; and the Child Jesus in his arms has a lovely expression in his eyes, which follow the beholder about in a way that must have made quite an impression upon Lucia and other chil- dren. This is at the right of the main
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       altar. At the left, in front of the church, stands another which undoubtedly, from her own account, had a strong influence upon the mind of Lucia. It is one of Our Lady of the Rosary, ciad in a crimson gown and a blue mande ornamented with gold, holding in her arms a rather unhappy looking Child. Her own face is uncommonly serious, in fact almost severe and reproving, while the glance of her light brown eyes is arresting and pierdng. In one hand she holds a rosary of fifteen decades. Below her there is a statue of the girl martyr Saint Quiteria, in a pink robe spangled with stars and a blue cincture. Here Lucia as a child often knelt to pray.

       Near the altar of the Sacred Heart now stands a statue of Our Lady of Fatima. Her dark brown eyes look over the right shoulder of the beholder with a soft and appealing affection; her robes are pale blue. But this was not diere in 1917.

       On the right hand side of the church is a striking Crucifixion. The Christus is very short and stocky, like a Portu- guese of the mountains, and is spattered with vivid blood from head to feet. Above is an unusual picture of Our Lady of Mount Carmel. The Child in her arms has a scapular in each hand, and both are gazing out over a vision of hell, into whose flames are falling naked souls of the damned; while others stand in peril, gazing sadly away from the Mother and Infant, though on one side a youth is being plucked from the pit by an angel, and on another a young girl is saved.

       On Sundays and feasts the church would be filled with people from the villages of the Serra da Aire, and the open fields round about would be full of family groups, with their earthenware water jugs and lunchbaskets, their burros, mules and carts of various sorts. From his house behind the church, with many a genial word, the parish priest would pass. The bell in the steeple would fling its clear tones for miles through the clean sunny air. The women would crowd to the benches near the sanctuary, while most of the men and boys, save those few who might be going to Communion, would stand in the rear, and then the Mass would begin.

       It was customary for children at that time to prepare to receive their first Holy Communion at the age of about nine or ten. It was in 1910, when Lucia was three years oid, that Pope Pius X reminded the world of Christ’s command, “Suffer the little
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       ones to come to me, and forbid them not.” Possibly Maria Rosa had heard of this decree. It seems clear that she resolved, when her youngest daughter was only six, that the time had come for her to receive the hidden Jesus of the Blessed Sacrament; and aided by Caroline, who was then eleven and had received, she drilled her in the questions and answers of the penny catechism. When at last she felt that her pupil was ready for an examination she took her to the church.

       The Prior received them with kindness, and then, sitting in a chair on a platform in the sacristy, began to ask the child questions. “Who made the world?” “How many gods are there?” “What is man?” “Why did God make us?” “What must we do to be saved?” And so on through the list that all Catholic children study.

       It seemed to Lucia and her mother that she had not done badly. Yet after a litde reflection the good priest decided that she was too young, and had better wait for another year.

       It was the very day before the First Communion. They had never expected such a crushing blow. Almost stunned by disappointment, they went from the sacristy to one of the benches in the church, and sat with heads bowed, think- ing. Lucia began to sob.

       It happened that a Jesuit missionary from Lisboa, Father Cruz, had been preaching a triduum at Saint Anthony’s to prepare for this First Communion, and was helping Father Pena to hear the many confessions. As he passed through the church, he saw the litde girl in distress and stopped to ask what was the trouble. On hearing the story he tested her with questions from the catechism, and then took her back to the Prior in the sacristy.

       "This child knows her doctrine better than many of the others who are going to receive,” he said.

       “But she is only six years oid!" ob jected Father Pena.
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       The Jesuit persisted. He was a gende and humble man, but determined; and to the intense joy of Lucia, the Prior finally yielded. Now she must go to the sacrament of pen- ance, so that she could offer a spodess heart and consdence to the divine Guest who was coming next day.

       It was at the movable confessional, which had been placed near the sacristy door, that Father Cruz heard her first con- fession. What a blessing! The famous Jesuit preacher was believed by many in Portugal to be a saint; and he could hardly have talked even with a small child without communi- eating some of his fervent love of God. He was a tall man of fifty, much bent from study and austerities. When Lucia had finished telling her peccadilloes, she heard him say in a low voice:

       “My daughter, your soul is the temple of the Holy Spirit. Keep it always pure, so that He can carry on His divine action in it"

       She promised, and said her act of contrition. She asked Our Lady to help her receive the Body and Blood of her Son worthily on the next day. Then she arose, and returned to her mother.

       Maria Rosa looked embarrassed and out of sorts, and the women about her, for some reason or other, were laughing and whispering. But Lucia paid little attention to this; she was thinking only of what the priest had said. She knelt at the rail before the statue of Our Lady of the Rosary, looked up at the sad face with the searching eyes, and said to her:

       “Please keep my poor heart for God.”

       And “it seemed to me,” she wrote years later, “that she smiled, and with a kindly look and gesture told me she would."

       Maria Rosa was waiting for her. “Don’t you know,” she demanded as they started down the road to Aljustrel, "that your confession is a secret, and must be made in a low voice?”
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       Lucia hung her head.

       "Everybody heard you.”

       Silence.

       “They heard everything except the last thing you said to the priest.”

       Luda scuffed resolutely along.

       “What was the last thing you said to him?” asked her mother.

       No reply! Maria Rosa persisted all the way home, but she never learned the secret. Lucia was always a reticent child. As soon as she saw that anyone was trying to make her talk, she would take refuge in a sullen silence that could be very exasperating.

       That night her sisters worked late to get her ready for the great event of her life. There was a new white dress to be fitted, a garland of flowers to be woven to crown her dark hair. And when at last they let her go to bed, she was un- able to sleep, thinking of all that had happened and all that was going to happen. What if nobody woke her for Mass next morning? Every hour she got up to see what time it was. It seemed as if the dawn would never come.

       At last it did, however, and Maria carne to cali her. No doubt she gave the usual caution not to take a drink, or eat anything, for one must fast before Holy Communion. She made the final adjustments of the white dress and the gar- land. Then she presented Lucia to her parents, telling her that she must beg their pardon for her sins, kiss their hands, and ask their blessing. The little girl obeyed, and they blessed her.

       “And mind you don’t forget to ask Our Lady to make you a saint!” added Maria Rosa. The family set out for the church. When Lucia could not keep up with the others her
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       mother scooped her up in her strong arms, for it was late, and carried her the rest of the way.

       There was no need of such haste. Some of the visiting priests from distant places had not yet arrived, and the Missa Cantata did not start for quite a while. This gave Lucia an opportunity to kneel once more before the statue of Our Lady of the Rosary and carry out her mother’s instructions.

       “Make me a saint!” she whispered. “Please ask Our Lord to make me a saint!”

       Again she thought she saw the sad face relax into a smile of encouragement. She was not the first to report such an experience before a statue or a picture; there was little Saint Therese of lisieux, for example, among others. Nor does Luda attach too much significance to what theologians con- sider the least reliable sort of locution. “I don't know whether the facts I have written about my First Communion were a reality, or a litde girl’s illusion,” she wrote modestly when her bishop commanded her to commit all her spiritual ad- ventures to paper. “All I know is that they had a great influence in uniting me to God all my life.” She remained so long gazing at the smiling Madonna that her sisters had to come and take her away. The procession was already forming.

       Lucia was the youngest and smallest oi the four long files of children, two of girls and two of boys; and she was the first to receive. When the priest placed the white Host on her tongue, she felt, in her own words, “an unalterable serenity and peace." During all the remainder of the Mass she kept saying in her heart, over and over, “Lord, make me a saint! Keep my heart always pure, for You alone!” And she distinctly heard Him say within her, “The grace that I grant thee today will remain Hving in thy soul, producing fruits of eternal life.”

       It was afternoon when the Missa Cantata ended, for the sermon was long, and it took some time for the children to renew their baptismal vows. When they were finally released, they trooped out of the church and separated into little groups, shouting, talking, running, some munching on pieces of bread their mothers had brought.
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       Lucia remained kneeling in the blue and rosy light that carne through the stained-glass windows. Her mother was alarmed, thinking she must be weak from hunger, and dragged her away. But when they got home the child could hardly eat. She was surfeited with the Bread of Angels, and she felt as if no other food would ever attract or satisfy her. For a long time after that people noticed that she seemed absorbed, abstracted, almost dazed.

       CHAPTER II

       When Lucia’s second teeth began to come in, it was evi- dent that nature was not preparing her to be “Miss Portugal.” For they were large, projecting and irregular, causing the upper lip to protrude and the heavy lower one to hang, while the tip of her snub nose turned up more than ever. Sometimes in repose her swarthy face suggested a nature that could be sullen, stubborn and defiant, if not perverse. But the appearance was deceptive, for imder the stimulus of any emotion, the light brown eyes could flash or twinkle, and the litde dimples that creased her cheeks when she smiled contributed to an expression quite charming. Her voice was, and still is, rather high and thin. Older persons often found her too silent and reserved, though quick enough to obey and to help with her strong, stubby hands. Younger chii- dren, however, were strongly attracted to her, perhaps be- cause she felt at ease with them and loved to tell them stories by the hour. She had a gift for narration, with a sense of humor and pathos, and under the awkward exterior the in- stinct of the litde ones discovered a sound intelligence and a warm and motherly heart.

       Among those most devoted to her were two of her numer- ous cousins, Francisco and Jacinta (or Hyacinthe) Marto. At first Lucia used to avoid them; in fact she found them rather tiresome and troublesome. As they grew older they began to interest her, and in time there was a perpetual running back and forth between her house and theirs. They were the two youngest children of her father’s sister, Olimpia of Jesus, and her second husband, Manuel Pedro Marto.

       Lucia was fond of her unele and aunt. Ti Olimpia had had two children by her first husband, Jose Femdandes Rosa; and by Ti Marto, whom she had married in 1897
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       (when she was twenty-eight and he twenty-four) she had nine more, of whom Francisco was the eighth and Jacinta the last. 1  Compared to sturdy Maria Rosa she looked thin, tall and pale. But appearances are not always trustworthy, for Olimpia has survived her sister-in-law by many years. Her large hands are as capable as ever as she moves lighdy about her cottage at Aljustrel, and there is something strangely youthful in the smile that comes easily to the toothless mouth and small shrewd eyes of this woman of seventy-eight, who bore eleven children. She gives the impression of having been a good companionable wife and an affectionate mother, even though she never learned to read or write. In spiritual matters she was content with a decent minimum, and might have been satisfied with less but for the intervention of circumstances hardly to be expected. When I made some remark last sum- mer about all the work she accomplishes, she said simply, as if stating a fact rather than boasting, “I am a strong woman.”

       Ti Marto is a man of exceptional character, who would command instant respect anywhere. He must have seemed rather a romantic figure to Lucia in the days when she and his children were growing up together. He had the straight carriage, the cropped moustache, the “butch” haircut, the quiet decisive manner, the sophistication of oudook of one who had been a soldier in Africa, and had seen something more of the world than the Serra da Aire. At seventy-four he still stands quite erect, and keeps his gray hair and moustache trimmed closely. He has generous ear lobes, keen honest brown eyes, hands expressive and capable. He too never learned to read or write. But unlike his brother-in-law, Antonio, he never cared much for gaming or carousing. He worked hard, paid his bibs, saved a little for rainy days, of which there were plenty, and had enough left over to take Olimpia and the girls occasionally to the Sunday market at Batalha, to buy new shoes for holiday wear, or some finery or other. His conversation has always been salted with the dry wit of those who work outdoors. “There aren’t any poor people around hete,” he remarked last summer as we watched women go by barefoot with great jugs of water on their heads. “Everybody in these mountains has shoes. Of course, if anybody wants to give them anything, they’ll take it But they have enough.”

       1  Francisco was born June u, 1908; Jacinta, March n, 1910.
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       It was inevitable that a man of his natural dignity should be something of a personage throughout the Serra da Aire, saw  him  rise to greet the distinguished Archbishop of Evora with great respect but no servility; and they spoke together like those who know that as men they are equals. Nor was there ever any doubt as to who was master in the Marto home. “People always said there was peace in this house," he remarked, “and so there was, because I saw to it All I had to do was speak, and my boys would keep quiet They knew that if they didn’t they’d get a lambasting. 2  But that wasn’t necessary. Just because a burro gives a kick, you don’t have to cut his leg off right away."

       Francisco was very much like his father. He was a hand- some child with fine steady eyes and regular features, and was generally amiable, considerate and obedient Yet his father is proud of the fact that he had the animal spirits of a normal boy, and now and then had to be taken in hand, as on a certain evening when he decided not to say his prayers. He was never afraid of anything, either. He would go out boldly on the darkest or foggiest night when others of his age would shrink from the vast unknown of the Serra. Or he would catch wild rabbits or foxes, and make pets of them. He liked to pick up snakes and lizards on the end of his stick, and thrust them in a pool of water to make them drink, or wateh them wiggle away. “What a man he would have been!” Ti Marto says from time to time, with a sigh. And Olimpia, with shining eyes, agrees.

       Jacinta, two years younger than her brother, had the same fine and even features; but the straight line of her brows, ciose above her clear and well spaced eyes, suggested a better intelligence. She was as quick and blithe as a bird, always running or jumping or dancing. Perhaps it was because she had affectionate parents that she gave the impression of being made up wholly of affection—so long as she got what she wanted. For Jacinta had been spoiled a little, too, as the baby of a large family, and she could pout or sulk on slight provocation. This was one reason why Fucia found her annoy- ing when she first began to play with her in 1914. Still, Jacinta was only

       2   "Lampadadas*  is the Portuguese equivalent. This is one of Mar- to’s reminiscences recorded in the excellent book by Father De Marchi, p. 34.
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       four! Her father still remembers that she could be very stubborn and independent at times. For some reason she made up her mind to say, “Hail Mary, full of graces,” instead of “full of grace,” and no one, he told me with some pride, could ever induce her to use the correct singular.

       The Martos now live just across the road from their for* mer habitation, between the Abobora house and Fatima. It is a humble residence, like some of those in Nazareth or Bethany long ago, but Senhora Olimpia was as composed and gracious as any lady in the land as she went about bare- foot in her sombre everyday attire of black and gray, to show it to me. There was little furniture in the living room except an old-fashioned dock, no longer functioning, and a massive unpainted wooden chest; nor is there any window there or in one of the two bedrooms. The kitchen is lighted by a small overhead pane of glass, perhaps six by eighteen inches. From the hearth, where a good fire bums in winter, carne a feeble glow from a handful of twigs, for the day was very hot. An antique kettle stood by some earthen jugs for water, oil and wine. A rosary hung from a nail in the wall.

       Outside was a patio, sheltered by a stone wall and car- peted thick with twigs from a couple of fig trees growing beside a fence. The smell of sheep and goats, mingling with the pleasanter aromas from trees and flowers and the ever- pungent something of the soil, brings fleas and gnats to this inclosure on a summer afternoon. But Olimpia smiles with pride as she displays at one end of it the oid outdoor brick oven in which she bakes great loaves of bread once a week. It used to be twice a week when the children were growing up. “Yes, I am a strong woman!” she repeats, closing her mouth resolutely, and looking out across the fence at a striking panorama oi fields and pastures between two ranges of mountains. On a high hiU opposite were some antique windmills like those that Don Quixote tilted with in Spain; and the quadruple wings slowly revolved and glis- tened in the fierce July sunshine.

       The games that Lucia and her two youngest cousins used to play in or about the two cottages were those that children play everywhere: tag, forfeits, cops and robbers, “Button, button, who’s got the button?” and another called, “Pass the ring.” When they were tired of such amusements, Lucia would tell them stories, usually the ones
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       she had heard from her parents and eider sisters around the hearth after supper on winter nights: hair-raising tales of witches, fairies and goblins, giants and enchanted princesses, such as Antonio and his older daughters liked to relate, and the holier ones from the more serious lips of Maria Rosa.

       What interested Jacinta most was the story of the Passion of Christ, which Lucia, with the native talent that shows sporadically in her four memoirs, must have made graphic enough. Jesus praying alone in the Garden while His friends slept and His enemies plotted; Jesus being scourged while His Mother looked on, weeping; Jesus staggering under His heavy cross and falling on bloody knees under the weight of it; Jesus dying in thirst and agony, and for our sins, not His—all this made a profound impression on the generous hearts of both the Marto children, but especially on that of the little girl. “Poor little Lord!” she would say. “Poor, poor Our Lord! I am never going to commit another sin, if it makes You suffer so much!”

       One day, when the children were playing in the Santos house, Lucia’s brother Manuel, who was writing a letter at a table, looked up suddenly and said, jokingly:

       “Come, Jacinta, give me a hug and a kiss!”

       “Ask me for something else,” said the little girl.

       “No, that's all I want—three kisses,” he teased.

       "The only one I will kiss is Our Lord. I’ll give Him all the kisses He wants.” And running to a crucifix that hung on a wall, she covered it with kisses.

       This crucifix never ceased to attract her. One day she took it from the wall and was looking at it affectionately when Maria carne in and, thinking that Lucia was to blame, began to scold. Didn’t she know that holy things were not to play with?

       “Maria, don’t spank her!” pleaded Jacinta. “It was all my fault. I won’t do it again.”
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       Maria gave the rascal a hug, and packed them all out-of- doors, to play in the sunshine. They ran through the patio, and down the sloping field behind the house to the threshing floor. This was a square place paved with concrete on which, for too many years to remember, the Aboboras have shucked the wild bush beans that grow all about the meadows, and have threshed their wheat with flails such as have been used in that country for centuries. There is a good fragrance there, especially when someone has trampled a bit of the wild mint that grows among the beans and the brown grass. The view, too, is excellent. All down the valley, on the dusty green of the olive trees, there is a shimmer of silver, save on the darker verdure of pines, figs or holm oaks, or an occasional field of maize or cabbage.

       A few yards from the threshing floor is an oid and precious well, one of the few sources of water in that part of the Serra. It is covered by several heavy slabs of stone, very con- venient to sit on; and there, hour after hour, in the shade of three olive trees, the children would lie and talk, or simply gaze at the stubble fields where the reddish soil, scattered with jagged rocks and speckled with purple thistles, wild red roses, tufts of brown grass, and withering bush beans with pods standing upright, stretched out into a valley where nothing ever looked quite the same twice. It was especially beautiful there in the early morning or late afternoon. It was heavenly at night when a cool wind carne whisding down under the star-pricked vastitude of jet.

       When the olive trees were shedding their buds, Marfa

       Rosa was stem in her insistence that the children Iceep away from them, if they were going to play about the well. For the buds had a way of getting into the hair, the blouse or the long skirt of Lucia or Jacinta, and then would manage, somehow, to get into the well and spoil the water. Henee if any buds were found on Lucia’s clothing at night, she would get a spanking on general principles—literally, in Portuguese, a “scraping.” Or next day she would be kept indoors, and would have the additional pain of hearing jacinta and Francisco chirp under a window, asking why she did not come out.

       From the well, too, they enjoyed seeing the new sunlight flood the valley in the
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       morning, and the huge shadows creep from the mountains at dusk, after the sun had disappeared in a splendor of crimson and gold and purple. Jacinta was espedally fond of watching sunsets. But she liked even better, after supper, to see the stars come out, and to count them un til they became too numerous. What fun to look up at them through the branches of one of the fig trees near the well, and how much larger and more brilliant they seemed there! Luda called them the lamps of the angels. The moon was the lamp of Our Lady. And the sun? Obviously the lamp of Our Lord.

       “I like the lamp of Our Lord best,” Francisco would say.

       "I don’t,” returned jacinta. “It burns and blinds people. I like the lamp of Our Lady.”

       This dispute seemed destined to go on forever, But in the summer of 1914 it had to yield to one of those catalyses that sometimes occur in families, as if some invisible poison had turned their happiness to discontent and their peace to anx- iety and dissension. The agent at work in the Abobora family was not invisible, to be sure; it was the wine that Antonio drank more and more of with various cronies in those dark little roadside taverns that mysteriously survive, in Portugal, even where habitations are few. The poor man was drinking up not only his fields and his cattle, his self-respect and his old age, but also the health and good-humor of his wife and children. Things had come to such a pass that Maria Rosa had to hire herself out as a domestic nurse, sometimes for all night, sometimes for days at a stretch. She was espedally in demand when a baby was bom, and sometimes, being very charitable, she would bring home three or four little children to care for while their mother was ill. It fell to the older girls, then, to look after the house and to help Manuel in the fields. Caroline's job had been to pasture the small flock of sheep and goats on family lots in various parts of the Serra. But now she was thirteen, and Maria Rosa dedded that she ought to be able to earn some money sewing and weaving. There was no reason why Luda could not take over the flock. She was seven years old, and a big girl for her age.

       All the rest (except Lucia) dissented vigorously. Antonio felt that it would be a disgrace to have so young a child working, and his older daughters agreed. But Maria Rosa, with her stronger will, prevailed as usual.
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       Lucia was enchanted. It made her feel so grown up to think of being a shepherdess. Francisco and Jacinta, on the other hand, were heartbroken. Now they would have no one to play with, no one to tell them stories. In vain they begged their mother to let them go along, with the sheep of the Marios. At six and four, said Olimpia, they were much too young. So Luda, after some preliminary instruction from Caroline and the rest, went forth alone one morning, with a long staff to prod the dozen or more sheep and one or two goats that belonged to her father, and slowly made her way down the winding road toward the open fields in the valley.

       It was not so very difficult, once she got into the meadows, for there she found plenty of other children who were glad to have her companionship and to initiate her into the pastoral mysteries. There are no lush green meadows in this part of Portugal, and nothing approaching the richness of the Irish fields, where the sheep are twice as large. Still, the Portuguese flocks manage to keep alive and to produce good wool by straying over a considerable area every day, nibbling the sparse grass even when it turns brown in midsummer; and when they find a place they like, they all crowd together and remam for some time munching in peace. This gives the shepherds ampie time for games and conversation. Luda was welcomed on this first day by three girls from a neigh- boring village, whom she knew slighdy: Teresa Matias and her aster Maria Rosa, and one Maria Justino. Their com- bined flocks were so numerous that they seemed to spread over the Serra, Luda remembers, “like a cloud.”

       It was a great deal of fun, if one had good company, to spend the whole day wandering about the wild and beautiful countryside. Usually the young shepherdess would guide her flock between the stone walls of a long winding road to where it crossed the highway from Ourem to Leiria. By the roadside lay the shallow and sluggish waters of what was called the Lagoa, though the children preferred to name it the  barreiro,  or mud-hole. It was not quite as bad as that, for not only did peasants come from miles around to water their sheep, burros and oxen, but the women from several hamlets would bring their laundry there, and almost any day three or four of them could be seen standing up to their knees in the still water, their skirts tied up about their waists, scrubbing on a fiat rock or board, while their small children ran naked on the muddy shore or splashed at the shallow edge of the pond. It was here
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       usually that Lucia would meet the other girls. After their flocks had had a good drink, they would herd them all together, and drive them to the pasture where they wished to spend the day.

       A favorite place was on some land that Lucia's father owned, about a mile west of the Lagoa, and more than twice as far from Aljustrel, in a great hollow or bowl, whose name, the Cova da Iria, suggests that there perhaps a girl saint’s prayers may have won her the courage to protect her virtue even at the cost of life. At all events, there was something about the place that always had a strong appeal for Lucia and her friends. Under the vault of ineffable blue (espe- dally over the northern slope) there was a various undulat- ing scene. The grayish green of innumerable olive trees was broken by the darker tinge and thicker foliage of many ever- greens, particularly of the holm oak family. The branches of the  carrasquena  spread widely and gave a fine shade. The  azinheira  was a dwarfed variety, three to six feet high. In some places the grass grew long enough to be cut as hay. Much of the soil is reddish clay, and seems fit to produce only small wild flowers and thistles; but its barren look is deceptive, for when turned over it packs down and holds moisture even during a long arid summer, and bears diminu- tive but good potatoes, besides cabbages and com. Lucia’s father owned several cultivated patches in the Cova da Iria.

       Sometimes they would spend all day there. Or they would go, after lunch, to a wild place to the south called Valinhos. The ground there was cut up into numerous fields of irregular shape, surrounded by thick stone walls four to six feet high, and so strewn with rocks, far and wide, that the wonder is that it ever occurred to anybody to fence it off for pastureland. Yet there is much good grass among the jagged rocks, and as there are many breaches in the ancient walls, it is easy to herd the sheep from one lot to another; besides, there are some large trees that give a good shade.

       From Valinhos the land rises rapidly southward, wall after wall, to the top of a rugged hill called O  Cabego,  The Head. On the crest of this was an antique windmill (still there, but shorn of its wings) from which one had a magnificent view in all directions for many miles. At the very top, on the southern side, runs a rather irregular ledge from east to west. In one place the crag is hollowed out into a partial cave, which
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       gives some protection when rain or a coid wind comes from the northwest. Scattered about, too, were many boulders and chunks of gray granite. It was fun to play among them or just to sit on them and watch the flocks nibbling on the slope below. Farther down, the checkered landscape spread out in three directions to vast ranges of mountains. Just below, to the south, was a deep green valley from which arose some tall pines that waved and moaned when the wind blew. Beyond them, a few miles away, were several farms much larger than those of Aljustrel. There one could almost always see something interesting: men plowing or sowing or reaping, according to the season, or threshing with the implements of a thousand years ago. Or it was fun to watch, on the far heights, the squarish sails of oid milis revolving and veering with the caprices of the west wind. The range at the east was of a sterner sort, like a dump of enormous rocks—from a plane, as a matter of fact, they seem only a small part of one huge piece of calcareous gray that runs for hundreds of miles the length of Portugal. At the other end of the valley are some friendlier mountains, covered with greenery.

       It was thrilling to see all this from one place. And such a pleasant place! Everything about Cabero is clean, fragrant and peaceful. The sunshine seems to laugh there all day long. The wind howls overhead and does no harm. Up there it seems good to breathe, to be alive, to be free.

       Lucia began to enjoy her conversations with Teresa Matias and the other girls, all the more as she discovered in herself a certain ascendancy of intellect that could make them do whatever she wished. Teresa, now the mother of nine children, remembers that it was Luda who led in the dancing and singing, and taught them new songs. One of these was in praise of Our Lady of Mount Carmel, and began thus:

       Name of Mary,

       Oh! how lovely!

       Save my soul,
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       Forit isyours!

       Lady of Carmel Bringmeword

       To pray three times In blessing and praise.

       In blessing and praise I have to pray.

       Lady of Carmel Help me, do!

       In heaven three bows To the weight of the cross,

       Pray three times Help me, Jesus! Help me, Jesus!

       Help me, Jesus ! 8

       One day Luda and the three other shepherdesses were saying the Rosary together after lunch among the rocks along the ridge at Cabego, when one of them called attention to a strange white something that was moving majestically from east to west, far over the deep valley. As it approached them it carne to a pause over the pine grove, and remained suspended in the air for some little time. Lucia remembers it as “a figure like a statue made of snow which the rays of the sun had turned somewhat transparent^ It seemed to have the form of a human being.

       “What is that?" asked one of the girls.

       “I don’t know,” said Luda.

       They continued the Rosary, their eyes still fixed upon the mysterious Thing; and as they finished, it disappeared in the sunny air.

       Luda characteristically said nothing about this at home. Others were not so reticent . 4 The news finally got to Maria Rosa, and as usual, she was curious.
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       “Look here!" she said to her daughter. “They say you’ve seen I don't know what! What was it you saw?”

       “I don't know," replied Lucia. “It looked like somebody wrapped up in a sheet. There were no eyes or hands on it.”

       “Silly girls' nonsense!" Maria Rosa made a gesture of dis- gust.

       After some time, and at the very same place, the same thing happened again. In fact it happened a third time dur Op. dt.,p. 45.

       Senhora Maria da Freitas, a Portuguese writer and daughter of a famous editor of O Seculo,  told me in the summer of 1946 that long before she had heard anything about the apparitions at Fatima, a woman of the district repeated to her an apparently absurd tale brought home by her daughter, who said she and some others had seen a “white man without any head floating in the air.” ing the summer of 1915, as nearly as Luda can establish the date. Maria Rosa, hearing the gossip, was a litde more insistent in her questioning.

       “Now let us see! What was it you say you saw over there?"  *1  don’t know, Mother, I don’t know what it was.”  3  Neighbors began to twit Luda about the apparition, and to exchange knowing or pitying glances when she passed. Her older sisters thought it had something to do with the abstraction they had noticed in her since the day of her First Communion, and often, when she seemed to be day-dreaming, one of them would say:

       “What's the matter, Luda? Have you seen somebody wrapped up in a sheet?”

       Luda said nothing. What was the use of talking, when she didn't understand it herself?

       3  Luda herself tells about these apparitions in her second Memoir, p.  9,  written in  1937.
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       CHAPTER III

       Francisco and Jacinta were usually waiting for her at twi- light when she drove the sheep into the dusty patio at Aljustrel. The boy was unconcerned, but the litde girl would run to meet her, bringing all the news. Every night it was the same. She had asked her mother again to let her tend sheep with Lucia, and her mother had refused. Jacinta took this very much to heart. If the evening happened to be mistv or cloudy, she was pensive to the verge of tears. "The angels aren't going to light their lamps tonight," she would say. "And Our Lady's lamp hasn't any oil in it."

       While she and Lucia inclosed the sheep for the night, Lrancisco would sit on a stone in front of the Abobora cottage, and play a tune on his  pi far o,  a little wooden fife that he treasurecL Then he would follow them to the thresh- ing floor near the well, and watch with them un til the stars began to come out But he was never as enthusiastic about this as he was about the rising and the setting of the sun. "No lamp is as beautiful as Our Lord's!" he would insist, and any manifestation of the power of that lamp delighted him beyond measure. The glint of sunlight on drops of dew or on the gilded surface of a pond, the ruddy glare of late afternoon on the windows of houses in a neighboring vil- lage — anything of this sort was enough to make him cheerful for the rest of the day. How did it happen that this litde peasant, whose parents could not read or write, invariably saw in the sun (like Saint Athanasius and Saint Patrlele centuries before) a symbol of the Word of God redeeming the human race?

       Considering his age there was a great deal of the detach- ment and serenity of the saints in Lrancisco. With all his courage and fortitude, he was peaceful and gentle by nature, and seemed to have a precocious sense of how little the mere  things  of this world amount to. He would not put himself to the trouble of Gghting even for what belonged to him. If another boy grabbed his winnings in a game, he would say, "Do you tnink I care? Keep it."

       One day he went to Luda's house and showed her and some other children a new handkerchief that had been given him. He was very proud of this, and with reason.
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       for it was well made and had a picture of Our Lady embroidered upon it in biight colore. It passed from hand to hand, amid ex- damations. Then, mysteriously, it vanished. When at length someone discovered it in the pocket of a certain boy, he in- sisted that it was his, and struggled to keep it. Frandsco was strong enough to take it from him by force. Instead, he shrugged. "Keep it, then. What does a handkerchief matter tome?"

       This indifference was his chief defect, in Luda's opinion, and was probably the reason why other children did not care much to play with him. Lucia sometimes found it so irritating that she would tell him to sit on a stone and keep quiet. Frandsco would obey without a word. What did he care? He could always entertain himself. Usually he would take his fife from his pocket and begin to play softly on it.

       He had no real desire to be a shepherd, it was Jacinta who wanted to do everything that Lucia did. Yet Frandsco loved his little sister more than he did his brother Joao. And because he preferred her company, he used to second her pleadings with a persistence foreign to his nature, tmtil Olimpia sharply told him to hold his peace.

       "It doesn't matter, Mother," he said quiedy. "It was Jacinta who wanted to go."

       A very different person was the capricious and wilful Jadnta, so much so, adds Lucia, that no one would ever have suspected they were brother and sister, had they not resembled each other so noticeably, with their dark brown eyes, their wellspaced features, their firm comely mouths, the curve of their cheeks. But in temperament, no. The de* sires of Frandsco were few and easy to satisfy. Jadnta wanted everything, and with a passionate insistence. When she made up her mind to be a shepherdess with Luda, she gave her mother no rest. Yet Olimpia, too, was a strong woman.

       Jacinta's dearest ambition was to make her First Communion. If Luda had received at six, why not she? When* ever there was a new Communion dass, the older girl would go with her sister Marla to receive again and to renew her devotion to the
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       hidden Jesus. On one such occasion they took Jacinta along. She was enchanted with everything, most of all with the tiny girls who, attired as angels, fairly showered the Sacred Host with flowers.

       The next time they were in the meadows, she made a garland and placed it on Lucia's head.

       "Why do you do that, Jadnta?"

       *1 do as the angels do. I give you flowers.*

       Jacinta seemed to have reached the pinnacle of happiness when she was given a place at last among the "angels" in a Corpus Christi procession. Yet when Luda and the other girls cast their offerings at the Host, she was seen to stand still, staring at Father Pena.

       "Jacinta," asked Maria afterwards, "why didn't you throw the flowers at Jesus?" "Because I didn't see Him."

       "You should have done as Lucia did."

       Jacinta said afterwards to Lucia:

       "Then you saw the little Jesus?"

       "No. But don't you know that the little Jesus of the Host Whom we never see is hidden, and that we receive Him in Communion?"

       "And when you receive Communion do you talk with Him?"

       "I talk."

       "And why don't you see Him?"
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       "Because He is hidden."

       "I am going to ask my mother to let me go to Communion, too!"

       "The Prior won't let you till you are ten."

       "But you aren't ten, and you go to Communion."

       "Because I knew all the doctrine, and you don't know it."

       Thus Luda became the teacher of a very apt pupil, who was not content to learn by rote, but wanted to know the reason for every thing.

       "How can so many people at the same time receive the little hidden Jesus?" she would ask. "And how can there be a piece for each one?"

       "Don't you see that there are many Hosts, and that the little One is in each one?" And Lucia tried to explain the mystery of the multiplication of the body of Him who had multiplied the loaves and fishes, and had made all things. It was not long, however, before she carne to the end of her knowledge, and began to repeat herself.

       "Teach us more things," Jacinta would say, encouragingly, "for we know all these things now."

       Jacinta managed to persuade her mother that she knew enough catechism to be examined by the Prior, and Senhora Olimpia finally took her to the church.

       Father Pena asked her a great many questions. At the end he looked grave and said he feared the child was too young; besides, she did not know enough doctrine.

       Poor Jacinta! How she grieved! Yet it was not her nature to brood over past defeats when there were other victories to be gained; and if life brought her some disappointments, they were soon forgotten. One day she ran to Luria's house with
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       great and evident joy, Francisco following more se- dately.

       "Guess what? My mother is going to let us tend the sheep!" It was true, Olimpia had yielded at last. And from then on Francisco and Jacinta, like Lucia, could be seen early in the moraing prodding a woolly flock that almost filled the nar- row road — Francisco in his long trousers, with a staff and a tasseled stocking cap such as the shepherds of the Serta still wear, Jacinta with a gray checked waist and a black skirt that fell to her anides, and a kerchief over her dark hair. At the  barreiro  (mud hole) they would wait for Luda, while the sheep nosed into the brackish water; or if Lucia arrived there first, she would wait for them. Then the three, all barefoot as a rule, would proceed together behind the combined flock of some twenty-five or more sheep, with now and then a goat or two, un til they carne to some place where there was good grazing.

       Jacinta liked to walk in the midst of the flock. Sometimes she would pick up one of the smallest and whitest lambs and carry it wrapped about her neck.

       'TYhy do you do that, Jacinta?"

       "To do as Our Lord does," she replied, referring to a holy picture someone had given her, with an image of the Good Shepherd on it. But when they reached their destination in some pasture, she was ready for any sort of game or frolic.

       Sometimes they would spend the whole day at Cova da Iria. Sometimes they would play at Valinhos. Their favorite place was the rock-strewn hill called Cabero, where the cave on the property of Lucia's godfather Anastasio offered so many opportunities for fun, and so extensive and beautiful aview.

       Jacinta never tired of chasing the small white butterflies that flitted all day in the warm sweet air on the hillside and along the ridge. If there was anything she liked better than that, it was to pick the wild flowers that grew in great variety and profusion among the scattered rocks. There was a small blossom of brilliant blue that dotted the fields every- where about Cabero, and it was not difficult to find
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       wild mint, because it was so fragrant, particularly if it had been crushed by some passing foot. Indeed, there were so many delightful odors combined and flung across the valley by the strong west wind, that it was hard to say just what they were. One could usually distinguish, even above the scent of mint or the aroma from the tall pines in the deep valley below, the more pungent fragrance of a dwarf variety of wild rosemary that the Portuguese cali the  decrirn.  They have a popular song about it that recalls the "rosemary— that's for remembrance" of Ophelia:

       "Quem pelo cdecrim passou E utn raminho nao tirou,

       Do seu amor se nao lembrou.

       Rose of the sea—Mary’s iose—rose of Mary, star of the sea— this humble variety of rosemary still grows everywhere about Cabero, as if in memory of Jacinta.

       Like all children she was fascinated by the discovery of the echo; and as the echoes at Cabero happen to be very clear, loud and deliberate, she and her companions would shout for an hour at a time across the rustling crests of the pines, and listen with delight for the slow return of their voices from the opposite hill. All kinds of names, jingles and jibberish passed and repassed by that mysterious agency that the Greeks imagined to be a nymph. But jacinta was especially fbnd of the repercussions of the word “Maria.” Sometimes she would say the whole  Ave Maria,   pronouncing each word only after the previous one had stopped reverberating:

       “Ave.. .Maria.. .cheia.. .degraca. , .  /"

       Sometimes all three would join in this sport, and then it seemed as if the whole Serra da Aire resounded with the words spoken by Gabriel two thousand years ago:

       "Blessed. . .art. . .thou.. .among.. .womenlg

       4  “He who will pass the alecrim And does not stop to pluck a sprig,

       Will not be mindful of his love.”
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       What Jacinta liked best of all, however, was to dance. She was very graceful, and she knew it; nothing seemed to satisfy the resdess energy of her mind and body so much as flinging her arms and legs about in time to music. Luda liked it well enough, but not with the tireless inebriation that seemed to possess the younger girl. As for Frandsco, he cared nothing for it. Yet, because he loved music, and be- cause he enjoyed seeing the girls dance, he would sit for hours on a stone playing one tune after another on his pipe, while they tripped barefoot on the parched day or the trampled grass. Some of the profaner songs may have been sung in those mountains since Roman times. Others were holy, for the Portuguese shepherds, like those of France, have quite a repertory of Catholic songs inherited from the Middle

       Ages. Francisco's favorite was one called  Amo a Deus no Ceu,  which went thus:

       "I love God in heaven,

       I love Him on earth,

       I love the field, the flowers,

       I love the mountain sheep.

       Like my little lambs,

       I learn to jump.

       I am the joy o£ the serra,

       I am the lily of the valley.

       I am a poor shepherd girl,

       I pray to Mary always.

       5De Marchi, p. 47. Luda gives a slightly different version in Memoir IV, pp. 4-5.
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       In the middle of my flock I am the midday sun.

       O'ioail

       Who will let me see Thee?

       (\fioaix

       My Jesus, now, this moment?"  2  One of Jadnta'sfavorites was an oid hymn "Hail, noble Patron,

       Thy people's favorite.

       Chosen among all,

       As the people of the Lord.

       O glory of our land

       Saved by thee a thousand times.

       To all true Portuguese Thou art their love,

       Their lovel angels, sing with me!

       O angels, sing forever, can't give thanks as you can,

       Angels, give them for me.
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       Give them for me!

       Jesus, what tender love!

       Jesus, what love is thine?

       Leave the heavenly throne.

       Come make a heaven on earth,

       A heaven on earth!"

       There was another one that went,

       "In heaven, in heaven, in heaven shall be with my Mother. . .

       Virgin pure, your tenderness Is the solace of my pain;

       Night and day I shall sing The beauty of Mary!"

       There was nothing of self-conscious piety in the impulse of these children to sing songs about Christ and Our Lady, heaven and the angels. Christianity for them was not like a garment to be put on on Sundays. It was like the air they breathed, it was a part, and the most important part, of reality. And because they knew that all things were the crea- tures of God, they turned just as naturally from time to time to more secular and even profane songs "of which unhappily," wrote Lucia, "we knew plenty." There was this rather cryptic one, for instance:

       "Pretty almond tree.

       What blossoming have you?
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       It was on your account I lost my good name, have a bad name now —

       Let it go!

       I am going to wash In rose water.

       I am going to gild The green lemon!

       Singingis lovely,

       Weeping is no good."

       There was a rollicking spring song to which it was great fun to dance "Don't sing the  ah la la,  o spring, o spring!

       The  ahlalais  all over, how nice, how nice!

       Because of the  ah la la,  o spring, o spring!

       My mother punished me, how nice, how nice!

       Ahlala. . .

       Ahlala. ..

       In this life everything sings, o spring, o spring!

       As if to challenge me, how nice, how nice!

       The spring sings on the serra, o spring, o spring!
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       And the laundress at the river, how nice, how nice!

       Ahlala. . .

       Ahlala. ..

       At night the screech-owl sings, o spring, o spring!

       He tries to frighten me, how nice, how nice!

       The girl as she disrobes, o spring, o spring!

       Sings songs to the moon, how nice, how nice!

       Ahlala. . .

       Ahlala. ..

       Thenightingale in the field, o spring, o spring!

       Sings all day long, how nice, how nice!

       The turde dove sings in the wood, o spring, o spring! The squeaking wagon sings, how nice, how nice!

       Ahlala. . .

       Ahlala. ..

       Another fine old song was called A  Serrana:

       "Mountain girl, mountain girl,

       With chestnut eyes,
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       Who gave you, mountain girl.

       Such lovely charms?

       Such lovely charms,

       I never saw the like!

       Have pity on me,

       Have pity on me,

       Serrana, serrana,

       Have pity on me!”

       When they tired of singing they would play various games. They were getting rather big now for “Button, button,” or “Pass the ring”; but it was more fun to pitch quoits. As for cards, they always carried two packs along, one belonging to Luda's family, the other to the Mar tos. Among the best games with these were “dressing the queens,” and “sobering up the Icings." There was another, that Lucia liked, called  bisca.

       After their  merenda,  or afternoon snack, they were in the habit of kneeling wherever they happened to be and saying the Rosary. Maria Rosa had instructed Luda to do this; but without her watchful supervision they were beginning to gloss over parts of it until they had reduced it to a perfunctory recital, in which the meditation intended to be part of the devotion had very little share, and nothing remained of the words but the first two of each prayer: “Hail, Mary . . . Hail Mary . . . Hail, Mary;" and “Our Father.” Living in the presence of God in all innocence, and seeing in every- thing about them the work of His hands and the evidence of His goodness and power, these three young shepherds must have seemed neither better nor worse than most other urchins of the Serra, and ordinary Catholic children every- where, when their bucolic routine was first interrupted, in the summer of 1916, by a tremendous and
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       unpredictable ex- perience.

       CHAPTER IV

       The Serra da Aire had felt very little, thus far, of the misery and despair that had settled over Europe in the spring of 1916. In such remote and inaccessible places life generally pursues its own serene course though armies clash and king- doms come toppling down. Ti Marto, for example, had felt a natural shock of indignation when King Carlos was assas- sinated in 1908, and he had never expected much of the liberal Republic of 1910, for he knew the anti-Christian principles and associations of its founders. Yet a true peasant is more interested in the amount of rainfall and the price of wool than in the identity of his rulers in some city many miles away. It was said that the Republic had seized churcn property, exiled hundreds of nuns, priests, and even the Cardinal Patriarch of Lisboa and other bishops. But the people of Aljustrel still had their good priest at Fatima, and could hear Mass every Sunday. It is doubtful if they realized the harm that had been done to the Church in other parts of the country, particularly in the cities.

       It was very much the same when Portugal formally en- tered the World War in March, 1916. Only a few days pre- viously Pope Benedict XV had made one of his most moving appeals for peace. He had begged all men of good will to have recourse to prayer and mortification rather than hatred, and had warned of the ruin that would come to all Europe if his words were not heeded. Yet with this memorable utter- ance still reverberating throughout the world, the unchristian rulers of that little Christian country—Christian at least, in history and tradition, and in country places like the Serra da Aire—had taken the decisive step, preferring to follow the voice of England rather than the Pope’s; and Portugal was now openly at war. Still, outside of the newspaper propaganda from near-by cities there was little evidence of the change in places like Aljustrel. For it was planting time there, and everything seemed hopeful and cheerful as the sun grew warmer, and the fields fumed from reddish brown to green. Lucia, Francisco and Jacinta followed their sheep as usual over the savory hills, watched the rebirth of the world, and sang and danced among the rocks.
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       Thus passed the spring, and it was summer again. But nothing very notable occured un til one fine clear warm day, when they met according to their custom and guided their flocks slowly toward a place known as Couza Velha, a little west of Aljustrel. For some time the sheep nibbled at the new grass on a field there belonging to Lucia's father, while the children played various games near by. They were still amusing themselves, in the middle of the morning, when the sky became suddenly overcast, and a fine mist scudded quickly down on one of those stiff, coid breezes from the invisible ocean to the northwest. They remembered the half- cave at Cabero, near the rocky crest of the slope on which the sheep were grazing; and as quickly as possible they prodded them up the gradual incline until, seeing them hud- died peacefully in the shelter of some trees, they themselves took refuge in the "cave" on the southern brow of the hill.

       It is not much of a cave, to tell the truth, for only a litde bit of it is roofed. Still, there is enough of a pitch in the great rock that slants upward from the small hollow to give shelter from any light rain or heavy blow from the north or northwest. At any rate, it was the best to be found, and the three continued their games there as gaily as before. After a while they became hungry and ate their lunch. Then they knelt and recited the Rosary. Lucia does not remember whether they said all of it, or merely the skeletonized, "Hail Mary . . . Our Father." She does recall, however, that when they had finished, the rain stopped as suddenly as it had begun, and presently the sun was shining again, fierce and white, in a serene sky. She and the others began to throw stones into the valley below.

       They had enjoyed this sport only a few moments when, without warning, a strong wind began to blow across the tops of the pines, which swayed and moaned as never before.

       Startled by this, the three left off casting stones, and looked about to see what the cause might be. Then they saw a light far over the tops of the trees. It was moving over the valley from east to west, and coming in their direction. And though the illumination itself was unlike any they had ever seen, Lucia recognized in it the strange whiteness of that "some- body wrapped in a sheet” that she had witnessed the
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       previous year with the three other girls. It seemed indeed to be wholly made up of a radiance more white than snow; and this time it drew so near that when it was just over a squarish rock at the entrance of the “cave,” it became distinguishable as the form of “a transparent young man” of about fourteen or fifteen years of age, “more brilliant than a crystal, pene- trated by the rays of the sun,” as Lucia describes it—or “like snow that the sun shines through until it becomes crystalline.” And now they could see that he had features like those of a human being, and was indescribably beautiful.

       Stupefied, speechless, they stood regarding him.

       “Don’t be afraid,” he said. “I am the Angel of Peace. Pray with me.”

       And kneeling on the ground, he prostrated himself imtil his forehead touched it, saying:

       "My God, I believe, I adore, I hope, and I love You! I beg pardon of You for those who do not believe, do not adore, do not hope and do not love You!” 6

       Three times he spoke the same words, while the children, as in a daze, repeated them after him. Then, arising, he said: "Pray thus. The hearts of Jesus and Mary are attentive to the voice of your supplications."

       With that he disappeared, as if he had been dissolved in sunlight.

       6  This is a literal translation of the words as Luda gives them:  “Meu Deusl Eu creio, adoro, espero e amcrvos; pego-vos perdao para os que nao creem nao adoram nao esperam e vos nao amam.“ —  Memoir II, pp.  io-ii.  Her two descriptions of the angel are substantially the same:  "Se aproximava tamos dmsando as feigdes, um jovem dos 140   15  anos, mais branco que se fora de neve, que o Sol tornara transparente como se fora de cristal e duma grande beleza.  “— Memoir II, p. 10, 1937. And,  "A alguma distancia sobre as arvores quese estendian ao direccao no nascente, uma luz mais branca que a neve, com a forma dum jovem transparente, mais brilhante que um cristal atravesado pelos ratos do Sol. A medida que se aproximava, iamos-lhe distinguindo as feiqoes “— Memoir IV, p. 31, December 8,1941.
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       The children remained kneeling for a long time under the influence perhaps of some supernatural State of ecstacy or suspension of bodily powers, such as many saints have de- scribed. "It was so intense/' wrote Lucia, "that we were almost unaware of our own existence for a long space of time." They kept saying the Angel's prayer over and over. Not that there was any danger of forgetting it, for the words had been impressed indelibly upon their minds; but it seemed the only thing to do.

       "My God, I believe, I adore, I hope, and I love You! I beg pardon of You for those who do not believe, do not adore, do not hope, and do not love You."

       Lucia and Jacinta were still kneeling and repeating these words, when they became aware of the voice of Francisco: "I can't stay this way as long as you can, it hurts my back so much I can't do it."

       He had stopped kneeling and was sitting on the ground, exhausted. All of them, in fact, felt weak and dazed. Grad- ually they pulled themselves together and then began to col- lect the scattered sheep, for the day was far spent and it was nearly time for supper. None of them felt like talking on the way to Aljustrel.

       Just before they parted, Lucia warned the others to say nothing of what they had seen and heard. Why she did this she does not know even to this day. "It seemed the right thing to do," she told me. "There was something intensely intimate about it. It was just something you couldn't talk about."

       The Angel of Peace! Who and what could he be? There are angels and angels, there are ranks and hierarchies of angels; and it is nothing new, in the long history of God's People for one of them to appear and to speak. No one with the gift of faith can doubt that the Archangel Raphael guided young Tobias; he is the angel of health, of joy, of happy lovers, of safe travelers. Or that Gabriel told Daniel the time of the Incarnation, and announced to Mary that she was to be the Mother of the Christ; Gabriel, the spirit of consolation, the Power of God. It is to the Archangel Michael, however, that Catholic liturgy applies the name of Angel of  Peace  —  Angelus
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       pads Michael . 2  Yet in keeping with the paradoxical nature of all things Christian, he is also the heavenly warrior, armed with a fiery brand, chief of that embatded flaming multitude Who rise, wing above wing, flame above flame.

       And like a storm, cry the Ineffable Name,

       And with the clashing of their sword-blades make A rapturous music, till the morning break,

       And the white hush end all but the loud beat Of their long wings, the flash of their white feet 7

       He it was who at the dawn of time cast down the dis- obedient hosts of Lucifer. It was he who stood by the closed gates of Eden, brandishing his flaming sword. He guards the body of Eve until the Judgment Day. He hid the body of Moses to save God's People from the sin of worshiping it, to which Satan incited them. Some say it was he who led the Hebrews to the Promised Land and shattered the host of Sennacherib. Always the protector of the Synagogue un- der the Old Law, he naturally became the Champion of God's People under the New. Many apparitions have been recorded of him besides the one in Cornwall that Milton refers to in Lyddas.  In the sixth century, for instance. Saint

       2  Roman Breviary, Hymn for Lauds on his feast of Septemher 29:

       *Angelus pads Michael in aedes Coelitus nostras veniat; serenae Auctor utpads lacrymosa in orcum Bello releget."

       Gregory the Great saw him sheathing his fiery blade on top of Hadrian's Tomb in Rome, as a sign that God had accepted the penance of the Romans, and would end the pestilence that scourged them for their sins; and many angel voices were heard about the image of Our Lady, which the holy Pope bore at the head of the procession. Finally, it is Michael, according to Saint John in the Apocalypse, who

       7  Yeats:  To Some  1  Have Tcdked With by the Vire.
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       will deal out final and everlasting death to the Dragon at the end of time, after those days in which men shall behold in heaven "A woman clothed with the sun, and the moon under her feet, and on her head a crown of twelve stars."

       Whether it was splendid Michael that the children saw at Cabero, or one of the other six who stand before the throne of God, the effect upon them was profound and lasting. The world could never be the same after such an experience. But this was not all. For the Angel appeared again to them, not merely once, but twice.

       The second apparition was a few weeks after the first. It was one of the hottest days of that summer. They had taken their sheep home at noon to indose them during the blazing hours of the siesta, and were spending the time playing list- lessly at the well in the shade of the fig trees behind the Abobora cottage, apparently with no thought of what was about to happen, when they looked up and saw him there beside them.

       "What are you doing?" he demanded. "Pray! Pray a great deal! The hearts of Jesus and of Mary have merciful designs for you. Offer prayers and sacrifices constantly to the Most High."

       "How must we sacrifice?" asked Lucia.

       "With all your power offer a sacrifice as an act of repara- tion for the sinners by whom He is offended, and of supplica- tion for the conversion of sinners. Thus draw peace upon your country. I am its Guardian Angel, the Angel of Portugal. Above all accept and endure with submission the suffering which the Lord will send you."  8

       He was gone. And again the children remained for a long time in a sort of ecstacy or exultation of spirit, adoring the Lord God whose messenger had been revealed to them. When this gradually fell away and they began to feel more like their ordinary

       8  The exact words, as Luda recorded them were:  "De tildo que
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       selves, Lucia discovered that Francisco had heard nothing of what the Angel had said, although, as before, he had seen him plainly.

       "Did you speak with the Angel?" he asked. "What did he say to you?"

       "Didn't you hear?"

       "No. I saw that you were speaking with somebody. I heard what you said to him, but I don't know what he said."

       The next day Francisco said to his sister:

       "Jacinta, tell me what the Angel said."

       Til tell you tomorrow," said the litde girl. "Today I can't speak."

       On the following day he sought out Lucia again and said: "Did you sleep last night? I was thinking all the time of the Angel and what it might be he said."

       She then repeated the Angel's words on both occasions. The boy's mind was slower than Jacinta's. He had difficulty grasping what some of it meant.

       "Who is the Most High?" he asked. "What does it mean, The hearts of Jesus and Mary are attentive to the voice of your supplications'?"

       Lucia tried to explain. It was not easy, for he would break in constantly with other questions. Besides, the weight of what she calis "the atmosphere of the supernatural" was still to some extent upon them both, even after so long a time. She could not think of what to say. Finally, she said, "Some other day! Ask me some other day!"

       podeis, oferecei um sacrificio em acto de repar acao pelos pecadores com que Ele e ofendido e de suplica pela conversao dos pecadores. Atrai assim sobre a vossa Patria a paz. Eu souo Anjo da
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       sua guarda, oAnjo de Portugal Sobretudo aceitai e suportai com submissao o sofrimento que o Senhorvos enviar. 0 —Memoir IV,  p.32.

       He waited patiently, but at the first opportunity he began plying her with new questions.

       “Don't talk much about these things!” interrupted Jacinta. Yet with charming inconsistency she went on to say that there was something about the Angel that made her no longer want to talk, sing or play. “I haven’t strength enough for anything.”

       “Neither have I,” said Francisco. “But what of it? The Angel is more beautiful than all this. Let us think about him!”

       Presendy he did begin to grasp what the Angel had meant by sacrifices. From that day forth he vied with the girls in giving up litde pleasures and satisfactions for the sinners of the world. All three would spend hours at a time lying prostrate on the ground, repeating over and over the prayer that the Angel had taught.

       This must have been in July or August, 1916. As nearly as Lucia can estimate, it was probably late September or October when he appeared for the third and last time. Again they had been playing in the “cave” at Cabego, while the sheep strayed on the slope below; and after saying their Rosary as usual, they were reciting the prayer in unison:

       “My God, I believe, I adore, I hope, and I love You. I beg pardon of You for those who do not believe, do not adore, do not hope, and do not love You.”

       They had said this but a few times when they saw the same crystalline light come swifdy over the valley, and there he was, beautiful, resplendent, dazzling, hovering in the air before them. This time he held in one hand a Chalice, and in the other, over it, a Host. These he left suspended in the air while he prostrated himself on the ground and said:
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       “Most Holy Trinity, Father, Son, Holy Spirit, I adore You profoundly and offer You the most precious Body, Blood, Soul and Divinity of Jesus Christ, present in all the tabernacles of the earth, in reparation for the outrages, sacrileges, and indifference with which He Himself is offended. And through the infinite merits of His Most Sacred Heart and of the Immaculate Heart of Mary, I beg of You the conversion of poor sinners."

       This he said three times. Then, rising up, he took the Chalice and the Host, and kneeling on the Hat rock, held the white disk before him, saying:

       "Take and drink the Body and the Blood of Jesus Christ, horribly insulted by ungrateful men. Make reparation for their crimes and console your God."

       They could see drops of Blood falling from the Host into the Cup. He placed It on the tongue of Lucia. To Jacinta and Francisco, who had not received First Communion, he presented the Chalice, and they drank of it At the end he once more prostrated himself on the ground and said the same prayer thrice. The children repeated it with him, Francisco following the others, for he had not heard the words. Then, for the last time, the Angel of Peace faded away into the shimmering sunlight.

       The sense of the presence of God on that occasion was so intense, according to Lucia, that it left them weak and ab- stracted and almost with the sensation of being out of their bodies. It was Francisco, again, who was the first to return to ordinary reality, and to cali their attention to the fact that it was growing dark. With such energy as they could muster, they herded the sheep together and drove them home. Yet under their weakness they felt an infinite peace and felicity for which there were no words.

       This curious sense of happy debility lasted for days and weeks. It was a long time before Francisco would venture to speak of what he had seen and felt. Finally he said:
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       "I like very much to see the Angel, but the worst of it is that afterwards we can't do anything. I can't even walk. I don't know what's the matter with me."

       A few days later, when he had recovered his normal energy and spirit, he said:

       "The Angel gave you Holy Communion. But what was it that he gave me and Jacinta?"

       "It was also Holy Communion," put in Jacinta before

       Luda could reply. "Didn't you see that it was the Blood that fell from the Host?"

       "I felt that God was in me," he said, "but I didn't know how it was."

       Then prostrating himself on the ground, he remained there a long time, repeating the second prayer of the Angel:

       "Most Holy Trinity, Father, Son, Holy Spirit, I adore you profoundly and offer You the most precious Body, Blood, Soul and Divinity of Jesus Christ, present in all the tabernacles of the earth, in reparation for the outrages, sacrileges and indifference with which He Himself is offended. And through the infinite merits of His Most Sacred Heart and of the Immaculate Heart of Mary, I beg of You the conversion of poor sinners."

       Such is Luda's account of what happened to her and her cousins when she was nine, and they were eight and six respectively.

       CHAPTERV

       None of the children ever mentioned the Angel either at home or elsewhere. This became credible to me only after I had gone to Portugal and had spoken with some of the young shepherds who now, at about the same age, go bare- foot among the sheep on the Serra da Aire. These short, stocky boys, with their fine eyes and strong flashing
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       teeth, these handsome girls, so straight and shapely, are more pre- cocious than those we know, and are not to be judged by the same standards. Early responsibility has made them re- sourceful, fearless, and decisive in judgment and expression. Though their formal knowledge is limited, for few can read or write, their brains are not cluttered, at any rate, with misinformation and scraps of half-truths; what they do know they know thoroughly, remember exactly, and can speak with- out hesitation or fumbling. A barefoot girl of five or six will reply with grace and dignity. Or if she sees fit she can be as silent as a sphinx.

       Lucia, even more than most of these  serranas,  was endowed with a reserve so extreme that it was often mistaken for stubbornness or stupidity. It was easier for her to hold her counsel than to talk. Moreover, she had not forgotten the petty persecution she had endured after she and the Matias and Justino girls had seen “someone wrapped in a sheet.” If her own mother and sisters had made fun o£ that, who would believe now that an Angel had come to give her Holy Communion?

       Finally, there was something in the experience itself that imposed silence in a subtle but powerful way. Lucia was never able to put this into fitting words, either in childhood or in the years of her memoirs. Yet there it was: an ineffable something which could only be of God, impressing the words of the Angel upon their minds forever, but secretly, in a voice of authority not to be disobeyed.

       Their elders seem to have been wholly unaware of what had been going on. What is more lonely and misunderstood than the heart of a child? No doubt these good people of Aljustrel were too busy with their own affairs to notice anything unusual in the conduct of three young shepherds who departed with their flocks early in the morning and were seen no more until they returned for supper. It happened, too, that there were many changes about this time in the life of the small communities on the Serra. One that vividly im- pressed Lucia’s family, for example, was the departure of the Prior, Father Pena, and the arrival of a somewhat more austere priest, Father Boicinha, as his successor. There were the usual gossipings, the usual appraisals of the newcomer, pro and con. The more thoughtful parishioners must have felt that they were lucky to have any pastor at all, when so many communities in Portugal had
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       none. Others gave no quarter: any pastor, good or bad, was fair game for them.

       Father Boicinha was one who spoke truth fearlessly as he saw it. One of his first acts, and one that made him impopular with the young people, was to preach against the invet- erate dancing which commanded almost a pagan and fanatical devotion throughout the Serra da Aire. Dancing at home, yes, that was all right, he granted; but those all-night public affairs at Fatima and other villages were keeping people from going to Mass, leading them into sin, and in general be- coming a scandal; and he declared that they must stop. There were many protests and murmurings, of course, especially among the girls. Maria Rosa, however, supported the Paroco, and forbade her daughters to attend any more dances.

       “But dancing never was a sin till now,” objected a neigh- bor, “and how does it happen that this new Paroco makes it one?”

       “I don’t know,” replied Maria Rosa. "All I know is that the Prior doesn’t want dancing, and my daughters aren’t going to those gatherings.”

       Life was difficult for Maria Rosa that year. Her two eldest girls, Maria and Teresa, were married, and could no longer help the family. Her husband Antonio Abobora seemed to be getting more and more shiftless. From time to time he had disposed oi some piece of land to pay his debts, or had lost some valuable property that he had mortgaged, until there was hardly enough left for the once prosperous family to live on. To make ends meet, his wife now felt obliged to send Gloria and Caroline out to work as servants, while she herself continued to care for the house, and, whenever pos- sible, to earn a little extra money by nursing. Lucia, of course, was the guardian of the sheep. Nearly all the farm work was devolving upon young Manuel, and it was not to his taste. Why should he like it, when his father shirked it at every opportunity?

       The war offered this lad a good excuse to avoid the drudg- ery of spading and threshing, cutting hay and digging  batatas.  Portugal by this time was deeply involved. Every day one heard of some young man who was leaving for the front, or worse still,
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       of this one killed, that one maimed, such a one missing. Something of the sense of uneasiness and apprehen- sion that had becorae a settled despair in other countries was beginning to pervade the clear air of the Serra. But Manuel was young, strong and hopeful. And one evening he came home with the news that he had oflFered himself for service in the army, and would be accepted if he passed the physical examination.

       From that time a mood of profound bitterness took pos- session of Maria Rosa. With the four oldest* girls away, and her husband almost always late as he lingered in some wine- shop for one more  copozinho,  the once happy family group had dwindled to four sad and silent persons. One night when the poor woman looked about the table at young Antonio, Lucia and Manuel—and now Manuel was going away!—she stared a moment at the empty places, and suddenly burst into tears. Then, with intense sadness, she said:

       “My God, where has the joy of this place gone?” And putting her head on the rude table, she wept bitterly, until Manuel and his sister could not help doing likewise. “It was the saddest supper I ever remember,” wrote Lucia.

       Maria Rosa continued to fret and to grieve. Manuel passed his physical examination and was accepted. Before it was time for him to leave home, his mother had become ill, and was getting worse every day. She had recourse to a doctor in a near-by village, but with no benefit. As the days passed she became so wretched that she could no longer do house- work, and Gloria had to give up her employment and come home to take care of the family. Other  medicos  about the countryside were consulted. None seemed to know just what ailed Maria Rosa.

       Father Boidnha, who had been notidng her debility with increasing concern, now offered to take her to Leiria, the nearest large community, to visit a surgeon who was reputed to be very skilful. One day the good priest arrived at the door in his mule cart, and Maria Rosa, with his help, climbed laboriously aboard, while one of her married daughters, Teresa, went along to take care of her. It was a long and painful journey in that crude conveyance, for the winding and rocky roads that skirted the
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       mountainsides were not nearly as good as they are now. At last, however, they had left behind the stately oid abbey church of Batalha and had come in sight of the ruins of that fourteenth-century casde, perched on a high rock far above the plain, where Saint Isabel once prayed and suffered—for she too, like Maria Rosa, had a troublesome husband. Somewhere among the white houses with red tile roofs that nesde around the base of the crag they found the noted surgeon. But his examination proved more harrowing than helpful, and Lucias mother arrived home that night half dead from his ministrations and from the long jogging over bad roads.

       It was from another surgeon at San Mamede that she learned the truth at last. He said she had a cardiac lesion, a dislocated spinal vertebra, and fallen kidneys. He prescribed a vigorous treatment of  pontos de fogo  and various medica- tions. Poor Maria Rosa was like the woman in the Gospel who had “suffered much from many physicians.”

       Lucia thought a great deal those days of the Angel of Peace and what he had said. It became her greatest consola- non, in fact, to remember the words, “Above all accept and endure with submission the suffering which the Lord will send you,” and to ponder on their implications. Well, she was certainly seeing the fulfillment of that prophecy! But patience! She must be brave, she must accept this suffering. When she could think of nothing to do for her mother, she would go out to the well to pray and weep alone.

       Sometimes Francisco and Jacinta would join her there, and add their tears and prayers to hers. It is doubtful whether they knew all that went on in the Abobora family. Yet they must have heard enough to feel sure that something was very wrong, and their generous hearts reached out in compassion to Lucia’s. Even Jacinta, young though she might be, was beginning to grasp the meaning of the mystery of suffering, and often she would say:

       “My God, we offer you all these sufferings and sacrifices! It is an act of reparation for the conversion of sinners.”
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       They were more silent and sombre than they used to be, these little shepherds, when they followed their flocks over the gorse and stubble of the Serra in the spring of 1917. Sometimes, to be sure, they would hear a familiar music played or sung by other children in a near-by field, and al- most involuntarily would begin to dance, or to fling upon the fresh April wind the old ref rain:

       “Ai trai-lari, lai-lai Trai-larilailai Lai hu lail”

       But something had gone out of the joy of such singing. In the words of the oid spring song, the  ahlala  was all over. How could anyone see what they had seen, and be the same?

       There was something different in the air that spring. It was like the odor of death hovering upon the fragrance of the new flowers. Nearly everybody was depressed. Maria Rosa was desolate when Manuel went away. One of Jacinta's brothers also had gone to war, and was said to have been killed. Fortunately the rumor proved to be false; but Ti Marto and his family had many days of torment and suspense. One day, when Jacinta and Francisco were weeping at the thought of their brothe/s death, Lucia proposed a dance to divert  thei r minrlfi:  and the little ones began to dance, still wip- ing the tears from their faces. Yet they were often silent, all three, as they roamed over the scattered stones at Valinhos or gazed across the valley from the cave at Cabero. They had become aware at last of a world in anguish, a humanity shackled for some obscure reason to the mystery of suffering.

       Even May, the month of Mary, the month of new life and joy, weighed heavily on the world that year. On May 5, as if to voice the universal sadness and to point out the only source of hope, Pope Benedict XV lamented, in a memorable letter, “the cruel war, the suicide of Europe." After begging God to turn the hearts of rulers toward peace, and urging all to purge themselves of sin and pray for peace, he especially asked that since all graces were dispensed  <f by the hands of the most holy Virgin, We wish the petitions of her most afflicted children to be directed with Uvely confidence, more than ever in this awful hour, to the great Mother of God." He directed that the invocation “Queen of peace, pray for us," be added to the Litany of Loreto, and
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       continued;

       “To Mary, then, who is the Mother of Mercy and omnip- otent by grace, let loving and devout appeal go up from every comer of the earth—from noble temples and tiniest chapeis, from royal palaces and mansions of the rich as from the poorest hut—from every place wherein a faithful soul finds shelter—from blood-drenched plains and seas. Let it bear to ha the anguished cry of mothers and wives, the wail- ing of innocent little ones, the sighs of every generous heart: that her most tender and benign solicitude may be moved and the peace we ask for be obtained for our agitated world.”

       It is quite improbable that Lucia and her cousins had even heard of the Pope's letter (for it was still unpublished) when they went out to the Serra five days later, the thirteenth of May, 1917. It was an uncommonly fine Sunday, and Ti Marto had hitched up his cart, early in the morning, to drive his wife Olimpia to Batalha, where they could hear Mass at the exquisite cathedral, and afterwards do some shopping in the near-by Sunday markets—what they wanted in partic- alar was a young pig to xaise for slaughter in the fall. So off they went, cheerily enough, leaving the children to attend Mass at Fatima. It was drawing toward noon when Jacinta and Francisco got their sheep out of the patio and on the road to the Lagoa, where as usual they met Luda with her flock. They all proceeded across the fields to the meadows that Antonio Abobora owned at Cova da Iria. Never was the immense sky more blue, the land more dappled with pastel colors.

       Soon after they arrived at the hill north of the depression called the Cova and had got the sheep contentedly cropping the furze, they decided to make a litde thicket into a “house” by closing up the opening to it with a wall; and they began to lug some of the stones that were lying all about, and to set them one upon another. While absorbed in this labor they were startled by a flash so brilliant that they took it to be lightning. Without stopping to ask how it could have come from that cloudless sky, they all dropped their stones and ran helter-skelter down the slope toward a certain holm-oak, or  carrasqueira,  about a hundred yards or more southwest of where they had been playing. They had just found shelter under its thick wide-spreading foliage when
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       there was a sec- ond flash of light. Again frightened, the children left the tree and darted toward the east, a distance of perhaps another hundred yards. Then they stopped in amazement. For just before them, on top of a small evergreen called the azinheira — it was about three feet high, and its glossy leaves had prickles on them, like cactus—they saw a ball of light. And in the center of it stood a Lady.

       As Luda describes her, she was "a Lady all of white, more brilliant than the sun dispensing light, dearer and more intense than a crystal cup full of crystalline water penetrated by the rays of the most glaring sun." Her face was inde- scribably beautiful, "not sad, not happy, but serious" — perhaps somewhat reproachful, though benign; her hands together as in prayer at her breast, pointing up, with Rosary beads hanging down between the engers of the right hand. Even her garments seemed made solely of the same white light; a simple tunic falling to her feet, and over it a mande from her head to the same length, its edge made of a fiercer light that seemed to glitter like gold. Neither the hair nor the ears could be seen. The features? It v/as almost impos- sible to look steadily at the face; it dazzled, and hurt the eyes,and made one blink or look away.

       The children stood, fascinated, within the radiante that surrounded her for a distance of perhaps a meter and a half.

       "Don’t be afraid,” she said, in a low musical voice, never to be forgotten. “I won’t hurt

       l”

       you!

       They felt no fear now, in fact, but only a great joy and peace. It was the “lightning,” really, that had frightened them before. Luda was self-possessed enough to ask a question: “Where does Your Excellency come from?” The child used the colloquialism of the Serra: “De  onde e Vocemece?”

       "I am from heaven.”

       “And what is it you want of me?”
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       “I come to ask you to come here for six months in sue- cession, on the thirteenth day at this same hour. Then I will tell you who I am, and what I want. And afterwards I will return here a seventh time.”

       “And shall I go to heaven too?”

       “Yes, you will.”

       "Andjadntay'

       “Also.”

       “And Frandsco?”

       “Also. But he will have to say many Rosaries!”

       Heaven! Luda suddenly remembered two girls who had died recendy. They were friends of her Family, and used to go to her house to learn weaving from her sister Maria. “Is Maria da Neves now in heaven?” she asked.

       “Yes, she is.”

       “And Amelia?”

       “She will be in purgatory until the end of the world.” Purgatory! The end of tne world! The Lady was speaking again:

       “Do you wish to oflFer yourselves to God, to endure all the suffering that He may please to send you, as an act of repara- tion for the sins by which He is offended, and to ask for the conversion of sinners?”

       “Yes, we do.”
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       “Then you will have much to suffer. But the grace of God will be your comfort.”

       As she spoke the words, "a  graga de Deus”  the Lady opened her lovely hands, and from the palms carne two streams of light so intense that it not only enveloped the children with its radiance, but seemed to penetrate their breasts and to reach the most intimate parts of their hearts and souls, “making us see ourselves in God”— these are Luda’s words—“more clearly in that light than in the best of mirrors.” An irresistible impulse forced them to their knees and made them say, fervendy:

       “O most holy Trinity, I adore You! My God, my God, I love You in the Most Blessed Sacrament!”

       The Lady waited for them to finish this. Then she said, “Say the Rosary every day, to obtain peace for the world, and the end of the war.”

       Immediately after this she began to rise serenely from the azinheira and to glide away toward the east “until she dis- appeared in the immensity of the distance .” 9  The children remained staring at the eastern sky for a long time. Even after they began to recover from the State of ecstacy which had come over them, they remained silent and pensive for a good part of the afternoon. But they were not heavy and dred as they had been after seeing the Angel of Peace. The sight of the Lady, on the contrary, had given them a delightful sense of “peace and expansive joy,” of lightness and of freedom; they felt almost as if they could fly like birds. Jacinta would say from time to time:

       "Ai, queSenhora too bonita!  Oh, such a pretty Lady!”

       After a while they began to talk so freely that Luda felt it necessary to caution them not to tell anybody, even their mother, what they had seen and heard. Francisco, as a

       9  This is Luda’s phrase, at the end of her account in her Memoir IV, pp. 35, 36; 1941. It is an interesting coinddence that Mon- signor Eugenio Pacelli was being consecrated Bishop at the Sistine Chapel in Rome on May 13, 1917, the very day when the children first saw the Lady of Fatima. As Pope Pius XII he took the first step to carry out the Lady’s wishes in 1942.
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       matter of fact, had seen the Lady but had not heard what she said, as when he saw the Angel. When they told him all her words, he was intensely happy, espedally over the promise that he was going to heaven. Folding his hands over his head,hecried:

       “O my Our Lady, I will say all the Rosaries you want!”  "Ai, que Senhora tao honital”  said Jadnta again.

       “WeU, I’m going to see if you tell anybody this time,” remarked Luda skeptically.

       “I won’t tell, no, don’t worry!” answered the little girl. And Frandsco also promised not to tell a soul.

       Luda still had her doubts about Jacinta. The child’s face was shining with joy. She was almost bursting with it.

       CHAPTER VI

       When Jacinta and Francisco arrived home, they found the small house alive with people and conversation. All the family, except the boy in the army, were at home that Sunday; and an unele by marriage, Antonio da Silva, had dropped in for supper. As the daylight began to wane, the older girls had placed a great kettle of cabbage and potato soup on the hearth fire, and were bringing loaves of tough brown bread out of a chest, when the noise of a mule cart on the cobbles outside gave notice that their parents had returned from Batalha.

       Perhaps Jacinta meant only to welcome her mother when she ran into the Street and saw her standing looking at the wagon, from which Ti Marto was extricating, with some difficulty but with his usual skill and quiet determination, a young, struggling and slippery pig. But at the sight of Olim- pia’s kindly and ready smile, the child ran to clasp her about the lcnees. And then out it carne. The temptation was too much.

       “Mother, I saw Our Lady today at Cova da Iria!”
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       Olimpia chuckled. “I believe you, child! Oh, yes, you are such a good saint that you see Our Lady!” And she swept by into the house.

       “But I  saw  her,” insisted Jacinta, following. And rapidly she told her everything almost in a breath: how they saw the lightning, and how they feared and fled, and how Francisco asked Luda if he should throw a stone at the ball of light, and Luda said no; and what the Lady looked like and what she said. And they must say the Rosary every day, and they were both going to heaven! Think of it, heaven!

       Olimpia saw that it was not a joke; yet how could she take it seriously? “So you saw a Lady! And no one but  Our  Lady could appear to you!” She bustled around, getting something ready for the pig to eat, to prepare him for the important part he was to play in the life of the family that year. 10  Mean- while Ti Marto had been locking the squealing animal in a shed off the corral, and had come in, weary enough and rather silent, for his supper. A moment later he was sitting on the edge of the fireplace, eating his hot dish of cabbage soup with 1  batatas.  Olimpia sat down beside him. Then, to divert him, she bethought her of the strange tale she had just had from her youngest daughter.

       “O Jacinta! Jacinta, come tell your father what you told me about the Lady in the Cova da Iria.”

       Jacinta lost no time in repeating her story. Her dark eyes were brilliant, her cheeks flushed. It was evident that what- ever may have happened, the child was deeply excited.

       Ti Marto set down his dish gravely, and asked Francisco what he had to say about all this.

       It is not clear just what the boy said; but apparendy it was enough to confirm his sister’s story.

       10  Olimpia’s account to Father De Marchi, op.  cit.,  p. 64.
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       Ti Marto looked from one to the other, slowly trying to make sense of it all. Olimpia still refused to take any of it seriously. “A fine litde saint indeed,” she repeated, “that Our Lady should appear to her!” Perhaps there was some humility in her skeptidsm. She and her brother Antonio Abobora carne from a rather wild family, more noted for charm and gaiety than for sanctity; even to this day she gives the im- pression of being a bit bewildered by what happened to her children.

       "Well, if the youngsters  did  see a lady dressed in white?” put in Antonio da Silva slowly, “who could it be but Our Lady?”

       The mind of TI Marto moved slowly, but accurately. He had almost finished weighing and testing the two accounts, and interpreting the looks and inflections of his children. It was plain to him that they were not playing a prank on him. And as for lying— '"Ai, Jesusl"  and this he repeats even to this day, “I always found Frandsco truthful, and Jacinta even more so.” Finally he gave his dedsion.

       “From the beginning of the world Our Lady has appeared many times in various ways,” he observed. “If the world is wicked, it would be much more so but for many such hap- penings. The power of God is great We don't know what this is, but it will turn out to be something.” It occurred to him furthermore that without some intervention of Provi- dence the children could not have repeated such big and imposing words, for they had had litde or no instruction, even in catechism. Thus Ti Marto with his shrewd common sense became the first to believe in the story of Fatima, on that Sunday evening in 1917.

       Luda knew nothing of all this imtil the next morning. She had gone to bed happy, without saying a word about the events of the afternoon, and had finally fallen asleep thinking of the beautiful Lady all made of white radiance; and the first she knew it was morning. She awoke early and went out to play under a fig tree near the house until it was time to take the sheep to pasture.

       After some time she saw her sister Maria of the Angels coming to look for her, and was startled to hear her say, derisively:
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       “Oh, Luda! I hear you have seen Our Lady at Cova da Irfa!”

       The child stared at her in silence.

       “Is it true?” demanded Maria.

       “Who told you?”

       “The neighbors say that Ti Olimpia says Jarinta told her."

       “And I asked her not to tell anyonel” said Luda, on the vergeof tears.

       “Why?”

       “Because I don’t know if it was Our Lady. It was a very pretty little woman.”

       “And what did this little woman say to you?”

       “That she wanted us to go six months in a row to Cova da Iria, and that after that she was going to say who she was and what she wanted.”

       “Didn’t you ask her who she was?*

       *1 asked her where she carne from, and she said, 1 am from heaven.’And then she kept quiete  11  This at least is what that excellent woman» Maria dos Anjos, tecalis of the conversation after a quartex of a century. She was not heing unkind to Luda. She simply did not believe the story, and accepted her mother’s theory that the child had been perverse enough to invent it She felt she was only doing her duty when she returned to the house to tell Maria Rosa all that had been said.

       Luda, of course, was summoned promptiy before her parents. Her father was inclined

       11  Maria of the Angels’ account to Father De Maxchl, who gives the entire conversation, p.

       66 .
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       to dismiss the whole affair with a laugh. “Women’s tales!” he said, as he set out for the greening fields. “Silly women’s tales!” His wife, however, took the matter very seriously, and gave her youngest daughter a tartscolding.

       “This was all I needed for my oid age!” she lamented bit- terly. “To think that I always brought my children up to speak the truth! And now this one brings me a whopper like this!” It was a forlorn and miserable Luda who went out to the patio that morning to let the sheep out of the fold. How sud- denly the world had changed from joy to misery! And then she saw Frandsco coming down the  Street,  and looking very contri te. In fact, he had tears in his eyes.

       “Don’t cry any more,” said Luda. “And don’t tell anyone what the Lady told us."

       “I’ve already told it,” replied Frandsco wretchedly, blaming himself instead of Jacinta. “What have you told?”

       “I said that the Lady promised to take us to heaven. When they asked me if that was true I couldn’t tell a lie! Forgive me, Luda! I won’t ever tell anyone any more!”

       Somehow the discovery had spoiled their pleasure, and they were all depressed when they pastured their sheep that day. Jacinta sat pensive for a long time on a stone. Finally, Luda said:

       "Jacinta, go and play!"

       “I don’t want to play today.”

       “Why don’t you want to play?”

       “Because I am thinking that that Lady told us to say the Rosary and to make sacrifices for sinners. Now when we recite the Rosary we have to say the whole  Ave Maria  and Padre Nostro."
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       “And the sacrifices? How are you going to make them?"

       Francisco had an idea. “We can give our lunches to the sheep and make the sacrifice of not eating any lunch.”

       From that time on he often drank from the  barreiro  where the sheep and goats took water and the women washed their clothes. Jacinta thought of a better way of disposing of their lunches, however. One day they saw some poor children from Moita, half a mile away, coming to beg at Aljustrel. “Let us give them our lunches for the conversion of sinners!” she said. And they did.

       By the middle of the afternoon they were ravenously hun- gry, and went looking about the moor for something to eat. Francisco tried some of the acorns of an azinheira which were now green enough to be edible, and found them palatable. Jacinta decided that if they were so good it would be no sacrifice to eat them. Instead, she picked up some acorns of a different sort under a large oak and began to munch them. Yes, they were bitter, she admitted. But she would offer the bad taste for the conversion of sinners.

       Every day from then on Jacinta made a lunch of these bitter acorns or of sour unripe olives.

       “Don’t eat those, Jacinta!" said Lucia one day. “They are very bitter.”

       “It is for the bitterness that I eat," said Jacinta simply. “To convert sinners.”

       It was not long before the children of poor families began to wait for them along the roadsides to ask for their lunches. The three always gave them cheerfully, and then ate what- ever they happened to find as they roamed about the Serra. “We used to eat pine cones,” Lucia remembers, “roots of bind- weed, and of a little yellowish flower that grows on the root of a litde ball of the size of an olive; mulberries, mushrooms, and some things that we picked from the roots of pine trees, but I don't remember what they are called."  8  The most resolute in carrying out the Lady's wishes re-
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       garding sacrifices was Jacinta, if we are to take literally the modest recital of Lucia. One sweltry day that summer they went to a certain field that a neighbor had lent to Maria Rosa, and on the way, according to custom, gave their lunches to some of the beggar children. When they reached their destination, after a long hot walk, they were all tired, hungry and parched. There was no water about fit for human beings; even Francisco, apparently, was unable to drink from the little pool where the sheep relieved their thirst No matter! They all offered up their pains for sinners as usual. But the sun got hotter and hotter, and as the afternoon wore on they found their resolution weakening, until Luda suggested that they go to a house not far away and ask for a little water.

       When they did this, a good woman gave them a small piece of bread, which Lucia divided with her companions, and a jug of water, which they took back to the pasture. There Luda offered it first to Frandsco.

       “I don't want to drink,” he said.

       “Why?”

       “I want to suffer for the conversion of sinners."

       “You drink, Jadnta.”

       "I want to offer a sacrifice for sinners, too."

       The rest of this episode, so casually told by Luda in her maturity, is worthy of that King who, hot from batde and served with water for which a soldier had risked his life, poured it on the ground as an offering of gratitude to the Lord God of Battles. The young shepherd girl of Aljustrel was moved by a spirit no less royal than that of the shepherd who was ancestor to the Messias and to His Mother, Our Lady of Fatima. And like David, let us note in passing, she was not without talent for narration:
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       “Then I poured the water into a hollow of the rock for the sheep to drink, and went to return the vessel to its mistress. The heat became more intense each moment, the grasshop* pers and crickets were joining their song to that of the frogs in the near-by pond and were making an intolerable clamor. Jacinta, weak from fasting and from thirst, said with the simplidty that was natural to her:

       “ ‘Tell the crickets and the frogs to keep quiet, it gives me such a headache!’

       “Frandsco said, ‘Don’t you want to suffer this for sinners?* “Jacinta, pressing her head between her little hands, said, Tes, I do. Let them sing!’ ”  4  If the children were taking the requests of the White Lady so seriously, Maria Rosa was no less constant in her determination to destroy what she considered a deception and a blot on the family honor. Stung by the neighbors’ gossip, which the state of her health perhaps made her exaggerate, she felt responsible before God for making her daughter con- fess that she had imposed a lie upon the Marto children and deceived heaven knows how many worthy citizens. With threats and promises, with scoldings and caresses, she did all in her power to break down the serene assurance with which Luda repeated her story. “If you don’t say it was a lie,” she said one day, “I will lock you up in a dark room where you will never see the light of the sun again!” Another time in exasperation she went so far as to beat her with the end of a broom. When all these measures failed, she took her to the rectory to see if the Prior could bring her to remorse and restitution. All in vain.

       Lucia was beginning to understand what the Lady had meant when she said, “You will have much to suffer. Not only did her mother continue to coax and to rail, not only did her own sisters lacerate her with ridicule more cruel than they could guess, but eveyone in Aljustrel seemed to have turned against her. As she went pattering along the cobbled  Street,  she would hear  one  woman say, “If she were my child—” and another remark, “A good strong dose of quince tea would put an end to those visionsi” Even the small children would yell, as she went by, “Hey, Luda, is Our Lady going to walk over the roofs today?”

       Yet with all this petty persecution there were consolations. One day two visiting
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       priests stopped in to speak encourag- ingly to her, and to ask her to pray for the Holy Father. “Who is the Holy Father?” One of the priests explained. And every day, from then on, the children would add three Aves to their Rosary for the Pope, the successor of Saint Peter. It gave them a glow of importance to think that they could do something, so far away, to help the Vicar of Christ Think of it, the visible head of the Church! And Frandsco! What a comfort he was! He seemed not only to accept suf- fering, but to love it, as the saints do who follow in the footsteps of the Crudfied. “Our Lady told us we would have much to suffer,” he would say. “That doesn’t matter to me, I will suffer everything as much as she wants!” Or when Luda was on the verge of tears, thinking of the ill-treatment she was receiving at home and abroad, he said, “Never mind! Didn’t Our Lady say we should have much to suffer?” And Luda took heart again.

       Another characteristic of the saints that Frandsco began to manifest afta the apparition of the Lady was the love of solitude. One May morning he left the two girls with the sheep, and climbed to the top of a high rock.

       “You can’t come up here!” he called down. “Leave me alone!”

       It was a refreshing sunny day, and Luda and Jacinta began to run after butterflies. By the time they wearied of this they had fbrgotten all about Frandsco, and they thought no more of him until they reaiized that they were hungry, and that it must be long past the time for their  merenda.  There he was, still lying motionless on the top of the rock.

       “Frandsco! Frandsco, don’t you want to come down and eatyour lunch?”

       “No.Youeat.”

       “And say the Rosary?”

       “Lateron.”
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       When Luda called him again, he said, teasingly, “You come and pray here.”

       The girls were not to be outdone. With much scraping of fingers and bruising of knees they managed to ser amble to the top, where, breathless but triumphant, they demanded, “What have you been doing all this time?”

       “I have been thinking of God, who is so sad because of so many sins,” the boy answered seriously. “If only I could give Him joy!”

       Some days they forgot the sinners for a little while in the zest of living with which God has endowed all children. Once they sang a variation of one of the oid spring songs:

       “The screech owl sings at night And tries to frighten me.

       As she disrobes the young girl Sings in the moonlight Ahlala!

       The nightingale in the field Sings all day long.

       The turtle dove sings in the wood.

       Even the cart squeaks a song.

       Ahlalal

       The Serra is a garden Smiling all the day,

       And drops of dew are gleaming On themountains.

       Ahlala!”

       It all sounded so good that they did it a second time. Then Francisco remembered. “We shouldn’t sing that any more,” he said. “Since we saw the Angel and Our Lady I
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       don't care about singing.

       It was June now, and as the thirteenth drew near, they could hardly wait to keep their promise to the Lady to return to Cova da Iria. Maria Rosa welcomed the day also, but for a different reason. June 13 was the feast of Saint Anthony, the most popular saint in the country—and why not, when he was born in Lisboa, and prayed at Coimbra long before he wrought miracles at Padua? He belonged to Portugal, and certainly to the people of Fatima, whose church was named for him. On his feast day there would always be a Missa Cantata, a fervent sermon and a colorful procession, besides music, fire-works and feasting. And because almsgiv- ing had been so dear to the Saint, there would be a gener- ous distribution of what is called "Saint Anthony’s bread.” Spedal fine white loaves, much better than the dark ones that most people on the Serra have throughout the year, were baked for the poor. These were stacked upon ox-carts and sundry conveyances loaned by the most prosperous farmers and other householders, and gaudily decorated for the oc- casion with flowers, flags and bright-colored patchwork coun- terpanes. When the festive wagons, with their loads, had arrived at the church, they were lined up in the adjacent open lot behind a barrier of stakes in which there were two apertures. Through one of these the poor and the children passed to get their bread; through the other they departed in orderly fashion. Nobody went away empty-handed.

       Maria Rosa knew how much her youngest daughter loved those fresh white loaves, the gaiety of the fiesta, the colors, the music, the fire-works. What a blessing that this year it would come on the very day when the little fools were plan- ning to carry on more of their nonsense at Cova da Iria! She knew Lucia, and she and her older daughters were con- fident that Saint Anthony would restore her to the sanity of truth and obedience. All that June  12  they enlarged, for her benefit, upon the attractions of the next day.

       Lucia said nothing. When they pressed her for an answer, she replied firmly, “I am going tomorrow to Cova da Iria. That's what the Lady wants.” But her elders doubted this. “We’ll see if you’ll leave the feast to go to talk with that Lady!” said Maria Rosa disdainfully.
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       Ti Olimpia was inclined to agree with her sister-in-law. She could hardly believe, from past experience, that Jacinta and Francisco would forego all the fun at the church for an imaginary Lady. But she did not allow herself to be upset about the matter. Her husband found himself in a more embarrassing position when his little daughter begged him to go along to Cova da Iria. He did not wish to expose himself to ridicule on the one hand, or to offend his children on the other. Happily he remembered that there was to be a fair in a near-by village next day, and that he had to buy a couple of oxen. So he must miss both the feast and the ap- parition. Well, well! There was no doubt that Ti Marto's duty was to look after the stocking of his farm. This solu- tion pleased his Olimpia also, and she decided to go with him.

       Maria Rosa was made of no such flexible stuff. She did all in her power to discourage Lucia from returning to Cova da Iria. Doubtless she would have employed stronger meas- ures if she had not happened to talk the matter over with the new  paroco, Father Manuel Marques Ferreira.

       “Let them go if they persist,” he advised, prudently, "and see what happens. Then bring them to me and I will ques- tion them. We’ll get to the bottom of this yet!”

       CHAPTER VII

       On the Feast of Saint Anthony the shepherds of Aljustrel take their sheep to graze much earlier than on other days, and bring them back to the inclosure at about nine o’clock, in good time to attend the Missa Cantata at ten. Lucia had her flock out of the corral before the sun had begun to redden the rim of the eastern ridge. She had probably been out in the meadows a good while, perhaps munching a piece of bread (for so the shepherd children generally eat, instead of sitting at a table) when her brother Antonio came running across the fields to tell her that there were several people at the house, looking for her.

       Leaving the boy in charge of the sheep, she hurried home and found men and women from various places far and near —from Minde near Tomar, from Carrascos, from Boleiros. For the story of the May apparition had somehow spread all over the
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       mountains. Many believed it; others were merely curious to see what would happen; and quite a number had taken the trouble to get up before dawn and walk over the hills to accompany the children to Cova da Iria. Lucia was not at all pleased. But she told her visitors that if they would wait until she returned from eight-o'clock Mass, they might follow her if they chose. Then she departed for Fatima.

       They waited patiendy for some two hours or more under the fig trees near the house. Naturally their presence was not very agreeable to Maria Rosa and her eldest daughters, and many acid comments were passed about the whole pro* ceeding in general, and their folly in particular. This did not discourage the pilgrims. They waited, looked around, laughed, talked quiedy until Lucia returned from Mass.

       It was about eleven o'clock when the child finally left home, with the strangers fanning out on either side of her. “I felt very very bitter that day,” she remembers, for the dis- dain and contempt of her mother and sisters had cut her to the heart. “I recalled the times that were past, and I asked myself where was the affection which my family had had for me only a little while ago.” And now to be followed through the village by all these impertinent strangers, who asked her a thousand questions! She began to weep as she walked along. Her face was wet with tears when she stopped at the Marto house.

       “Don’t cry!” said Jacinta, when she saw the red eyes and quivering lips. “Surely these must be the sacrifices that the Angel said God was going to send us. That is why you suffer —and to make reparation to Him, and to convert sinners!”

       Lucia dried her eyes, and the three, followed by the strangers, walked briskly down the main road and over the fields for half an hour or more. At Cova da Iria they found awaiting them another group of devout or curious persons from hamlets far and near. There was a woman from Loureira, a little man from Lomba de Equa, others from Boleiros, Torres Novas, Anteiro; and Maria Carreira and her daughters from Moita. There must have been at least fifty.

       Maria Carreira is one of many reliable witnesses who still live near the scene; it was
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       there, in fact, that I spoke with her in the summer of 1946, for she is the caretaker of the shrine and is known as Maria da Capelinha. A widow of seventy- five, always dressed neatly in black with a kerchief of the same color over her white hair, she looks younger than she is, for she is straight, slender, and quick in her motions. She has the serenity of one who has nothing more to ask of life; her blue-gray eyes are calm, honest, searching, intelligent. She remembers clearly how she happened to be at Cova da Iria on that Feast of Saint Anthony, 1917. She had been planning it for weeks. Two or three days after the May apparition, her husband had been working with Antonio Abobora, the father of Lucia, weeding a garden, and he came home with a strange tale. Antonio had told him that Our Lady had appeared at Cova da Iria to his youngest daughter and to two of the children of his sister Olimpia, who was married to Ti Marto. Carreira thought it was crazy nonsense. But his wife took it seriously. Their son John was a cripple, hunch-backed, with lajees that crossed and knocked together as he walked. Maria clutched at the thought that it might be true, and that Our Lady might return the following month and cure the lad.

    

  
    
       As  soon as Luda reached the place, according to the story Maria Carreira told Father De Marchi (and confirmed to me last summer) she stopped about nine feet from an azinheira, fadng east, with Jadnta on one side of her and Francisco on the other. Presendy they all sat down to wait, for it was not quite noon, and the crowd, too, began to relax. Some opened their wicker baskets and drew forth loaves of bread and botdes of wine. A few offered the children bits of food, which they declined, though they did accept oranges, holding them in their hands. Jacinta began to play, until Lucia told her to stop. A girl from Boleiros commenced to read in a loud voice from a prayer book.

       Maria Carreira, who had been ill, felt faint from standing.

       ‘Will Our Lady delay much longer?” she inquired.

       “No, Senhora, not very long,” replied Lucia, scanning the eastern sky.

       They all said five decades of the Rosary. This done, the pious girl from Boleiros
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       started the Litany of Our Lady. Lucia interrupted her, remarking that there would not be time. Then, arising from the ground, she cried,

       “Jacinta, there comes Our Lady! There is the light!”

       The three children then ran to the azinheira, and the crowd dosed in behind them. Maria Carreira still remembers the details of the scene with some vividness: “We knelt on the bushes and the gorse. Luda raised her hands as if in prayer and I heard her say, Your Excellency told me to come here, please say what you want of me.’ Then we began to hear something like this, something like a very faint voice, but we could not understand what it was saying. It was like the buzz- ingof abee.” 12

       Some of the bystanders noticed that the light of the sun seemed dimmer during the following minutes, though the sky was doudless. Others said that the top of the azinheira, covered with new growth, appeared to bend and curve just before Luda spoke, as if under a weight.

       In Luda's own artless but telling account, she asked, "What does Your Excellency want of me?" substantially as in the story of Maria Carreira. The Lady replied:

       "I want you to come here on the thirteenth day of the coming month, to redte five decades of the Rosary 2  every day, and to learn to read. I will tell vou later what I want*

       Luda then asked for the cure or a certain sick person.

       "If he is converted, he will be cured during the year," was thereply.

       "I should like to ask you to take us to heaven," continued the child.

       "Yes, Jacinta and Frandsco I will take soon. But you re- mam here for some time more. Jesus wishes to malee use of you to have me acknowledged and loved. He

       12  De Marchi, op.  cit.,  p. 78.
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       wishes to es- tablish in the world the devotion to my Immaculate Heart*

       "I stay here?" Luda was in dismay. "Alone?"

       "No, daughter. And do you suffer a great deal? Don't be discouraged. I will never forsake you. My Immaculate Heart will be your refuge and the road that will conduct you to God."

       With these last words she opened her hands, as she had on the previous occasion, and again communicated to them the light that streamed in two rays from her palms, enveloping the children in its heavenly radiance.

       "In it we saw ourselves as if submerged in God," wrote Luda. "Jacinta and Frandsco seemed to be in the part of this light that went up toward heaven, and I in that which spread itself over the ground. Before the palm of the right hand of Our Lady was a Heart endrcled by thorns which seemed to have pierced it like nails. We understood that it was the Im-

       a The word Our Lady used, according to Luda, was  " tergo ,*  meaning “a third”— that is, five of the fifteen decades of the Rosary.

       In addressing Luda, alone, Our Lady always used the tender singular form, "tu “— “thou”—instead of the formal “you.”  maculate Heart of Mary outraged by the sins of humanity, for which there must be reparation. ”  3

       The Immaculate Heart of Mary! The Angel had said something about that. “Through the infinite merits of His Most Sacred Heart and of the Immaculate Heart of Mary, I beg of You the conversion of sinners.” Now the children saw both Jesus and Mary in that vision of the Most Blessed Trinity that enfolded them. Our Lady seemed neither sad nor joyful, but always “serious”; but the impression left by the Word of God, on the mind of Francisco, at any rate, was one of infinite sadness.

       As this tremendous revelation faded from their view, the Lady, still surrounded by the
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       light which emanated from her, arose without effort from the little tree, and glided swiftly toward the east until she could be seen no longer. Some of the people standing around noticed that the new leaves on the top of the azinheira were drawn in the same direction, as if the Lady’s garments had been trailed across them, and it was several hours before they gradually returned to their usual position.

       Luda remained looking at the vast emptiness of the sky. Maria Carreira heard her say, "Prontoi  Now she can't be seen any more. Now she is entering heaven. Now the doors are being shut”

       The people were intensely excited. Though none of them had seen the Lady, it was evident that something extraordi- nary had occurred. Some began to ask questions of the children, others to dispute among themselves. Many were examining the azinheira and exclaiming over the dislocation of the new growth. A few were plucking the top leaves fol relies or souvenirs, and there would probably have been noth- ing left of the poor bush if Lucia had not had presence of

       8  Memoir IV, pp. 37-38. The revelation of the Immaculate Heart devotion has been called “the June secret” in some accounts. Lucia has explained that Our Lady did not ask to have it kept secret. Something within them made the children keep it secret for the time being.

       mind to ask them to take only the lower ones, which Our Lady had not touched. Maria Carreira was gathering some of the rosemary which grew all about, filling the air with its sharp fragrance; she was already thinking of setting up an altar or shrine on the spot.

       "Let's say the Rosary!" said someone. "No, the Litany," cried another. *We have to say the Rosary on the way home.*' Re- citing one or the other, they broke up into small  groups and moved off slowly in various directions.

       It was not until about four o'clock that Luda and her com- panions were able to set out for Aljustrel, followed by a few of the more curious spectators, who still
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       pestered them with questions and supplications. Some of them were indined to beflippant.

       "So Our Lady didn't say anything to you this time, Jacinta?*

       Noreply.

       "What*s this, Frandsco, are you still here? Didn't you go to heaven?"

       "What did she say to you, Luda? Come now, tell us."

       The children resented this sort of questioning. They were still somewhat dazed from their experience; it was not easy to turn their thoughts back to everyday affairs. To some they gave laconic answers. To others none at all. Most commonly they would say, "It's a secret. I can't talk about it." Finally the last of the strangers became discouraged and took them- selves off, leaving them in peace.

       Frandsco had many questions of his own to ask when they were alone. As on the first occasion in May, he had seen all that Jacinta and Luda had seen, but had heard nothing that the Lady said — only the voice of his cousin. And even after they had explained everything to him, he was still puzzled about many details, espedally about the reference to the Im- maculate Heart. Yes, he had seen the Heart, and could not forget the rays of light from the Lad/s hands, which he had felt penetrating his own breast.

       "But why was Our Lady with a Heart in her hand," he persisted, "scattering on the world such a great light that is God? You were with Our Lady in the light I saw on the ground, Luda. And Jadnta and I were going up toward the sky.”

       “It’s this way,” said Luda. “You and Jadnta are soon going to heaven, and I stay with the Immaculate Heart of Mary for some time longer on earth.”

       “How many years will you stay here?”
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       “I don’t know. Plenty.”

       “Was it Our Lady who said so?”

       “It was. And I saw it in that light that struck us in the breast”

       “That’s right,” put in Jacinta. “I saw that too.”  4  “I am going to heaven soon!” said Frandsco. And from then on he often said it ecstatically. “Jacinta and I are going to heaven soon! Heaven! Heaven!”

       The two younger children ran home full of joy, while Luda, more thoughtful, went on her way alone to her own house.

       When Jadnta and Frandsco burst in, Ti Manuel and his Olimpia had just returned from the fair with two fine fat oxen, with which they were well pleased. Other members of the family had been at the festivities at Fatima. But the two youngest children became the center of attention the moment they appeared in the doorway.

       “We saw the Lady again, Mother!” cried Jadnta, “and she told me that I am going to heaven soon!”

       “Nonsense!” said Olimpia. “What Lady?”

       “The beautiful Lady. She came again today.”

       “Beautiful?” repeated one of the family. “Is she as pretty as So-and-so?”

       “Much, much prettier!”

       “Is she as pretty as that saint in the church with so many stars on her mande?” demanded another, referring to the image of Saint Quiteria at Saint Anthony’s.

       “No! Much, much prettier!”
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       “As pretty as Our Lady of the Rosary?”

       “Much more yet!”

       "Well, what did she tell you this time?"

       "To say the Rosary, and to go again eveiy month till Oc- tober."

       "Is that all?"

       Jacinta felt perhaps that she had said too much already. "The rest is a secret."

       "Oh, a secret! A secret! Tell us the secret!"

       But nothing could persuade either of the children to do that.

       Ti Marto has often chuckled over this conversation. "All the women wanted to know what the secret was," he remi- nisces. "But I never asked them. A secret is a secret, and it has to be kept."

       Lucia meanwhile was being received by a much more skep- tical and less cordial audience. Her insistence that Our Lady had appeared to her a second time made no impression on a family already convinced that she had become an unconsdon- able iiar. It fanned the holy indignation of Maria Rosa, on the contrary, almost to the combustion point. To think that fifty persons had made fools of themselves by going to Cova da Iria, and all on account of her good-for-nothing Luda, who was bringing her so fast to her grave!

       During the next few days Maria Rosa became yet more ex- asperated, if possible. Almost every gossip she knew brought her evidence of the tremendous sensation her daughter had caused, even in the remotest comers of the Serra. Most of the witnesses had believed in the apparition. Henee the news had been scattered profusely in all directions and, although many still doubted, nothing else was
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       talked of.

       The last straw was when Lucia ventured to ask her mother to send her to school, since the Lady had told her to leam to read.

       "School, indeed!" said Maria Rosa with withering sarcasm. "A lot it matters to Our Lady whether the likes of you can read and write!"

       Fortunately perhaps for her health of mind and spirit,

       6  De Marchi,  oj>. cit.,  p. 84.

       Mana Rosa bethought herself in good time of what the pastor, Father Feireira, had said.

       "Tomorrow," she said, "we are going again to see the Prior. And this time you are going to tell him the truthl"

       CHAPTER VIII

       Early next morning the two set out for Fatima, Maria Rosa stalking grimly ahead until they carne to the Marto cottage. There she paused to unburden her heart to Ti Olimpia, and Lucia, weeping bitterly, had a few furtive words with Jacinta.

       "Don't cry!" said the younger girl. "I will cali Francisco, and while you are gone we will pray for you."

       Luda dried her tears and foUowed her mother up the hill to the church of Saint Anthony. Not once did Maria Rosa glance behind, not a word did she mutter. In her black dress, black kerchief and dark shawl she was as silent and ominous as an executioner. Her bare feet fell with deadly precision on the stones of the winding road. Even her sloping shoulders and dumpy form suggested iron resolution that morning.
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       Before going to the rectory, Maria Rosa entered the church to hear Mass. This respite was some relief to her daughter. As she knelt before the uplifted Host and Chalice, the poor child offered all her sufferings to Him who had suffered so much for men. "You will have much to suffer." How well the Lady had known! The Mass over, Luda followed her mother out of the church and across the parched and trampled field to the house of the Paroco.

       It was not until she was halfway up the flight of some fifteen or more steps, leading to the rectory porch, that Maria Rosa deigned to give any sign that she was aware of her daughter's miserable existence. Turning abmptly, she said over her shoulder:

       "Don't annoy me any more! Tell the Prior now that you lied, so that on Sunday he can say in the church that it was a lie, and end the whole thing before all the people go running to Cova da Iria to pray in front of a holm oak bush!" 13  Father Ferreira received them with grave courtesy, and asked them to sit on a bench and wait for a few moments. After a while he invited Luda to step into his study, where he proceeded to ask her many many questions, very minute questions —"I am almost tempted to say boring questions," she added when she came to write the story twenty years later — but always with kindness and delicacy. He had already examined Jadnta and Frandsco. He was comparing all the an- swers in his mind. And at the end he seemed convinced that the children had told the truth about what they had seen and heard. Yet his condusion was even more alarming, in a way, than if he had convicted them of lying.

       "It doesn't seem to me like a revelation from heaven," he ventured, thoughtfully. "It may be a deception of the devil, you know! We shall see. We shall see." He arose as a sign of dismissal. "We shall give our opinion later on," he added to Maria Rosa.

       The devil! That was a possibility that had never occurred to Luda or to her mother. The reading of Maria Rosa had not carried her very deeply into mystical theology. It is hardly probable that she had read the difficult pages in which Saint Teresa of

       13  Memoir II, p. 15,1937.
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       Avila recorded her torments at the hands of friends who suspected that her visions and ecstacies had been sug- gested by the enemy of God and man. Nor were such timid counselors necessarily to be blamed. For the Church has learned, from centuries of experience, that evil spirits can counterfeit the appearances of sanctity, and that all such man- ifestations must be tested thoroughly before they are accepted as coming from God. There was once a notorious impostor in Spain who deceived many holy persons by pretending to have the  stigmata  of Christ and to live on the sacred Host alone.

       Luda went home exhausted, abashed, and terrified. Nor was her anguish at all lessened by the utter abhorrence of her mother, who lost no opportunity, from then on, to belabor her with words and sometimes even with blows and kicks. The girl felt like an outcast as she glided through the house and stole out again to seek the quiet of the old well where she had once seen the Angel, and where she had shed so many tears and said so many prayers in other times of woe. And there she found Francisco and Jacinta, still praying.

       Jacinta ran to embrace her and to ask how she had got on with the Senhor Prior. They listened wide-eyed, with grow- ing indignation, as she repeated many of the Paroco’s ques- tions and his final remarks.

       “11*8 not the devil,” cried Jacinta. “No! They say the devil is very foul and ugly, and he is under the ground in hell. And that Lady is so beautiful, and we saw her go up to heaven !” 14

       Francisco was of the same opinion and nodded approval when his sister continued to encourage Lucia with:

       “Look here! We don’t have to be afraid of anything. That Lady will always help us. And she is  such  a friend of ours!”  3

       14 MemoirII, p.  18 .

       86

      
        [image: picture85]
      

       TTbis was undeniable. Yet all that night Lucia lay awake, thinking of the Prior’s words, and wondering, as many others have wondered, if she could have become, without knowing it, the instrument of God’s enemy to bring contempt and ridi- cule upon everything holy. Night after night she suffered as only children can suffer when there is no older person who will understand their enormous perplexities and griefs. Every day under the heartening assurances of her young cousins the fears and doubts of solitary hours melted into the warm sunlight and the fragrance of mint and rosemary, as they all carelessly followed the sheep over the Serra. It was different when darkness skulked about her, and the same fear returned to lour by her bedside or to trouble her dreams. As the time approachiied for the July rendezvous with the White Lady, she was so tired and limp from this constant battering of invisible foes that she decided, at last, that the Prior must be right; and on the afternoon of July 12, she informed her two litde cousins that she did not intend to go to Cova da Iria the following day.

       After the first howl of dismay, there was a long earnest discussion.

       "How can you think it was the devil?" asked Francisco. "Didn't you see Our Lady and Our Lord in that great light? And how can we go without you, if you are the one who has totalk?"

       Tm not going," said Lucia.

       "Well, I'm going." Francisco was very positive.

       "And so am I," added Jacinta, "because that Lady told us to*

       Later the boy found Lucia at the threshing floor and made a final effort to persuade her.

       "Look, you're going tomorrow?"

       Tm not going. I told you I'm never going any more."
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       "Don't you see it can't be the devil? God is already so sad over so many sins, and now if you don't go, He will be sadder."

       "I tell you I'm not going!"  4

       Luda held to this determination. Maria Rosa, who had her own ways of knowing what was happening, must have been relieved that night. And on the following morning she could hardly disguise her satisfaction when she noticed that her youngest daughter still had no intention of taking the sheep to Cova da Iria.

       It was only when the time approached to turn them loose that Lucia felt a sudden desire to see Jacinta and Francisco. Running to the Marto cottage, she found them both kneeling beside a bed, weeping desolately.

       "Aren'tyou going?" she demanded.

       "We don't dare go without you!" they wailed.

       "Well, I've changed my mind, and I'm going."

       They arose with great joy. Frandsco said they had been praying for her all night.

       "Vamosl tt  Off they went by the zig-zag paths they knew so well across the two and a half miles of dusty terrain between Aljustrel and the Cova. It was the month of the Predous Blood of Our Lord; and July in that part of Portugal can be oppressively hot As noon approached, a sultry stillness settled over the fields where the sparse hay had already been cut and stacked in tight bundles around the trunks of the olive trees. Sweating men and boys, who had been digging the first litde round potatoes from the red soil with great pronged hooks, began to steal away early for their siestas. Trees loaded with ripe plums were sagging visibly, cabbages along the roadside were drooping and wilting. Occasional sounds like the chirp- ing of cicadas, the thwacking of flails on some farm in the resonant valley below Cabego, or the squeaking of a cart on the glaring road, had a strange exaggerated quality that was starding. The oxen
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       and sheep seemed almost too oppressed to thrust their noses into the muddy water of the Lagoa. A few darkly ciad women, and an oid man or two passed si- lendy over the fields or down the highway under great black umbrellas. The sky was a huge blue glare of light; the dry air, unmoistened by rain for many weeks, was hard to breathe.

       Yet on this particular thirteenth of July, in 1917, there was something unusual afoot in all the villages and fields of the Serra. Even before the children arrived within sight of the Cova da Iria they must have become aware of it. For all over the mountains and beyond people had been hearing, by the mysterious,grapevine that disperses news so thoroughly and so fast in country places, of what had taken place on the feast of Saint Anthony. An astonishing number had made up their minds to be on hand for the next apparition. Maria Carreira had come again from Moita, bringing her crippled son, her incredulous husband, and all her daughters. Among the most fervent believers was another resident of Moita, one Jose Alves, who had told the Prior of Fatima to his face that his theory about diabolical intervention was all nonsense. For who had ever heard of the devil inciting people to pray?

       When Ti Marto arrived (for he had decided to take the day off and see what his children were up to), the crowd was so dense that it took him a long while to elbow his way through to where Jacinta stood with Francisco and Lucia. Portuguese crowds are orderly and well behaved, as a rule, but this one troubled him a little. “The power of the world!” he reflected philosophically. He still chuckles when he remembers some oi the richly dressed and adorned persons who had arrived "from who knows where,” ladies in long skirts and wide- brimmed “picture” hats, gentlemen with fancy vests, very high collars and derbies. Ti Marto found them ridiculous.  Ai, Jesus!  There were fine gentlemen who carne to laugh and to make fun of people who didn’t know how to read handwrit- ing. But it was we who had the laugh on them. . . .  Hi!  Poor little wretches! They didn’t have any faith at all. Then how could they believe in Our Lady?” Most of the people, however, were peasants of the Serra, the women generally barefoot, with black shawls over their heads, the men wearing their Sunday suits, and great hobnailed boots. And among them Ti Marto encountered his wife and Maria Rosa.
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       It may be that his Olimpia had been listening to that last tense conversation of the three children in the bedroom of her house. For no sooner had they scampered away, all their sor- row turned to relief, than she hurried to her brother’s house to tell Maria Rosa what had occurred.  "Ai, Jesusi”  The heav- ens seemed once more to be crashing down about the tired head of Lucia's mother. After all she had been through, to think that the silly  cachopa  was going off to keep a tryst with the devil! Arming themselves with some holy candles and a supply of matches, the two women started for Cova da Iria, evidently with some notion of exorcising the evil spirit if he should turn up there again. They were too late to head off the children, if that was their intent; however, there they were, clutching their candles and ready to light them if need be. And with them were some 2,000 to 3,000 other persons, de* vout or curious, waiting to see what would happen.

       The children, in the center of the throng, were now recit- ing the Rosary and gazing with expectancy toward the east. They paid no attention to a rude woman who was berating them as impostors. Jacinta and Francisco did not even see their father as he took his place beside them, ready to help them if necessary. Ti Marto was looking at Luda. Her face had a deathlike pallor. He heard her say:

       “Take off your hats! Take off your hats, for I see Our Lady already!” He saw something like a small cloud descend upon the azinheira; and suddenly, as the sunlight became dimmer, a cool fresh breeze blew over the hot Serta. Then he heard something that sounded to him, he says, “like a horse-fly in an empty water-pot”; but neither he nor Maria Carreira nor any of ^he rest, except the children, could distinguish any words.

       By this time all the stimuli of the sensory world—the crowd, the sun, the breeze, all the trivialities of space and time—had fallen away from the three young mystics as some supemat- ural force descended upon and drew them up into that white radiance where once more with inexpressible joy they saw the Lady glide to the top of the little tree.

       “Vocemece que me quereV  asked Lucia as before. “What do you want of me?”
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       “I want you to come here on the thirteenth day of the coming month, and to continue to say five decades of the Rosary every day in honor of Our Lady of the Rosary to obtain the peace of the world and the end of the war. For She alone will be able to help.”

       Lucia said, “I wish to ask you to tell us who you are, and to perform a miracle so that everyone will believe that you have appeared to us!"

       “Continue to come here every month,” answered the Lady. “In October I will tell you who I am and what I wish, and will perform a miracle that everyone will have to believe.” Here Lucia thought of some requests that various people had asked her to present. “I don’t remember just what they were,” she wrote in 1941. But it is believed that one of them was for the cure of Maria Carreira’s crippled son; and the Lady is said to have answered that she would not cure him, but would give him a means of livelihood if he would say his Rosary every day. What Lucia now recalls is her insistence on the daily use of the beads to gain graces during the year.

       “Sacrifice yourselves for sinners,” she repeated, “and say many times, especially when you make some sacrifice:

       “ ‘O Jesus, it is for your love, for the conversion of sinners and in reparation for the sins committed against the Immacu- late Heart of Mary.’ ”

       As the Lady spoke the last words, she opened her lovely hands as heiore, and poured down from them the revealing and penetrating radiance that had warmed the hearts of the children on the previous occasions. But this time it seemed to pass into the earth, disclosing beneath—and these are Lucia’s words, written in 1941—“a sea of fire; and plunged in this fire the demons and the souls, as if they were red-hot coals, transparent and black or bronze-colored, with human forms, which floated about in the conflagration, borne by the flames which issued from it with clouds of smoke, falling on all sides as sparks fall in great conflagrations—without weight or equilib- rium, among shrieks and groans of sorrow and despair which horrify and cause to shudder with fear.
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       “The devils were distinguished by horrible and loathsome forms of animals frightful and unknown, but transparent like black coals that have turned red-hot.”  5

       The children were so frightened that they would have died, they felt, if they had not been told they were all going to heaven. After gazing in fascinated horror at the gruesome spectacle which not even Saint Teresa has described more fearfully, they raised their eyes as if in desperate appeal to the Lady who stood gazing down on them with sombre tender- ness.

       “You see hell, where the souls of poor sinners go/' she said at length. “To save them God wishes to establish in the world the devotion to my Immaculate Heart. If they do what I will tell you, many souls will be saved, and there will be peace. The war is going to end. But if they do not stop offending God, another and worse one will begin in the reign of Pius XI.

       “When you shall see a night illuminated by an unknown light, know that it is the great sign that God gives you that He is going to punish the world for its crimes by means of war, of hunger, and of persecution of the Church and of the Holy Father.

       “To prevent this I come to ask the consecration of Russia to my Immaculate Heart and the Communion of reparation on the first Saturdays. If they listen to my requests, Russia will be converted and there will be peace. If not she will scatter her errors through the world, provoking wars and persecutions of the Church. The good will be martyrized, the Holy Father will have much to suffer, various nations will be annihilated.

       "In the end my Immaculate Heart will triumph. The Holy Father will consecrate Russia to me, and it will be converted and a certain period of peace will be granted to the world . 15

       "In Portugal the dogma of the Faith will always be kept.

       15  Memoir IV; also III, in almost the same words.
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       "Tell this to no one. Francisco, yes, you may tell him.

       "When you say the Rosary, say after each mystery, 'O my Jesus, pardon us and deliver us from the fire of hell. Draw aii souls to heaven, especially those in most need/ "

       The Lady then told the children a final secret which has never been revealed, and which Lucia will not disclose until the Queen of Heaven herself commands her to do so. She has never told it even to her confessors.

       In the long moment of silence that followed, the crowd seemed to sense the apocalyptic solemnity and tenseness of a communication on which hangs, perhaps, the fate of the en- tire human race. Not a sound could be heard anywhere. The children, the crowd, the wind, all were silent as death. Finally Lucia, as pale as a corpse, ventured to ask in her high thin voice:

       "Do you want nothing more of me?"

       "No, today I want nothing more oi thee."

       With a last affectionate but overpowering glance, the Lady passed as usual toward the east—so Lucia concludes the tre- mendous story of the third apparition —"and disappeared in the immense distance of the firmament."

       As the children left off gazing eastward and stared, wan and shaken, at one another, the people began to press around them, all but suffocating and trampling them in their eager- ness to ask all manner of questions.

       "What did she look like?" "What did she say?" "Why do you look so sad?" "Is it the Blessed Virgin?" "Will she come again?" "It's a secret," said Lucia. "It's a secret."

       "Goodorbad?"
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       "Good for some, for others bad."

       "And you won't tell us?"

       "No, sir. It's a secret and the Lady told us not to tell it." Ti Marto picked up his daughter Jacinta, and elbowed his way to the edge of the crowd, the child clinging to his neck. Stragglers followed them, still pelting them with questions. And Lucia and Francisco kept saying:

       "It's a secret. It's a secret."

       Someone offered to take them home in an automobile. Ti Marto consented, and the children rode for the first time in one of the strange horseless monsters they had seen occa- sionally rumbling along the road from Ourem to Leiria. They were not in a mood to enjoy a new experience. But they were grateful for the ride, for all three were exhausted.

       CHAPTER IX

       Everybody in Portugal seemed to have heard the news from Fatima. Catholic diocesan papers began to publish short arricies in which a note of prudent reserve was evident; the headline of the one in  The Ouriense  of Ourem, for example was, “Real Apparition or Supposed Illusion.” More generous with its space if not with its approval, was a secular press almost wholly and openly devoted to the anti-Catholic revolu- tion. Editors of the jacobin tradition of 1789 flady accused the clergy, and particularly the Jesuits, of having invented the story to regain the prestige they had lost in the Revolution of 1910. The anti-clerical O  Seculo,  chief daily of Lisboa, printed a sarcastic and distorted account on July ai, under the heading, "A Message from Heaven— Commerdal Specula- tion?” Liberais of a more moderate tinge wrote suavely of psychosis, epilepsy and collective suggestion as possible explanations of the incredible tale from the Serra da Aire. A casual reader of the daily press might have conduded that the net result thus far had been to provoke a new and bitter attack upon the Church.
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       If the illiterate children of Aljustrel and their families were spared from all this, they could not escape so easily from hordes of pilgrims, devotees, relic-hunters and mere sensation- seekers that broke in more and more upon their peace. Some they were sorry for—poor wretches shattered by want or sor- row or some incurable disease, who of ten walked barefoot over great distances, sometimes completing the last mile on bleed- ing knees, to ask their prayers for some favor, some cure from the Holy Virgin. They found it more difficult to be patient with some of the rich and well-fed persons, fashionably dressed and sporting furs and jewels, who would appear suddenly in carriages or even in automobiles, some from as far as Porto or Lisboa, either to beg some boon from heaven—for not even the rich are satisfied!—or to divert themselves with a new marvel. Ti Marto remembers them well. "What questions they would askl  Ai Jesusl  Some of them were terrible. 'Did Our Lady also have goats and sheep when she was a little girl?' 'Did Our Lady ever eat potatoes?' What questions! It was a scandal, that's what it was!" 16

       Francisco, like his father, resented the smug complacent stupidity of the nabobs, and all the inquisitions and caresses to which they subjected him. One day he turned on Jacinta, boylike, and said, "It's too bad you didn't keep quiet! Then nobody would know it. If it wasn't a lie," he added regretfully, "we could tell all the people we saw nothing, and that would be the end of it."

       After a while they began to develop a certain skill in avoid- ing bores of the sleek and curious variety, who were so hard to shake off. They could tell them at a glance from a distance. One day they saw a group of fine ladies and gendemen get- ting out of a motor car on the road from Aljustrel to Fatima. There was no doubt what they were, but it was too late to escape: the ladies had already seen them and were approach- ing with smiles only too familiar.

       "Where do the litde shepherds live? The ones that saw Our Lady?"

       The children gave the most precise directions to their homes. The visitors thanked

       16  De Marchi, p. 104.
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       them, and went on down the hill, while the three, giggling with triumph, tumbled over the wall and ran to hide among the olive trees behind the Abobora cottage.

       "We must always do this!" said Jacinta with great satisfao tion.

       There were many priests among the pilgrims at this period. And most of them, despite the accusations of the anti-clerical press, were skeptical and even hostile. Priests trained in the- ology were well aware of the harm that fraud or delusion might do the Church, and could ask a thousand clever questions that would never occur to one of the unbelieving skep- tics. The mere sight of a black soutane far down the road became a warning signal to be acted upon instantly. “When we saw a priest coming, we always escaped if we could,” wrote Lucia. “When we saw ourselves in the presence of a priest, we prepared ourselves to offer to God one of our greatest sacri- fices.”

       Fortunately there were exceptions. One of those they liked to remember afterwards was the visit of the Jesuit Father Cruz, who carne all the way from Lisboa to investigate what he had heard. Four years had passed since he had said to Lucia, at her first confession, “My daughter, your soul is the temple of the Holy Spirit. Keep it always pure. . . .” And though he was prematurely oid and bent almost double, he still went about, never carrying money with him, preaching and directing souls, which he seemed to read instantly with his small, shrewd benevolent eyes . 17  After questioning the children for some time, he persuaded them, as a good detective might, to take him to the exact spot where they had seen Our Lady, and to reenact for him all they had done and said.

       “On the way,” Lucia recalls, “we walked on each side of His Reverence, who was mounted on an ass so small that his feet almost dragged on the ground.” It was a long and painful journey for him, and a tedious one, perhaps, for them, but it was worth while, for he carne away convinced that they had told the truth. He taught them

       17  He is still doing this at the age of eighty-six. I met him by happy chance on a train between Lisboa and Santarem last sum- mer. He told me he had given Lucia her first communion.
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       many ejaculatory prayers that proved useful and consoling. And from that day on he was their Champion.

       Unfortunately this did not effect the conversion of Lucia’s family. They had been more unsympathetic than ever since the apparition of July 13. Previously her father had shrugged off the whole affair with some muttering about "women’s tales.” But he had passed from neutrality to open hostility on the day when he went to inspect his vegetable gardens at Cova da Iria, and saw what the crowds had done to them. Thousands of feet had packed the soil so hard that there was no sense cultivating it any more; horses had eaten or tram- pled his cabbages, beans and potato vines; all his labor had been wasted. Antonio grumbled and fumed, and drank more  copinhos  than ever.

       The rest of the family also had a new weapon to brandish over the head of poor Lucia. She and her visions had brought them all to the verge of starvation. When she was hungry, her sisters would say, “Go and eat what you find growing at Cova da Iria!” Or Maria Rosa would cry, “Yes, ask that Lady to give you something to eat! You made all the people go to Cova da Iria. Get your food there.”

       “We didn't make them go,” said loyal Jacinta from the door- way. “They went there themselvesl”

       But Maria Rosa felt too strongly to listen to reasoning. There were days when Lucia feared to ask her for so much as a piece of bread, and went to bed hungry.

       From time to time her mother would take her to the Prior for another interrogation, hoping each time that he would find a way to break her stubborn will. At the end the good man always shook his head and said, “I don’t know what to say about all this.” No wonder Maria Rosa still doubted, when a man, so learned, confessed that he could make nothing of it.

       It was only at Cabero or Valinhos or on the hills near Cova da Iria that Luda could find any peace or solace at all. And even there the discussions of the three had taken
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       on a sombre and more thoughtful tone since the breath-taking revelations of July 13. The fires of hell, the damnation of many souls, a second world war with millions of people starving, homeless, tormented, butchered, tumbling unprepared into eternity— how could the world ever look the same to childish eyes after Divine Wisdom had disclosed to them such horrors! The two girls could think of nothing else. Francisco, for some reason, was much less shaken by the experience. Instead of brooding on the coundess souls he had seen rising and falling like sparks in the flames under the taunts of fallen angels, he would fix his thoughts upon God, upon His goodness and His glory.

       "How wonderful God is!” he would cry ecstatically. “There is no way to say it. All you can say is, that nobody can say it! But isn’t it too bad that He is so sad! If I could only console Him!”

       Jacinta did not find it so easy to put out of mind the horror of eternal death. If a world war could be both incredible and painfully real, so much the more so was hell. But what does a child of seven know of the enormity of sin? She was shocked, profoundly puzzled. A few days after the appari- tion of July she sat for a long time on a stone, reflecting deeply while the sheep munched the withered grass and furze. Finally she said:

       “That Lady said that many souls go to hell. What is hell?” “It is a pit full of worms and a very big bonfire,” replied Lucia, perhaps quoting her mother, “and people go there who commit sins and don’t confess them, and they stay for- ever and bum.”

       “And never get out any more?”

       “No.”

       “Not after many, many years?”

       “No. Hell never ends. And heaven doesn’t either. Who- ever goes to heaven never gets out of it, and whoever goes to hell doesn’t either. Don’t you see that they are eternal,
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       because they never end?”

       Jacinta found this concept of endlessness at once bafHing and tantalizing. She could never put it wholly out of mind. Often in the midst of some game she would stop suddenly and say:

       “But look here, doesn’t hell end even after many, many, rmnyyears?”

       “No.”

       “And those people who have to bum there never die? Never? And they never turn into ashes? And if people pray a great deal for sinners, Our Lord will save them from that? And with sacrifices too? Poor sinners we have to pray and make many sacrifices for them!”

       Then, when the thought of the burden of sin became almost unbearable, she would remember the consolation that had been granted with it.

       “How good that Lady is! Yes, she has promised to take us to heaven!”

       Jadnta was too unselfish to be able to dwell long or com- placently on her own good fortune when there were so many others who would never share it. To her the sight of gehennah was like a gate opening upon a steep road of asceticism. “I think I would lay down a thousand lives to save one soul of the many I saw being lost,” wrote Saint Teresa of Jesus after a similar experience; and the little  serrana  of Aljustrel was so stricken with the same noble pity that she acquired a thirst for penance to which Lucia could apply only the word “in- satiable.” Other Christians accepted hell on faith, because Christ had said repeatedly and with solemn emphasis that there is a hell, but Jacinta had  seen  it; and once she grasped the idea that God’s justice is the counterpart of His mercy, and that there must be a hell if there is to be a heaven, nothing seemed important to her except to save as many souls as possible from the horrors she had glimpsed under the ra- diant hands of the Queen of Heaven. Nothing could be too hard, nothing too small or too great to give up.
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       Eat, Jacinta.

       “No, I will offer this sacrifice for poor sinners who eat too much.”

       “Drink, Jacinta.”

       "No, this is for those who drink too much.”

       She would say suddenly to Lucia, “I am sorry for you. Francisco and I are going to heaven, but you stay here alone. I will ask Our Lady to take you to heaven! But she wants you to stay here for a while! When you see the war, don’t be afraid —in heaven I will be praying for you.”

       More and more, however, she brooded on the lost souls.

       “Jacinta, what are you thinking of?” asked Lucia one day.

       “Of that war that is going to come, and of so many people who are going to die and go to hell. What a pity there must be a war and they must go to hell because they won’t stop sinning!”

       Time and again this thought recurred with sickening im- pact. She would say, with a look of terror, “Hell! Hell! How sorry I am for the souls that are going to hell!” Then she would fall on her knees, clasp her hands and repeat over and over the prayer Our Lady had taught them to add to each decade of the Rosary:

       “O my Jesus, pardon us, save us from the fire of hell, draw all souls to heaven, especially those in most need!”

       One day after she had been thus long upon her knees, she called:

       “Francisco! Francisco, are you going to pray with me? It is necessary to pray a great deal to save souls from hell. So many are going there! So many!” And they said the
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       prayer again together, for those who said no prayers.

       “Why doesn’t Our Lady show hell to sinners?” demanded Jacinta one day. “If they saw it, they would never sin again, so they wouldn’t go there. You must tell that Lady to show hell to all those people. You will see how they will be converted!” Poor jacinta! It seemed so simple. Perhaps she had not yet heard the parable of Dives and Lazarus. “If they will not listen to Moses and the prophets, neither would they believe were one to rise from the dead.”  3  She was silent for a moment. Then she said:

       “Why didn’t you tell that Lady that she ought to show hell to those people?"

       “Iforgot”

       “So did I,” said the younger child sadly.

       "What sins are they that those people do,” she asked one day, “to have to go to hell?”

       “I don't know.” Lucia, after all, was not much older than her cousin. “Perhaps the sin of not going to Mass on Sunday, of stealing, of saying wicked words, cursing people, swear- ing .” 4

       “And only for one word they can go to hell?”

       “Well, it’s a sin! Let them keep quiet and go to Mass.”

       3 St. LulceXVI, 31.

       4  Lucia's impression is that most souls are lost through “sins of the flesh.” She believes that Our Lady revealed this to Jacinta in 1920.-Ill, p. 5.

       "Oh, if I could only show them hell!" She reflected a few moments, then said, "If Our Lady lets you, tell all the people what hell is, so that they will coxnmit no more sins and not go there."
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       Another time she said, in horror, as if she still saw the vision before her, "So many people falling into hell! So many people in hell!"

       "Don’t be afraid!” Lucia tried to reassure her. “You are going to heaven.”

       'Yes, yes, I'm going. But I want all those people to go there too!”

       Jadnta’s round cheeks were beginning to look drawn and hollow, her black eyes to glow like those that peer into other worlds than ours. And like many other friends of God, she had already begun, in August, to have prophetic visions. Some of the most gruesome scenes of the Second World War passed through the mind of this child of seven almost a quar- ter of a century before they were enacted upon the roads of France or Holland, or in the ruins of London or of Frankfort.

       One hot day when they had been sitting on the rocks at Cabero, lazily watching the listless sheep below, she suddenly prostrated herself and uttered the prayer the angel had taught them:

       "My God, I believe, I adore, I hope, and I love you! I beg pardon of You for those who do not believe, do not adore, do not hope, and do not love You!"

       A profound silence followed. Then the litde girl said to Lucia:

       “Don’t you see such a long Street, so many roads and fields full of people weeping with hunger, and they have nothing to eat? And the Holy Father in a church before the Immacu- late Heart of Mary, praying? And so many people praying with him?”

       Possibly this referred to the consecration of the world to the Immaculate Heart by Pope Pius XII in 1942. But there was much more about the Pope, or a Pope, in the visions of Jacinta, and she was so disturbed that she wanted to tell every- body, so that all good Christians would pray unceasingly for him.

       "Can I say that I saw the Holy Father and all those people?" she asked.
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       "No," answered Lucia. "Don't you see that that makes part of the secret? And that then it will be discovered?"

       "All right. I won't say any thing, then."

       Nevertheless, Jacinta continued to worry constantly about this future Pope. One very hot afternoon, when even the sheep were nodding in their shelter, the three children were sitting under the olive trees on the stone slabs that covered the well behind the house of Antonio Abobora. Francisco became restless and began to look for some wild honey among the flowers that grew in a litde bramble thicket near by. Lucia was soon doing likewise. Jacinta remained sitting on ^he edge of the well, staring into space. Presendy they heard her say: "Don't you see the Holy Father?"

       "No."

       "I don't know how it is, I see the Holy Father in a very large house, on his knees before a table, with his hands over his face, crying. In front of the house there are many people, and some are throwing stones at him, others are cursing him and saying very foul words to him. Poor little Holy Father! We must pray a lot for him!"

       Who was this Vicar of Christ that Jacinta saw stoned by a mob? There is a story in Portugal that Lucia has reason to believe that it may be Pope Pius XII. She assured me that Jacinta did not indicate any particular Pope —"just  a  Pope." But he was a very real one to her.

       Going to the Marto house one day, Lucia found her sitting alone, still and very pensive, gazing at nothing. "What are you thinking of, Jacinta?"

       "Of the war that is going to come. So many people are going to die. And almost all of them are going to hell. Many houses are going to be knocked down, and many fathers will be dead. Look, I am going to heaven, and when, some night you see that light that that Lady told us would come before it, you go there also."
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       *Don ! t you see that nobody can run away and go to heaven?”

       “It is trae, you can’t. But don't be afraid. In heaven I must pray a great deal for you! And for the Holy Father. And for Portugal, so the war won’t come here. And for all the priests.” In her simplicity Jacinta would say, “I wish I could see the Holy Father. Why doesn’t he come here, if so many other people can come?”

       Lucia explained how far Rome was, and what a busy man the Pope must be. With a world war going on, and a devotion to the Immaculate Heart to establish, and Russia to be converted so that the world might have peace, it was quite pos- sible that he had not even heard of Aljustrel.

       Jacinta took seriously the apostolate that had come to her. Persons who spoke with her found themselves turning a little more to prayer. Ti Marto and his wife had somewhat neg- lected the Rosary. Jacinta told them Our Lady wanted every family to say it together every day. After some insistence on her part they resumed the old custom, and began to like it. It was hard to resist Jacinta, she was so earnest, so persistent. Yet most days she seemed as light-hearted as ever as she fol- lowed the sheep in the August sunshine. Sometimes she would dance and play games while they grazed. Or as she went about picking blue flowers or chasing white butterflies, she would make up little songs to some of the brief prayers that Father Cruz had taught her. Passers-by would hear some- thing like “Jesus, I love you! Immaculate Heart of Mary, save the poor sinners!” floating over the moors in a clear high voice that seemed to summon from another world melodies never before heard in this one.

       There was a certain brooding sadness, though, under her gaiety, as if she knew what lay at the end of the road she had taken. Perhaps it was one of the first and surest signs of the validity of the spiritual experiences of these three shepherd children that the world, which had persecuted Christ and His saints, was already resentful of their work, and ready to avenge itself upon them in one way or another. The anticlerical press continued to jibe and grumble. In fact its indig- nation had reached the point where rhetoric flowers into rank political action. A few days before the thirteenth of August, when people all over Portugal were wondering whether there would be
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       another apparition at Cova da Iria, Ti Marto and Antonio Abobora received formal notices from the Adminis- trator of the Council of Ourem, head of the district to which Fatima and Aljustrel belonged, ordering them to present their children, the ones who had disturbed the public peace so no- toriously, at the town hall of that dty for trial, at the hour of twelve noon on Saturday, August 11,1917.

       CHAPTERX

       The Administrator of Ourem at that time was Arturo de Oliveira Santos, by trade a blacksmith, by temperament both an idealist and a materialist. If his idealism had prevailed, if he had been able to place his zeal, his imagination and his tenacity of purpose at the Service of the Church, he might conceivably have become a bishop, a missionary, even a saint. For some obscure reason he had chosen early in life to follow his own impulse and his own interest. Yet there was something in his nature that found it impossible to love the naked and searing form of materialism; like most human beings he had to veil that terrible figure with some rags of principle before he could take it to his heart. The draperies were sup- plied him gladly by the leaders of that Revolution which for centuries has been maneuvering to place the Church of Christ in the State of siege in which she now stands in Europe. Thus inevitably he became a devout and tireless member of what might be called the Mystical Body of This World. “Mys- tical?” Yes. For the invisible head of a kingdom devoted to uprooting the work of Christ must obviously be the disfran- chised spirit of revolt of whom He said, “The prince of this world cometh, and in Me he hath not anything,” and of whose followers He remarked ironically, “The children of this world are wiser in their generation than the children of light.”

       As one of those wise children of the flesh, Arturo had log- ically set out, as a young iron worker, to cultivate all persons and institutions that might help him reap the fruits of the choice he had made. At twenty-six he joined the Grand Ori- ent lodge at Leiria, under the very shadow of that Gothic ruin where Saint Isabel had wept and prayed. He became indoctrinated with the esoteric lore of a syncretistic and naturalistic religion which had been the chief opponent of the Catholic Church in modero times, and which already boasted that, by planning and carrying out the
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       Portuguese revolution of 1910, it had taken a long step toward the total elimination of Christianity in the Iberian Peninsula. In 1911 the Grand Orient chief, Magahaes Lima, was able to predict that in a few years no young man would wish to study for the priest- hood, and Affonso Costa could assure all his brethren, and some delegates from the French lodges, that one more genera- tion would see the finish of “Catholicism, the principal cause of the sad condition into which our country has fallen.” In- deed there was much evidence to support the prediction if not the accusation. In 1911 the new masters of Portugal seized Church property, scattered, imprisoned and exiled hundreds of priests and nuns, and gave the Cardinal Patriarch of Lisboa five days to leave that city, never to return. Refugee priests and religious fled to France and elsewhere. Some knelt at Lourdes and begged the Mother of God to help their un- happy country, once proud to cali itself her land, now a spec- tacle of anarchy and unbelief, with a new revolution every month.

       Arturo de Oliveira Santos owed his success in life, such as it was, to the miseries of the Church. Perhaps he had not intended this. His wife seems to have been a Catholic of sorts, and all his children had been baptized—though their names,  *Democracia "Republica "Libertade,"  and so on, smelled more of the lodge than of the sacristy. Perhaps in a dim corner of his mind there smouldered a vague hope of sending for a priest if he should ever find the world slipping from under him and eternity yawning beneath. But all was going his way when he moved his smithy, which he called appropriately the Forge of Progress, to Ourem. And having mastered the art of easy smiling and vigorous handshaking, the brisk and expan si ve affability so highly esteemed in a world given to saluta- tions in the marketplace and the first seats at banquets, he had little difficulty in founding a new lodge there. By 1917, when he was but thirty-three years oid, he was its President, and thanks to the mysterious brotherly bond of those who walk through the shady labyrinth of degrees and initiations to sunny places of honor, he was also President of the town Administration and of the Chamber, and Deputy Judge of

       Commerce — in short, he had become a sort of republican czar of the whole district, including Fatima and Aljustrel. Fewer and fewer went to Mass and to the sacraments; there were more divorces, not so many children; and when he arrested
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       six priests and held them incommunicado for eight days, the lead- ing Catholic laymen in the Council and the Chamber were so busy making profitable compromises that they did not have time to protest loudly enough to be heard. To the blacksmith and his friends the fight for progress and enlightenment, as they preferred to describe their conflict with the Church, was allbutwon.

       What a challenge it must have been to the vigilance and zeal of such a man to hear that two or three thousand of his people had gone to Cova da Iria to hear a couple of children converse with an invisible woman, and that other thousands everywhere were talking of a new apparition of the Virgin! To such idealists it was axiomatic that Mary belonged to the Middle Ages, and had no place in modem life. She was part of the supernatural order on whose grave so many earnest liberais and radicals had laid the stone of unbelief. It was not to be tolerated that she should arise from that darkness into the light of the twentieth century. The whole Masonic press resounded with a clarion cali against what liberal editors called "an invasion of mysticism," "a revival of reaction and superstition," "a wanton act of aggression on the part of the clergy." Moved to indignation by these and similar protests, the Administrator of Ourem decided to take a firm stand. Henee the order to the parents of the children to present them for trial.

       The two fathers reacted characteristically.

       "There's no sense in taking such young children before a court of that kind," said Ti Marto. "Besides, it's three leagues, and that's too far for them to walk. And they don't know how to ride on a beast. I'm not going to do it. And I'll go over and tell the Administrator why." Olimpia agreed that he was per- fectly right.

       His brother-in-law, Antonio, was more complacent. "They can arrange things to suit themselves over there," he grum- bled. “I don't know what it’s all about .” 1  He was inclined to agree with his wife Maria Rosa that if Luda was lying, it would be a good thing to have her taught a lesson; whiie if by any chance she was telling the truth—though they both doubted this—Our Lady would take care of her.
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       Luda heard these discussions and thought bitterly, "How different my father is from my unde and aunt! TTiey put themselves in danger to defend their children, but my parents turn me over with the greatest indifference, that they may do with me what they will. But patience!” she argued with her- self. “I expect to have to suffer more for Thy love, O my God, and it is for the conversion of sinners!”  3

       On the morning of Saturday, August 11, her father set her on the back of a burro, and they started up the hill. Stopping on the way, they found Ti Marto getting himself a bite to eat, as unconcerned as ever, and he repeated, with emphasis, that he had no intention of taking his young children before a court, for it was all nonsense. However, he would go and speak for them, and if Antonio was in a hurry, let him go ahead, and he would meet him at Ourem. One of Ti Marto’s material advantages over his brother-in-law was the owner- shipof ahorse.

       Luda meanwhile had slipped off the burro and had gone to look for Jacinta, whom she told, weeping, what had happened. “Never mind,” said the little girl, though she was evidently frightened. “If they kill you, you just tell them that I am like you, and Francisco even more so, and that we want to die too. And now I will go with Frandsco to the well to pray very hard for you.”  8

       They embraced again, tearfully, and parted. Lucia’s father put her back on the burro. He walked stolidly along beside her, staff in hand. The small beast lurched and swung on the hot glaring road. Now and then Antonio would give him a

       ^emoirbp. 16.

       2 MemoirII, p. 21.

       sharp command or a blow on the flank to expedite his pace. The Administrator was expecting them at twelve o'clock! The poor  burrito  did his best; but something had to be sacrificed to speed, and Lucia fell off three times in the course of the long journey. The road went uphill and downhill, circling around many a bald slope irregularly criss-crossed with stone walls or bristling with stunted pines. It seemed
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       to Lucia that they would never get there—yet it would be too soon! She was bruised, aching, disheveled and unhappy when at last they arrived in the ancient Moorish town.

       Ourem lies sprawled along both sides of the main road, under a terraced and cultivated hill crowned with the noble ruins of an old castle thrust like a dark threat against a cobalt sky. Antonio led the jouncing  burrito  over the cobblestones of the main Street. He knew where the Administration build- ing was. It was closed, however; not a soul was stirring any- where about; the heat was suffocating. He prodded the beast along to the marketplace, hoping to find someone to direct him. There he saw the slight figure of a man who had just dismounted from a horse. It was his brother-in-law.

       "Well, is everything setded?" asked Ti Marto jovially.

       Setded! Antonio retorted somewhat hotly and profanely that they had found the place shut and nobody there.

       Ti Marto suggested that, as it was high noon, they had better find something to eat before visiting the Administrator. They did so, and returned at their leisure to the public build- ing. They found it still silent and unoccupied. Then a man carne along who told them that the Administration had moved to another house on another Street. A few minutes later they were standing in the presence of the local  cacique and several of his henchmen.

       The dark nervous eyes of Arturo de Oliveira Santos took in the three dusty figures. "And the boy?" he asked abruptly.

       "What boy?" So the Administrator did not know that there were three children! Ti Marto played for time. He finally remembered that he had a son, but pretended that he had not understood that the great man wanted to see him.
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       “Besides, Senhor Administrator,” he added, “it is three leagues from here to our country, and children can’t stand walking so far, and they’re not safe on a horse or a burro, for they're not used to it.”

       So at least he now remembers the conversation. “And I had a good mind to tell him something more: ‘Two children of that age in court!’ But I kept quiet.”  18

       Santos angrily berated him for his negligence, and Antonio for being late. Then he turned brusquely to Lucia. Had she seen a lady at Cova da Iria? Who did she think it was? Was it true that the lady had told her a secret? Well, then, Lucia must tell the secret, and promise never to return to Cova da Iria.

       Lucia looked straight ahead and said nothing.

       “Will you tell me the secret?” he asked again.

       “No.”

       The Administrator glared at Antonio, who, sheepish and sleepy as usual, had been standing with his hat in his hand, waiting. "You there, do they believe these things over in Fat- ima?”

       "Oh, no, sir!” said Lucia’s father. “All this is just women’s tales.”

       “And you, what do you say?” The Administrator was look- ing at Ti Marto.

       “I am here at your command,” replied the father of Jacinta and Francisco, “and my children say the same things I do.”

       'Then you think it is true?”

       “Yes, sir, I believe what they say.”

       18  De Marchi, op. c it,  p. 110.
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       All the bystanders laughed heartily at this. Ti Marto re- garded them with unruffled composure. He was not afraid of these small politicians. As for Santos, it was clear to him by this time that nothing was to be gained by questioning these two clodhoppers and their stolid  cachola,  and he made a ges- ture of dismissal, whereat one of his underlings told them all to be o£F.

       The Administrator followed them to the door and said pointedly to Lucia:

       “If you don’t tell that secret, it will cost you your life!”  5  The frightened child glanced back at the dark frowning face in the doorway. He looked as if he meant it.

       It was late in the day when they got back to Aljustrel. Antonio probably betook himself to the nearest tavern to recu- perate from the ordeal. Luda slipped away from the reproach- ful questions and censorious eyes of her mother and sisters to seek a few minutes of peace at the oid well. Francisco and Jacinta were kneeling there on the stone slabs. Jacinta had kept her promise; they had been there since morning.

       “Ai,  Luda!” she cried, running to embrace her. “Your sister told us they had killed

       l”

       you!

       One of the older girls had gone out to draw some water, and perhaps had dropped the remark as a jest. Frandsco and his sister had taken it seriously. Yet here was Luda alive and free! They all laughed and gamboled as the cool wind fresh- ened the parched fields, and the lamps of the angels began faindy to glitter.

       The next day, August 12, was Sunday, but not a very quiet one at Aljustrel. In every village of the Serra, in fact, there was tense expectation regarding what might happen on Mon- day, and pilgrims were already on the march, whole families of peasants with their wicker lunch baskets and earthenware water botdes, some with blankets wrapped around their necks or packed on their shoulders, to sleep in on the dry grass under the stars. All day these poor wayfarers, and with them a scattering of more prosperous ones in carriages and automo- biles, kept arriving at Aljustrel to visit the houses of Ti Marto and Antonio Abobora, to ask questions, to take photographs, to
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       tell the favors they wanted from Our Lady on the morrow. Jobs, love, money, cures, conversions, promotions—all the de- sires of the human heart were poured out upon the three be- wildered children. Maria Rosa was almost beside herself. The insolence of these strangers! And the iniquity of a girl who would cause such a commotion with her lying tongue! At one stage of the confusion Luda was tempted to accept the invita-

       6  So ends Ti Marto's account to Father. De Marchi, pp. 110-111.

       tion of an aunt from Cascais, who offered to smuggle them all to her house and keep them there until the excitement had blown over. But they had promised Our Lady to be at Cova da Iria August 13, and at Cova da Iria they would be.

       Toward evening the Abobora cottage was completely sur- rounded by a noisy crowd. “In the hands of those people,” wrote Luda, “we were like a ball in the hands of a little girl. Each one pulled us in his direction and asked his question, without ever giving us time to answer anybody.” In the midst of all this, who should appear but three policemen from Ourem, to summon them to the house of Ti Marto, where the Administrator in person was waiting, and to drop more than one dark hint that death might be the penalty for fur- ther silence on their part.

       “Never mind,” whispered Jacinta, tightening her pretty lips. “If they lull us, so much the better, for then we will see Jesus and Our Lady.”

       In the interrogation which followed, Santos demanded the secret and their promise not to return to Cova da Iria. When the children refused on the ground that they could not dis- obey the Lady, he took another tack and suggested, with un- expected affability, that after all the man to look into matters of this sort was the Senhor Prior, Father Ferreira. He wanted to know whether the parents of the little ones would have any objection to their going to the rectory next morning before keeping their rendezvous at Cova da Iria. Fatima, after all, was on the way to the place of the apparition. It would take only a few minutes to see the Paroco. With this he took his leave, amid general relief.
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       Early the next morning Ti Marto went out to do some hoeing in a field near his house. The task finished, he returned and began to wash the thick red soil off his hands, in preparation for his breakfast. As he was doing this he noticed that his wife had come into the house, and was making stealthy gestures to indicate that he was wanted outside.

       “All right, all right,” said Ti Marto, continuing to scrub his great calloused hands. Olimpia’s motions became more frantic.

       “What’s the hurry?” asked her husband. Tm coming.” And in leisurely fashion he hegan to dry his hands. Before he could finish, the door darkened, and looking up, he saw the Administrator of Ourem glaring at him.

       "Ah, so it's you, Senhor Administrator?"

       "It's trae. I also want to go to the miracle."

       Ti Marto's heart gave a thump. There was something wrong here, for all the geniality of the reply, and he noticed that Santos looked nervous, ana kept glancing about the cot- tage, now here, now there, as he went on, rapidly:

       "Let's all go together. I will take the little ones with me in the wagon. See and believe like Saint Thomas! Where are the children, by the way? Time is getting on. You'd better have them called."

       "It isn't necessary to invite them," answered the other drily. "They know when they have to fetch the cattle and get ready togo."

       Just then the children carne in, and the Administrator, all smiles and benignity, invited them to ride with him to Cova da Irfa.

       "No, thank you, Senhor," said Francisco.
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       "We can walk all right," added Jacinta.

       "WeTl get there earlier this way, and you won't be bothered by people on the road."

       "Don't put yourself out, Senhor Administrator." It was Ti Marto speaking. "They can get there all right."

       "Besides," continued the official, "we'll have more time to stop at Fatima, at the house of the Prior. He wants to ask them some questions, you know!"

       As none of them could think of an answer to that, the children, with many misgivings, piled into the wagon, Francisco sitting in front with the Administrator, the two girls behind, while Ti Marto and Antonio followed on foot. It was only a minute or two to the church at the top of the hill. Arriving there, Santos dismounted, and going up the rectory steps, shouted:

       "First!"

       "First what?" demanded Ti Marto, who had managed to keep up with the wagon. "Lucia!" called the Administrator peremptorily.

       "Go ahead, Lucia,” said her unele, and the child got out of the wagon and entered the rectory.

       “You can stay there for now,” added Santos to the younger children.

       The Prior was waiting in his study. It seems plain enough that he had changed from a cautious and kindly reserve to something like hostility. Perhaps he had been disturbed by the growing notoriety of the affair and the opposition of the pub- lie authorities, and wanted to spare the Church from further persecution at a time when she was harassed and straitened enough.
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       “Who taught you to say the things that you are going about saying?” he inquired. “That Lady whom I saw at Cova da Iria.”

       The Prior’s face was severe.

       “Anyone who goes around spreading such wicked lies as the lies you tell will be judged, and will go to hell if it isn’t true. More and more many people are being deceived by you.” “If anyone who lies goes to hell, I will not go to hell,” said the ten-year-old girl, looking him in the eyes, “for I don’t lie and I tell only what I have seen and what the Lady has said to me. And as for the crowd that goes there, they only go be- cause they want to. We don’t cali anybody.”

       “Is it true that that Lady confided a secret to you?”

       'Yes, Senhor Prior.”

       "Tell it, then.”

       “I can’t tell it. But if Your Reverence wants to know it, I will ask the Lady, and if she gives me permission, I will tell you.”

       “Come,” interrupted the Administrator at this point, “these are supernatural matters. Let us be going.”  19  With that he led Lucia outside, and brusquely ordered her into the wagon. As the child obeyed, Santos jumped in after her, seized the reins and cracked the whip.

       Ti Marto and Antonio Abobora, wondering what was afoot now, saw the beast turn sharply and bolt down the road, not toward Cova da Iria, but in the opposite direction.

       “You’re going the wrong way!” cried Lucia.

       19  De Marchi gives this conversation, from the Canonical Process,  op.cit.,  p. rr4, n. r.
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       “It’s all right,” Santos assured her cheerfully. "We’ll stop and see the Prior at Ourem a moment. Then I’ll take you to Cova da Iria by automobile. Youll be there in time!” and he threw some blankets or mandes over the three children, to hide them from the pilgrims who, in growing numbers, were trudging along the road toward Cova da Iria.

       When the wagon passed out of sight in a cloud of fine white dust, Ti Marto and his brother-in-law turned and fol- lowed the people who were straggling along the highway toward the west. Santos had said he would drive the children to Cova da Iria, and Ti Marto may have assumed, with char- acteristic calm, that for some reason to be explained in due course the Administrator had decided to go by another road. When the two men reached the scene half an hour later, they were astonished to find more than 6,000 persons gathered there. Some had come walking barefoot for three or four days, from distant villages, at enormous inconvenience, to present their petitions to Our Lady; others had arrived on mules, burros, horses, bicycles; a few in carriages, and some in automo- biles. All were asking where the children were, for it was dose upon noon.

       Some of them were frightened and ill at ease. They had been told that there was a small extinct volcanic crater near Cova da Iria, as in fact there was, and that it was all a trick of the devil to get these good people in one place, and then have it open up and swallow them in its fiery depths. Others scoffed at this fear. Maria Carreira of Moita, for one, was not going to let such a threat keep her from attending an apparition of Our Lady. In fact she had arranged a table with flowers on it as a sort of altar or repository, and had supervised the erection of a rustic arch, with some crosses tied to it, and two hanging lamps to mark the spot at night. It seems incredible, but Maria Rosa is said to have contributed something toward these lamps; and her oldest daughter was helping to arrange the arch and the table.

       But where were the children?

       About twelve o’clock some of those around the azinheira began saying the Rosary, and gradually the whole throng joined in. Then a faint murmuring sound was heard,

       116

      
        [image: picture115]
      

       fol- lowed by what seemed to be a rumble of thunder—some thought in the road, others in the litde tree, still others in the far horizon. Here and there a frightened cry was heard: “We are all going to die!” and a few ran away. Most of them stood silent and rather fearful. Presendy they saw a flash of light, and then, far over their heads to the east, something like a litde cloud, frail, white, transparent, filmy, that floated slowly down until it came to rest above the azinheira. A moment later it rose again and melted away into the blue sky.

       As the people stared at one another and all about in wonder and surprise, many noticed a strange fact, to which Maria Carreira and others testify even to this day: their faces were richly tinted with the various colors of the rainbow, and even their garments were red, yellow, blue, orange, and so on, while the foliage of the trees and bushes seemed like brilliant flowers instead of leaves, and the dry earth itself was check- ered with different gorgeous hues. “There is no doubt Our Lady had come," says Maria Carreira, "but she didn’t find the children.” And where were the litde rascals? The question was on all lips again.

       Thus far Ti Marto and Antonio had said nothing about the odd conduct of the Administrator. And now they saw some people arriving with news that he had taken his prisoners first to the Prior, and then to his own house at Ourem.

       So the Administrator was the one who had spoiled the ap- parition, and disappointed the Mother of God! And the Prior! The crowd at once leaped to the conclusion that the two had conspired together to frustrate them; and as the implications of this suspicion dawned upon the tired minds of those who had walked so many miles to be there, or had given up a day’s work and a day’s pay to do honor to Our Lady, all the various emotions of reverence, fear, expectation, affection, hope, and curiosity became fused by the subde alchemy of mob emo- tion into one tense vibration of human anger. The whole assembly, as if congealed by indignation into a monster with one mind and six thousand heads, burst into a shout of rage that made the hot air tingle, and was heard as far away as Aljustrel, more than two miles distant. Well for the Adminis- trator, well for the Prior, that they were not at Cova da Iria that moment; Father Ferreira, at least, was convinced, as he wrote in a letter denying the
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       charge of collusion, that he would have been murdered on the spot.

       Bitter voices began to wrangle and expostulate throughout the mass. Some cried, “Down with the Administrator!” Another yelled, “Down with the Prior!” For a moment it looked as if not even distance would save the two from the hands of this self-appointed court of hangmen, for such a mob is; and hundreds of the men, still roaring their grievance, began to move as mobs move, with a terrible purposeful unity, with glazed eyes that see nothing but blood, and hands that grope for the necks of victims.

       “To Fatima and setde with the Prior!”

       “To Ourem and have it out with the Administrator!” shouted another.

       “And the Regidor!” added a third.

       They might at least have got to Fatima, if not Ourem, had they not come face to face with a litde man of courage and presence of mind, who raised his hand and spoke with an air of command.

       “Boys, take it easy!” he cried. “Don’t hurt anyone! Who- ever deserves punishment will receive it. All this is by the power of the One above!”

       This is Ti Marto's recollection of what he said that day. And after a moment of hesitation the mob wavered, stopped, and began to break up into groups.

       Ti Marto makes very little of this. He was more concerned about his children, and how he could get them out of the hands of their captor.

       “And I went home,” he concludes, “and found my wife weeping.”  7
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       CHAPTER XI

       If Ti Olimpia had reason to weep, the Administrator of Ourem was highly pleased with the success of his bold plan to kidnap her children. It gave him a certain sardonio pleas- ure to think of all the silly pious people waiting at Cova da Iria for a show in which the principal actors would not ap- pear. And what a joke on the Prior! Now his parishioners would believe that he was in league with the forces of prog- ress and enlightenment! He would never be able to explain that away. Best of all, Santos had the three disturbers of the peace locked up in a room in his house, and before they got out they were going to tell him the secret, and reveal who or what was at the bottom of the whole ridiculous piece of medievalism. He would leave them alone for a while, and let terror do its work.

       He was not wrong in calculating that the children would be frightened. When the docks of Ourem began, one after another, to announce the hour of twelve with long and sol- emn strokes, they exchanged looks of utter consternation. It was the moment when they had promised to meet the Lady at Cova da Iria.

       Francisco was the first to recover. “Perhaps Our Lady is going to appear to us here!” he said hopefully. Perhaps! They waited for some sign, a flash of light, a movement, a heavenly voice. But nothing happened. The noonday hour passed, and there was no word from her. Jacinta began to cry. Francisco said, almost tearfully:

       "Our Lady must be sad because we didn’t go to Cova da Iria, and she won’t appear to us any more.” He glanced im- ploringly at Lucia. "Will she?”

       “I don’t know.” The older girl was stolid and composed again. “I think she will.”

       “Oh, I want so much to see her!”

       After that, as Lucia remembers, he was quite  animado,  ro8 quite the little man talcing care of his sister and his cousin. It was jacinta who burst into tears when the last hope of a visit from Our Lady forsook them.
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       “Our parents will never see us again!” she wailed. “They will never hear any more about us!”

       “Don't cry, Jacinta,” said her brother. “Let’s offer this to Jesus for poor sinners, as that Lady told us to do.” And raising his eyes to heaven, he made his offering: “My Jesus, it is for Your love and for the conversion of sinners!”

       “And for the Holy Father too!” sobbed Jacinta, wiping her tears. “And in reparation for the sins against the Immaculate Heart of Mary,” she added almost choking. After that the little girl kept a brave mien until nightfall, when the darkness made her think of her mother.

       The next morning at ten o’clock the Administrator carne to conduct them to the town hall, where he put them through another long and tiresome examination. The result was the same as before: they insisted that they had seen a beautiful Lady, all of white radiance, and that she had told them a secret. And they refused to tell this secret even when he threatened them with life imprisonment, torture and death. At noon they were so exhausted that it was a relief to return to the Administrator's house, especially when they discovered that Senhora Santos had prepared a good luncheon for them; for the Administrator’s wife, like Pilate’s, had more compas- sion and insight, and seems to have treated the young prison- ers with a great deal of motherly kindness. Her husband, on the other hand, was resolved not to let them go without ob- taining some sort of confession that would put an end to the unfortunate epidemic of mysticism they had brought upon the district. He told them sternly that since good treatment and tolerance had had no effect, he was going to throw them into jail. And this he proceeded to do.

       The town  cadea  was not a very fragrant or attractive place. Its cells were dark, acrid with oid and disreputable odors, full of harsh discordant echoes, and shut in by iron bars from the world of free men. Most of the malefactors, probably pick- pockets, cutpurses, drunkards, brawlers, the riff-raff of the taverns and the marketplace, were herded together in a com- mon room. Without ceremony the three children were thrust among them. They shrank away, and went instincdvely to- ward a barred
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       window at one end of the room. Jacinta looked out upon the marketplace of Ourem, and burst into tears.

       Lucia put her arms about her. “Why are you crying, Jacinta?”

       “Because we are going to die without ever seeing our paren ts again. I want to see my mother!”

       Francisco said, "If we never see our mother again, patience! Let us offer it for the conversion of sinners. The worst will be if Our Lady never comes back any more. That's what bothers me. But I am going to offer that, too, for the conversion of sinners.” Yet even after this brave speech, the boy was tormented from time to time by the fear that the Lady might never return, and had to be reassured.

       All that Lucia has recorded about the prisoners is that there were several, and that one of them was a thief, appropriately enough a sort of good thief in his way. She leaves us to imagine the others: perhaps one of those mangy beggars, so com- mon in Portugal, wrapped in layer after layer of filthy rags infested with fleas and smelling of the red soil on which they had slept so often; perhaps a drunkard reeking with cheap vinho;  perhaps a pimp, a cutpurse, even a murderer; lost and forgotten men with bloated unshaven faces, weak or defiant mouths, heavy sensual or crafty eyes, hopeless expressions and movements, the rag-tag and bob-tail of the Serra, the offscour- ing of Portugal and the world. I wish I had thought to ask Sister Mary Lucia of the Sorrows to describe these poor fel- lows. The contrast they offered to the three innocents with their clean and spiritual eyes must have been more than accidental. There must have been something fitting and inevitable about it, like the publicans and wine-bibbers who walked with Christ, the two thieves with whom He died.

       The mere sight of this company was such that whenever the two girls allowed themselves to think about it they began to weep all over again. "I want to see my mother!” moaned Jacinta. “I want my mother!”

       Francisco quieted her, as before, asking, “Then don’t you want to offer this sacrifice
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       for the conversion of sinners, for the Holy Father, and in reparation for the sins committed against the Immaculate Heart of Mary?”

       “Yes, Ido, Ido.”

       The boy knelt on the floor, and as the girls followed his example, he repeated his offering:

       “O my Jesus, it is for Your love, for the conversion of sinners, for the Holy Father, and in reparation for the sins committed against the Immaculate Heart of Mary!”

       Sights and sounds so unfamiliar in that place could hardly fail to attract attention from the other prisoners, and they began one after another to gather about the kneeling group. Presendy they were asking questions, good-humored and sympathetic enough; and on learning who the children were and why they were there, they offered various bits of consolation and advice.

       “The easiest way for you to get out,” said one, “would be to tell the Administrator the secret, since he wants to know it so much.”

       “But the Lady doesn’t want us to tell it!”

       “What is it to you whether that Lady likes it or not?”

       “I would rather die!” answered Jacinta sharply, and the other two were of the same mind.

       “Let us say the Rosary.” The three brought forth their beads. Jacinta took from around her neck a chain with a medal on which there was an image of Our Lady. Handing this to a tall prisoner, she asked him if he would please hang it on a nail high up on the wall. He did so good-humoredly. All the men watched, with curiosity and some amusement, as the three knelt on the floor, and earnestly fixing their dark eyes upon the medal, began to recite their Terpo.
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       “I believe in God. . . Our Father, Who art in Heaven. . . Hail, Mary, full ofgrace. . .”

       The sight of the upturned faces and the sound of their high voices repeating the words so familiar in Portugal was more than hardened reprobales could resist, and presently some of the men were on their knees joining in the responses, while even those who remained standing were mumbling phrases that they had not spoken in many years. Francisco paused and said, “When people pray they can’t keep their hats on.” A poor fellow threw his  chapen  on the floor; the boy picked it up, laid it on a bench, and went on with the prayer. What memories of childhood, of decent women half forgotten, of broken hopes and dreams unrealized must have passed through some of those unkempt bowed heads that August afternoon! At the end there was a moment of awk- ward silence as all shuffled to their feet. Jacinta went to the barred window and looked out. She was sobbing again.

       “Jacinta!” said Lucia, following her. “Don’t you want to offer this sacrifice to Our Lord?”

       “Yes, but when I remember my mother I can’t help cry- ing.”

       This made the prisoners uncomfortable. They had all taken a great fancy to Jacinta. One of them bethought him of a harmonica he had concealed somewhere about his person. Drawing it out, no doubt giving it the preliminary caresses with which harmonica players warm up their instruments, he pursed his lips and blew his best. Some of the others began to sing. Soon they were all feeling very jolly, for music can unlock or ciose the gates of sorrow. Jacinta’s eyes were dry now, perhaps they even sparkled a little with interest when one of the prisoners asked if they knew how to dance.

       “We know how to dance the fandango.”

       “And the vira, too!”

       Lucia records that “Jacinta was thereupon the partner of a poor thief who found her
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       so small that he ended by dancing with her around his neck.” 20  Soon everyone was in hilarious motion. The room shook with the shuffling and thumping of hob-nailed boots, the hoarse singing of voices off-key, the in-and-out wheezing wail of the harmonica.

       This grotesque scene was interrupted by a noise outside, and the sudden opening of a door. A policeman entered.

       "Follow me,” he said to the three children. They did so, and found themselves presendy in the office of the Senhor Ad- ministrator.

       Santos made a final demand for the secret. When the only answer was a defiant silence, he assumed the look of a man at the end of his patience, and said coldly:

       “Very well. I have tried to save you. But since you will not obey the government, you shall be boiled alive in a cauldron of hotoil.”

       He shouted a command. A door opened to reveal a guard with an incredibly horrible leering face; he must have been chosen for the part he was to play. A conversation something like this followed:

       “Is the oil good and hot?”

       "Yes, Senhor Administrator.”

       “Boiling?”  u Sim, Senhor."

       *VamosI  Take this one and throw her in.”

       He pointed to Jacinta. The guard seized her and carried her away before she could say a word of farewell.

       20  She adds that “Our Lady had compassion on his soul and he was converted.”—Memoir 1,1936, p. 18.
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       So it had come at last! Lucia began to pray fervendy. Francisco said an  AveMaria  that his sister would have the courage to die rather than betray the secret. Neither doubted that she was already in her last agony, and that they too had but a few more minutes to live. They were resolved to die with her. Death was not as terrible to them as it would have been to other children.

       “What do we care if they kill us?” murmured Francisco. “We’ll go right to heaven.”

       The door opened and the ugly guard returned. “She’s  fried,”  he said with ghoulish satisfaction. “Now for the next one!”

       With that he laid hold of Francisco and dragged him off. Lucia was left alone with the Administrator.

       “It will be you next,” he remarked. “You’d better tell me the secret, Lucia.”

       “I would rather die.”

       “Very well. You shall.”

       The guard returned, and led her away. He took her through a corridor, and into another room. And there she saw Jacinta and Francisco, both unharmed, and speechless with joy and surprise. For they had been told that she was being fried in oil. The play was over, the tragedy had turned into a farce.

       Santos hated to admit, even then, that three children had defeated his purpose. He kept them at his house that night, in the same room as before. Next morning he took them to the town hall for one more inquisition. When that failed, he admitted that it was no use, and ordered them sent back to Fatima. It was Wednesday, August 15,1917, the feast of the Assumption of Our Lady.

       When Manuel Pedro Marto and his Olimpia went to Fatima that morning, they were a sad and harassed couple. During two nightmarish days and nights they had had no

       125

      
        [image: picture124]
      

       idea where their two youngest children were. Apparently they believed a rumor to the effect that the Administrator, after taking them to Ourem, had secretly transferred them to some place of incarceration at Santarem, a larger and more anticlerical center of bigotry; and this may be why the record reveais no effort on the part of the courageous Ti Marto to obtain their release. It also sheds no flattering light upon the State of civil liberties under a Republic which had expended so much oratory upon the alleged tyranny of the decayed monarchy, but had done nothing of importance to improve the status of the proletariat. Ti Marto did not consider himself a poor man. He owned property worth from $4,000 to $5,000 in United States money; this with his labor satisfied his wants, which were few and simple. Yet he was at a loss how to proceed against an official who had wronged him in the most criminal way. Lawyers and litigation, to be sure, are luxuries that peasants can seldom afford, even when they pride themselves, as he does, on not being paupers. Ti Marto turned in his humble way to God and asked Him to straighten all this out. Olimpia said her Rosary. On the feast of Assumption they went to Mass as usual.

       Everyone at Saint Anthony’s church was talking about the kidnapping, but none had any suggestion to make as to get- ting the children back, or any information about where they were, until Ti Marto’s stepson Antonio brought word, after Mass, that they had been seen at Ourem playing on the veranda of the Administrator’s house. That was news with a vengeance; but before he could think about going there, he heard someone else say they were in Fatima, on the porch of the rectory. And there, sure enough, they were, with one of the underlings of the Administrator. Presently Ti Marto had Jacinta in his arms, his tears falling on her face. Francisco and Fucia clung to him, asking for his blessing.

       “Well, here are your children," said the official from Ourem, as if announcing a great favor.

       It was well for him that before Ti Marto could reply, a hullaballoo arose from the churchyard near by, where the people had lingered to gossip after Mass. The air was full of clenched fists, clubs, and angry words. Father Ferreira appeared in the side door of the church, very indignant. He had been making his thanksgiving after Mass
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       at a prie-dieu before the altar, when the noise had starded him, and seeing Ti Marto on the rectory porch, he suspected him of being responsible.

       “Senhor Marto, you are doing me a great injustice herel” he exclaimed.

       The father of Jacinta and Francisco did not know what to reply. But after the priest had gone back into the church, he addressed the mob:

       “Boys, behave yourselves! Some of you are shouting against the Prior, some against the Administrator, some against the Regidor. Nobody is to blame here. The fault is one of un- belief, and all has been permitted by the power of the One above!”

       The Prior, who was listening at the church window, thrust his head out and cried:

       “He speaks very well! Senhor Manuel speaks very well!"

       Just then the Administrator appeared in his wagon, on his way home (not from Mass, but from the market), and con- eluding, as the Prior had, that Ti Marto was inciting the mob to vengeance, he shouted, “Stop that, Senhor Marto!” “All right, all right! There’s nothing new about it.” Ti Marto steadily watched his enemy approach. He saw something else that the Blacksmith had not noticed. Some of the young men in the crowd had caught sight of him, and armed with clubs and staves, they were advancing upon him from the rear. Santos addressed the father of Jacinta and Francisco almost jovially:

       “Senhor Marto, come and have a glass of wine with me!” “No thank you, much obliged.”

       Then, according to Marto’s account, he saw the young fel- lows with bludgeons closing in about the Administrator. Something had to be done at once if bloodshed was to be prevented. Ti Marto quickly stepped up to the side of Santos and said:

       “With regard to your invitation, perhaps I will accept it.” Agreeably surprised, and
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       wholly unaware of the danger he was in, the Administrator took his arm, and they crossed the churchyard and the highway toward a little wine shop near the gate of the cemetery.

       “You can ask the children if I treated them badly,” began the Blacksmith, a little uncomfortable perhaps under the searching brown eyes of his companion.

       ‘Yes, yes, Senhor Administrator! No doubt about it. The crowd has more questions to ask about that than I have.” Santos looked back and saw the young men with their bludgeons, glaring at him and still undecided whether to attack him or no. But the intervention of Ti Marto had been effective, and the Administrator, at the door of the little shop, was already calling for bread, cheese and wine. He began talking volubly as they seated themselves at a table. Among other things he tried to convince his guest that the children had told him the secret.

       ‘Yes, yes!” said the farmer with his slow canny grin. “They don’t tell their father or their mother, but they tell the Senhor Administrator! I can well believe it.”

       He drank a glass of wine and excused himself. As they left the shop the Administrator offered him a lift as far as the Post Office. The people along the roadside were saying, “Ti Marto said too much and the Blacksmith has arrested him .” 2

       Meanwhile Lucia and her cousins, followed by a few curious stragglers, had gone to the scene of the apparitions, two miles away (and they did this, as Ti Marto remembers, before they went home) to say the Rosary before the tree. Poor azinheira! It had only a few leaves left, for people had been carrying away the upper foliage and even some of the branches as relies and souvenirs. Near it stood the table, with two candlesticks and some flowers, that Maria Carrena had placed there on the thirteenth of August.

       The good woman from Moita had little realized what a responsibility she was taking upon herself. Many small coins had been cast upon the table; but when it was knocked over during the confusion over the discovery of the kidnapping, they were
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       scattered on the ground. Loud voices appraised her of the fact. "Woman, pick up that money! Keep track of it! See you don’t lose any of it!” Everyone took it for granted that she was the official custodian of the shrine. So on hands and knees she crawled this way and that, picking up all she could find; and when she had them all gathered on the table, the total carne to 1340  reis. z

       On Tuesday, the fourteenth, Maria Carrena took this treasure in a bag to the home of Ti Marto. He refused to accept it, saying sarcastically, “Don’t tempt me, woman, for

       1  am already tempted.”

       Next she offered it to Lucia. And she remembers that the child said:

       “God defend me! I don't want it either!”

       The good soul then took it to the Prior of Fatima. Father Ferreira by this time was heartily sick of the whole affair of Cova da Iria, which had so disturbed his tranquility and

       ' So ends another of Marto’s recollections in De Marchi, op.  cit.,   pp. 127-129.

       8  Less than two dollars.

       that of his parish, and he shrank away as if the money were accurst.

       “And then the mustard stuck in my nose too,” Maria Tecalis, with great dignity, “and I said, ‘Well!  1  don't want it either, and I’m going to put it right back where I got it’ ” The Prior raised his hand in protest, “Don’t do that, woman! Keep it, or deliver it to someone who will keep it un til we see what is to be done about all this!”

       Maria Carreira took the money home and hid it. Yet there was no peace in its possession. Everyone wanted to know what she intended to do with it. If one of her daughters had a new pair of shoes, eyebrows were raised significantly. One day a self-
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       appointed committee of four men called upon her to demand the hoard, saying they were going to build a chapel on the site of the apparitions. “Not a  reis  shall you have,” exclaimed Maria. Afterwards she was afraid she had been wrong. Perhaps Our Lady wanted these men to make a shrine. She hurried to Fatima to offer the money once more to the Prior. No, he would have none of it.

       Finally, she remembered that the owner of the land on which the money had been cast was Lucia’s father. If any- one ought to have something to say about the disposal of it, it was he; and his consent would certainly be necessary if a chapel was ever to be built. She was afraid of Antonio Abobora. People had told her what he had said about her: “If I meet that woman from Moita in the Cova, the thing won’t stop there!” and some had warned her to avoid him, especially in his cups. Perhaps the best time to talk with him would be just after Mass. On August 19, the Sunday after the arrest of the children, she got up her courage and went, not without some qualms, to his house in Aljustrel. And sure enough, she found him “without a drop on him.” “I am told that Senhor Antonio is much offended,” she began, “because I go to his land in Cova da Iria for flowers, and so on. And I would like to ask his permission to continue to go there.”

       “Take as many flowers as you want,” he replied, unex- pectedly genial. “What I won’t stand for is building a tabernade on my property. Some people have already asked me, but I won’t have it.”

       Maria thanked him and took her leave. She thought it better not to mention the money. But she had another idea. She sought out Luda again and begged her to ask Our Lady, the next time she saw her, what to do with the treasure. The child said she would, on the thirteenth of September.

       That same Sunday morning (August 19) Luda and Fran- dsco and his brother John took their sheep out to graze on the Serra. She was in a happy mood. It was good to be free on a warm clear day, like those birds that darted by in flashes of brilliant blue, or the white butterflies that flitted more drowsily now, or even the cicadas that sang a little wearily in the trees. So the three strolled, played, talked, and said their prayers,
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       until, about four o’clock in the afternoon, they found themselves in a hollow called Valinhos, on the north- ern slope of Cabero and about halfway between the cave and Aljustrel. The narrow wagon road bent sharply there, under some large olive trees, and the ancient stone wall on one side had fallen down, leaving an opening into a barren and rocky pasture. Beyond this were several other olive trees, and a few dark scrubby pines and azinheiras.

       Suddenly Lucia became aware of some subtle change in the atmosphere. It was not a gathering storm, it was more like the mysterious intensity she had always felt before any supernatural visitation. She looked at Francisco and knew that she was right. Yes, the Lady was coming. And Jacinta was not there.

       They begged John to run and fetch her while they watched the sheep. When they offered him two  vintens  or pennies he finally consented, and lumbered off toward Aljustrel. Their eyes followed him anxiously.

       A few minutes later there was a flash of light, exactly like those that had always heralded the approach of the Lady. They saw Jacinta running toward them, frantically. Now she was with them, panting, questioning.

       The olive trees were a shimmer of pale silver in the slant- ing light of afternoon. This might have been a corner of that hill country of Judea where Mary went in haste to meet her cousin. But far more brilliant than the sheen on the olives was the radiance that now assembled at the breach in the wall just over a small azinheira, very much like the one at Cova da Iria. And there in the midst of the unearthly glow was the lovely familiar figure, looking tenderly down at the young apostles who had suffered so much for love of her.

       "Que  e que Vocemece me quere?”  asked Lucia almost mechanically. "What is it that you want of me?”

       “I want you to continue to go to Cova da Iria on the thirteenth day and to continue to recite the Rosary every day. In the last month I will perform the miracle so that all
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       shall believe.

       Lucia remembered the promise she had made to Maria Carreira.

       “What do you want me to do with the money that the crowd left in the Cova da Iria?”

       “Make two pedestals; one, carry it, you with Jacinta and two other girls dressed in white, and the other let Francisco carry with three other boys. The money on the pedestals is for the feast of the Lady of the Rosary, and that which is left over is for the support of the chapel which they are going to have built.”

       “I want to ask you to cure some sick people.”

       “Yes, some I will cure during the year.”

       The Lady paused, and then continued, very eamesdy: “Pray, pray a great deal, and make sacrifices for sinners, for many souls go to hell because they have no one to sacrifice and pray for them.”

       With that she receded toward the east and vanished. 21  The children remained for a long while in a State of exalted joy, joy twice as sweet after so many troubles and disappoint- ments. It was the ninth day since Lucia had been taken to Ourem by her father for the first talk with the Administrator.

       What a novena! It had gone on from trial to trial, until the issue seemed almost hopeless, only to end in glory and thanks- giving.

       When they finally became capable of motion, they cut off the branches of the shrub on which the Lady had stood, and took them home. Ti Marto still remembers a fragrance that he can only cali  magnifico.  Even Maria Rosa had to admit that there was a singularly sweet something that she had never before noticed. Clearly she was weakening a bit. But she still maintained that it was all nonsense about the Mother of

       21  This is Lucia’s recollection of the conversation, Memoir IV, p. 40.

       132

      
        [image: picture131]
      

       God appearing to the likes of her Lucia.

       CHAPTER XII

       The three children were standing on the narrow Street of Aljustrel discussing their adventures, when Lucia noticed, almost under her bare brown feet, a heavy piece of rope. She picked it up idly. “Ouch!” The shaggy coil had scratched her arm. This gave her an idea. “Look! This hurts! We can make a girdle of it and oifer this sacrifice to God.” Dividing it forthwith, each one wore a piece of it wrapped around the body, next to the skin. Day and night they hugged this improvised hair shirt, even though it pricked, chafed and itched until they could hardly tolerate it another moment; even though it troubled their rest at night, and sometimes would not allow them to sleep at all. What was health compared to saving souls from hell? And what was comfort to the joys of an eternal heaven?

       It hurt Jacinta more than a hair shirt to hear people curs- ing or using foul language. On one such occasion she covered her face with her hands and said, “O my God, these people don’t know that for saying such things they can go to hell. Pardon them, my Jesus, and convert them.” Then she would say the prayer the Lady had told them to add to the Rosary.

       There were many objective signs that these penances were pleasing to God, and that Jacinta in particular was advancing on the road to sainthood. She had become more patient, more long-suffering, more affectionate; she had many visions of things that later came to pass; and in Lucia’s opinion she must have received, by this time, the gift of infused wisdom. One day she said three  Aves  for a wretched woman with a terrible disease, and all the symptoms vanished.

       There was another woman in Aljustrel who never lost an opportunity to revile the three children as liars and imposters. Instead of getting angry, Jacinta said, “We must ask Our Lady to convert this woman. She has so many sins which she does not confess that she will go to hell!” They offered some penances for her. And never again did she give them an unkind word.
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       It would have been hard for the children to say which caused them more annoyance, the hordes of the devout, or professedly devout, who darkened their doors daily and made the lives of their families miserable, or the opposition, which incongruously included most of the clergy and many sincere Catholics along with Carbonari, Radicals and Liberais of all shades of unbelief. There was this at least to be said for the scoffers: they did not come knocking at Lucia’s door at all hours, asking for a piece of her kerchief as a relie, or wanting to touch her hair, or insisting that when she saw Our Lady she remember all the symptoms of Cousin Quiteria’s kidney trouble, or the numerous qualifications of Brother Antonio for a better position than the one he held. And the diatribes of the anti-clerical press gave no annoyance in Aljustrel, be- cause no one read them.

       Yet now and then the opposition made some special effort to be troublesome. There was a certain journalist named Jose do Vale, who edited an anarchist paper called O Mundo (The World).  He was also a tireless pamphleteer with a distinguished gift for excoriation and invective which his enemies attributed to a habit of getting drunk before sitting down to write. His indignation over the scandal at Cova da Iria was already boiling over into pamphlets that were peddled in Torres Novas, Ourem and other towns of the Serra.

       Had this been all, the humble Christians of the Serra might have been content to console themselves with the words, "If the world hates you, know that it has hated Me before it hated you. If you were of the world, the world would love its own; but because you are not of the world, but I chose you out of the world, therefore the world hates you.” But the editor of  The World  did not stop with denunciations of priests, Jesuits, tricksters and superstitious ignoramuses. He summoned all liberais, all friends of progress and en- lightenment to hold a meeting on the following Sunday at Fatima just after the parish Mass, to consider what measures should be taken to unmask and punish the authors and comedians of the farce at Cova da Iria.

       On learning this, the Prior of Fatima quietly had the word passed among his parishioners that Mass that Sunday would be at the Chapel of Our Lady of Ortiga, two miles away. When a considerable number of fervent unbelievers assem- bled at
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       Saint Anthony’s they found almost no one on hand except a few of their own, including the Administrator of Ourem, the Regidor Francisco da Silva, and Jose do Vale himself. Disappointed but undaunted, they decided to pro- ceed to Cova da Iria.

       The Catholics of Lomba d’Egua and Moita had expected this, and a certain peasant who had a whole herd of burros had tied them to azinheira trees near the scene of the appari- tions. As the liberais approached, he rubbed on the nose of each “a certain liquid” guaranteed to make any burro bray his loudest. Now, the bray of that dwarfed animal even under the most favorable circumstances is one of the most disturb- ing, not to say excruciating, sounds in all the range of audible creation. On a dark night in a lonely place it acquires a power to evoke blood-curdling suggestions, such as groans of dying men on a rainy batdefield, the yowling of gigantic alley cats, the curses and reproaches of lost souls in pain. It was no conciliatory or complimentary sort of music, then, that greeted the forces of enlightenment as they struggled up the hill from the highway. And as a final insult to climax this injury, they found waiting for them, near the azinheira where Our Lady had appeared, a pile of straw and feed. The farmers of Moita had spread it about as if to welcome a delegation of asses.

       To make sure that the subtle point would not be missed, a group of people from Moita, including the indomitable Maria Carreira, were waiting on the next rise to explain it with loud and lusty scorn. This enraged some of the newcomers so much that they began to shout back some highly uncom- plimentary things about Catholics and the Church. The faith- ful countered this with:

       “Viva Jesus e Maria; Viva Jesus e Marial”

       This drew another taunt from the invaders. The shouts echoed back and forth through the clear air of Cova da Iria. The Catholics would cry:

       "O  burros, o burros, o bestasl"  “Burros! Beasts!”

       And the Freethinkers would retort:
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       *Botas da serral Botas da serial”  “Clodhoppers! Mountain dodhoppers!”

       The appearance oi some policemen put an end to this in good time. But the incident had revealed how tensely the inhabitants of the highlands, both believers and non-believ- ers, were waiting for the thirteenth day when, according to the three children, the Lady had promised to return to Cova da Iria. On the twelfth of September the roads were full of pilgrims, and by evening the houses of the Martos and Aboboras were surrounded by them, as on the previous oc- casion. Most of these people slept in the fields. At sunrise on the thirteenth there were thousands of them at Aljustrel and Cova da Iria, redting the Rosary or the Litany of Our Lady.

       By the time the three children were ready to start for the place of the apparitions, the main highway was so jammed that it was impossible to move. “All wanted to see and talk with us,” wrote Lucia. “There was no human respect in that crowd! Many of them, and even gentlemen and noblemen, broke through the press and knelt before us, asking us to present their necessities to Our Lady. Others, unable to get near, would shout:

       44  ‘For the love of God, ask Our Lady to cure my son, who is lame!’

       “ ‘Ask her to cure mine, who is blind!’

       “ ‘And mine who is deaf!’

       “ ‘And to bring my sons home from the war!’

       “ ‘And my husband!’

       * ‘And to convert a sinner for me!’

       * To give me health, for I have tuberculosis!’

       “And so on. In that place appeared all the miseries of poor humanity,” continued Lucia, “and some shouted even from the tops of trees and walls where they had
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       climbed to see us pass. Saying ‘Yes’ to some, giving a hand to others to help them get up out of the dust of the earth, we managed to move along, thanks to some gendemen who went ahead open- ing a passage for us through the multitudes.

       “When now I read in the New Testament such enchanting scenes of the passage of Our Lord through Palestine, I re- member these that Our Lady made me a witness of when I was so young, on those poor roads and streets from Aljustrel to Fatima and to Cova da Iria, and I give thanks to God, offering Him the faith of our good Portuguese multitude; and I think, ‘If these people so humbled themselves before three poor children only because they had been granted mercifully the grace to speak with the Mother of God, what would they not do if they saw before them Jesus Christ Himself?

       . . . Finally we arrived at Cova da Iria, near the  carrasquena,  and I began to say the Rosary with the crowd.”

       Ay, what a crowd! It was larger than ever, and composed of pilgrims from all parts of Portugal. And besides the usual barefoot peasants, the rich and the poor, the workers, the ladies and gendemen from many villages and towns, there were some thirty young seminarians and five or six priests. One of the latter was the Reverend Monsignor Joao Quaresma. Another was the Reverend Father Manuel Pereira da Silva, then a cura te at Leiria, who went to the scene (so he told me) chiefly out of curiosity, with no precon- ceptions either way. These priests, with the Prior of Santa Catalina and Monsignor Manuel do Carmo Gois, had left Leiria early that fine September morning in a squeaky carriage drawn by a decrepit oid horse. When they finally arrived after a rough journey, they secured a place of vantage on a piece of high ground overlooking the vast natural amphitheatre, al- ready dark and seething with human forms.

       “At midday a complete silence, save for the whisper of prayers, fell over the crowd,” wrote Monsignor Joao Quaresma fifteen years later. “Suddenly there were shouts of rejoicing . . . voices praising Our Lady. Arms went up to point at something above. ‘Look, don’t you see?’. . . Yes, now I see!’. . . There was not a cloud in the azure sky. I too raised my eyes and tried to scrutinize the amplitude of the sky, to see what more fortunate eyes had first looked upon. ... To my great astonishment I saw clearly and
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       distinctly a luminous globe that moved from the east toward the west, slowly and majestically gliding down across the distance. My friend also looked and had the good fortune to en joy the same unex- pected and enchanting apparition. . . . Suddenly the globe with its extraordinary light vanished before our eyes. . . .

       What do you think of that globe?’ I asked of my friend, who seemed to be enthusiastic over what we had seen.

       44  ‘That it was Our Lady,’ he replied without hesitation. It was my conviction also. The little shepherds looked on the Mother of God herself; to us was granted the grace to see the carriage which had transported her from heaven to the barren inhospitable heath of the Serra da Aire.

       “We must say that all those who were near us observed what we did. For on all sides were heard manifestations of joy and greetings to Our Lady. Many, however, saw nothing.

       ‘We felt that we were very fortunate. How enthusiastically my colleague went about from group to group in the Cova da Iria and afterwards on the highway outside, finding out what they had seen. The persons interrogated were of various social dasses; all unanimously affirmed the reality of the phenomena which we ourselves had witnessed." 22

       Meanwhile the Lady had revealed herself to the three children, and Lucia and Jacinta had heard her lovely voice in the briefest of all their conversations.

       “Continue to say the Rosary," she said, “to bring about the end of the war. In October Our Lord will come also, and Our Lady of the Sorrows of Carmel, and Saint Joseph with the Child Jesus, to bless the world. God is content with your sacrifices, but does not wish you to sleep with the rope—wear it only during the day.”

       Lucia said, “They have begged me to ask you many things: the cure of some sick 22  Letter of October 13,1932, in De Marchi, pp. 147-148.
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       persons. . . of a deaf mute.

       “Yes,” answered the Lady, “some I will cure, others not. In October I will perform the miracle so that all will believe. 1 *

       And she disappeared in the same manner as before.

       So ended the fifth apparition, as Lucia records it. 2  Short though it was, it left the children confirmed in their faith and greatly consoled. How relieved they were to give up wear- ing the rough rope next to their tender bodies at night! What pleased Francisco more than this, though, was her promise that in the following month he would see Our Lord.

       "Aique bom ;”he cried. "Only one more month, and I love Him so!”

       One of the priests at Cova da Iria on September 13 was the Reverend Doctor Manuel Nunes Formigao, canon of the ca- thedral at Lisboa and professor at the Seminary of Santarem. Noted throughout Portugal for his integrity and learning, he had been asked by the Administrator of the Patriarchate in Lisboa to investigate the strange occurrences, of which con- flicting reports had traveled as far as the capital. Standing in the road about two hundred meters from the azinheira, he had noticed the peculiar dimming of the sun’s light in a cloudless sky, but had discounted this as a possible natural phenomenon due to the altitude of the Serra, almost half a mile above sea level. He had not noticed the luminous globe reported by Monsignor Quaresma and others, but the fact that they were so positive about it convinced him that they must have seen something extraordinary, and stimulated his curiosity to get at the bottom of the whole affair. For this purpose he returned to Fatima on Thursday, September 29, and went to Aljustrel to ask questions. Both Maria Rosa and Olimpia received him with all respect, and sent out messengers to find the children. Lucia was at Cova da Iria, the others playing about the village. Jacinta was the first to arrive.

       The little girl seemed frightened and embarrassed, in the opinion of Dr. Formigao,
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       but answered readily, and seemed no longer ill at ease after her brother made his appearance. Francisco carne in carelessly with his hat on. When Jacinta mo- tioned him to take it off, he paid no attention to her, but sat down on a stool and looked attentively at the inquisitor. When questioned he answered calmly and with no sign of embar- rassment The visitor dedded to interrogate him first, and sent Jacinta out to play on the Street with some other girls un til he had finished. TTien he recalled Jacinta and questioned her separately.

       By that time Luda had come in from Cova da Iria. She was the most natural and composed of the three, as Dr. Formigao reported when he published his first account of the conversations in 1921. He remarked too that she was a robust, healthy, normallooking girl, with no indications of vanity, and no pathological traits whatever. Poor Maria Rosa hov- ered about like an anxious mother bird, worried and lamen t- ing as usual. The sharp eye of Dr. Formigao noticed a leak intheroof.

       All three of the examinations (which have been printed verbatim in the books of Dr. Formigao, Father De Marchi and Father Fonseca) give the impression, to this reader at least, that the children were truthfully reporting what they had actually seen and heard. The few slight discrepandes offer no real difficulties, Jacinta, for example, said without hesita- tion, as the others did, that the Lady held her rosary in her right hand. When the question was repeated with some in- sistence, she became confused, trying to imagine which of her own hands corresponded to the one in which the Lady had held the beads. Again, Francisco said he could not see her ears because they were covered with her mande; Jacinta agreed. But Lucia was under the impression that she had seen small dazzling earrings. At first, too, she said that she had seen a bright gold border on the Lady’s gown; later she was of the opinion that this was simply a more intense edging of the light of which all the vision, including the garments, seemed to be made. This sort of divergence is to be expected in all human testimony.

       Lutia's examination is the longest and most detailed of the three. Possibly the priest had heard one of the vague rumors about the Angel in 1915 or 1916, for almost at the outset he remarked:

       140

      
        [image: picture139]
      

       “They say that the Lady appeared to you last year also? What is trae about this?”

       “She never appeared to me last year,” replied Luda quiedy, “or before May of this year, nor have I said so to anyone, for it was not trae.”

       "Did she show herself desirous that many persons should be present on the thirteenth day of each month during the apparitions at Cova da Iria?”

       “She said nothing about that.”

       “Is it certain that she revealed a secret to you, forbidding you to tell anyone what it was?

       “It is certain.”

       “Did she say this only to you or to your companions?”

       “To all three.”

       “Can you not reveal it at least to your confessor?”

       Luda was silent. She seemed somewhat perplexed.

       “They say,” continued the investigator, “that to free your- self from the importunities of the Senhor A dmini strator the day when you were arrested, you told him, as if it were the secret, a thing that was not, thus deceiving him, and boasting afterwards of having beaten him at this game. Is it trae?”

       “It is not. The Senhor Administrator really wanted me to reveal the secret, but as I could not tell it to anyone, I kept silent, in spite of his insisting much that I comply with his wishes. What I did was to tell all that the Lady had told me, short of the secret. And perhaps on this account the Senhor Administrator thought that I had also revealed the secret. I did not try to deceive.”
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       “The Lady commanded you to learn to read?”

       ‘Tes, the second time she appeared.”

       “But if she said that she would take you to heaven in the month of the coming October, what good would it be for you to learn to read?”

       “That is not trae. The Lady never said that she would take me to heaven in October, and I never said that she had told me such a thing.”

       Later in the questioning he asked:

       “Why did you lower your eyes sometimes and stop looking at the Lady?”

       “It was because at times she blinded me.”

       “Did she teach you some prayer?”

       “Yes, and she wanted us to recite it after each mystery of the Rosary.”

       “Do you know this prayer by heart?”

       “Ido.”

       “Say it”

       “O my Jesus, pardon us, save us from the fire of hell, draw all souls to heaven, especially those in most need.”  3  Thus ended the first interrogation of which a record was made. Dr. Formigao admitted that the children had made a favorable impression upon him. Yet, after thinking the whole matter over at the Seminary of Santarem, he prepared another series of questions of a more searching and fundamental sort, framed to expose the subtle deceits, if any, of subconscious or satanic agencies. On October 10 he boarded a train for Chao da Magas, and there engaged a horse and twowheeled buggy in which he was driven to Vila Nova de Ourem. It was eleven o’clock
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       at night when he reached a tiny hamlet called Mon- telo, about two miles from Fatima. There he found a pen name, “the Visconde de Montelo,” and a lodging for the night with a family named Gongalves, who were able to give him full dossiers on the Marto and Abobora families.

       Everyone agreed that Ti Marto was the most solid and trust- worthy Citizen of the mountains—indeed, he was incapable of deceiving anyone; and he and his wife Olimpia were univer- sally respected as good Catholics who practiced what they professed. Maria Rosa was devout, honest and hard-working. Her husband Antonio was indiiferent to religion and liked wine too well, but there was no malice in him. Neither family was

       8  This is only a partial abstract of the testimony first published in 1921 in  Os episodios maravilhosos de Fatima,  by the Visconde de Montelo (the pen name of Dr. Formigao). Later works of his on the same subject appeared in 1923, 1927, 1929, 1930 and i936.poor according to the standards of the Serra. Neither had done anything to capitalize on the apparitions—quite the contrary; they had discoiiraged the cult which had put them to so much annoyance, and this was especially true of the Aboboras. The children, too, were all well liked. Most people had disbelieved them in May and June, but were now indined to accept their story, since so many had seen the doud over the tree on August 13, and had noted the other strange phenomena in August and September. With all this background now estab- lished in his mind, Dr. Formigao proceeded on October 11 to Aljustrel, and again visited the home of Antonio Abobora.

       While Luda was being sought, the investigator noticed that the leak in the roof was still unrepaired, and asked some questions of Maria Rosa. He was especially curious to know whether she had ever read to Lucia the fairly well-known story of the apparition of Our Lady to two shepherd children, Maximin and Melanie, at La Salette in southern France on September 19,1846. There were certain resemblances be- tween that episode and the ones at Fatima. At La Salette Our Lady had told the children a secret, which they revealed to no one but Pope Pius IX; and she had given them a warning of great calamities if the people of France did not stop offend- ing God. The
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       similarity was not necessarily condusive, yet it might be significant. Father Formigao was curious to know whether Luda had been much impressed by the French account. Maria Rosa thought not; the child had never men- tioned it again, so far as she could recollect.

       When the girl appeared, she was questioned at some length in the presence of four witnesses.

       “What did the Lady say she would do to make the crowd believe she had appeared?” asked Dr. Formigao.

       “She said she was going to perform a miracle.”

       “When did she say that?”

       “She said it a few times—once on the occasion of the first apparition, and when I asked her the question.”

       “Aren’t you afraid that the crowd will do you some harm if nothing extraordinary is seen on that day?”

       “I haven’t any fear,” replied Luda.

       “Did you ever see the Lady bless herself, pray, or finger thebeads?”

       “No.

       "Did she tell you to pray for the conversion of sinners?” “No. She told me to pray to the Lady of the Rosary so that the war would end.” Lucia explained later that the Lady had asked for sacrifices rather than prayers for the conversion of sinners.

       "Did you see the signs other persons say were seen, such as a star and roses displayed on the garment of the Lady, and so on?"
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       “I saw no star or other signs.”

       “Can you read?”

       “No, I can’t”

       “Are you going to learn to read?”

       “No,I’mnot.”

       “How then will you obey the order the Lady has given you in thisregard?”

       Luda was silent As she later explained, she did not wish to accuse or embarrass Maria Rosa.

       Finally the priest said:

       “You have heard your mother read the book called  Short Mission  where the story is told of the apparition of Our Lady to a boy and a girl?”

       “Yes, I have.”

       “Did you often think of that story and speak of it to other girls?”

       “I didn’t think of that story, nor did I tell it to anyone.” Dr. FormigSo then reexamined Jacinta.

       “Did you also hear the secret, or was it told only to Lucia?” *1 heard it too.”

       “When did you hear it?”

       “The second time, on the day of Saint Anthony.”

       “Is this secret so that you will be rich?”
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       “Is it so that you will be good and happy?”

       “Yes, it is for the good of all three.”

       “Is it that you will go to heaven?”

       “No.”

       “Can’t you reveal the secret?"

       “No.”

       “Why?”

       “Because the Lady said we were not to tell the secret to anyone.”

       “If the crowd knew the secret, would they be sad?”

       “Yes, they would.”

       Now it was Francisco's turn.

       “How oid are you?”

       “I am nine years oid.”

       “Did you only see Our Lady or did you also hear what she  sa id?”

       “I only saw her, I heard nothing of what she said.”

       “Was there some light around her head?”
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       ‘Yes, there was.

       “Could you see her face well?”

       “I could see, but only a litde, because of the light.*

       “Were there some ornaments on her dress?”

       “There were some edgings of gold.”

       “Of what color is the crucifix?”

       “It is white.”

       “And the chain of the rosary?”

       “That also is white.”

       “Would the crowd be sad if they knew the secret?”

       “They would.”

       Doctor Formigao believed that all three had told him the truth, whatever the final explanation might be. He was in* dined to think that the test of whether or not they had been deluded in some way would be the “miracle” promised by the Lady for October 13. He went away resolving to let nothing keep him from being at Cova da Iria on the day after the morrow.

       Another priest who examined the children about that time was Father Pogas, Prior of Porto de Mos. It is Ti Marto who remembers how brusquely this self-appointed inquisitor said toLuda:

       “Look here, girl, now you are going to tell me that all thisis lies and witchcraft. l£ you don’t say so, I will say it and have it said everywhere. . . . Everybody will believe me . .
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       . and you shall not escape!

       Lucia made no reply. The Prior was furious, or he pretended that he was. But in the end, after he had made every effort to break down her calm reticence, after he had even accused Ti Marto of being an accomplice in a gigantic fraud, he admitted that he believed they were speaking the truth.

       Yet when the attitude of a priest could be so distrustful and so menadng, it is no wonder that Maria Rosa was almost at her wits’ end with fear and weariness. She was convinced that Lucia was about to be exposed and punished at last. In- deed, all the Aboboras but Luda were in a state of something like panic when that twelfth of October dawned over Aljus- trel. Was it not bad enough, reasoned Maria Rosa and her husband, that their child had begun the deception in the first place; worse, that she had stubbornly carried it on all these months; but worst of all, that she had had the incredible effrontery to promise the whole world a mirade, no less, at a definite hour on a definite day, the thirteenth of October! And what would cheated people say and do when the mirade did not occur? Undoubtedly they would turn in anger on Luda and tear her to pieces. Many of the villagers were making similar predictions. One woman said that Lucia Abobora ought to be burned before she caused the destruction of them all.

       Maria Rosa made a last pathetic appeal to her daughter. “It is better for us to go and tell everything,” she said. “People say we are going to die tomorrow in the Cova da Iria. If the Lady does not make the mirade, the crowd will kill us.” '1 am not afraid, Mother,” replied Luda. “I am sure the Lady will do everything she has promised.”

       “We had better go to confession, to be prepared for death.” “If you want me to go with you to confession, I will, but not for that reason.”

       Maria Rosa turned away, almost distracted.

       That afternoon the sky became overdouded, and a fine coid mist began to fall over the gloomy autumnal expanse of the Serra da Aire. Shepherds in Aljustrel locked the
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       beasts up early, for it was plain that thick weather was brewing in thenortheast.

       CHAPTER XIII

       What a night! It was as if the devil, somewhere in the ice and snow that could never slake the burning of his pain, had resolved to destroy with one blow all that remained of the Europe which had so long been his battleground against the Thing he hated most. Somewhere in the dark misery of Si- beria, he was permitted, heaven knows why, to disturb the equilibrium of the air, setting in motion a coid and cutting blast that shrieked across the continent to the western sea. It may have passed howling over a cabin in Finland where a little lynx-eyed man who called himself Lenin was waiting to enter St. Petersburg Che had lately sown the seeds of revolu- tion there), and to begin, in a very few weeks, the trans- formation and destruction of all that world which owed what was best and noblest in it to the teachings of Christ. It screamed in mockery over vast armaments moving stealthily through Germany to prepare for the “peace through victory” drive of 1918. It scourged poor wretches of both armies into the cover of slimy dugouts all along the western front, and plastered with mud the Italian fugitives from Caporetto. It seemed to echo and enlarge the despair that was setding over the vineyards of war-wearied France, where Haig stood, as he said, with his back to the wall. Finally it dashed itself against the Pyrenees, and then, as if it had gathered up all the hatreds and dUscontents of disobedient men and all the rebellious pow- ers of a corrupted nature in its mad career from the Baltic to Cape Saint Vincent, it let them all loose on the little country that has never been permanently conquered, the land where she who treads upon the serpent’s head has long been hon- ored, the  tena da Santa Maria.

       Darkness fell swiftly, with blacker clouds scudding from the northeast, and huge shapeless masses of fog drifting along the mountain sides and down the river valleys to the ocean. As the drizzle thickened to a fine, coid, slanting rain, the wind, whipped to a gale, bent under it the waving and moan- ing plumes of the pine forests near Leiria; it ripped the square sails of ancient windmills on the gray heights of the Serra da Aire; it scattered pale glistening leaves of poplars and aspens across the swollen Tagus; it flattened the plucked and red- dened vineyards of Braga and the withered
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       gardens of Moita and Fatima; it went roaring across himdreds of miles of nar- row beaches until the frothy Atlantic bellowed back in anger, and cast up vengeful floods into village streets. The rain fell steadily, pitilessly.

       Yet there were thousands of human beings and many beasts on the roads of the litde Republic that night For faith is stronger than doubt, and love is hardier than hate. Devout Catholics in every village had heard by this time that Our Lady had promised to return to Cova da Iria to perform a miracle on October 13. Rain or shine, that was all they needed to know. Peasant families slung their wicker baskets and earthen water jugs over their shoulders, or packed them in panniers on the backs of burros, and started out under the lowering sides. Fathers and mothers carried sick or lame children in their arms for incredible distances. Fishermen left their nets and boats on the beaches of the Vieira and took to the oozy roads. Farmhands from Monte Real, sailors from ships in the harbors of Porto or Algarve, factory workers from Lisboa, serranos from Minde or Soublio, ladies and gendemen, scrubwomen, waiters, young and oid, rich and poor, all sorts of people Cbut most of them humble, most of them bare- foot, most of them workers and their familiesjwere plodding through the mud under the pelting rain that night like a great scattered army converging upon Fatima, hoping to find there some favor of health or conversion, forgiveness of sin, consolation for sorrow, the beginning of a better life, the blessing of the Mother of God.

       It made no difference to these devotees if saturated trousers or skirts sloshed around their tired legs as their bare feet plowed the mud or spattered the puddles of bad roads. Laugh- ter was heard among groups of several families as they walked along together. Fragments of oid hymns would echo back from the wet cliffs, or come floating down out of the darkness of a lonely road.  “Ave, Ave, Ave Mortal”  Not for nothing had the ancestors of these people sung the  Salve Regina  on the decks of galleons in the Indian Ocean or whalers in the China Sea. It might have been a useful lesson for some of the politi- dans at Lisboa if they could have heard those songs.

       They were not left wholly uninformed, however. Avelino de Almeida, managing editor of O  Secuto,  the largest news- paper in Lisboa, who was on his way to cover the story at Cova da Iria, describes some of the pilgrims he met near Chao de Magas,
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       before the rain began to fall:

       “Nearly all, men and women, have bare feet, the women carrying their footgear in bags on their heads, the men leaning on great staves and carefully grasping umbrellas also. One would say they were all oblivious to what was going on about them, with a great lack of interest in the journey and in other travelers, as if lost in a dream, reciting their Rosary in a sad rhythmic chant. A woman says the first part of the  Hcnl, Mary;  her companions in chorus say the second part of the prayer. With sure and rhythmical steps they tread the dusty road which runs between the pine woods and the olive groves, so that they may arrive before night at the place of the apparition, where, under the serene and coid light of the stars, they hope they can sleep, keeping the first places near the blessed azinheira so that today they can see better.”

       It was not devotion that took the editor of O  Seculo  to Fatima. Almeida was a Freemason who made no secret of his dislike for priests, sacraments, creeds and dogmas. He was cov- ering the story because it had been too much talked about to be ignored, and he was one of the best newspaper men in Portugal. His dispatch, published in O  Seculo  on the morning of October 13, reveais him as a kindly, cynical gentleman in the Newmanian sense, one who did not believe but had no wish to hurt or ridicule those who did:

       “Thousands of persons are hastening to a wild expanse of country near Ourem to see and hear the Virgin Mary. Let pious souls be not offended and pure believing hearts be not afraid; we have no intention of being a scandal for those who sincexely hold to their faith and whom the miraculous still attracts, seduces, bewitches, consoles and fortifies, as has been the case for thousands of years, and most certainly will be for other thousands of years! . . . This is only a short newspaper artide on an event which is not new in the history of Ca- tholicism. . . . Some regard it as a message from heaven and a grace; others see in it a sign and proof that the spirit of su- perstition and fanatidsm has planted deep roots that it is diffi- cult or even impossible to destroy.

       “Times of great calamities have always revi ved and renewed religious ideas and have
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       favored them. And war, which strikes everywhere, ofiFers them the most favorable and fertile soil for growth. We see that confirmed in the life of the trenches and even in the spiritual atmosphere of the belligerent coun tries.”

       After some pointed observa tions about the speculators who doubdess were waiting to profit by the credulity of the masses, he gave a fair summary of the events at Fatima, and recalled previous apparitions of the Holy Virgin at Lourdes, La Salette, and other places. Then he continued more ironically:

       “The miracle takes place between noon and one o’dock, according to those who have been there. But not all have the chance to see the holy figure. The number of the dect seems very small. Despite their efforts, many see nothing. This is why those who find themsdves near the children are con- tented with hearing them speak with an invisible partner. Others, on the contrary, see in a divinely solemn moment the stars shining in the firmament, even though the sun be at the zenith. They hear a subterranean groaning which announces the presence of the Lady. They daim that the temperature falls and they compare the impressions of that moment with those they have experienced during an eclipse of the sun. . . .

       “According to what the children say, the figure of the Virgin appears on an azinheira, surrounded on all sides by a nuage. . . . The suggestion of the masses, brought there by the supernatural and captivated by a superhuman force, is so powerful that eyes fill with tears, faces become as pale as corpses, men and women throw themselves on their knees, chant songs and recite the Rosary together.

       "We do not know if there have already been blind persons who have recovered their sight, paralytics who have regained the use of their limbs, hardened sinners who are turned back from the straight ways of sin to plunge into the purifying water of penance.

       “But that matters little. The news of the apparitions has spread from Algarve to the Minho. Since the Day of the Ascension the pilgrims have flocked there by thousands on the thirteenth of each month, from near and far. The means of transportation do
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       not suffice.

       "The clergy of the place and the neighborhood maintain, as regards the events, a prudent reserve, at least in appearance. It is the custom of the Church. It proclaims loudly that in such circumstances doubt means nothing, for doubts also come from the devil. But secretly it rejoices over the great concourse of pilgrims who since May have become more and more numerous.

       “And there are even people who dream of a great and rnag- nificent church, always full, of large hotels near by with every modem comfort, of shops well stocked with a thousand and one different objects of piety and souvenirs of Our Lady of Fatima, and of a railway which will take us to the future miraculous sanctuary with more convenience than the buses in which, for the moment, the mass of the faithful and of the curious now achieve this right. . . .”

       While the author of these pessimistic observations was male- ing his way to Ourem, and then with deepening discomfort to Cova da Iria, the Abobora and Marto families, after a rest- less night listening to the rain pelting on the tiles, were rising in the cheerless dawn. Indeed, the east was hardly streaked with dismal gray when the first dripping pilgrims carne knock- ing at their doors. Soon there were dozens and scores of them, and they not only surrounded the two cottages, clamoring for a glimpse of the children, but were cheerfully forcing their way inside without waiting to be invited. Ti Olimpia was furious at the casual way they shed puddles of water and red mud from the fields all over her floors. Ti Marto still twits her on how she fluttered about, trying to get the children ready and at the same time to answer the questions of a jos- tling mob. It was too much when these strangers began to make themselves comfortable on her beds and chests.

       “Get out of here, all of you!” she cried.

       The people paid no attention. A few more pushed their way in.

       "Leave them alone, woman,” advised her husband. “When the house is full, no more
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       will be able to get in.

       A neighbor plucked him by the sleeve and said in his ear: “Ti Marto, you'd better not go to Cova da Iria. They might beat you up. The little ones, no. They are babies, no one is going to hurt them. You are the one in danger of being mussed up.

       Tm going openly,” returned the other, “and I’m not afraid of anybody. I have no doubt everything will be all right,” Olimpia did not share this confidence. She was praying fervently to Our Lady to protect her and her family that day, and she still wonders how her children could have remained so calm and unafraid in the midst of all that confusion.

       “If they hurt us,” said Jacinta, “we are going to heaven. But those that hurt us, poor people, are going to hell.”

       One of the intruders in the house of Ti Marto was a Bar- oness from Pombalinho, who insisted on presenting two ornate dresses, a blue one for Lucia, a white one for Jacinta. The girls declined these, preferring their own white Communion attire. Finally, after infinite confusion, they managed to get a bite to eat and to squirm out of the house.

    

  
    
       At the last moment Maria Rosa put on her shawl and said she would accompany them. “I know they are going to kill you,” she said tearfully to Lucia. “Very well, then, if you must go, I will go and die with you.”

       It was a long and slow journey. The highroad was crowded all the way from Fatima to Cova da Iria. Men and women were kneeling in the thick slime on both sides, imploring their prayers. Hands reached out to touch them. Wet burros brushed against them. Umbrellas threatened to poke out their eyes. But what a sight when at last they arrived near the scene of the apparitions! Fully 70,000 men, women and children, people of all ages and conditions, were standing pa- tiently in the rain waiting for them—a dark mass under innumerable black umbrellas, dripping sombreros, soaked blankets. They were packed so densely between the highway and the
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       azinheira that the children were able to get through only with the help of a chauffeur, who seized Jacinta and mounted her on his shoulder, crying, “Make way for the children who saw Our Lady!”

       Ti Marto followed with Lucia and Francisco. When they reached the place of the apparitions, he was surprised to fina his wife already there. He had forgotten her in his anxiety for Jacinta. "My Olimpia turned up from another direction, I don’t know from where,” he confesses.

       At all events there she was ciose to the stump of the azinheira, which Maria Carreira had lovingly draped, along with her alms table, under garlands of flowers. The crowd lurched and swayed this way and that, ducked umbrellas, huddled to- gether for warmth, scanned the leaden eastern sky. Loud voices were repeating the Rosary in various rhythmical cadenees. A priest who had been praying all night in the rain and mud was reading his breviary and from time to time nervously fingering his watch. Presendy he turned to the children and asked at what hour Our Lady was going to arrive. “At midday,” replied Lucia.

       He glanced at his watch again, and said, disapprovingly: “It is midday already. Our Lady is not a liar. We shall see.” Nearly all the people now were saying the Rosary.

       “Ave, Maria, cheia de graga... Santa Maria, Miii ^Le Deus, rogai por nos pecadores.

       “Put down your umbrellas!” cried Lucia—why she never knew—and one after another they obeyed, although the rain was still falling. “Put down your umbrellas!” said one after another. They all stood patiently in the rain.

       A few minutes more passed. The priest looked at his watch again.

       “Midday is past,” he said with gloomy finality. “Away with all this! It is all an illusion.”

       He began to push the three children with his hands, if we may trust the memory of Maria Carrena . 1  But Lucia, almost in tears, refused to huelge, saying.
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       “Whoever wants to go, can go, but I'm not going. Our Lady told us to come. We saw her other times and we’re going to see her now.”

       Disappointed murmurs and grumblings began to be heard among the bystanders. Then of a sudden Lucia looked toward theeastand cried:

       “Jacinta, kneel down, for now I see Our Lady there. I can see the flash!”

       “Watch out, daughter!” It was the shrill voice of Maria Rosa. “Don't let yourself be deceived!”

       Lucia did not hear the warning. Those near her no ticed that her face had become flushed and transparendy beautiful. She was gazing rapturously now at the Lady herself, who stood in a flood of white light on the flowers that Maria Carrena had draped on the stump of the azinheira. Jacinta and Frandsco, on either side of her, stared likewise, both radiant, both quite oblivious of the multitude around them.

       “What do you want of me?” Lucia was kneeling with the others. The fine rain fell on her upturned face.

       “I want to tell you to have them build a chapel here in my honor. I am the Lady of the Rosary. Let them continue to say the Rosary every day. The war is going to end, and the soldiers will soon return to their homes.”

       “I have many things to ask of you,” said Lucia. “The cure of some sickpersons, the conversion of some sinners. . . .”

       “Some yes, others no. It is necessary that they amend their lives, and ask pardon for their sins.”

       Her face became graver as she continued, “Let them offend Our Lord God no more, for He is already much offended.” With this the Lady of the Rosary opened her white hands as always, and it seemed to Lucia that the light emerging from them ascended
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       to where the sun ought to be, directly over- head, and it was brighter than any simlight Perhaps it was at this moment that the crowd saw the douds separate like two vast curtains rolled apart, and the sun appear between them in the dear blue, hke a disk of white fire. Certainly many heard Luda cry, “Look at the sun!” but she said this in ecstacy and has no recollection of it. For she was wholly absorbed in something she saw where the sun must have been.

       As Our Lady disappeared in the very radiance that carne from her outstretched hands, there stood out in the zenith above three tableaus which symbolized, one after another, the Joyous, the Sorrowful and the Glorious mysteries of the Rosary. The first was a distinct representation of the Holy Family: Our Lady herself in her traditional dress of white with a blue mande, and Saint Joseph beside her holding the Child Jesus on his arm—Saint Joseph in white, the Infant in bright red.

       Luda was heard to say, “Saint Joseph is going to bless us!” All three of the children saw this first vision, and saw the Saint make the sign of the cross three times over the crowd. The holy Child did likewise.

       The next vision, seen by Lucia alone, was one of Our Lady of Sorrows in the sombre garb assigned to her by tradition, the Mater Dolorosa of Good Friday, but without the sword in her breast; and beside her stood her divine Son grieving as when he met her on the way to Calvary. Luda saw only the upper part of His figure. He looked pityingly on the crowd for whom He had died, and raised His hand to make the sign of the cross over them.

       Our Lady then appeared in a third vision of glory, as Our Lady of Mount Carmel, crowned as queen of heaven and of the world, her infant Son upon her knee.

       The crowd saw nothing of all this: at least there seems to be no solid verification of the claim that a few saw the Lady. What they all did see, however, was something stupendous, unheard of, almost apocalyptic. The sun stood forth in the clear zenith like a great silver disk which, though bright as any sun they had ever seen, they could look straight at without blinking, and with a unique and delightful satisfaction. This
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       lasted but a moment. While they gazed, the huge ball began to “dance”—that was the word all the beholders applied to it Now it was whirling rapidly like a gigantic fire-wheel. After doing this for some time, it stopped. Then it rotated again, with dizzy, sickening speed. Finally there appeared on the rim a border of crimson, which flung across die sky, as from a hellish vortex, blood-red streamers of flame, reflecting to the earth, to the trees and shrubs, to the upturned faces and the dothes all sorts of brilliant colors in succession: green, red, orange, blue, violet, the whole spectrum in fact Madly gyrat- ing in this manner three times, the fiery orb seemed to trem- ble, to shudder, and then to plunge precipitately, in a mighty zigzag, toward the crowd.

       A fearful cry broke from the lips of thousands of terrified persons as they fell upon their knees, thinking the end of the world had come. Some said that the air became warmer at that instant; they would not have been surprised if everything about them had burst into flames, enveloping and consuming them.

       AiJesus,  we are all going to die here!”

       “Save us, Jesus! Our Lady, save us!”

       “Oh, my God, I am sorry—” And one began the Act of Contrition.

       Some who had come to jeer fell on their faces and broke into sobs and abject prayers.

       The Marques do Cruz said, “Oh my God, how great is Thy power!”

       This had lasted about ten minutes, perhaps. Then all saw the sun begin to dimb, in the same zigzag manner, to where it had appeared before. It became tranquil, then dazzling. No one could look at it any longer. It was the sun of every day.

       The people stared at one another in joy and amazement. “Mirade! Miracle! The children were right! Our Lady made the miracle! Blessed be God! Blessed be Our Lady!” The shouts were taken up all over the Cova da Iria. Some were laughing, others weeping with joy. Many were making the discovery that their drenched clothes had in
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       some unexplained manner become perfectly dry.

       Avelino de Almeida reported the event in  O Secuto  of Oc- tober r7 as “a spectacle unique and incredible if one had not been a witness of it. . . . One can see the immense crowd turn toward the sun, which reveais itself free of the clouds in full noon. The great star of day makes one think of a silver plaque, and it is possible to look straight at it without the least discomfort. It does not bum, it does not blind. It might be like an eclipse. But now bursts forth a colossal clamor, and we hear the nearest spectators crying, ‘Miracle, miracle! Marvel, marvel!’

       “Before the astonished eyes of the people, whose attitude carnes us back to biblical times and who, full of terror, heads uncovered, gaze into the blue of the sky, the sun has trembled, and the sun has made some brusque movements, unprece- dented and outside of all cosmic laws—the sun has ‘danced,’ according to the typical expression of the peasants. . . . An oid man whose stature and face, at once gentle and energetic, recall those of Paul Deroulede, turns toward the sun and recites the Credo with loud cries from beginning to end. I ask his name. It is Senhor Joao Maria Amado de Melo Ramalho da Cunha Vasconcelos. I see him afterwards addressing those about him who have kept their hats on, begging them vehe- mendy to uncover before so extraordinary a demonstration of the existence of God. Similar scenes are repeated in all places. . . .

       “The people ask one another if they have seen anything and what they have seen. The greatest number avow that they have seen the trembling and dancing of the sun. Others, how- ever, declare that they have seen the smiling face of the Virgin herself; swear that the sun turned around on itself like a wheel of fireworks; that it fell, almost to the point of burning the earth with its rays. . . . Another tells that he has seen it change color successively. . . .

       “Almost three o’clock. The sky is limpid and the sun follows its course with its habitual brilliancy so that no one dares to look at it directly. And the shepherds? . . . Lucia, the one who speaks to the Virgin, announces with theatrical motions, on the neck of a man who carries her from group to group, that the war is going to end and
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       that the soldiers are coming home. Such news, however, does not increase the joy of those who hear her. The celestial Sign, that is everything. Much curiosity, nevertheless, to see the two little girls with their garlands of roses; some try to kiss the hand of the little saints’; and one of the two, Jacinta, is much nearer to fainting than to dancing. But what all aspired for—the Sign in the Sky—has sufficed to satisfy them, to enroot them in their Breton-like faith. . . .

       “Their dispersion follows rapidly and without incidents, without the shadow of disorder, without the need of any in- tervention of police patrols. The pilgrims who leave first, in haste to be on their way, are those who arrived first with their shoes on their heads or hung on their staves. They are going, their souls full of joy, to spread the good news in the villages that were not wholly depopulated to come here. And the priests? Some have shown themselves on the scene, standing rather with the curious spectators than in the company of pilgrims avid for celestial favors. Perhaps now and then one does not manage to conceal the satisfaction which appears so often on the faces of those who triumph. ... It remains for those competent to pronounce on the  danse macabre  of the sun, which today, at Fatima, has made hosannas burst from the breasts of the faithful and naturally has impressed—so witnesses worthy of belief assure me—even freethinkers and other persons not at all interested in religious matters who have come to this once famous countryside.”

       All over Portugal, in fact, the anti-clerical press was com- pelled to bear witness of the same sort. There was general agreement on the essentials. As Dr. Domingos Pinto Coelho wrote in O  Ordem,  “The sun, sometimes surrounded with crimson flames, at other times aureoled with yellow and red, at still other times seemed to revolve with a very rapid move- ment of rotation, still again seeming to detach itself from the sky, to approach the earth and to radiate strong heat.”

       Theories of mass hypnotism or suggestion were discarded when it became known that reliable witnesses not in the crowd had seen the miracle many miles away. The poet Af- fonso Lopes Vieira saw it from his house at S. Pedro de Moel, forty kilometers from Fatima. Father Inado Lourenco told later how he had seen it from Alburita, eighteen or nineteen kilometers away, when he was a boy of nine. He and
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       some fellow students heard people shouting in the Street near by. Running out of the school with his teacher, Dona Del&na Pereira Lopes, he saw with amazement the spinning and fall- ing of the sun. “It was like a globe of snow revolving on it- self,” he wrote. “Then suddenly it seemed to come down in a zigzag, threatening to fall on the earth. Terrified, I ran to shelter myself in the midst of the people. All were weeping, expecting from one moment to the next the end of the world.

       “Near us was an unbeliever without religion, who had spent the morning mocking the blockheads who had made all that journey to Fatima to go and stare at a girl. I looked at him. He stood as if paralyzed, thunderstruck, his eyes fixed on the sun. Then I saw him tiemble from head to foot, and raising his hands to heaven, he fell on his knees in the mire, shouting,  ‘Nossa Senhora!Nossa Senhoral’

       “Meanwhile the people continued to scream and cry out, begging God to pardon their sins. . . . Afterwards we ran to the chapeis of the town, which were filled in a few moments.

       “During those long minutes of the solar phenomenon ob- jects all about us reflected all the colors of the rainbow. As we looked at one another, one seemed blue, another yellow, another vermilion. ... All these strange phenomena increased the terror of the crowd. After about ten minutes the sun re- turned to its place in the same way it had descended, still pale and without splendor. . .”

       Plenty of witnesses are still living in the neighborhood. I spoke with many of them last summer, induding Ti Marto and his Olimpia, Maria Carreira, two of the sisters of Lucia (Mary of the Angels and Gloria) and several others of the country folk, all of whom told the same story with evident sincerity; and as they mentioned the falling of the sun there was always a trace of terror in their voices. The Reverend Father Manuel Pereira da Silva gave me substantially the same details. “When I saw the sun fall zigzag,” he said, “I fell on my knees. I thought the end of the world had come.”

       The fact has been established beyond any doubt. How is it tobeexplained?
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       As early as May, 1917, Jacinta and Lucia had told people that the Lady they saw had promised a miracle on October 13, at the hour of noon, as a sign of their sincerity. They had repeated this at various times, and had never altered their story even under threats and persecution which must have been terrifying to such children at the ages of ten, nine, and seven. On the very day and hour they had foretold, some 70,000 persons testified that they had the unique experience of seeing the sun spin round and seem to fall. Such wide- spread testimony serves to confirm that the children actually had seen the Mother of Christ, and that He had given to the simple souls at Cova da Iria the sign in the sky for which the Pharisees had begged Him in mock reverence, and which He had refused to grant their unbelieving and adulterous hearts.

       The Administrator of Ourem still denies that anything mi- raculous happened. I suspect he would have denied it even if he had been there. Or like the Pharisees who denied the Resurrection after they had seen Christ dying on the cross, he would have made up some rationalistic explanation to save himself the humiliation of believing.

       He was removed from office following the coup d’etat of Sidonio Pafs some two months after the miracle. The last heard of him was that he was injured in Tomar by the pre- mature explosion of a bomb he was making to throw at certain members of the new government.

       CHAPTER XIV

       Lucia has drawn the mantle of a charitable silence over the reactions of her family to the events of October 13. There must have been apologies and acts of reparation, furtive, perhaps, on the part of Antonio, honest and flatfooted on that of Maria Rosa. But on that day the wan and spiridess girl had no time to enjoy her triumph. Mobs of pilgrims followed her about all afternoon. They  were  still milling about the  Street and passing in and out of the houses of the Aboboras and the Martos when Dr. Formigao arrived in Aljustrel at seven o’dock in the evening. He wanted to talk with the three children before anyone else did, and before they could compare notes. Thanks to his authority as a  priest  he  dispersed  the strangers in short order, and
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       then summoned the three principals to the house of Ti Marto, where he questioned them separately.

       All three had seen Our Lady stand on the stump of the tree. Lucia and Jacinta were agreed as to what she said. Francisco had seen her but had not heard her speak. All three had seen the sun turn. All had seen, near the sun, the vision of the Holy Family. Only Lucia had seen the two succeeding tableaus of Our Lady of Sorrows and Our Lady of Mount Carmel. All agreed as to the colors of the garments and other details. There were some discrepandes. Was the Infant Jesus large? No, very little, replied each one separately. But Luda believed he was on the arm of Saint Joseph, while both Jacinta and Francisco saw him standing beside him—on the right side, said Jadnta, and he did not come up to the waist of Saint Joseph. To Luda he seemed about one year oid. To Jadnta and Frandsco he was about the age of a baby of the neighborhood, Deolinda de Jose das Neves, who was two years oid.

       The divexgence regarding the position of the Cmld is the only important one, and I confess I do not know how to ex- plain it. In all such visions there is a subjectave element, and it may be that they present different details to different persons.

       Dr. Formigao made one more attempt to learn the secret from Francisco.

       “Which was brighter, the figure of the Virgin or the sun?” he asked.

       "The figure of the Virgin was brighter.”

       “Did you hear what she said?”

       “I heard nothing.”

       "Who told you the secret? The Lady?”

       "No, it was Luda ”

       163

      
        [image: picture162]
      

       "Can you tell it to me?”

       "I cannot.”

       "You don't want to speak, because you are afraid of Luda, you are afraid she will strike you, isn’t it true?”

       "Oh, no!”

       "Then, why can’t you tell it to me?. , . Would it be a sin, perhaps?”

       "I believe that it would be a sin to revea! the secret.”

       "Is the secret for the good of your soul, and Luda's and Jadnta’s?”

       "Yes."

       "Is it also for the good of the soul of the Senhor Prior?” "I don t know.”

       “Would the people be sad if they happened to learn it?” "Yes.”

       The children were so pale from fatigue and dazed from exdtement that Dr. Fonnigao shortened his examination, fear- ing they would be III if they were not given some rest. When he returaed October 19, they were still so exhausted that they answered mechanically, like sleepwalkers. Lucia’s memory was vague on recent events, though accurate about those in the past. The questioner was convinced that all three had answered honesdy. He had seen the mirade of the sun. He went away believing also in the apparitions; and from then on he was a defender of the children even in the face of a persistent persecution, all the more difficult to understand when the prime movers in it happened to be not Carbonari or Masons, but fdlow Catholics, fellow priests.

       As for the liberal opposition, the first stupefied silence of the Carbonari lasted but a
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       few days. “What are we about?” said the children of this world on another occasion. “For this Man is working many miracles. If we let Him go on like this everybody will believe in Him!” Within a week the Grand Orient lodge of Santarem had recovered suffidently to plan not merely a defense but a counter-attack. On the night of October 23 several of the brethren, including one known as Cemetery Frank, went to Ourem, where they were reinforced by certain henchmen of the Administrator Santos. All then re- paired by automobile to Cova da Iria with the intention of destroying what remained of the azinheira tree, and thus kill- ing the cult by robbing it of a rallying point and chief relie. Some carried lanterns, others axes and hatchets.

       A few strokes ciose to the roots, and a small tree was lying flat on the ground. Near by were other paraphernalia of de- votion: the table of Maria Carreira with flowers and coins on it, and a picture of Our Lady; the rustic arch that pilgrims had built of two upright poles, with one hanging between to support a couple of lanterns and some crosses. All these the raiding party confiscated and carried off to Santarem. They placed them on exhibition as medieval monstrosities in a house near the seminary, charging a modest fee to inspect them, and offering the proceeds to the manager of the Misericordia, who, however, dedined. The next evening they bore the entire exhibit in procession through the streets, sing- ing blasphemous litanies to the accompaniment of drums.

       The Liberal and Masonic O  Secuto  of Lisboa published these and other details, with a hearty condemnation of the whole desecration, remarking that it was espedally shameful at a time when Catholic processions were forbidaen. Other anti-clericals were less tolerant. When a group of educated Catholics of Santarem published an indignant protest, the Portuguese Federation of Free Thinkers retorted with one of the most curious documents in Portuguese history, a Manifesto addressed to all liberais against "the shameful spectade staged as a ridiculous comedy at Fatima,” which they ascribed to an ecclesiastical plot to unite Church and State and restore diplomarte relations with the Vatican. In his fervor the writer went so far as to declare that mirades ought to be punished like transgressions against dty ordinances, since they were violations of the laws of na ture. He was particularly incensed because the mirade of the sun was invented and perpetrated on the anniversary of the
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       Freethinker Frandsco Ferrer, De- manding prompt pubHc action against all those guilty of drag- ging such medievalism into the light of the twentieth century, he conduded with:

       "Long uvb thb RepublicI Down with khachonI Long uve ubert?!"

       On the morning of October 24 the news of the ravishing of the shrine passed rapidly from mouth to mouth through the grapevine of the Serra. There were cries of anger in Moita, in Fatima, in Aljustrel. Maria Carreira was one of the faithful who hurried to Cova da Iria to see what had happened.  Ail  the worst had happened. The table, the arch, the lanterns, all had disappeared. Yet not the worst! For the marauders had chopped down tibie wrong tree. And there, a few feet from the uprooted one, stood the brave little azinheira on which Our Lady had appeared, its upper leaves sadly shorn, but the trunk and lower branches still standing in the sun for all to see. Maria Carreira gave thanks to God.

       The net result of the outrage was to increase rather than discourage the devotion to Our Lady of Fatima. The number of pilgrims gradually increased. There were sure to be many of them on Sundays and on the thirteenth of each month from May to October, sometimes in a veritable procession from Leiria, Ourem, or Chao de Magas. Even during the week it was a rare day that did not bring at least a few. The bare- foot poor still predominated; many were sick, lame, broken- hearted, all hopeful that if they could but touch the bark of the azinheira, the Queen of Heaven would have pity on them. One coid winter morning Maria Carreira found a man who had slept all night on the ground near the tree, after walking eleven leagues. “I am glad I carne,” he said. “I feel very happy in this place.”

       Along with the devout poor carne a few more prosperous persons, sometimes from as far as Lishoa or Porto. Almost eveiy day one would appear at the Martos’ or Aboboras’ and ask for a few words with the children. At first Olimpia used to send out to the meadows for Jacinta and Francisco, but this got to be such a nuisance that she finally lost patience, and decided to turn the flock over to her son Joao. The two were gready disappointed, for it meant giving up, in great measure, die company of Lucia. But
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       before long she too ceased to be a shepherdess.

       Maria Rosa and her husband were too human to have been transfbrmed into angels by the stupefying experience they had shared on October 13. Miracle or no miracle, Antonio bitterly resented the fact that the vast crowd had iacreased, if possible, the destruction of his farm property in the Cova. Nothing would ever grow there now, espedally with pilgrims coming to camp out or walk about daily. It was no small sacrifice for a farmer of Aljustrel to lose fifty sacks or more of potatoes a year, not to mention his beans, spinach and other vegetables. Maria Rosa remained irascible to the end, for it was her temperament. But she was too honest to deny that Luda had been right, and too devout, having made the ad- mission, to refuse to do all in her power to carry out the wishes of the Mother of God. If Our lady wanted the  cachapa  to learn to read, there was nothing more to be said. Since the time of the monarchy there had been a small day school for boys at Fatima, near the church. Recendy, by a happy coin- ddence, one had been started there for girls. Maria Rosa en- tered Luda, and prevailed upon her sister-in-law to send Jadnta also.

       CHAPTER XV

       Frandsco was left alone now, but be was never lonely. He was never without a calm sen se of the presence of God. He never tired of seeing the rising and the setting of the sun. He could go with the girls on holidays to say the Rosary at Cova da Iria or the Angel’s prayer at Cabero, scampering over walls and ditehes at the first glimpse of anyone who looked like a curious pilgrim.

       Sometimes he was caught before he could escape. One day a whole group of such persons surprised him, with his sister and his cousin, at a bend of the road. They at once recog- nized and surrounded the three. One set Jacinta on top of a wall, so that all might see and hear her better. Another tried to do likewise with Francisco. More nimble, he fled to the top of another old wall near by, whence, looldng back in triumph, he saw a poorly dad woman and her young son kneeling and holding out their arms to him in supplication. The mother begged him to ask Our Lady to heal her husband, who was ill, and not to let him be sent to the war. Francisco kndt on top
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       of the wall and began to say his Rosary. The strangers all joined in.

       “Afterwards they accompanied us to Cova da Iria,” wxoie Luda, "and said another Rosary on the way. The poor woman promised to return and thank Our Lady. She did, various times, and brought her husband, who was iestored to health. They were of the parish of San Mamede, and we called them the Casaleiros.” 1

       Most strangers bored Francisco. What silly questions! One of the favorites was the one inflicted on small boys everywhere in the world: What are you going to be when you grow up? Such a query, for him, entailed too much explanation. There were those two stuffy  senhoras,  for example.

       “Do you want to be a carpenter?”

       No, ma am.

       “Ah, you want to be a soldier, then?23

       «\T  y yy

       No, ma am.

       “A doctor, isn't that it?”

       “Oh, no!”

       “I know what you would like to be—a priest!”

       “No.”

       “What! To say Mass?. . . to hear confessions?. . . to pray in the church? Isn’t that it?" “No,  senhora.  I don’t want to be a  padre.  *

       23 Another of Ti Marto’s recollections, in De Marchi, p. 21 x.
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       “Then what  do  you want to be?”

       “I don’t want to be anything.”

       “You don’t want to be anything? P “No. I want to die and go to heaven.” *

       Francisco had no ambition to go to school with Jacinta and Luda. What was the use, if he was going to heaven so soon? But he liked to walk with them as far as Saint Anthony’s Church in Fatima. Then he would say:

       “Look, you go to school and I will stay here in the church near the hidden Jesus. It isn’t worth the trouble for me to learn to read. I’m leaving here soon for heaven. When you come back, cali me.”

       The church was being repaired, and the Sacred Host had been moved from the main altar to a small one on the left side, near the entrance. “And there I found him when I re- turned,” said Luda. He used to spend whole days on his knees looldng at the tabernacle where his Lord was waiting for someone to come and visit Him. It is likely enough that in this way, without direction, Frandsco learned to practice mental prayer. He may well have become a fairly advanced con- templative, he may possibly have had ecstades. He had learned from the Master Himself the lesson that Saint Teresa teaches in her  Way of Perfection:  that lofty prayer demands love, solitude, detachment, freedom from all self-seeking or sensuality.

       Yet he never paraded his piety, but concealed it, even from Jacinta. One day after school when the girls lost sight of him on the Serra, they found him lying prostrate and motionless behind a stone wall.

       "Why don’t you come and pray with us?”

       Td rather pray alone, to think, and to console Our Lord. He issosad.”

       “Francisco, which do you like better, to console Our Lord or to convert sinners so that
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       their souls won’t go to hell any more?

       This was a more profound theological question than Luda may have realized, but he answered without hesitation:

       ‘Td rather console Our Lord.”

       “Don’t you remember then how sad Our Lady was the last month when she said not to offend Our Lord, because He was much offended already?”

       “I want to console Our Lord first and then convert the sinners so that they won’t offend any more.”

       One day he was missing so long that Jadnta thought he was lost. “Frandsco! Francisco!” No answer. Finally they discov- ered him, prostrate and motionless, behind a pile of rocks. Still no answer. He hardly stirred even when they shook him, and when he finally got up, he seemed hardly to know where he was. He explained that he had been saying the prayer of the Angel, and then had remained there thinking.

       “And didn’t you hear Jacinta calling you?”

       “I? No, I heard nothing.”

       Frandsco’s prayer was not a form of self-indulgence, like that of the pseudo-mystics. There was nothing in it of what Saint John of the Cross calis "spiritual gluttony.” Rather, it flowered radiandy into good works for the benefit of others. He would go out and gather up the sheep and goats of a certain poor oid woman who had trouble managing them. He obtained notable cures and conversions. He could never resist any honest appeal. Just as he had once offered a boy two  vintens  to release a captive bird, and had run all the way to Aljustrel and back to fetch the money, so now he would spare himself no trouble to free some struggling soul from sin or pain. One day on the way to school Lucia met her sister Teresa, recendy married, who had come
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       from Lomba, where she now lived, with a request for prayers. The son of a woman there had been arrested and falsely accused of a grave crime for which he might be exiled or imprisoned for many years. After Teresa had passed along to her mother’s house, Luda told the others what she had said. Francisco was visibly moved. When they reached Fatima he said:

       “Look, while you two are at school I will stay with the hidden Jesus and ask for this grace."

       When school was over the girls found him kneeling before the  Santissimo.  “Did you tell Our Lady about that?” asked Luda.

       “Yes, and you can tell your sister Teresa that the boy will be home again in a few days.”

       So it carne to pass; and the woman of Lomba was at Cova da Iria on the thirteenth of the next month, giving thanks for herson’srelease.

       For such favors Frandsco paid the price that all the mystics pay. His great desire, next to heaven, was to recdve the hidden Jesus in Holy Eucharist This became almost a feuming pain when he saw his sister Jadnta going to her First Com- munion. They had begun preparing for it together the pre- vious summer. Ti Marto remembers it well; it was soon after the Prior had questioned them about the appaiitions. “Senhor Prior,” he said, “here are my two children, ready for their first confession. Now you can ask them all the questions you want!” Afterwards he took them to be examined for their First Communion, but Father Ferreira thought they had better wait another year. Jadnta finally passed in May, 1918; but Francisco failed again when he became confused about some point in the  Credo.  This time he went home crying. It was hard enough for a boy of ten to fail, but harder still to sit with the grown-ups on a fragrant spring day and watch his younger sister go up without him. But the pain of separation is familiar to the lovers of God, and Frandsco bore it btavely as he bent once more to his prayers. “It is for your love, O my Jesus!"
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       It is plain from Lucia’s memoirs that she recognized a cer- tain spiritual leadership in this boy who was her junior. Just before Lent in 1918 some of her friends asked her to organize one of the  festas  of Carnival Week, leading up to the frivol- ities of Mardi Gras- It was the custom for a group of boys and girls to meet at a certain place, bringing oil, bread or meat from home, and then to feast and dance till late at night. Jose Carreira and his wife offered the use of their house for what promised to be the best party of the year. Girls were coming from Moita, Fatima, Silva dos Currais, Lomba, Pedemeia, Cura da Pedra, Cosa Velha, all over the Serra.  *1  refused at first, but, carried away by a cowardly condescension, I gave in to their insistent demands." Yet Lucia’s consdence troubled her, and she told her cousins.

       Francisco’s dark eyes looked her sternly through and through. “And you are going back to these kitchen parties and games? Have you forgotten that you promised never to go back to them?”

       “I don’t want to go, but you can see that they keep asking me, and I don’t know what to do."

       “Do you know what you are going to do? All the people know that Our Lady appeared to you. Just say that for that you have promised not to dance any more, and so you are not going. Then we can escape these days to the cave of Cabero, and nobody will meet us.”

       On the day of the party they were all at Cova da Iria, saying the Rosary.

       Luda’s godfather, Anastacio, one of the few in Aljustrel who did not have to work for a living, had a rather worldly wife named Teresa. One Sunday afternoon she saw the children passing, and cried, “Come here, my litde impostora, come here! I ha ven’t seen you in a long time!” She gave them some sweets, and then asked them to sing a certain popular song, a rather lusty pagan one, commencing:

       “Greetings to the girl With the new sun’s fragrance! . .”
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       When they had finished, all the company laughed and wanted it repeated. But Francisco said, “Let’s not sing this any more. Our Lord certainly doesn’t like us to sing such things.” So they declined and took their leave. Luda believed that in disappointing her godfather's wife she probably lost a good inheritance; “but the good God had destined me for another heritage much more predous.”

       It was October, 1918, and the war was about to end, as Our Lady had promised. But the great epidemic of influenza, one of the concomitant scourges of the almost universal punish- ment of man’s apostacy, was laying low millions of persons throughout the world; and toward the end of October it made its first appearance in Aljustrel. All of the Abobora family except Luda were stricken. In Ti Marto’s house, he alone was left to nurse the rest. Francisco, the first to be put to bed, had a severe case, ending with bronchial pneumonia.

       It was heartbrealdng for his father and mother to see him welcome the illness as the beginning of the journey that the Lady had promised him. He became so weak that he could hardly move, yet he never complained. “If we gave him a little milk,” Olimpia remembers, “he took the milk. If we gave him an egg, he ate the egg. Poor little lad! He took the bitter medicines without making a face. This gave us hope that he would get well. But what do you think? He was always telling us that it was no use, that Our Lady was coming to take him to heaven.” His only sorrow was that he was no longer able to make his daily visit to the hidden Jesus in the church at Fatima.

       Jadnta became ill a few days after Francisco. One day Lucia found her strangely elated. “Look, Lucia!” she said. “Our Lady carne to see us here, and she said that she is Corning very soon to take Frandsco to heaven. And she asked me if I still wanted to convert more sinners and I said yes.

       “Our Lady wants me to go to two hospitals. But not to be cured. It is to suffer more for the love of God, for the conversion of sinners and in reparation for the offenses committed against the Immaculate Heart of Mary.

       “She said that you were not going,” she continued, as Lucia, perhaps, began to look
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       hopeful. “She said my mother is going to take me, and then I will stay there alone.”

       Ti Marto and his wife heard this sort of talk with a chill of fear. For this was no ordinary sickness, this bronchial influenza. Every day one heard of some neighbor who had died; eveiy day the church bell at Fatima announced another sad renaezvous in the cemetery across the way. In many Portuguese towns that winter the tolling of funeral bells had to be forbidden, to prevent a state of panic. But Ti Marto had lived through too many troubles to allow himself to get hyster- ical whenever a hearse went by. He had never doubted that Jacinta had seen Our Lady at Cova da Iria, but he was not the man to cali in the undertaker just because a little girl had a dream ora vision.

       Sure enough, the fever of Francisco began to go down day by day, his pulse to grow stronger. Toward Christmas he was able to get up, though pale and weak, and go about a little. At the beginning of the new year he seemed almost himself again. In January he went to the cave at Cabero to say the Angel’s prayer. One day he would pray at Cova da Iria, another at Valinhos. Once, although his head ached, he walked to Fatima to kneel for quite a while before the altar, consoling the hidden Jesus for the world’s neglect.

       When pilgrims carne he tried to answer their questions pa- tiendy. This was not always easy. One afternoon he returned rather tired from Valinhos to find the house full of people who had spread rosaries, crucifixes, medals and other objects on a table, and were waiting for him to bless them. “I can’t bless them, and neither can you,” he said with some severity. “The priests bless them.” The visitors departed in haste, shout- ing insults at him over their shoulders.

       Before the end of January he was ill again, with a low fever. Ti Marto as usual tried to put a good face on the matter. “Never mind, Francisco, you are going to get well, just as you did before. You are going to be a strong man, you will see.” “No,” replied the boy. “Our Lady is coming very soon now.” His godmother Teresa was one of those who attempted to make him take what she considered a more hopeful view. She
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       promised him a speedy recovery, for she was going to offer his weight in wheat to give the poor, and Our Lady would never refuse to grant such a request.

       "It’s not worth your trouble,” said the boy calmly. "Our Lady will not grant you this grace.”

       A few days after this he became much worse, and had to return to his bed. It was that single iron bed still to be seen there, with its patchwork quilt, its ornate colored metal back, and its two brass knobs. It filled up the space between three plain walls. Overhead, toward the right, there was a small window, showing nothing but a bit of sky. As Francisco laid his hot and aching head on the pillow, he was convinced that he would never get up again. And from that time on he became steadily worse.

       Jacinta was ill most of this time in another room. She would listen until she felt sure that both her parents were out of the house. Then she would slip out of bed and steal into Francisco’s room to perch beside him and talk, until this was discovered and forbidden. Toward evening Lucia would stop in on her way home from school. Ti Olimpia would smile broadly. She knew what this meant to the invalids.

       Lucia would say, “Well, jacinta, have you made many sacrifices today?”

       ‘Tes, a lot,” answered the little girl. She lowered her voice. “My mother was out and I wanted to go many times to visit Francisco, and I didn't do it.”

       Lucia went to the boy’s room. He was flushed, his eyes much too large and bright.

       “Do you suffer much, Francisco?”

       “Bastante.  But it doesn’t matter. I suffer to console Our Lord, and in a little while I shall be with Him.”

       “When you do go, don't forget to ask Our Lady to take me there soon, also.”
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       “I won’t ask that. You know very well that she doesn’t want you there yet.”

       One afternoon Lucia brought some other girls, schoolmates. When they had gone, Francisco looked seriously at her and said:

       "Don’t walk with them, because you can learn to commit sins.”

       "But they leave school when I do.”

       "When you leave, spend a little while at the feet of the hidden Jesus, and then come home alone."  8

       His fever was somewhat higher, and it was plain that he was growing weaker. One day when Luda was alone with him, he took a piece of rope from under the bedclothes and handedittoher.

       “Take it before my mother finds it I’m not strong enough to hide it any more.” It was the one they had found on the road and had made into a sort of hair-shirt.

       By the first of April Frandsco was so weak that he could haraly move his lips in prayer. It grieved him not to be able to say his Rosary. Tm not strong enough, Mother,” he said. "When I say the Hail Marys my head gets all mixed up.”

       "Just say it in your heart then.” Olimpia laid an anxious hand on nis brow. "Our Lady hears it just the same and is justaspleased.”

       He smiled at her contentedly.

       It was spring again, and sometimes the distant sad song of a nightingale would come floating in through the tiny win- dow on the sweet air of the Serra. Frandsco said he wanted to see Luda. She carne running over.

       "Look, Luda, I am very sick, and I am going to heaven very soon.”
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       Luda tried to seem casual. “Then look here, don’t forget to pray much for sinners, for the Holy Father, for me and for Jadnta.”

       "Yes, I will. But look—ask Jadnta these things afterwards. I’m afraid 111 forget them when I go to Our Lord. And first I want to console Him. . . . Look, Luda I want to go to confession.”

       On the night of April a he was so much worse that his parents promised to send to the rectory the first thing in the morning to ask the Prior to come and hear his confession and give him Viaticum.

       In the early dawn Francisco whispered to his sister Teresa that he wanted to see Lucia at once. The girl ran down to the Abobora house, woke her cousin, and said:

       “Lucia, come quickly! Francisco is very sick and says he wants to tell you something!”

       Lucia dressed hastily and hurried to his bedside. She asked his mother, his brother John and two of his sisters to lea ve .the room, since it was some secret that Francisco wanted to tell her. They did so, and the boy said:

       “It is that I am going to confess so that I can receive Communion and then die. I want you to tell me if you have seen me commit any sin and ask Jacinta if she has seen me commit any.” i

       Lucia thought hard. "Sometimes you disobeyed your mother—when she told you to stop staying in the house, and you hid.”

       "It is true. I did that Now go ask Jacinta if she remembers anything else,”

       Jacinta thought very hard. "Look, tell him that befoie Our Lady appeared to us, he stole a  tosido24  from his father to buy the hand-organ from Jose Marto of Casa Velha, and that when the boys of Aljustrel threw stones at those of Boleiros he also threw

       24 A small coin worth loo reis—about nine cents in U. S. money.
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       some.

       Lucia hurried back with this message to Francisco. “I’ve al- ready confessed those,” he murmured. "But IT1 tell them again. Perhaps it is for these sins that I did that Our Lord is so sad. But even if I don’t die I will never do them again. I am sorry now.” And putting his hands together he said, "O my Jesus, pardon us, save us from the fire of hell, draw all souls to heaven, especially those in most need!” Then turning to Lucia he added, "Look, you too ask Our Lord to pardon me my sins."

       “I will, don’t worry. If Our Lord hadn’t forgiven you, Our Lady wouldn't have told Jadnta the other day that she was coming soon to take you to heaven. Now I am going to Mass, and there I will pray to the hidden Jesus for you.”

       “Look—ask Him also that the Senhor Prior may give me Holy Communion.”

       “Why, yes!”

       When Luda returned from Mass, Jadnta had got up and was sitting on the edge of her brother’s bed. Frandsco said at once:

       “Did you ask the hidden Jesus to have the Senhor Prior give me Holy Communion?” “Idid.”

       “Afterwards in heaven I will pray for you.”

       “Do! Yet the other day you said you would not!”

       “That was to take you to heaven soon. But if you wish I will pray, and then Our Lady will do as you wish.”

       “I do wish. You pray.”

       This is what Luda remembers of the conversation. “I left him then and went about my
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       daily duties of work and school. When I returned at nightfall, he was radiant with joy. He had confessed and the Senhor Prior had promised him to bring Holy Communion the following day.”

       The next morning, April 3, was a lovely one. Frandsco lay very tranquil, waiting for the priest. After a while his eyes opened. He had heard the tinlding of the little bell that the acolyte was ringing to let people know that the Senhor Prior had the Sacred Host with him. He tried to sit up, but he was too weak, and his godmother Teresa told him he could receive his First Communion just as well lying down. Meanwhile Olimpia had lighted the holy candles and had set them on a small table by the bed.

       Now the priest was in the room holding the hidden Jesus before him, and saying three times,  “Domine, non sum dignus. . .  Frandsco was almost in heaven.

       When Jadnta went afterwards to see him—she was allowed to that day—he told her all about it. “Today I am happier than you, for I have within my breast the hidden Jesus. I am going to heaven, but there I will pray a great deal to Our Lord and Our Lady that they bring you there too, soon.”

       Jacinta stayed with him nearly all day, sometimes saying the Rosary for him when he was unable to say it himself, sometimes just sitting on the edge of the bed and looking at him. Lucia carne after school as usual. Francisco said to her: “Certainly in heaven I am going to pray hard for your wishes—who knows but Our Lady may take you also very soon?”

       Lucia had changed her mind. “Don’t do that, no. Just imagine yourself at the feet of Our Lord and Our Lady who are so good.”

       "All right." Then a terrible thought carne to him. “But perhaps she won’t remember

       l”

       me!

       “Perhaps she won’t remember you! ! [Patience!”
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       Francisco smiled.

       He looked so ethereal that Lucia doubted whether she would see him again. "Goodby, Francisco," she said softly. “If you go to heaven tonight, don’t forget me there, do you hear?” “I won’t forget you, no. Don’t worry.”

       He seized her right hand with unexpected strength and pressed it hard for a long moment, looking deeply into her eyes; and both were blinded by tears. “Do you want anything else?” It sounded stupid, but it was all she could think of. “No,” he replied in a low voice.

       Ti Olimpia carne in to send Lucia home. “Then goodby, Francisco, till heaven. Goodby till heaven.” Lucia was still weeping as she went out. She could stand no more.

       All night the boy lay quietly thinking of the hidden Jesus he had received and would soon see face to face. He was thirsty, but was unable to drink the milk his mother offered; he could take only a few drops of water. Tm all right,” he would say, “don’t give me anything.”

       Once he called her and said, “Look, mother, what a pretty light there, near the door!.

       "Now I don’t see it any more.”

       In the morning he asked her blessing and pardon for any trouble he had caused her in his life. At ten o’clock his life passed almost imperceptibly. There was still a faint smile on his lips when Jadnta and Lucia carne to look at him.

       The next day, April 5, 1919, some men in green capes, members of the Misericordia, went slowly up the cobbled road to Fatima with an acolyte carrying a crudfix. Four boys in white walked after them with a small coffin. Ti Marto and Olimpia followed, and a few others. They laid the re- mains of Frandsco in a small grave near the
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       cemetery gate. All said the Rosary.

       Jacinta was too iii to be there. Luda went up afterwards alone and placed a little cross on the grave.

       CHAPTER XVI

       Jacinta was moved into the bed wheie Francisco had died. It was nearer the front door, and she could see and hear people better. Perhaps Olimpia thought this would help her get over her grief. For although Jacinta knew where Francisco was and who had taken him, she missed him terribly.

       The person who helped her most in those gloomy spring days was Lucia. Every day she would stop in, cheerful and matter-of-fact, on her way home from school. On holidays or Sundays she would bring flowers from the Serra, and as she arranged them on the table, would tell Jacinta where she had found them. “These are from Cova da Iria. I found this at Valinhos. This grew by the Lagoa.'* The best were from the slope of Cabero—violets, wild roses, peonies and daisies in turn, all the flowers that the litde girl would have picked if she had been well.

       Lucia brought diverting accounts of the chapel that some of the devout were building near the azinheira at Cova da Iria. Everybody wanted to give orders, and no one wanted to take them; henee there were some warm and amusing argu- ments, in which we may be sure Maria Carreira put in her two cents’ worth when the mustard of zealous resentment stuck in her sharp nose. No priest was there to arbitrate, and it took some time to find one who would bless the hermitage. 25  Jacinta was amused, then pensive:

       "I will never see Cova da Iria or Valinhos again," she said. ‘Tes, you will, Jacinta. Courage!"

       25  Maria Carreira, in De Marchi, p. 205.
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       “No. Our Lady told me that my mother would take me to a hospital in a dark building and that I would not get well.” It was true that pleurisy took a long time to heal. Yet it seemed that sick people could help others even while they lay helpless themselves. There was Luda’s Aunt Victoria, for instance, whose brilliant but erra tic son was missing for weeks, until Jacinta began asking Our Lady to send him home. Then after a few days he suddenly returned, with a strange story suggesting something like bilocation on the part of the young invalid. Having spent all his money, he had resorted to theft, had been arrested, and had been thrown into jail at Torres Novas. One night he managed to escape. He fled to the mountains and hid himself in a pine forest. Fright- ened during a violent thunderstorm, he fell on his knees in the rain and asked God’s forgiveness and a safe return home. Presently a little girl came out of the darkness and took him by the hand, and he saw that it was Jacinta. She led him down the mountain to the road that runs from Alqueidao to Reguengo; then, making a sign that he should continue that way, she vanished. At dawn he came to a bridge that he recog- nized as being near Boleiros, not far from his home in Fatima. When Lucia questioned Jacinta, the child could never ex- plain but said she had prayed a great deal for the young man. 2

       When the warm weather brought no improvement in Ja- cinta’s condition, the doctor said she would never recover un- less she went to a hospital for an operation, for she had purulent pleurisy as a result of the bronchial pneumonia; and one morning in July (1919) Ti Marto placed her on the back of a burro and took her to Ourem. The hospital there was a large white, rather cheerful building, and the ward where Jacinta was put to bed was bright and airy. This could hardly be the dark place where Our Lady had said her mother would take her.

       Olimpia went to see her there, however, and found her cheerful and uncomplaining, even when some delicacies that a visitor had brought had vanished from the top drawer of the medicine cabinet. “It was that glutton of a nurse,” said Olimpia. But Jacinta did not care.

       Lucia visited her only once. That was the summer when her father died (July 31,1919); she records the event briefly in her memoirs without comment or emotion. Yet it
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       seems likely enough that all his family missed Antonio, for if he was not the best husband and father in the world, he was not the worst, and it was only “when he had a drop on him,” as Maria Carreira observed, that he was inclined to be ill-tempered. Certainly Maria Rosa grieved for him, and her health rapidly failed after his death. She began to have alarming attacks of weakness and shortness of breath which the physician attrib- uted to her oid heart ailment.

       After one of these seizures Maria of the Angels said to her youngest sister, “Look here, Luda, you haven’t any father now, and if your mother dies you will be an orphan. If it is true that you saw Our Lady, ask her to cure your mother.” The child arose without a word, went to her room, put on a heavy woolen dress, for it was coid and rainy, and went to Cova da Iria, to prostrate herself in the mud before the azinheira. When she returned after a few hours, she brought a handful of red earth, and told Gloria to make a tea of it. She had promised Our Lady, she said, that if her mother was cured they would all go on their knees from the highway to the place of the apparitions for nine days in succession, and give food to nine poor girls. It is Maria of the Angels who tells this curious story to Father De Marchi: 8  “Gloria prepared the tea and I gave it to mother.

       “ What tea is this?' she asked.

       “ It is of violet blossoms,’ we said. And she drank all of it.” There were no more heart attacks, though certain other infirmities continued; and faithful to Lucia’s promise, she and all her sisters went to Cova da Iria for nine evenings after supper, painfully hobbling down the stony slope on their knees while Maria Rosa followed on foot, giving thanks to God.

       Luda was unable to obtain any such favor for her little friend in the hospital at Ourem. An incision had been made and a drain inserted; yet after two months Jacinta was no better—in fact she was worse than ever. It was costing Ti Marto 1,200 reis, or about $1.35 every day, and he had spent all he could afford. At the end of August he hitched up the burrita again, and brought the invalid home.
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       Ai, Jesus!  Olimpia hardly knew her child, she was so thin, pale, transparent, emadated. There was a great open wound in her chest that had to be dressed every day. Dr. Formigao, who saw her in October, described her as a living skeleton, her arms nothing but bones, her face all eyes, her cheeks wasted by fever.

       The good theologian was one of the 600 persons who went to Fatima on the thirteenth of October that year, to celebrate the second anniversary of the great mirade. That was the day when the pilgrims were startled by twenty-one terrific explosions, one after another, near the azinheira. But it was not an attack by the enemy, as many feared. It was only a workman from Porto-de-Mos who had fired a salvo of twenty-one bombs in honor of Our Lady, to show her his gratitude for a favor unexpectedly granted him.

       There was no doubt that the peasants had taken the Fatima devotion to thdr hearts. One small indication of this was the growth of the fund of small coins left by the tree. By the summer of 1918 the total was 357,000  reis  or about $500. This continued to be a torment to Maria Carreira, the unoffidal custodian of the shrine by common consent, all the more so when people began to malign her, insinuating that she was feathering her own nest. In vain she tried to get the Prior to accept the money, and in vain he wrote the Patriarchate for instructions. At one time the Administrator of Ourem sum- moned Maria’s husband to Ourem to give an accounting. After the death of Antonio, Maria Rosa sent her sons, as owners of the land at Cova da Iria, to demand that Maria da Capelhina turn the fund over to a commission. Fortunatelv an appeal for arbitration was made to the Vicar of Olivai, Father Faustino Ferreira, who arranged a friendly agreement until the money could be delivered to some diocesan author- ity. After that Maria Rosa and Maria Carreira became bosom friends. Another happy result was that Luda found in the Vicar of Olivai a loyal friend and wise director.

       It seemed to a few thoughtful men like him that the devotion at Cova da Iria was already bringing blessings upon Portugal and on the world. Not only had the war ended, but diplomatic relations between Lisboa and the Holy See had been xesumed in July, 1918. And in December, 1919, Pope Benedict XV appealed to all Portuguese
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       Catholics to submit to the Republic as the lawfully constituted authority, and to accept offices i£ they were offered; while the beatification of Nuno Alvares, the victor of Albujarrota, contributed much to the growth of good feeling. Nevertheless the Government continued to persecute the Church in many ways; and it never relented in its efforts to stamp out the devotion at Fatima. Perhaps this partly explains why His Eminence, Cardinal Mendes Belo, Patriarch of Lisboa, threatened to excommunicate any priest who spoke in favor of the apparitions. A strong and able man, he was inclined to think in terms of power, of public opinion, of prudent expediency. He may have felt that when relations between Church and State were improv- ing, it would be unwise to allow a new and untested devotion to disturb them.

       Under these circumstances it took courage for Dr. Formigao to befriend Jadnta. Unfortunately he was able to do no more at this time than suggest that she ought to be sent to some really good sanitarium. Neither he nor Ti Marto had the means of accomplishing this, and he returned to Santarem feeling unhappy and helpless.

       During the warm days of autumn, however, Jadnta began to improve. She was able to leave her bed, then to go out- doors, and finally to attend Mass at Fatima on Sunday. Once or twice she went as far as Cova da Iria. When her parents learned of this they put a stop to it, and none too soon. For with the first blast of coid weather she became feverish again, and had to go back to bed. This troubled her little so long as she was able to get up and say her Rosary, kneelmg in con- templation with her head on the floor, as the Angel had done. But it gradually became more difficult.

       “When I am alone I get out of bed to say the prayers of the Angel,” she confided to Luda. “But now I can’t put my head on the floor any more, because I fall. So I pray only on my knees.”

       When Father Faustino Ferreira heard this from Lucia, he told Jacinta that she must say all her prayers lying down in bed.

       “And Our Lord will be content?” she asked anxiously.
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       ‘Tes, Our Lord wants you to do what the Vicar orders.”

       “All right. I won’t get up any more.”

       Even in bed Jacinta continued to do penance for some of those hale and hearty sinners whom she had never seen. When thirsty she would go without a drink. She would refuse some grapes for which her mouth watered. Or she would lie awake wanting to get up and pray, and offering up the desire as a penance rather than disobey her mother; and this conflict would keep her awake all night. It was only to Lucia that she revealed what a terrible pain she had in her chest. But it was to honor the Immaculate Heart of Mary.

       “Tell all the people that God gives them graces through her,” she said. “If I could only put in the heart of everybody that light that I have here in my breast to bum me and make me love the heart of Jesus and the heart of Mary so much! ... I don’t know how it is, I feel Our Lord inside of me, I understand what He says, and I don’t see or hear Him! But it is so good to be with Him. . . . Look, do you know what? Our Lord is sad because Our Lady told us not to offend Him any more because He is much offended, and nobody pays any attention. They keep right on doing the same sins.”

       When Lucia came after Mass, Jacinta would say, “Did you receive?”

       Yes.

       “Come over here near me, because you have in your heart the hidden Jesus. Oh, I wish I could go to Communion!"

       Yet three times during the year Jacinta saw her “little Mother of Heaven” standing by her bed, encouraging her. The last of these visions was late in December, 19x9.

       “Our Lady came to see me last night,” she reported joyfully. “She told me that I am going to Lisboa, to another hospital.
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       She said that after I suffer a great deal I will die. I will die all alone. But she told me not to be afraid, for she will come and find me and take me to heaven.”

       A little later, as certain implications became clear, Jacinta began to cry, her bony hand clinging to her friend’s arm. TU never see you again, Lucia!”

       Til come to see you in the hospital.”

       “No, you won’t come to see me. Look, pray for me, a lot, for I die alone."

       One day when Lucia brought her a stamp with an image of the Mother of Sorrows on it, she looked at it thoughtfully a moment, and then cried, in anguish:

       “Oh, my little Mother of Heaven, do I really have to die alone?"

       There was something heartbreaking in this, suggesting the awful cry in the Garden, “Father, if it be possible . . .” Lucia too was weeping as she clasped her in her arms and groped for words of consolation.

       “What do you care if you die alone, jacinta, if Our Lady is coming to take you?”

       “It’s true, I don’t care. But I don’t know how it is, sometimes I forget that she is coming to take me.”

       Olimpia had to get most of her information about her child’s inner life from Lucia. “What did Jacinta say to you today?” she would whisper at the door. “Ask Jacinta what she is thinking of when she has her hands over her face so long without moving. I asked her, but she smiled and did not an- swer.”

       When Luda put the question, Jacinta replied, “I am thinking of Our Lord and Our Lady and of (here she whispered part of the secret). I like to think of them.”

       This was litde satisfaction to Olimpia, since the secret remained untold. “The life of
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       these girls is an  enigma ," she complained to Maria Rosa.

       “It certainly is,” agreed Lucia’s mother tartly. “When they are alone they talk in a comer and nobody can catch a word of what they say, no matter how much they listen, and then when anyone comes, they lower their heads and don't say a word. I can't understand this mystery."

       No one but Lucia took Jacinta's talk about a hospital in Lisboa seriously. Peasants could seldom afford hospitals, and Lisboa was ninety miles away. It sounded like a delirious dream until one day in January, 1920, when they saw an auto- mobile stop in front of the Marto cottage. The visitor was Dr. Formigao, and he had with him a lady and gentleman whom he had interested in Jacinta's case, and who had come all the way from Lisboa to see her —Dr. Enrico Lisboa, a noted specialist in ophthalmology, and his wife. A brief examina- tion convinced Dr. Lisboa that the child would soon die if she were not sent to a good hospital. With his connections in the capital he could easily arrange this. Lie and some of his friends, including the Baron of Alvaiazere, would take care of all the expenses.

       Ti Marto and his wife objected that tbeir daughter had been worse after one hospital treatment, and that in any case it was useless to attempt to prolong her life if Our Lady, as they believed, had promised to come for her soon.

       "The will of Our Lady," replied the physician gravely, "is superior to all human considerations. But the only way to make sure that Our Lady does in fact wish to take her is to exhaust all scientific means of preserving her life."

       It was decided, then, that Ti Olimpia should take her to Lisboa as soon as the necessary arrangements could be made. Jacinta was not surprised. She had been expecting something like this. And for some reason she became notably better as the time for her departure drew near. One fine January day, her mother and a neighbor took her on the back of a burrita to Cova da Iria for a farewell visit. At the Lagoa she asked to get down, and they all said the Rosary. Then she picked some wild flowers, which she carried to the place of the ap- paritions and laid in the little
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       chapel as an offering to Our Lady. She knelt by the azinheira to say a last prayer. When the two women helped her to her feet again, she looked about at the sky and the moor, and remarked:

       "Mother, when Our Lady went away she passed over those trees, and then she entered heaven so quicHy that I thought they must have pinched her feet in the door.”  26  Next morning she said goodby to her father and to her best friend. “It cut me to the heart,” wrote Lucia. “I held her a long time in my arms. She said to me, crying, We shall never meet again. Pray for me a lot tdll I go to heaven, and afterwards HI pray a lot for you. Never tell anybody the secret even if they kill you. Love Jesus and the Immaculate Heart of Mary a great deal and make many sacrifices for sinners.’ ”

       “Goodby, Jacinta.”

       “Goodby, Lucia.”

       Olimpia and her oldest son Antonio took Jacinta to Chao de Majas, where they boarded a train for Lisboa, arriving four or five hours later at the noisy and dusty station called Rossio. None of them had ever been in the big dty before. Olimpia carried a white handkerchief in her right hand, which she fluttered from time to time, and Jacinta had one in her left hand. These were the signais agreed upon so that certain ladies, friends of the Baron of Alvaiazere, might recognize them. But no ladies appeared.

       Antonio, who could read, went to make some inquiries. When he failed to return, his mother feared he was lost, and went about the station crying, "Antonio! Antonio!”

       After what seemed an interminable time Antonio sauntered back. A moment later three well-dressed ladies introduced themselves as the friends of the Baron.

       The first thing to be done was to find lodgings for the wayfarers, for none of the ladies had room for them at home. So they all went about the city, applying at various

       26  Olimpia told this to Father De Marchi,  op. cit.,  p. 244.
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       houses where there might be accommodations. Olimpia was tired, Jacinta almost dead when, after many refusals, a good woman agreed to take them in. They remained with her for a week.

       At the end of that time a place had been found for Jadnta in the Asilo in the Rua da Estrela, next to the Church of Our Lady of Miracles. Dona Maria da Purificacao Godinho, the head of this institution, was a Frandscan nun who went about dressed as a laywoman—since religious garb was forbidden under the Republic—collecting alms with which she managed to house, dothe, feed and educate from twenty to twenty-five orphan girls. She had a particular devotion to Our Lady, and having heard of her appearances at Fatima, was praying to be allowed to go there and see the children so favored, when someone interrupted to tell her that Jadnta was in Lisboa. From that moment she took the child to her motherly heart, made her at home in the orphanage, and had her sit every day in a sunny window looking out on the Garden of the Estrela, where there was always something interesting to see.

       Jacinta was happy. She liked living in a convent. It seemed heavenly to think that the hidden Lord was there all the time, and that she could visit Him every day and receive Him at Mass every morning. She could never understand how visitors could laugh and gossip in the chapel, and she asked Mother Godinho to remind them to have more respect for the One Who was there. When the reproof had litde effect, she said positively, “Then the Cardinal will have to be told about it. Our Lady doesn’t want people to talk in the church.”

       Mother Godinho believed that she had a saint under her roof. “She speaks with such authority!” she said. She noticed that Jacinta had little to do with the other girls, except now and then to give one of them some motherly advice on truth- fulness or obedience. Often the nun would sit with her by the window and draw her into conversation. Afterwards she would write down some of the more striking things she said.

       “Wars," remarked Jacinta, “are nothing but punishments for the sins of the world.
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       “Our Lady can no longer hold up the arm of her beloved Son over the world. It is necessary to do penance. If people reform, Our Lord will save the world. But if they do not re- form, He is going to punish it.

       “Our Lord is profoundly indignant with the sins and crimes that are committed in Portugal. For this, a terrible cataclysm of the sodal order threatens our country and prindpally the dty of Lisboa. There will break loose there, as it appears, a civil war of anarchist or communist character, accompanied by sacks, assassinations, fires and devastations of all kinds. The capital will be converted into a veritable image of hell. On the occasion when the outraged divine justice inflicts so frightful a punishment, all who can should flee from this city. This punishment now predicted should be announced little by litde and with due discretion . 27

       “Dear little Our Lady!  Ail  I am so sorry for Our Lady! She is so sad.

       “Pray much, my little mother, for sinners. Pray much for priests. Pray much for religious. Priests should occupy them- selves with the affairs of the Church. Priests should be pure, very pure. The disobedience of priests and religious to their superiors and to the Holy Father offends Our Lord very greatly.

       "My litde mother, pray for those who govern. Alas foi those who persecute the religion of Our Lord! If the Government leaves the Church in peace and gives liberty to the holy Faith, it will be blessed by God.

       “My little mother, do not walk in the midst of luxury. Flee from riches. Be very friendly to holy poverty and to silence. Have great charity even for the wicked. Speak ill of no one and flee from those who do. Be very patient, for patience carnes us to heaven. Mortification and sacrifices please Our Lord a great deal.

       “Confession is a sacrament of mercy. For this reason it is necessary to approach the confessional with confidence and joy. Without confession there is no salvation.

       27  This obviously is the diction of Mother Godinho, though the substance no doubt was Jacinta's.
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       “The Mother of God wants more virgin souls, which bind themselves to her by the vow of chastity.

       “I should like to go into the convent. But I should like much more to go to heaven.

       “To be a religious it is necessary to be very pure in soul and body.”

       Here Mother Godinho asked, “And do you know what it means to be pure?”

       “I do. I do. To be pure in body is to keep chastity. To be pure in soul is not to commit sins, not to look at what one should not see, not to steal, never to lie, always to tell the truth whatever it costs us.

       “Those who do not keep the promises they make to Our Lady will never be happy in their affairs.

       “Doctore don’t have light to cure the sick because they don’t have love of God.”

       “Who taught you all these things?” asked Mother Godinho. “It was Our Lady. But some I think of myself. I like very much to think.”

       Jadnta's mother visited her more than once at the Asilo before returning to Aljustrel. Mother Godinho made her feel at home, and drew her out, with a woman’s curiosity, about each member of her family. She was particularly interested in Teresa, who was then fifteen, and in Florinda, who was sixteen. “Wouldn’t you be pleased if they had religious voca- tions?” she asked.

       “God deliver me!” exclaimed Olimpia.

       Jacinta did not hear this conversation. But afterwards she said to Mother Godinho, “Our Lady wants my sisters to be nuns. My mother doesn’t want them to be, but for this Our Lady will take them to heaven before long.”
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       It was on Mother Godinho’s feast day, February 2 (feast of the Purification of Our Lady, 1920) that she tookjacinta to the Hospital of Dona Stefania. It was a rather dark and de* pressing place, and one of the child’s first disappointments, after she had been placed in Bed 38 of the children’s ward on the ground floor, was that there was no chapel, no home for the hidden Jesus. Then there was a long and careful examina tion by Dr. Castro Freire, the chief surgeon, a noted pediatridan. And his condusion, after confirming the diagnosis of purulent pleurisy, was that an operation must be per- formed as soon as she got a litde stronger.

       “It won’t do any good,” said Jacinta. “Our Lady carne to tell me that I am going to die soon.”

       One day she looked up and saw her father standing in the doorway. He had come all the way from Aljustrel to see her; but he had to hurry back in a few hours, because some of his other children were sick, and Olimpia needed his help. Perhaps it was by him that Jacinta sent word to Lucia that Our Lady had visited her again, and had told her the day and hour of her death.

       She had many conversations in the hospital with Mother Godinho, who came every day. Once the  madrirdna  mentioned a certain priest who had delivered a wonderful sermon, and was much praised by fasnionable ladies for his theatrical voice and manner. “When you least expect it,” said Jacinta, “you will see that that padre is wicked.” Within a few months the great preacher left the priesthood under scandalous circum- stances. This was only one of Jacinta’s prophecies that came true. A doctor who asked her to pray for him when she went to heaven was surprised to hear her say that he and his daughter were going to die shordy after she did; and they did. To Mother Godinho, who wanted to visit Cova da Iria, she said, “You will go—but after my death; and so will I.”

       When Jacinta was taken to the operating room on Feb- ruary 10 she was so weak that local anaesthesia had to be given instead of chloroform or ether. She wept when she saw her body unclothed and in the hands of men. Dr. Castro Freire then proceeded to remove two of her ribs on the left side, leaving an opening large enough to contain
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       his fist. The pain was terrible.  "Ai, Nossa Senhoral”  moaned the child.  "Ai, Nossa Senhora/"  Then she would murmur, “Patience! We ought to suffer everything to go to heaven. ... It is for your love, my Jesus! . . . Now you can convert many sinners, for I suffer much.” At last it was over, and they took her back to the ward, this time to Bed 60. Doctor Freire and his assistant felt that the operation had been successful.

       Jacinta knew better. For six days she continued to have  ex cruciating pains. Then on the night of February 16 she told Mother Godinho that she had seen Our Lady. “She told me she was coming for me very soon, and would take away my pains.”

       From then on she had no more pain. But she felt certain that the hour of her going was almost at hand. She sent urgendy for Doctor Lisboa to tell him some secret, probably about himself. He was busy, and supposed there would be time to see her later. But at six o'clock on the evening of Friday, February 20, she called her nurse, Aurora Gomez ("my little Aurora") and told her she was about to die and wanted the last sacraments. Two hours later she made her confession to Father Pereira dos Reis of the Church of the Holy Angels, who promised to bring her Communion next morning.

       Jacinta was not there the next morning. At ten-thirty that evening the nurse left her for a few moments, and returned just in time to see her breathe her last sigh, a rosy flush on her cheeks, a half smile on her lips. Perhaps the nurse's name was symbolic. It was night in the dingy hospital, but it was forever dawn in the soul of Jacinta as the Mother of God bent over Bed 60 and gathered her into the arms that had enfolded the Christ in infancy and in death.

       The news quickly got about, and some Catholics who be- lieved in the Fatima apparitions raised money to pay the funeral expenses, the burial to be on Sunday, February 22, in one of the cemeteries of Lisboa. The Marquesa or Rio Maior had the body arrayed in a white Communion dress, while the Marquesa of Lavradio added a blue cape; and thus, wearing the colors of Our Lady, it was laid in a white coffin and taken to the Church of the Holy Angels, where it was placed across two small benches in the sacristy.
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       In giving permission for this, Father Pereira dos Reis, the pastor of the church, had had no idea how many people in Lisboa had heard of Jacinta, and believed in the Fatima rev- elations. Nevertheless he received the first visitors with patience and kindness. It was only when more and more kept coming that he became uneasy. He asked them not to touch rosaries, crucifixes or images near to the body. When some of them refused to obey, he drove them out of the sacristy. They had not expected this, for he had the reputation of being a charitable and courteous priest; and there was a great deal of talk and resentment. Yet the Fatima devotion had not been approved or authorized, and the Church does not per- mit public honors to the dead until their sanctity has been recognized in some official way after careful investigation. Naturally, too, the Paroco did not wish to offend the Cardinal Patriarch. And the sanitation authorities might perhaps raise some objection, as in fact they did. To free himself from further responsibility, Father Pereira had the body removed to the Casa do Despacho of the brotherhood of the Most Blessed Sacrament, outside the sacristy, locked the door, and turned the key over to Senhor Antonio Rebelo de Almeida, an undertaker of the Rua da Escola Politecnica, in one of the old and tawdry quarters of the city.

       Meanwhile plans for the burial in Lisboa had been given up when word carne from the Baron de Alvaiazere, offering a grave in his plot in the cemetery of Ourem. On February 23 the undertaker allowed a few persons to see the remains before he inclosed them in a lead casket. All remarked an agreeable odor like that of flowers, and some insisted that the cheeks still had a faint roseate flush, giving an impression of life and health. Next morning the casket was sealed, taken to the Rossio and placed on a train for Chao de Magas, thence to be driven to Ourem.

       On that day there was a large annual assembly of the Saint Vincent de Paul Society in Lisboa. Many charitable rich men attended, for one must do something for the poor; and the Cardinal Patriarch, Dom Antonio Mendes Belo—a man with a strong purposeful face, that bore a striking resemblance to that of the actor George Arliss, though perhaps there was a litde more rigor in it—presided. The chairman read a mes- sage from Dr. Lisboa, regretting his inability to be presen t, for he was busy with another work of charity concerning one of the children of the Fatima apparitions. The
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       whole assembly, including His Eminence, burst into a loud and raucous laugh. This quickly got about the city, and gave no slight offense to devotees of Our Lady of Fatima. In anticlerical tireles, on the other hand, it was whispered that both the Marto children had been murdered by Catholics to avoid unpleasant contradictions in their stories, and to leave only the affirmations of Lucia as the official version.

       Jadnta was far beyond the reach of coid hearts and lying tongues in the cemetery at Ourem. A few persons went from Aljustrel to attend the simple funeral. Ti Marto was one of them, saying over and over:

       “And you died there alone! You died there alone!"

       CHAPTER XVII

       Wherever Lucia walked, a dark silhouette between the moors and the sky, something reminded her of Jacinta or of Frandsco. Every sheep, every star that twinkled into the night, every sunrise and sunset told her again that they would never return. The wind at Cabero brought a dear imaginary voice saying, “I will never see you again, Luda. ... I am going to heaven, but you stay here—alone.” The vagrant scent of rosemary or of wild mint had power to conjure up an invisible little girl who bent over her saying, “I do as the angels do, I give you flowers.” On top of every wall there sat a pensive boy playing softly on his  pifaro  as he watched the red glare of the dying day on the water of the Lagoa.

       Her mother and sisters tried in many ways to make amends for their former lack of understanding and sympathy. Maria Rosa could always be counted upon to do her duty when she saw it. Her eldest daughter, Maria dos Anjos, had a warm and affectionate nature; her fine, spiritual and motherly face is evidence that she could never have done wilful injury to anyone. Yet the very fact that the apparitions and mirades had now been verified was a new barrier between Luda and the other members of her family. If a prophet is without honor in his own country, neither is a mystic ever completely at home in his own household. There was bound to be an unbridgeable gulf between a girl who had spoken with the Mother of God and had
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       been charged by her with a mission on which the fu ture of mankind depended, and older sisters, however lovable and admirable, who were devoted to dancing, gaiety, husbands and children. A girl with Luda’s past was dooraed to loneliness in a human sense, no matter where she might wander in a world whose criteria were no longer hers. Thus even on that memorable day when her Aunt Olimpia took her to Ourem to visit the grave of Jadnta, her grief was her own and incommunicable, having overtones of hope and joy which the older woman could never have understood. Older? There is something eternally childlike in Olimpia even in her seventies. Her privileged niece, at thirteen, had the grave patience of one who knows what lies behind earthly appearances.

       It made her lot no easier to realize that she was now the cerner of all the interest, favorable or unfavorable, that the extraordinary events at Fatima had evoked. She alone could answer the continual bombardment of questions and objec- tions; and the only persons in whom she could fully confide were beyond her reach. Hers was no small responsibility befote God and men, She had been given a part in something more than an ephemeral rustic drama. This was obvious from the revelations themselves. Litde Jacinta had seen it, Francisco had known it.

       It was implicit in some of the scenes that took place on the Serra. Men like her brother Antonio and Ti Marto needed no college degrees to be able to predict that if the tension between the pilgrims and the skeptical continued, a civil war might well be the outcome. The more the Government at Lisboa tried to suppress the devotion, the more fervendy the followers of Our Lady of Fatima resolved to vindicate her honor.

       There was a rather remarkable demonstration on the May 13 following the death of Jadnta. That was the day when the famous statue was set up in the shrine. A certain man had gone to Cova da Iria a year 01 two before with scorn instead of love in his heart. One story has it that he had a bomb in his pocket, with which he intended to destioy the chapel in the presence of all the crowd, but on putting in his hand he found a rosary instead. A more probable version is that his sister had left the rosary there for his unbelieving hand to encounter at the right moment. At all events, he
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       was touched by grace and returned to the practice of his Faith; and out of gratitude he promised to have a statue made for the chapel. He went to great pains to ascertain from Lucia just how Our Lady had looked, and spared no expense to make the work accurate and beautiful. Whatever might be said of it as art, it had the power, especially in profile, to suggest something infinitely pure, simple and spiritual; it could awaken an almost fanatical devotion in the breasts of many who knelt before it or followed it in procession; and there were scenes of delirious joy when it was first set in its place of honor on May 13,1920.

       That was precisely the day when the Government, resolv- ing to temporize no longer with an invasion of mysticism, had sent a couple of regiments of the regular army to Cova da Iria. When the pilgrims began to arrive they found rifles and bayonets hedging the scene of the apparitions. Un- daunted by this, they formed a still larger cordon of the barefoot and the humble all about the men in uniform, and proceeded to redte the Rosary and sing Our Lady's songs with such passion that before long the guards themselves commenced to take part, as Roman legionaries used to join the unarmed Christians in the arenas. Soon their ranks were broken and they were on their knees with the others about the azinheira and the chapel when the new statue was borne tenderly and triumphantly to the place prepared for it, the place where it has been honored, with some interruptions, to this day. At one period of the persecution Maria Carreira used to keep it in her house, for fear of desecration, except on the days of pilgrimage. Once it was taken to Lisboa, where it was welcomed by the people with an enthusiasm to which some attribute the escape of the city thus far from the doom that Jacinta had foreseen.

       Certainly all Portugal was in a sad plight morally, politi- cally and economically in 1920. In the sixteen years follow- ing the Revolution of 1910 there were sixteen bloody revo- lutions and forty-three changes of ministry at Lisboa. The men who fomented and perpetuated that chaos were part of a revolt against Christianity which modem Popes have traced to the upheaval of the sixteenth century and even far- ther back, and which continues every year to pursue its goal of world domination. Pope Benedict XV saw plainly from the watchtower of Saint Peter by the Tiber a great dea! of what has since occurred. "Morais are much more depraved and corrupt than
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       formerly,” he lamented in 1920. “The fond hope and wish of every renegade is the speedy rise of some universal State which is based on the complete equality of men and women and common ownership of property as a fundamental principle, in which neither any (iistinctions of nationality nor authority of parents over children, nor of pub- lie authority over dtizens, nor of God over man living in sod- ety, is acknowledged. If these prindples are put into practice, dreadful horrors must necessarily follow.” 1  A few days later, appealing for help for the new Polish State against the mys- terious Soviet power that had seized control of Russia only a few weeks after the last apparition at Cova da Iria, he made another prophetic observation: “Not only is the national ex- istence of Poland in danger, but all Europe is threatened by the horrors of fresh wars.”  3

       Revolutions are noisy, but God works quietly and pa- tiently. On August 5,1920, the very day when Benedict spoke these words, something occurred which was to have profound effects upon Portugal, the Fatima devotion, and espedally the life of Luda Abobora. A bishop was consecrated as head of a new diocese of Leiria (including Cova da Iria, Aljustrel and all the rest of the Serra) which the Holy Father had made independent of the Patriarchate of Fisboa.

       Dom Jose Alves Correira da Silva was a professor at the Seminary of Porto when Pope Benedict selected him for this important post. Bom near Braga in 1877, he was of medium height, dark and rather corpulent. His face, like so many in northern Portugal, was more Celtic than Fatin, and concealed, under an habitual expression of benignity, certain traces of suffering that were evident only to those who knew his history. Dom Jose had endured more than ordinary persecution under the Republic of 1910. Dragged from his rectory and thrown into prison, he had been tortured by being made to stand in icy water day and night, with the result

       Motu Propio,  Bonum Sane,  July 25,1920.

       2  Fetter, Con  Vivo Compiaamento,  August 5,1920.

       that he became permanently lame, and walks with great dif- ficulty. This cross he cheerfully accepted. He had an especial devotion to the Mother of Sorrows, and had
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       made six pil- grimages to her shrine at Lourdes, where, after his release, he had begged her, with other Portuguese refugees, to have mercy on his country. Later he had returned to give lectures at Porto, where his intelligence, his gradous and charming manners and his gift for friendship endeared him to students and fellow teachers, while his sound and scholarly arricies in the Catholic press made him favorably known as far away asRome.

       One of the first acts of the new bishop when he arrived in the antient dty of Saint Isabel was the formal consecration of his diocese, on the feast of the Assumption, 1920, to the Mother of God. And if ever there was a man who needed her help, it was he. Ten years of persecution, following other years of complacency and indiiference, had left the Church in a bad way, espedally in the dties. Many dergy were still dispossessed, scattered, exiled, without incomes. The new diocese had no funds for building and other expenses. Through ignorance and neglect large numbers of people had given up Mass and the sacraments. Even the oid episcopal residence, next to the Cathedral of Leiria, was being used for barracks and government offices, and the new bishop had to find quarters in a house at an inconvenient distan ce.

       As if there were not enough problems already, there was this vexing affair of Fatima. Not long after his consecration, Dom Jose was presented with the 357,000 reis collected by Maria Carreira, with the request that he dispose of it as he might see fit, About the same time there came a deiegate from the Patriarchate at Lisboa, who delivered to him the whole dossier of the case. It was now his problem. The Cardinal Patriarch was no doubt very glad to be rid of it.

       Dom Jose saw that it was necessary to proceed cautiously. He had letters from enthusiasts demanding that he recognize the devotion at once and proceed to build a sumptuous shrine. Yet there were others from persons worthy of respect, in- duding priests, denouncing the whole affair as a delusion or a deceit, and arguing that it gave the enemies of the Church one more weapon to use against her when she sorely needed a period of quiet in which to repair the ravages of the persecucion. It was not easy for a newcomer to dedde. Whatever course he took he was bound to give offense. It is likely, however, that such a man as Dom Jose would have acted promptly
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       if he had been able to make up his own mind. But what was he to think? Two of the chief witnesses were dead. Lucia always made a bad first impression on anyone who met her, nor did she ever try to be ingratiating. When all was said, the story was strange and appeared to be improbable.

       One thing seemed evident: something had to be done about Lucia Abobora, the sole center of the controversy and the sole witness since the death of Jacinta. There was no doubt that such a girl, almost untaught, stood in danger from the possible violence of sectaries who decried the apparitions and from the certain flattery of devotees inclined to canonize her. It seemed best to have her leave the Serra for a considerable period. If the affair of Fatima had been due to any delusion or deceit on her part, her absence ought gradually to put an end to it. If, on the other hand, the story was true, devotion would doubtless continue, and a just decision could be made. After further inquines and much reflection, and more than one conversation with Lucia and other memebers of her family, the Bishop asked Maria Rosa to visit him and to bring her daughter on the feast of Saint Anthony, June 13,1921.

       When they had chatted for a while, Dom Jose asked the child how she would like to leave Aljustrel and attend a good school. Lucia looked pleased. To be rid of all the questions and controversies, to be able to forget her grief and loneliness in new surroundings, to learn to read and write well, to travel—why not? Maria Rosa was even more favorably impressed. The continual strain of having such a daughter, even after the proof of the apparitions, had been almost more than she could bear. She was always wondering what was going to happen next. Her hearty acquiescence, so unflattering to her daughter, may have startled His Lordship a little, but it also pleased him. He said that Luda could enter a school of the Sisters of Saint Dorothy near Porto, and that she had better leave in a few days.

       “Yes,  SenhorBispo”

       “And you will tell no one where you are going” he added in his quiet voice.

       “Yes,  SenhorBispo*
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       “In the school where you are going you will tell no one who you are.”

       “Yes,  SenhorBispo”

       “You will say nothing more to anyone about the appari- tionsof Fatima.”

       “Yes,  SenhorBispo “

       On ^be way back to Aljustrel, Luda and her mother passed groups of people returning from the pilgrimage at Cova da Iria singing,  "Ave, Ave, Ave Marjal“

       Her few preparations were soon made, and she spent her last day, June 18, in a series of farewell visits. She climbed the slope of Cabeso for a last look at the valley where she had first seen the Angel; and going to the cave, she prostrated herself on the ground beside the rock where he had knelt, and said the prayers he had taught her:

       “O my God, I believe, I adore, I hope and I love You. . . . “Most Holy Trinity, Father, Son, Holy Spirit, I adore You profoundly. . . .”

       Luda climbed over the rocks and went down the other slope to Valinhos. There at the break of the wall under the olive trees was what was left of the azinheira where she had seen Our Lady on August 19, 1917. Pious hands had raised a cirde of field stones around it, to the hdght of about two feet Usually there are some daisies there, left by children, and sometimes a  vinten  or two. Luda knelt and poured out her grief and her love. It was not easy to leave these places! It would not have been easy even if she had had no memories but those of her games and conversations with Frandsco and Jadnta.

       “You will have much to suffer. But the grace of God will be your comfort. . . .”

       She went down the road between the high walls to the Lagoa. Perhaps there were women washing there, men water- ing cattle on the other side; but Lucia saw Francisco and Jacinta, bending over to drink the brackish water of the  barreiro.  How
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       many times they met there on their way to the Serra!

       There was no one else at Cova da Iria, and she knelt alone by the plucked tree. Here five times she had seen the Mother of God; here too she had seen Christ and Saint Joseph. Yet except for the meagre chapel it was still almost a wilderness of undulating moors, too far and inaccessible ever to be of much interest to dvilized communities. The heat was wither- ing, the sky a vast glare of blue. How huge and uninhabited the world could be!

       “I am the Lady of the Rosary. ... Do you suffer a great deal? Don’t be discouraged. I will never forsake you."

       On the way home Lucia stopped at Fatima to say a last prayer in Saint Anthony’s Church, where she had been bap- tized, where she had received her first Co mmuni on,  were she had spent so many hours alone with the hidden Christ. She said goodby to Saint Quiteria, to Saint Anthony. As she left, the bell in the tower was beginning to ring the Angelus. “Behold the handmaid of the Lord: let it be done according to Thy word."

       She crossed the road to the cemetery and knelt by the mount that showed where Francisco lay. The sun was already low in the west, and the oid wall cast a cool shadow on the grave and on the kneeling girl.

       "Goodby, Francisco; take care of me in heaven.”

       On the way down  the Street  of Aljustrel she stopped to say goodby to her unele and aunt. It was a sad moment, for these had been two terrible years for Ti Marto and Ti Olimpia. Not only had Francisco and Jacinta left them, but Florinda had died in 1920 and Teresa in 1921. Yes, Jacinta had been right again. Four children  dead  in something like twenty- three months! It was a high price that Olimpia paid to be come a strong woman.

       After a brief prayer in the room where Francisco had died, Lucia went home, wiping
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       the tears from her eyes, and found her mother preparing the supper. They were to start before dawn for Leiria, said Maria Rosa, for no one must know they were going; besides, it would be a long journey to Porto. Manuel Carreira was coming to drive them there with his team.

       Luda slipped out to the well for a last look at the sky through the leaves of the fig trees. It was a serene and beauii- fill night, jeweled with stars. The lamps of the angels, she could hear Jadnta saying.

       Maria Rosa was calling her to supper.

       Afterwards she went to the corral, where two or three sheep remained after the flock had been sold. “Goodby, my little friends,” she said, patting their woolly heads, and went back to the house. She Temembered the rope girdle that Jacinta had given her before going to the hospital, and burned it. Now it was time for bed.

       Her mother called her at two o’clock in the morning. Ti Carreira was already waiting outside with the cart. The moon had risen, paling the stars and making the Serra wonderfully alive and mysterious. The lamp of Our Lady, Jacinta had called it. Goodby, goodby! They were soon on the road lead- ing westward through Chainca and Santocico to Leiria.

       When they carne to Cova da Iria Lucia said, “Let us stop here and say the Rosary.”

       The three got out of the cart, and went down to the chapel. There was an oil lamp burning in it at the feet of the statue. There they knelt and said the five decades. “Don’t be dis- couraged. I will never forsake you.” But Lucia wept again as she looked for the last time at the azinheira, plainly gleaming in the eerie light of the moon.

       It was time to go, for they had a ride of nine hours ahead. By dawn they were far beyond Batalha, between the pines and the olive groves. At eleven o’clock they were at Leiria, where they were met by a lady sent by the Bishop.
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       Three hours later Luda boarded a train for Alfarelos, thence to Porto. Maria Rosa watched her depart, the tears coursing down her heavy cheeks. “Goodby, goodby." The train started noisily.

       Luda Abobora had disappeared from Fatima and from all the world she had known. To all appearances the Fatima episode was ended.

       CHAPTER XVIII

       Mass was being said when Lucia and her guide arrived early next morning at the Asilo of the Sisters of Saint Doro- thy at Vilar, a suburb of Porto, and she was taken at once to the chapel. She was glad to be able to receive Holy Communion and to compose herself a little after a night of travel. The vaulted gothic roof with its ceiling of blue, spangled with gold stars, somehow made her feel more at home; it was like the one over the altar at Fatima. The Mass over, she fol- lowed the portress to the sacristy, where she was presented to the Mother Superior and to the Chaplain.

       Reverend Mother was not favorably impressed by the tired girl of fourteen who stared at her rather sullenly from under dark brows, and seemed to have a fixed pout on her heavy, half-parted lips. She had refused to take her at first, telling the Bishop frankly that she wanted no simpletons in her house, because she did not want to make simpletons of the other pupils. "Yes, she is simple,” Dom Jose had said, “but I don’t think you will find her a simpleton, and I wish you would take her for a while.” As she looked at the girl herself, Reverend Mother began to wonder if she should not have been firmer with her oid friend, the former professor at the Seminary of Porto. But having given her word, she proceeded to carry out all his wishes.

       “When they ask you your name,” she said, “you will reply, ‘Cali me Maria of the Sorrows.

       “Yes, Reverend Mother.”

       “When they ask you where you are from, you will say, 1 am from near Lisboa.’ ”
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       ‘Yes, Reverend Mother.

       "As for what happened at Fatima, never again mention it to anyone, either by question or by answer.”

       “Yes, Reverend Mother.”

       “Not to anyone. Do you understand?”

       'Tes, Reverend Mother."

       *Tou will not go to walk with the other girls, but you will not say why you do not go. Do you understand, my dear?"

       'Tes, Reverend Mother."

       "That is all."

       The new student was shown her room and given a uniform of black and white checked gingham such as the others wore. So she was to be called Maria of the Sorrows. She would have preferred Maria of Jesus, since she had been christened Luda of Jesus. But patience! 'Tou shall have much to suffer.** This was only the beginning.

       For the next four years Maria of the Sorrows led the quiet and ordered life of an average convent boarding-school student. Every day after early Mass there would be a succession of dasses, recreation, manual work, prayers; manners to learn, themes to write, head-splitting dedensions and conjugations to memorize, litde speeches to be made. As the months passed she learned sewing, embroidering, typewriting, cooking, wait- ing on table, scrubbing floors, polishing brass and silver. Doubdess there were many blunders and heartaches at first before she was able to adapt herself to a routine so different from that of Aljustrel. But after a while the sense of haste and strain left her, and she became a faithful and obedient, if not
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       a brilliant, pupil.

       During the four years she never revealed her identity. She never mentioned Fatima; not even to her mother, who visited her twice, once at Porto and once at the convent of the order in Braga. Not once in all that time did any of the nuns or students suspect who or what she was. The wise Mother Superior had taken good care to carry out the Bishop's in- structions. She understood perfecdy why it had to be so. If the apparitions turned out to be illusory Cso she explained later) Luda would gradually forget them, and it was better so. If they were real, she would never forget and no harm would be done; but she would escape the danger of learning false pride through flattery until she had attained a certain degree of maturity. The young girl herself came to understand the necessity of this. She began to think of herself naturally as Maria das Dores. At moments it seemed as if Lucia Abobora had been only a girl she had dreamed about. If now and then some journalist, investigating the phenom- ena of Fatima, traced a clue to the convent door, the portress would answer calmly, “No, there is no one here called Lucia." The Abobora girl, for all practical purposes, was dead.

       Yet there were compensations in this lonely existence. To the casual eye the Asilo de Vilar was a plain building on a hilly  Street  in a rather dingy part of the town, with a drab seminary on one side, a factory on the other, and a cemetery near by. It was very different when one had passed through the quiet building and ascended the hill on the other side to the gardens that lay hidden, like all the secrets of the great King, from vulgar prying eyes. Surely Saint Dorothy, patron of horticultura, must be well pleased with those six gardens, flamboyant and fragrant with rare and gorgeous flowers of every color and description.

       There was a wonderful view also from the upper windows of the house or from a nearby hill. One could see the River Douro coiling like a great fiat silver snake as it finished its long course from the mountains of Spain to the harbor of Porto, where ships of all nations carne and went. It was thrilling to glimpse the pine forest of Cavaco far away, and beyond the long yellow tongue of beach that defined the harbor, the sunlight on the vast and blue Atlantic. The ocean always reminded her of
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       the grandeur and the power of God.

       Convent routine, which seems so oppressive to people of the world, becomes delightful and satisfying to those who accept it freely. Lucia learned to love the order and regularity of it, the freedom from the petty frictions and worries of family life, the sense of living only in the present, and leaving the past and the future in the hands of God. She carne to love the good women who toiled so cheerfully and unself- ishly so that she might have an education, far from the prying questions of pilgrims and the small daily vexations of Maria Rosa. Yes, they had faults, there, too; but their effect was lessened by prayer, and by the firm tact of a good superior.

       Here in these cloisters there was peace. Lucia began to be glad that the Bishop had sent her there.

       The sisters on their part soon discovered, what many others remarked, that first impressions of Lucia were deceptive, perhaps because her humility kept her from trying to make a favorable impression. As die Bishop had said, her simplicity was by no means that of a simpleton. They came to respect and love her ready obedience, her unselfish willingness to sacrifice her own convenience for others at all times, her extraordinary devotion to God. More than most girls of her age, she seemed constandy aware of His presence no matter what she was doing, and when she had leisure moments she liked to spend them in the chapel rather than playing or talking. She read and reread the Portuguese translation of  "L'Histoire dune ame,”  the autobiography of litde Saint Therese of Lisieux, who was beatified in 1923. Lucia’s own experiences helped her to understand the desire for suffering reflected in many such passages as this: “My heart thrills at the thought of the frightful tortures Christians are to suffer at the time of the Antichrist, and I long to undergo them all. Open, O Jesus, the Book of Life, in which are written the deeds of Thy Saints: all the deeds told in that book I long to have accomplished for Thee.” 1  Yet Lucia, like the Little Flower, realized that her vocation was not martyrdom, but love. Her other favorite saint was the young Jesuit John Berchmans, who had given so perfect an example of the virtue of obedience, of small daily duties heroically performed. “I like these two saints,” she said, “because I can imitate them.”
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       After four years of this life of study, work and prayer at Porto and other convent schools of the order, Lucia was a well-bred self-contained young woman of eighteen. The time was coming when she must make up her mind what to do with the rest of her life. She had no desire to go back to the world. Perhaps it was her love for Little Saint Therese that made her think of becoming a discalced Carmelite. But the Mother Superior discouraged this. She had had every oppor- tunity to study Lucia during those four years. “You are not strong enough for such austerities, child,” she said. “If you really have a vocation, it would be better to choose some order with a simpler rule.” Lucia accepted this with her usual humility as the decision of God, and after some further thought asked to be admitted to the Institute of the Sisters of Saint Dorothy.

       “Why do you wish to be a sister of Saint Dorothy?” the Mother Provincial asked.

       “So that I shall be more free to go to the chapel and pray.”

       The Mother Provincial made her wait another year. At the end of that time, finding her of the same mind, she accepted her as a postulant. This was in 1925, at the convent in Tuy, just across the Spanish border. It was the year of the canonization of Little Saint Therese of Lisieux.

       A year later, on November a, 1926, Lucia became a novice. During the following year, 1927, she had two visions in which Christ Himself appeared to her, confirming the requests of His Mother concerning the devotion to her Im- maculate Heart, and giving her permission to reveal certain things, but not of course the Last Secret of the July apparition. On November 3, 1928, she took her first vows as a lay sister. It was not until six years later, on October 3,1934, that she made these perpetual.

       Lucia's mother, two of her sisters, some cousins and a woman friend traveled all the way from Aljustrel to be pres- ent on that occasion. It was the first time she had seen Maria Rosa in thirteen years. Three times the good woman had written to ask what she wanted as a present on her profession day. The third time Lucia had answered, “Some flowers and some bees.” So Maria Rosa brought a large bunch of flowers,
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       smelling of the Serra, and a honeycomb full of bees, no doubt carefully inclosed. Was there some symbolism in this, or was Sister Maria of the Sorrows human enough to tease her mother a little for those scoldings and spankings of other days? Perhaps she merely wanted to spare her an expense she knew she could not afford.

       Since 1934 Sister Dores Cas she is commonly addressed in the cloister) has performed her humble duties in various convents of the order. She is often heard singing softly to her- self as she scruhs floors, waits on table, or peels potatoes. But she is most happy in the hours she spends before the Blessed Sacrament. She does not need images to arouse her devotion. She usually kneels with her head bowed, her hands open and crossed upon her breast. Thus she remains sometimes for hours, sometimes all night if permitted.

       One day she and another lay sister were walking from the convent at Tuy in Spain across the international bridge to do some shopping at Valenga, which is in Portugal. At the Portuguese end of the bridge they met three ladies who stopped them and said, “Aren’t you Sisters of Saint Dorothy? From the convent of Tuy? Oh, how nice! We are going there. We hear that Lucia is there—the one who saw Our Lady at Fatima!”

       The two Dorotheans looked at each other.

       “It’s true that she is in Spain, isn’t it?”

       "Oh, no, Senhora, I don’t think so,” said Sister Maria. “In fact I’m quite sure she is in Portugal now.”

       “Oh!”

       When the ladies had gone on, Sister Maria das Dores chuckled very much as the three children had when they tumbled over a wall in 1917 to escape from questioners.

       Just when her silence about her past and Fatima was broken has not been revealed.
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       Certain it is that on the night of January 25,1938 (the feast of St. Paul’s conversion, on being blinded by light from heaven) the young lay sister looked out of the window of her cell and saw the sky aflame, the whole vault of heaven fearfully aglow with crimson fire which continued balefully from nine o’clock in the evening until two o’clock in the morning. Next day the newspapers all over Europe recorded it. People had seen it from the North Sea to the Adriatic. In south Germany especially it struck fear to many Catholic hearts. In Fribourg, Switzer- land, the sky was said to be “like a furnace.” The same sinister glare was seen on the Belgian coast, in Spain, Hungary, Norway, Italy, Poland, and Greece.

       Sister Maria of the Sorrows was convinced at once that this was the strange light Our Lady had predicted at Cova da Iria on July 13,1917. “When you shall see a night illuminated by an unknown light, know that it is a great sign that God gives you that He is going to punish the world for its crimes by means of war, hunger, and of persecution of the Church and of the Holy Father. To prevent this I come to ask the consecration of Russia to my Immaculate Heart and the  com mun ion  of reparation on the first Saturdays. . . .” So it had come at last! It was “nigh, even at the gates.” Sister Maria was undoubtedly allowed to communicate her fears to the Bishop of Leiria at once. That she did so in good time is plain from what she wrote him at Tuy on August8,i94i:

       “Your Excellency is not unaware that some years ago God manifested that sign which the astronomers choose to designate by the name  Aurora Borealis.  If they look well into it, they will see that it was not and could not be, in the form in which it appeared, such an aurora. But be that as it may, God was pleased in this way to make me understand that His justice was ready to let fall the blow on the guilty na- tions, and in this way to begin to ask with insistence for the reparatory Communion of the first Saturdays and the consecration of Russia. His end was not only to obtain mercy and pardon for all the world, but especially for Europe. God in His infinite mercy made me feel that this terrible moment was approaching, and Your Excellency is not unaware how on opportune occasions I used to point it out. And I stil> say that the
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       prayer and penance that are done in Portugal have not yet placated the divine justice, for they have not been accompanied by contrition or amendment. I hope Jacinta is interceding for us in heaven.”  2  Pope Pius XI was undoubtedly informed about this. Sister Maria Lucia was allowed to write him a letter which has not

       been made public, but a person worthy of all credit assures me he saw a copy of it at the beginning of 1939. Whether the Holy Father believed or doubted the Fatima story, or whether his last illness and many anxieties made him post- pone consideration of it during those months of his great strain, I do not know. As everyone does know, he died early in 1939, and the impact of World War II fell upon Poland in September of that year. Stalin, having instigated the Spanish War as a prologue, had now gjven Hider the green light for the destruction of a pivotal Catholic country in the east.

       “I come to ask the consecration of Russia to my Immaculate Heart and the Communion of reparation on the first Sat- urdays. If they listen to my requests, Russia will be converted and there will be peace. If not, she will scatter her errors through the world, provoking wars and persecutions of the Church. The good will be martyrized, the Holy Father will have much to suffer, various nations will be annihilated.”

       CHAPTER XIX

       Sister Maria das Dores was not long frightened by the strange illumination. She could see beyond the hellish thing that was descending upon Europe, and she knew that the Lady who had promised never to forsake her would conquer in the end. While statesmen toiled and lied, while the flower of youth was blasted, while oid cities perished in flame and agony, the lay sister of Saint Dorothy went about her humble tasks and prayers as usual. Sometimes sorrow visited her, as when she learned that her mother had died on the feast of Our Lady of Mount Carmel in 1942; and the rule of all strict orders, prohibiting members from leaving to attend the funerals of relatives, must have augmented the grief of a daughter who had long since forgiven the severities of poor Maria Rosa. Yet there are many joys also in convent life. Not the least was the good news that carne from time to time from Cova da Iria.

       212

      
        [image: picture211]
      

       The cult had grown astonishingly since her departure in 1921. The Bishop’s attitude had been one of encouragement from the beginning. Some say he received a secret message from Our Lady through Lucia. Others insist that he was won over by a miraculous rain of flowers that he saw at Cova da Iria. His unwillingness to publidze himself or to exploit Sister Maria das Dores during her lifetime makes it difficult to get at the exact truth. Certain it is, however, that only four months after her leavetaking he permitted the first Low Mass in the chapel of the apparitions, and purchased the surrounding land from the Aboboras and others. In No- vember of the same year (192 O he set some men to work making a cistern near the shrine to collect rain for pilgrims, and was deeply impressed when a spring of pure clear water bubbled up from the dry rocky soil, increasing in volume until it filled thirty-six taps and became the main supply of the peasants roundabout, and a source of health to many sick persons who drank of it

       Opening the formal canonical investigation the following year, the Bishop wrote: “Of the three children who said they were favored by the apparition, two were dead before our arrival in this diocese. We have qnestioned the only survivor several times. Her account and her responses are simple and sincere and we have discovered in them nothing against faith or morais.” Expressing doubt that any qualities or powers of an almost untaught girl of fourteen could have drawn such crowds to the scene Cespedally after her departure), or that any natural charms of that remote and barren place could have attracted them, he appointed a committee of investiga' tion, and called upon his people to furnish any information they might have, whether favorable or unfavorable.

       The number of pilgrims steadily increased. Cardinal Mendes Belo, who had laughed at the affair in 1918, changed his opinion before his death in 1922, and regretted that he could not go to Fatima. The unrelenting opposition of the Government and of the Liberais of Santarem and Ourem served only to whip the fervor of the devout to a steadier fiame. On March 6,1922, for example, the little chapel was destroyed by four bombs, though the altar and shrine were saved when a fifth failed to explode; but on the following May 13 some 60,000 believers assembled, despite the mobili- zation of the Republican Guard by the Governor of Santarem, and made humble reparation to
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       Our Lady for the outrage. In 1927 the Bishop presided over a pilgrimage for the first time. The following year he welcomed 300,000 persons in one day. In 1930 he offidally recognized and accepted the devotion, declaring the visions of the three children worthy of faith, and asldng the people to show their gratitude to the Mother of God by the purity and sincerity of their lives. In 1931 he was joined by all the other Portuguese bishops, including the new Patriarch, Dom Manuel Gon§alves Cardinal Cerejeira, in honoring her.

       Several hundreds of miraculous cures meanwhile had been registered: cures of tuberculosis, Pott’s disease, blindness, deafness, spinal meningitis, cancer, paralysis and many other afflictions of which Father Fonseca, for example, gives ampie accounts, with names, dates, and details, in his well-docu- mented book. Only last June (1946) there was a great sensa- tion over the instant healing of Miss Maria Jose da Silva of Tomar, of tuberculosis. The following September 13, when a lame youth threw away his crutches during a pro- cession, and walked upright for the first time in many years, he was congratulated by a great throng of men and women, many of whom were weeping with joy, among them the ex- Queen of Italy and her daughter. Of the moral cures—the conversions, the broken homes restored, the return of hardened sinners to the practice of the Faith—there have been thousands.

       To Our Lady of Fatima the Portuguese attribute many of the blessings, both spiritual and material, that have come to their country in recent years. The Republic which so long persecuted tne Church and the Fatima pilgrims vanished in the anarchy of 1926. Three generais, amid popular acclaim, took over the government, and by various steps set up the dictatorship of Salazar which has since ruled the nation. It is not within the scope of this work to appraise any existing political regime. Whatever else may be said for or against the present government at Lisboa, it has at least maintained peace and order; henee the Church, purified by persecution, has found time for recuperation and restoration, for training new priests, building seminaries, bringing lapsed Catholics back to the fold. Tremendous progress has been made in many ways under a new and vigorous hierarchy.

       Yet there is much evidence to support the fears of Sister Maria das Dores that her
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       people have not done nearly enough by way of reparation for the blasphemies and indifference of former times. After all the marvels of Fatima, only 4,000,- 000 out of almost 8,000,000 Portuguese pretend to be Catholics in any sense of the word. There are hardly more than 3,000 priests—about one for each 1,300 professing Christians. The  paroco  of Vimiero, birthplace of Mr. Salazar, told me that he usually had but 150 out of a population of 1200 at his Sunday Mass. In the large cities there is bitter anticlericalism, and much Communistic activity. Churches are still dosed at sundown for fear of desecration; nuns do not dare appear on the streets in their habits; and the Salazar government still retains some of the church property confiscated by the Republic. Mr. Salazar limits his practice of the Catholic faith to a barely discernible minimum; and as one of his officials said to me, "It is a mistake to cali our regime Catholic. So far as the Church is concerned we are neutral." This neutral- ity has helped in one way. However, when the clergy tried to extend Catholic Action to aid the underpaid and underfed workers, they were told in no uncertain terms to confine their labors to "spiritual" affairs. They are not allowed to apply the social principies of the great encyclicals of Popes Leo XIII and Pius XI. They are not permitted to make any effective appeal to the anti-clerical masses in the cities. The Voz da Fatima  stands almost alone against a financial empire ruled from London when it warns the rich that in paying starvation wages they court the very red ruin they fear.

       Nevertheless the priests and people are grateful for such freedom as they have received, and hope that the rest will follow in time. They are especially thankful that their coun- try escaped the harrowing experiences of Spain in 1936. Anticipating the reign of terror that began there in July, 1936, and fearing its spread throughout the peninsula, all the Portu- guese bishops made a solemn vow at Cova da Iria as early as May of that year, that if Our Lady protected their land from war and red revolution they would return to make a public thanksgiving. This promise they kept at the great national pilgrimage of May 13,1938, amid scenes of incredible re- joicing.

       There were similar manifestations in the subsequent years, when many had become convinced that Our Lady of Fatima had saved Portugal from World War II, as she
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       had told the children she would. When the twenty-fifth anniversary of the apparitions was celebrated on May  13 ,  1942 , a telegram carne from Pope Pius XII with his blessing to all the pilgrims, and to Portugal. Before the end of that year he consecrated the entire world to the Immaculate Heart of Mary in the presence of 40,000 persons at Saint Peter’s in Rome. Thus the Fatima devotion overflowed the boundaries of the  terra de Santa Maria  and became worldwide.

       To Sister Dores it seemed the fulfilment of the prophecy of Jacinta a quarter of a century before: "The Holy Father in a church before the Immaculate Heart of Mary, praying, and so many people praying with him.” It was a step also toward the final accomplishment of the wishes of Our Lady, even if the Holy Father did not mention Russia spedfically. In his prayer he referred to “the peoples separated from us by error and by schism, especially the one which professes a singular devotion for you, the one in which there is not a single house which did not display your venerated ikon, today perhaps hidden and put away for better days.” The public consecration of Russia was yet to be made.

       Sister Dores meanwhile remains not only the sole surviv- ing witness of the apparitions, but the only person in the world who knows the Last Secret, of which nothing has been divulged except that it means woe to some and joy to others. I heard in Portugal from a man of the highest credibility that when she was ill and in danger of death in 1939, she obtained permission from Our Lady, at the Bishop's instance, to write it out and seal it up in an envelope marked, “Not to be opened until i960.”

       If this cannot be verified at present, there is no such mys- tery about the four memoirs she composed at the command of Dom Jose to make sure that her version of the events of 1917 would not be lost. These accounts, written on ordinary lined notebook paper in a precise, clear, regular, rather com- monplace handwriting, suggest a sane and well-balanced personal !ty. It is interesting to compare them with the manu- scripts of Saint Teresa of Jesus in the Escorial. Both were written rapidly, with the intention of imparting truth rather than achieving literary effect. Neither has the smudges and other irregularities that betray neurotic or psychotic tenden- ties.
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       And if Sister Dores lacks the individuality, the grand manner, the veritable geriius of the Spanish mysticv at least she is not so disdainful of grammar and punctuation!

       The first account, written in 1936, contains many of the incidents I have related, besides a touching litde poem in memory of “dear Jacinta,” somewhat after the pattern of Santa Teresas lyrics:

       O tu que a terra Passaste voando Jacinta querida Numa dor intensa Jesus amando Nao esquejas a prece Que eu te pedia Se minha amiga Junto do trono Da Virgem Maria.

       Lirio de candura Perola brilhante Oh! la no Ceu Ondes vives triunfante Serafina d amor,

       Com teu irmaosinho Roga por mim Aos pes do Senhor.

       This memoir concludes with a request that if the Bishop publishes what she has written, he will say nothing of her “poor miserable self,” and assures him that if he burns it without reading it she will be happy, having composed it only out of obedience.

       It was in the second memoir, of 1937, that Sister Dores first let fall a casual reference to the Angel of Peace. This was something like a bombshell after twenty-one years of silence, and in some quarters it provoked consternation and even indignation. How could this be explained? What would people think? One learned visitor went so far as to say:

       "You will have to do many turns in Purgatory, Sister, for concealing such a thing all this time!”

       “I haven’t the least fear of Purgatory on  that  account,” she replied calmly. “I have always acted under obedience, and there is no penalty or punishment for obedience.” 1 As a matter of fact the Angel story, confusing as it has been to some persons, supports
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       her credibility. A pseudo-mys- tic or impostor clever enough to invent so remarkable a tale would never have drawn suspicion upon herself by a star- tling and uncalled-for addition many years later. And a psy- chopath suffering from delusions would have had other hallucinations, surely, in all that time. Yet her superiors and associates agree that she is a perfecdy normal religious, who has never shown any inclination to parade her spiritual ex- periences.

       The third memoir, written August 8,1941, contains fur- ther details about Jacinta, and an account of the weird light of January 25,1938.

       When the Bishop demanded a fourth and definitive account, Sister Dores retired to the garret of the convent at Tuy on the morning of December 8, 1941, and after praying a long while for the grace to set everything down correcdy and in order, sat on a trunk near a small window, and holding a pad of notepaper on her lap, began her fourth and longest manuscript, in which she recorded, for posterity, the exact words of the Angel and of the Lady of the Rosary, with all the circumstances she could remember of each apparition in succession. The beginning, in which she tells of opening the New Testament more than once in search of light, is some- what long and self-conscious; here perhaps she dramatizes herself a little. Once under way, the narrative proceeds swiftly and objectively. At the end, she makes some trenchant criti- cisms of errors she has found in the best-known books about the Fatima apparitions.

       It was only last year, after a quarter of a century, that she was permitted to return to the scenes she had described in that historie document Perhaps it was fitting that her tri- umph and vindication should be reserved for die memorable pilgrimage of May 13, 1946. The Second World War was over, and the Portuguese well understood from what fu tile horrors they had been saved. Although rain fell all night and in the morning, a crowd of more than 700,000 pilgrims gathered in the Cova da Iria to give thanks to Our Lady of Fatima. Almost a tenth of the population of the country was there.

       A second-hand but unforgettable impression of that demonstra tion came to me in
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       some motion pictures I saw two months later at the Bishop’s house in Leiria. The expanse of black bobbing umbrellas, the Portuguese prelates and the Papal Nuncio humbly standing in the rain, the thousands upon thousands of handkerchiefs that fluttered like the waves of a white sea or the wings of innumerable angels beating the wind—there was something unheard-of, almost apocalyptic in the magnitude, the fervor and the patience of that pro- digious host. For parallels one must go back to die children of Israel singing with Moses in the wilderness, or the medieval crusaders shouting back at a Pope Urban II or a Saint Louis, “It is the will of God!”

       Of the crusading enthusiasm of that pilgrimage, too, I ob- tained some qualitative idea, at least, from the one I attended the following July; for the pattern is much the same month after month. On the twelfth, the roads are full of picturesque groups, men predominating and most of them poor. By night- fall they are scattered over the great bowl of the Cova da Iria, finding places to hitch their burros or lay down their packs, to eat, to rest. Loaves of tough brown bread and botdes of wine are drawn from wicker baskets, earthen water-botdes are passed around or replenished at the holy well, blankets are spread on the dry ground under the olive or carrasquena trees. Here an oid woman slowly advances toward the chapel on bare and bleeding knees. There a stunted peasant is warm- ing some soup for his wife and children over four candles, which he shields from the breeze with his body and his sombrero.

       All the crowd are well supplied with such tapers, each encircled with a paper guard. By ten o’clock thousands of these tiny orange-tinted lamps are burning as the procession begins to form; they look strangely dim and ethereal as the full moon mounts higher in the east, flooding the Serra with an unearthly radiance and lending a peculiar steely-blue cast to the infinite dome above. As the wind comes stronger from the far ocean and the western mountains, the torches flicker madly, yet few are extinguished.

       Now they have assumed the order and form of a long straggling procession that slowly moves up the hill toward the main highway. The resonant voice of a priest is heard on a loud speaker, leading in the Rosary. Thousands of voices high and deep, male and female, respond with a thunderous and passionate rhythm;  Santa Maria, mea
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       de Deus, TOgaipor nos pecadores agora e na hora da nossa mortel"

       The head of the procession has reached the top of the hill, has turned, and is coming down another road toward the basilica. The slow majestic pace, the dancing of innumerable lights, the hoarse and throaty voices convey an overpowering impression of an army not of blood but of prayer, a host of crusaders bearing the light of truth through the darkness of a hostile world, fearless of time and death, certain of triumph. What can resist these voices and footsteps of yesterday and of tomorrow?

       Between the mysteries of the Rosary the marchers fling the Aves of their favorite hymn to the metallic sky:

       A treze de Meno Na Cova da Iria Apar'ceu brilhanda A Virgem Maria.

       Ave, Ave, Ave Marial Ave, Ave, Ave Marial

       Individuals cry out between the strophes their own hope* and supplications, sometimes with heartbrenkiiig noli*: "I we adore you!” “Lord, we love you!” "Jesu*, luivr mcioy on

       us! Lord, you can cure me if you will!” Yes, these voices seem to belong to lustier and heartier times than ours. They come from the plain of Esdraelon, from the walls of Jericho and Constantinople and the fields of Tunis, like the pulses of faith and of human personality breaking through the mediocrity and regimentation of a machine age,

       The column of lights finally dissolves at the basilica. The thousands slowly push their way inside to attend Benediction, and then to form in long cues by the confessional boxes, patiendy waiting to tell their sins so that they can receive Holy Communion at dawn. The prayers, the songs, the ex- clamations continue through the night But at two in the morning many thousands have already disposed themselves for sleep. Around every tree, around the well, around the concrete platform of the chapel of the apparitions, one sees them lying prone in circles, the heads toward the center, the
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       bare feet of women and the hobnailed boots of men gro- tesquely forming the perimeters. Here under one blanket lie a young peasant and his wife. Under two or three others are huddled a man and a woman and their four children. A baby is inert on the breast of her sleeping mother. All are strangely silent and motionless in the deathlike slumber of those who labor in the fields and think nothing of walking fif ty miles to honor the Mother of God.

       On the morning of the thirteenth, after a humble break- fast of dry bread wherever they have slept the people form another procession, which follows the same route to die high' way and thence back to the basilica. This time the white statue of Our Lady of Fatima has been taken reverently from the chapel, and is bom at the head of the column on the shoulders of six sturdy men; while in front leading this second crusading army in the full glare of the summer heat, walk the Archbishop of Evora and the Bishop of Leiria. Dom Jose goes slowly and painfully, with stiff and swollen knees, an ungainly but heroic figure in crimson and gold. As he finallv climbs the steps of the basilica he is smiling gradously, and few can guess what it has cost a gallant gendeman to pay his devoir to his Lady.

       Perhaps the most moving of all the scenes is the one just between the High Mass and the noonday Benediction. In a spedal place roped off for them the sick are waiting patiently for this moment, some on stretchers, some in wheel-chairs with nurses, some hobbling on crutches; paralyzed children in the arms of mothers; the blind, the emaciated. A priest descends from the basilica carrying the Sacred Host in a monstrance. All who are able fall on their knees as he passes between the rows of the doentes  and holds It up before the face of each, imploring the Lord to heal and to restore. I will not attempt to descrie those faces, those eyes; there are no words for such love, hope, desperation, adoration. One can only think of the atmosphere of the Gospels, as Lucia has reminded us. "And Jesus went about all the cides and towns, teaching in their synagogues and preaching the gospel of the Kingdom, and healing every disease and infirmity. And see- ing the multitudes, he had compassion on them, because they were distressed, and lying like sheep that have no shep- herd ." 2  There are no sensational episodes on this occasion; later, however, we hear that a man from the north has been cuied of cancer . 8
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       At last it is finished, and the statue is being borne back to its place in the small chapel. All the people wave their hand- kerchiefs up and down in farewell. The effect is tremendous; it is more eloquent than all the shouts and the final Aves. But when the figure of Our Lady has passed, the multitude quickly melts away. Only a few small groups are still gathered here and there. Still fewer have taken the trouble to follow the statue to its home. There they are, kneeling about the humble building, still muttering their love and their petitions —most of them women, and very poor ones too in dusty garb, with black kerchiefs over their heads, and bare feet. Among them on July 13 I saw Ti Olimpia, the mother of Francisco and Jacinta, earnesdy saying her Rosary.

       2  St. Matthew, IX,  35 36 .

       3   Voz da Tatima,  August 13,1946.

       Such, on a much grander scale and despite the rain, must have been the atmosphere at the gieatest of all the pilgrimages, the one on May 13, 1946. On that day, too, as a climax, the three-quarter-of-a-miilion pilgrims heard the voice of the Vicar of Christ speaking from Rome; and the force of all his words tended to heighten the impression of a modem Cru- sade.

       “Your great concourse, the fervor of your prayers, the thunder of your acclamations, all the holy enthusiasm which vibrates without cease in your hearts, and finally the sacred rite which in this moment of incomparable triumph has just been performed,” said the Pope, “cali to Our mind another multitude innumerably greater, other cries of worship far more ardent, other triumphs yet more divine, another hour solemnly eternal, the endless day of eternity when the glori- ous Virgin, triumphandy entering the Heavenly Homeland through the nine blessed choirs of Angels, was raised even to the Throne of the Most Holy Trinity, Who placed upon her brow the triple diadem of glory, and presen ting her to the celestial court seated at the right hand of the immortal King of Ages, crowned her Queen of the Universe. And the King saw that she was truly worthy of such honor, glory and empire, because more filled with grace, more holy, more beautiful, more divine—incomparably more so than the great- est saints and the sublimest angels; because she is . . . the first-bom daughter of the
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       Father, pure Mother of the Word and beloved bride of the Holy Ghost, because Mother of the divine King, of Him to Whom from her maternal womb the Lord God gave the throne of David and everlasting King- ship in the House of Jacob: He Who Himself proclaimed to have received all power in heaven and earth—He the Son of God decrees for His heavenly Mother all glory, power, and majestyof HisKingdom. . . .

       “So the Church salutes her Lady and Queen of the Angels and Saints, of Patriarchs and Prophets, of Apostles and Mar- tyrs, of Confessors and Virgins; she acclaims her Queen of Heaven and earth, most glorious, most worthy Queen of the

       Universe . . . the light shining in the sky amid the tears ofthisexile. . . .

       ‘Tou, by crowning the image of Our Lady of Fatima, signed as it were a document of faith in her supremacy, a loyal submission to her authority, a filial and constant correspondence to her love. You did yet more: you enlisted as crusaders in the conquest and reconquest of her Kingdom, which is the Kingdom of God, that is to say you bound yourselves before heaven and earth to love her, to venerate her, to serve her, to imitate her, so that with her blessing you may better serve the Divine King; and at the same time you bound yourselves to labor that she may be loved, vene- rated, and served all around you, in the family, in sodety, in the world.”  4

       Sister Dores may have heard the Holy Father's words, but she did not see the demonstration. It was a week later, on May 20, that she arrived, with the Mother Provincial of her order, at Cova da Iria. She had left as an untutored girl of fourteen. She returned a calm and poised woman of thirty- nine. Most of the countryside was unchanged. But her brown eyes opened wide with amazement when she looked down on what had been the wilderness of Cova da Iria. It was pardy inclosed by a wall. From two majestic gates descended roads that joined at the miraculous fountain, and then ascended to the lofty white basilica on the northern hill. The chapel of the apparitions had been completely re- built. To the left was an imposing hospice containing two or three chapeis, the Bishop’s quarters, and a seminary. On the opposite hill workmen were laying the massive founda- tions of another such building. Ground was being broken for an Italian seminary to the northeast. On
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       another hill stood the new convent of the Discalced Carmelite nuns from Belgium.

       Hardly anything was the same there except the carras- queira tree to which the children had fled from the first flash of light on May 13, 1917. From one of its limbs hung an angelus bell, which Joao, the lame son of Maria Carreira, would ring at suitable hours; he also sold rosaries, and at- tended to the fountain. And hovering birdlike about the chapel of the apparitions at almost any hour one could see his mother—Maria da Capelhina, they now cali her—remov- ing withered flowers from the place where the azinheira had been, or going about on her hands and knees, dusting the concrete floor with a whisk-broom.

       Ti Marto was very much in evidence those days, wearing a blue shirt, with a black tie on Sundays; and in the lapel of his well-brushed coat the button of the Catholic Action League of Farmers.

       'Tes, I believed in it from the first,” he would say. “Once a Spaniard came here and told me he could look at the sun any time. I dared him to prove it. He got under a fig tree and looked up through the leaves. ‘Oho! 1  said I, ‘come out here and look at it.’ Of course he couldn't. Then there was a Communist here who said that it was all nothing but one great big stupidity. I said to him, ‘Let me see you go back to your own town and make a stupidity as big as this one.’ ” When I asked him if he still hoed his maize and dug his potatoes, he said apologetically:

       “No, I don’t do much work now. I’m only seventy-three, but my legs are no good any more—they’re almost as bad as Dom Jose’s.”

       Dom Jose, as the people affectionately cali their Bishop, gives the impression of never allowing his affliction to stand in the way of anything he resolves to do; and the morning after the arrival of Sister Dores he came from Leiria to say Mass at the little chapel especially for her.

       Meanwhile the news of her coming had created quite a sensation all over the Serra. Soon people were flocking from all sides to catch a glimpse of her, and a crowd
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       followed wherever she went. Naturally she visited Aljustrel to speak with her sister Maria, her aunt Olimpia, and other old friends and neighbors. She went with Father Galamba, representing the Bishop, to verify all the scenes of the events of 1917. She pointed out exactly where the Angel had appeared at Cabero and at the well. She watched the women washing their clothes at the Lagoa. A priest who saw her standing at Valin- hos, gazing at the pile of stones where Our Lady had appeared in August, 1917, told me he was much impressed by her detachment and lack of vanity. She seemed wholly unaware that anyone was looking at her.

       After a visit to the Church of Saint Anthony at Fatima, where she noted all the changes and improvements, she crossed the road and entered the creaking gate of the oid cemetery. Where she had left the little cross on the grave of Francisco, she found an impressive monument inscribed:

    

  
    
       HERE LIE THE MORTAL REMAINS OF JACINTA AND FRANCISCO MARTO TO

       WHOM OUR LADY APPEARED.

       For Jacinta, too, had returned to Fatima, as she had promised, long after her death. It was in 1935 that her body was taken from the cemetery at Ourem, and laid in a common grave with her brother’s. When both coffins were opened, nothing was found of Francisco but his bones, but Jadnta’s face was intact and incorrupt; she seemed to be only asleep, waiting for the Resurrection, and the good odor of Paradise hung about her. Her mother was one of those who saw her. Ti Marto told me he was there, but could not get a very good look.  "AiJesus,  there was such a crowd! I couldn't get near enough.”

       Sister Maria das Dores went back to her convent. A few days later the Bishop ordered evidence taken in the cause for the beatification of those who, if these efforts succeed, will one day be known as Saint Jadnta and Saint Frandsco of Fatima.

       EPILOGUE

       It was in the convent of tibe Dorothean Sisters at Vilar, near Porto, that I had the
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       privilege of conversing with Sister Maria das Dores on the afternoon of Monday, July 15, 1946. She seemed uncomfortable at first, and probably was, for she dislikes such interviews intensely, and submits to them only when ordered to do so. She wrung her hands nervously. Her pale brown eyes looked rather guarded and unfriendly. There was not much conviction in the high and timorous voice.

       A few moments later I had almost forgotten this first impression. She had begun to feel more at ease. She laughed readily; and when she smiled, a little dimple would appear on each cheek. The voice now sounded natural and sincere. There was intelligence in this face, too, and charm. It was impossible not to like her and to trust her.

       First I presented a few questions from America, some perhaps a litde obvious and unnecessary. One, from a sculptor, was whether the rosary in the hand of Our Lady had had five or fifteen decades.

       “I didn’t count them,” she said quickly, with a mis- chievous smile.

       “When the Angel of Peace gave you Holy Communion at Cabero, did it seem to you like a dream or a vision, or was it like the reality of receiving Holy Communion in a church?” She hesitated for the right word. “I cannot be absolutely sure of that, because I was not in any ordinary state of mind during such an experience, and there was something so intimate, so interior, so intense about the apparition of the Angel and what he said and did. But I believe it was like the real experience of receiving in a church, for I felt the contact of the Host.”

       “Did you see Our Lord in the year 1927?”

       “Twice.” The answer was prompt and matter-of-fact. I was not permitted to question her as to what He said. Nor was I allowed to ask about the conversations she has had with Our Lady since 1917. It is well known that there have been several such apparitions. According to the Voz  de Fatima,  published at the shrine, the Blessed Mother said to her in her cell, on December 10,1925: “Look, my daughter, at my Heart
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       sur- rounded with the thorns with which ungrateful men wound it by their blasphemies and iniquities. You, at least, try to console me, and announce that 1 promise to assist at the hour of death, with the graces necessary for salvation, all those who, on the first Saturdays of five consecutive months, confess, receive Holy Communion, recite part of my Rosary, and keep me company for a quarter of an hour meditating on its mys- teries with the intention of offering me reparation.” Sister Dores made this known, and it has given great impetus to the Immaculate Heart devotion.

       The interview continued:

       “When you reported the words of the Angel and of Our Lady, did you give the exact words as they were spoken, or only the general sense?”

       “The Angel’s words had an intense and overpowering qual- ity, a supernatural reality, that could not be forgotten. They seemed to engrave themselves exacdy and indelibly upon the memory. It was different with the words of Our Lady. I could not be sure that every word was exact. It was rather the sense that came to me, and I put what I understood into words. It is not easy to explain this.”

       “Our Lady showed you many souls going to hell. Did you get the impression from her that more souls are damned than saved?”

       This amused her a little. “I saw those that were going down. I didn’t see those that were going up."

       “Does the statue in the shrine at Cova da Iria look like the Lady you saw there?"

       “No, not much. I was disappointed when I saw it For one thing, it was too gay, too alegre.  When I saw Our Lady she was more  triste,  or rather more compassionate. But it would be impossible to describe Our Lady, and it would be impos- sible to make a statue as beautiful as she is.” She left the room a moment and returned with a small print of Our Lady on some sort of transparent plastic material, the most simple and
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       unadorned I had seen, and handed it to me. “This is the picture that comes nearest to what I saw,” she said. “Our Lady seemed to be made all of light, and her garments were also. There was no border of gold, no ornamentation.”

       “In many books about Fatima, the prayer Our Lady asked you to say after the decades of the Rosary is given in some such form as this: ‘O my Jesus, pardon our sins, save us from the fire of hell, have mercy on the souls in Purgatory, espe- rially the most abandoned/ Is that correct?”

       “No, it is not,” she replied positively. “The correct form is the one I have written in my account of the apparition on July 13: *0 my Jesus, pardon us, and save us from the fire of hell; draw all souls to heaven, especially those in most need.” 28  “Have you ever read the works of Saint Teresa of Avila?” I was thinking especially of the descriptions of uncreated light in the  Libro de su vida.

       “No. Parts of them were read to us in the refectory.”

       “Have you had any revelation from Our Lady about the end of the world?”

       “I cannot answer that question

       "Some persons believe that Jacinta’s vision of a persecuted Pope referred to some particular Pontiff. Some believe the present Holy Father was the one she saw.”

       “Jacinta said it was a Pope. There was nothing to indicate any particular Pope.”

       Why did you say nothing about the Angel of Peace for so many years?”

       “Nobody told me to. I am under obedience. The priest to whom I mentioned it at the time told me not to speak of it again. I never did un til the Bishop told me to write everything down.”

       28  “O  meu Jesus, percbat-nos e livrai nos do fogo do inferno; levai as altninhas todas para o Ceu, principalmente aquetas que maisprecisarem"
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       She explained the different effects of the apparitions of the Angel and of Our Lady in terms very similar to those she had used in her memoirs. She seemed very fond of such words as  “intimo”  and  “intenso."  Her recollections were clear and precise. “The Angel left us feeling exhausted, helpless, overpow- ered, and we remained lost to everything for hours. Our Lady always made us feel light and joyous.”

       Finally we carne to the important subject of the second July secret, of which so many different and conflicting ver- sions have been published. Lucia made it plain that Our Lady did not ask for the consecration of  the world  to her Immacu- late Heart. What she demanded specifically was the consecration of  Russia.  She did not comment, of course, on the fact that Pope Pius XII had consecrated the world, not Russia, to the Immaculate Heart in 1942. But she said more than once, and with delibera te emphasis:

       “What Our Lady wants is that the Pope and all the bishops in the world shall consecrate Russia to her Immaculate Heart on one spedal day. If this is done, she will convert Russia and there will be peace. If it is not done, the errors of Russia will spread through every country in the world.”

       “Does this mean, in your opinion, that every country, without exception, will be overcome by Communism?”

       U\7~ v

       Yes.

       It was plain that she felt that Our Lady’s wishes had not yet been carried out. People must say the Rosary, perform sacrifices, make the five first Saturday Communions, pray for the Holy Father.

       “Did Our Lady ever say anything to you about the United States of America?”

       She gave me a rather starded glance, and then smiled in faint amusement, as if to suggest that perhaps the United States was not so important in the general scheme of things as I imagined.
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       “No,” she said gendy. “She never did. But I wish you would have Masses said for me in the United States!” I promised, and she said she would pray for me.

       It was almost eight o’clock, and we had been talking for about three hours. Mother Pignatelli, who had been present at the interview, with Father Galamba, Father Rocha, Father Furtado and Mr. Daniel Sullivan, gave us all some lemonade and calces. She and Sister Maria das Dores followed us to the porch. A black cat was sleeping there in the last warmth of the departing sun. The fragrance of roses and gardenias came down from one of the six beautiful gardens of the convent. As we took our leave, Sister Maria das Dores, who had en- tered that house as Lucia Abobora, leaned over the railing and gave us a charming smile of farewell . 2

       2  After my return from Portugal I wrote several questions which His Excellency the Bishop of Leiria was good enough to send to Sister Dores. Her answers, written February 17, 1947, reached me just too late for the first edition of this book. I summarize or quote the most important:

       The more specific request of Our Lady, that Russia be conse- crated to her Immaculate Heart “by the Pope and all the Bishops in the world on one special day” was made in 1927, ten years after the original revelations.

       Q. “Is it your opinion that the Pope and the Bishops will consecrate Russia to the Immaculate Heart only after the laity have done their duty, in Rosaries, sacrifices, first Saturday Commun- ions, etc.?"

       A. “The Holy Father has already consecrated Russia, including it in the consecration of the world, but it has not been done in the form indicated by Our Lady: I do not know whether Our Lady accepts it, done in this way, as complying with her promises. Prayer and sacrifice are always the means necessary to draw down the graces and blessings of God.”

       Q. “Did you write the wishes of Our Lady to Pope Pius XI?”
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       A. “In 1929 I wrote the desires and requests of Our Lord and of Our Lady, which were the same, and delivered the writing to my confessor; he was then the Reverend Father Bernardo Gon- Salves, a Jesuit, now Superior of the Mission of Zambesia Leifidizi: His Reverence transmitted it to His Excellency the Most Reverend Senhor Bishop of Leiria, and some time later it was transmitted to His Holiness Pius XI. I do not know die exact date when it was communicated to His Holiness or the name of the person of whom my confessor availed himself. But I remember well th%t my confessor told me that the Holy Father had heard the message graciously and had promised to consider it.”

       Q. “Can you give me a brief account of any other revelations you have received from Our Lady since 1917?”

       A. “What has been published of the revelations later than 1917 appears to me suffident to make possible the realization of the wishes of Our Lord, and I do not think the moment opportune to state anything further.”

       6  The exact words of Our Lady, as Lucia wrote them down in Portuguese, were these:  "Para impedir virei pedir a consagrando da Russia a meu I mac u I ado coragao e a Comunhao reparadora nos primeiros sabados. Se atenderem a meus pedidos, a Russia se convertera e terao paz; se nao, espalhara seus erros pelo mundo, promovendo guerras e perseguigdes a Igreja. Os bons serao martirizados, o Santo Padre tera muito que sofrer, varias nagoes serao aniquilados. Por fim o meu Imaculado Coragao triunfara.  0  Santo Padre consagrar-me-a a Russia que se convertera e sera concedido ao mundo algum tempo de paz   ..."  Memoir III, p. 2; also IV, p. 39. In 1927 Our Lady explained further how the consecration of  Russia  (not "the world,” as in some inaccurate accounts) should be made. See below, p. 221, and p. 222, n. 2.

       * Voz  da Fatima,  June 13,1946.
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and you shall not escaper”

Lucia made no reply. The Prior was furious, or he pretended that he was. But in the
end, after he had made every effort to break down her calm reticence, after he had
even accused Ti Marto of being an accomplice in a gigantic fraud, he admitted that he
believed they were speaking the truth,

Yet when the attitude of a priest could be so distrustful and so menadng, it is no
wonder that Maria Rosa was almost at her wits'end with fear and weariness She was
convineed that Lucia was about to be exposed and punished at last. In- deed, al the
Abdboras but Luda were in 3 state of something ke panic when that twelfth of
October dawned over Aljus- trel. Was it not bad enough, reasoned Maria Rosa and
e husband, that their child had bégun the deception in the first place; worse, that
she had stubbomly carried i on all these months; but worst of all, chat she had had
the incredible effontery o promise the whole world a mirade, no less, at 2 definite:
hour on.a definite day, the thirtcenth of October! And what would cheated people say
and do when the mirade did not occur? Undoubtedly they would tum in anger on
Luda and tear he to pieces. Many of the villagers were making similar predictions.
One woman sid that Lucia Abdbora ought to be bumed before she caused the
destrucion of them all

Maria Rosa made a lat pathetic appeal o her daughter. I i better for us o go and
tell everything,” she said. "People say we are going o die tomorrow in the Cova da

Iria, IFthe Lady does not make the mirade, the crowd will kil us"*1 am o afaid,
Mother, repled Luda. L am sure the Lady will do everything she has promised.”

“We had better go to confession, o be prepared for death.”If you want me ta go.
with you to confession, [ will but notforthat reason.”

Maria Rosa tumed away, almost distracted.
“That aftemoon the sky became overdouded, and a ine coid st began to fallover the

gloomy autumnal expanse of the Serra da Aire. Shepherds in Alustrel locked the
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beasts up arly, for i was plain that thick weather was brewing in thenortheast
CHAPTER XIIl

Whata night It was s if the deil somewherein the ice and snow that could never
slake the buming of his pain, had réslved to destry with one blow all that remained
of the Europe which had so long been his battleground against the Thing he hated
most. Somewhere in the dark misery of Si- beia, he was permitied, heaven knows
‘why,to disurb the equilibrium ofthe ar,setting in motion a coid and cuting blas
ht shrcked acros the continent to the western sea. It may have passd howling,
over a cabin in Finland where a lte lyms.eyed man who calld himself Lenin was
ltng (o ener St Petersburg Che had ately sown the seeds of revol- tio there),
and 1o begin,in a very few wecks,the tans. formation and destuction o al that
world which owed what was best and noblest in it ta the teachings of Christ. It
screamed in mockery over vast armaments moving stealhily through Germany to
prepare for the ‘peace through victory” drive of 198, It scourged poor wretches of
both armiesint the cover of simy dugouts al along the westen fron, and plascered
with mud the Halian fugitives from Caporetco. It scemed to echo and enlarge the
espai that was setdin over the vineyards of war-wearied France, where Haig stoo,
as i i, with hisback 1 the wal. Finaly it dashed itsef against the Pyrences, and
then, a i had gathered up all the hatreds and dUscontents of disobedient men and
all the ebellous pow- ers of a corrupted nature in ts mad caceer from the Balic to
Cape Saint Vincent, it let them al loose on the ftle country that has never been
permanently conquered, the and where she who treads upon the serpen’s head has
long been hon- ore, th tenada Snta e

Darkness fel switly, with blacker clouds scudding from the northeast, and huge
shapeless masses of fog drifing along the mountain sides and down the river valleys
o the ocean. As th drizzle thickened t0 a fine, coid, slanting rain, the wind, whipped
0 a gale, bent under it the waving and moan- ing, plumes of the pine forests near
Leiriay it ripped the square sals of ancient windiills on the gray heights of the Serra
da Alre; it scattered palé glistening leaves of poplars and aspens actoss the swollen
Tagus; it Rattened the phicked and red- dened vineyards of Braga and the withered
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“lsit s0 that you will be good and happy?”
“Ves,itis fo the good of all three.”

“lsit that you will go to heaven?”

s

“Can't you revesl the secret

i

Wiy

‘Because the Lady said we were not o tellthe secre to anyone.”

“IFthe crowd knew the secret, would they be sad?"

Yes, they would.”

Nonw it was Francisco's tum.

*How oid are you?"

“Lam nine years oid”

“Did you only see Our Lady or did you also hear what she aiqz”

L anly saw her, 1 heard nothing of what she said.”

“Was there some light around her head?”
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Yes, there was”
“Could you see her face well?”

1 could sce, but only a ltde, because of the light.*

“Were there some ornaments on her dress?”

“There were some edgings of gold.*

“Of what color i the crucifx?”

s white:”

“And the chain of the rosary?”

“That also s white”

“Would the crovwd be sad if they knew the secret?”

“They would."

Doctor Formigéo believed that al three had told him the truth, whatever the final
explanation might be. He was in* clined to think that the tet of whether or not they
had been deluded in some way would be the “miracie” promised by the Lady for
October 13. He went away esolving to Jet nothing keep him from being at Cova da
ria on the day after the morrow.

Another priest who examined the children about that time was Father Pogas, Prior of
Porto de Mos. It is Ti Marto who remembers how brusquely this self-appointed

inquisitor aid toLuds:

*Look here,gil, now you are going to ell me that al thiss lies and witcheraft. £ you
don'tsay so, will say it and have it said everywhere. ... verybody will believe me
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similarity was not necessarly condusive, yet it might be significant. Father Formigdo
was curious to know whether Luda had been much impressed by the French ac-
count. Maria Rosa thought not; the child had never men- tioned it again,so fr as she
could recollect

When the gil appeared, she was questioned at some length in the presence of four

“What did the Lady say she would do to make the crowd believe she had appeared?”
asked Dr. Formigio.

*She aid she was going to perform a miracle.”
“When did she say that?”

She said it a few times—once on the occasion of the first apparicion, and when |
asked her the question.”

“Arcn'tyou aftaid that the crowd will do you some harm if nothing extraordinary is
seen on that day?"

1 haventanyfear, replied Luda.
“Did you eversee the Lady bles hersel, pray, o inger thebeads?”

No.

“Did she el you o pray or the conversién of sinners?* “No.She told me to pray to
e Lady ofthe Rosary o that the war would end.” Lucia explaned ltes tht the Lady

had asked forsacrfices rather than prayers for the conversion of sinners

'Did you see the sigas other persons
o the garment of the Lady, and so on

were seen, such as a star and roses displayed
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“Lsawno star or other signs”

“Can you read?”

“No, lcan'”

“Ate you going ta leam to read?”

“NoTmnot”

“How then willyou abey the order the Lady has given you in thisregard?”

Luda was silent As she later explained, she did not wish to accuse or embarrass Maria
Rosa.

Finally the priest said:

“You have heard your mother read the book called Short Mission where the story is
old of the appartion of Our Lady to a boy and a girl?”

“Yes, Thave.”
“Did you often think of that story and speak ofi o other giis?"

I didn'c think of that story, for did 1 tell it to anyone” Dr. FormigSo then
reexamined Jacint.

“Did you also hear the secret or was it told only to Lucia?” * heard i to0.”
“When did you hear it?”
“The second time, on the day of Saint Anthony.”

1 this secret so that you will be ich?”
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“The Lady commanded you to leam to read?”
Tes, the second time she appeared.”

“But if she said that she would take you 10 heaven in the month of the coming
October, what good would i be for you (o leam to read?”

“That s ot trae. The Lady never sid that she would take me to heaven in October,
and I never said that she had told me such a thi

Later inthe questioning he asked:
“Why did you lower your eyes sometimes and stop looking a the Lady”

It was because i times she binded me.”

“Did s tesch you some prayer
“Ves, and she wantee usto recite it afer each mystery of te Rosary.”
Do you know this praye by heant?"

o

“sayi”

“O my Jesis, pardon s, save us from the fire of hell, draw all souls 1o heaven,
especially those in most necd.”  Thus ended the first interrogation of which a record
was made. Dr. Formigo admitted that the children had made a favorable impression
upon him, Yet, after thinking the whole matter over at the Seminary of Santarem, he
prepared another series of questions of a more searching and fundamental sort,
framed ta expose the subtle deceits, if any, of subcanscious or satanic agerncies. On
October 10 he boarded a train for Chio da Magis, and there engaged a horse and two-
wheeled buggy in which he was driven to Vila Nova de Ourem, It was eleven o'clock
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at night when he reached a tiny hamlet called Mon- telo, about two miles from
Fitima There he found a pen fiame, “the Visconde de Montelo,” and a lodging for the
night with a famill named Gongalves, who were able to give him fulldossiers on the
Marto and Abbora families

Everyone agreed that Ti Marto was the most solid and trust- worthy Citizen of the
mountains—indeed, he was incapable of deceiving anyone; and he and his ife
Olimpia were univer- sally respected as good Catholics who practiced what they pro-
fessed. Maria Rosa was devout, honest and hard-working. Her husband Antonio was
indifferent to religion and liked wine too well, but there was no malice in him.
Neither family was.

““Thisis only a partial abstract of the testimony first published in 1921 i Os episodios
maravilhosos de Fatim, by the Visconde de Montelo (e pen Aame of Dr. Formigio).
Later works of his on the same subject appeared in 1933, 1927, 1939, 1930 and
1936.poor according to the standards of the Serra. Neither had done anything to
capitalize on the apparitions—quite the contrary; they had discoiiraged the cult
which had put them ta so much annoyance, and this was especialy true of the
Abdboras, The childsen, oo, were all well iked. Most people had disbelieved them in
May and June, but were now indined to accept their story, since so many had seen the
doud over the tree on August 13, and had noted the other strange phenomena in Au-
gust and September. With all this background now estab- lished in his mind, Dr.
Formigo proceeded on October 1 to Aljustrel and again visited the home of Antonio
Abébors

While Luda was being sought, the investigator noticed that the leak in the roof was
il unrepaited, and asked some questions of Maria Rosa. He was especially curious
to know whether she had ever read to Lucia the farly well-known story of the
apparition of Qur Lady t0 two shepherd children, Maximin and Melanie, at La Salette:
i southem France on September 1, 1346. There were certain resemblances be- tween
that episode and the ones at Fitima. At La Salete Our Lady had told the children a
sccret, which they revealed to no one but Pope Pius IX; and she had given them a
waning of great calamitiesif the people of France did not stop offend- ing God. The
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gardens of Moita and Fitima it went roaring across himdreds of miles of nar- row
beaches uniilthe frothy Adantic bellowed back in anger, and cast up vengeful loods
into villag strets. The rain el steadily, ptilessy.

Yet there were thousands of human beings and many beasts on the roads of the litde
Republic that night For faith s stronger than doubt, and love is hardier than hate,
Devout Catholic in every village had heard by this time that Our Lady had promised
0 etum to Cova da Iia to perform a miracle on October 13, Rain or shine, that was
all they needed to know. Peasant families shung,their wicker baskets and carthen
water jugs over their shoulders, or packed them in panniers on the backs of burros,
and started out under the lowering skies. Fathers and mothers carrid sick or lame
children in their armes for incredible distances. Fishermen lef their nets and boats on
the beaches of the Vieira and took to the oozy roads. Farmhands from Monte Rea,

sailors from ships in the harbars of Porto or Algarve, factory warkers from Lisboa,
serranos from Minde or Soublio, ladies and gendemen, scrubwomen, waiters, young
and ofd, rich and poor, all sorts of people Cbut most of them humble, most of ther
bare- foot, most of them workers and their families)were plodding through the mud
under the peltng rain that night ke a great scattered army converging upon Fatima,
hoping to find there some favor of health or conversion, forgiveness of sin, consola-

ion for sorrow, the beginning of a better e, the blessing of the Mother of God.

It made no difference to these devotees f saturated trousers or skrtssloshed around
thei tired legs as their bare feet plowed the mud or spattered the puddies of bad
roads. Laugh- ter was heard among groups of several families as they walked along
together. Fragments of oid hymns would echo back from the et cliffs, o come
foating down out of the darkness of a lonely road. “Ave. Ave, Ave Mortal" Not for
nothing had the ancestors of these people sung the Sabe Regina on the decks of
galleons in the Indian Ocean or whalers i the China Sea. It might have been a useful
lesson for some of the poit- cians at Lisboa ifthey could have heard those songs

They were ot left whally uninformed, however. Aveling de Almeida, managing
editor of O Secuto,the largest news- paper in Lisboa, who was on his way (o coser the
story at Cova da Ira, describes some of the pilrims he met near Chao de Magis,

150





OEBPS/images/picture140.jpg
“They say that the Lady appeared to you last year also? Whati trae sbou this?"

“She never appeared to me fast year,”repled Luda quiedy, “or before May of this year,
for have I said 5o o anyone, fo it was ot trac."

“Did she show herselfdesirous that many persons should be present on the thirtcenth
day of each month during the apparitions at Cova da Iria?”

“She said nothing about that”

“Is it certain that she revealed a secret 0 you, forbidding you to tell anyone what it

"It certain
“Did she say this only to you or o your companions?”

“Toall three.”

“Can you not reveal it at least to your confessor?”

Luda wassilent. She seemed somewhat perplexed.

“They say." continued the investigator, “that to fee your- self from the importunities
of the Senhor Administrator the day when you were arrested, you told him, as if it
were the secret, a thing that was not,thus deceiving him, and boasting afterwards of
having beaten him at this game. I it frae?”

It is not. The Senhor Administrator really wanted me to reveal the secret, but 35 |
could not tell it o anyone, | kept silen, i spite of his insisting much that | comply
with his wishes. What 1 did was to tell all that the Lady had told me, short of the

secret. And perhaps o this account the Senhor Administrator thought that  had also
revealed the sectet. 1 did not ty to deceive.”
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climbed to see us pass. Saying Yes' to some, giving a hand to others o help them get
up out of the dust of the earth, we managed o move along, thanks to some
gendemen who went ahead open- ing a passage for us through the multitudes

“When now I read in the New Testament such enchanting scenes of the passage of
Our Lord through Palestine, | e- member these that Our Lady made me a witness of
when 1 as so young, on those poor roads and streets from Aljustrel to Fitima and to
Cova da Iria, and I give thanks to God, offering Him the fath of our good Portuguese.
multitude; and 1 think, If these people so humbled themselves before three poor
children only because they had been granted mercfully the grace (o speak with the
Mother of God, what would they not do if they saw before them Jesds Christ Himself?

Finally we arrived at Cova da Iria, near the carrasquefa, and | began to say the
Rosary with the crowd.”

Ay, what a crowd I was larger than ever, and composed of pilgrims from all partsof
Portugal. And besides the usual barefoot peasants, the rich and the poor, the workers,
the ladies and gendemen from many villages and towns, there were some thirty
young seminarians and five or six priests. One of the ltter was the Reverend
Monsignor Jodo Quaresma. Another was the Reverend Father Manuel Percira da
Silva, then a cura te at Leiria, who went t0 the scene (so he told me) chiefly out of
curiosity, with no precon- ceptions either way. These priests, with the Prior of Santa
Catalina and Monsignor Manuel do Carmo Gois, had left Leiria carly that fine
September moming in a squeaky carriage drawn by a decrepit oid horse. When they
finally arsived afer a rough joumey, they secured a place of vantage on a piece of high
ground overlooking the vast natural amphitheatre, al- ready dark and seething with
buman forms.

“At midday a complete silence, save for the whisper of prayers, fell over the crow
wrote Monsignor Jodo Quaresma ffieen years later. *Suddenly there were shouts of
rejoicing . .. voices praising Our Lady. Arms went up to point at something above.
“Look, don't you sec?. . Yes, now | el . There was no a cloud in the azure sky. |
t00 raised my eyes and tried to scrutinize the amplitude of the sky, o see what more
fortinate eyes had first looked upon. ... To my great astonishment | saw clearly and
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distnctly a luminous globe that moved from the east toward the west, slowly and ma-
jestically gliding down across the distance. My fiend also looked and had the good
fortune 10 en joy the same unex- pected and enchanting apparition. ... Suddenly the
globe with tsextraordinary light vanished before our eyes.

* What do you think of that globe?” | asked of my friend, who scemed to be
enthusiastic over what we had seen.

“That it was Our Lady, he repled without hesitation. It was my conviction aso. The
litle shepherds looked on the Mother of God herself; 0 us was granted the grace to
see the carriage which had transported her from heaven to the barten inhospitable
heath of the Serra da Ae.

“We must say that all those who were near us observed what we did, For on allsides
were heard manifestations of joy and greetings to Our Lady. Many, however, saw
nothing.

“We felt that we were very fortinate. How enthusiastically my collesgue went about
from group to group in the Cova da Iria and afterwards on the highway outside,
finding out what they had scen. The persons interrogated were of various sacial
dasses; all unanimously affirmed the reality of the phenomena which we ourselves
had witnessed "™

Meanwhile the Lady had revealed herself o the three children, and Lucia and Jacinta
had heard her lovely voice in the briefestof al ther conversations.

*Continué to say the Rosary,” she said, “to bring about the end of the war. In October
Our Lord will come also, and Our Lady of the Sorrows of Carmel, and Saint Joseph
with the Child Jesis, o bless the world. God is content with your sacrifices, but does
ot wish you o sleep with the rope—wear it oly during the day.”

Lucia said, “They have begged me o ask you many things: the cure of some sick

* Leter of October 131032, in De Marchi,pp. 147148,
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Saint Anthony's they found almost 1o one on hand except a few of their own,
including the Administrator of Ourem, the Regidor Francisco da Silva, and José da
Vale himself Disappointed but undaunted, they decided to pro- ceed to Cova da Iia

The Catholics of Lomba d'Egua and Moita had expected this, and a certain peasant
who had a whole herd of burros had tied them to azinheirs trees near the scene of the
appari- tions. As the liberss approached, he rubbed on the nose of each "a certzin
liquid" guaranteed to make any burro bray his loudest. Now, the bray of that dwarfed
animal even under the most favorable circumstances s one of the most disturb- in
R0t (0 say excruciating, sounds inall the range of audible creation. On a dark night in
alonely place it acquires a power 1o evoke blood-curdling suggestions,such as groans
of dying men on a rainy batdefield, the yowling of gigantic aley cats the curses and
reproaches of lost souls in pain. It was no conciliatory or complimentary sort of
music, then, that greeted the forces of enlightenment as they struggled up the hill
from the highway. And as a final insult to climax this injury, they found waiting for
them, near the azinbeira where Our Lady had appeared, 3 pile of straw and feed. The
farmers of Moita had spread it about as i 0 welcome a delegation of asses

To make sure that the subtle point would not be missed, 3 group of people from
Moita, including the indomitable Maria Carreira, were waiting on the next rise to
exphin it with loud and sty scom. This enraged some of the newcomers so much
that they began to shout back some highly uncom- plimentary things about Catholics
and the Church. The faith- ful countered this with:

Vi s My Viva Jsis e Maril”

This drew another taunt from the invaders. The shouts echoed back and forth
through the clear air of Cova daIra. The Catholics would cry:

%0 burros o buros, o bestas! Burros! Beasts!”

And the Freethinkers would retort
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“Botasda sl Botas da soal”*Clodhoppers! Mountain dodhoppers!”

“The appearance of some policemen put an end to thisin good time. But the incident
had revealed how tensely the inhabitans of the highlands, both believers and non-
believ-ers, were waiting for the thirteenth day when, according to the three chidsen,
the Lady had promised to retum to Cova da Iia. On the twelfth of September the
roads were full of pilrirs, and by evening the houses of the Martos and Abdboras
were surrounded by them, a5 on the previous oc- casion. Most o these people slept in
the felds. At sunrise an the thirteenth there were thousands of them at Aljustrl and
Cova da lra,redting the Rosary or the Litany of Our Lady.

By the time the three children were ready to start fo the place of the apparitions, the
main highway was so jammed chat it was impossible to move. Al wanted to see and
alk with us” wrote Lucia. “There was no human respect in that crowd! Many of
them, and even gentlemen and noblemen, broke through the press and knelt before
s, asking us to present their necessites to Our Lady. Others, unable (0 get near,
would shout:

“4For the love o God, ask Our Lady to cure my son, who is lame!

*“Ask her to cure mine, who i blind!”

**And mine who s deaf?

**And to bring my sons home from the war

**And my husband?

© ‘And to convert  sinner for me!”
© Togiveme health, for | have tubereulosis”

*And so on. In that place appeared all the miseries of poor humanity.” continued
Lucia, “and some shouted even from the tops of trees and walls where they had
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God appearing to the ikes of her Lucia
CHAPTER XII

“The three children were standing on the nartow Strcet of Aljustrel discussing their
adventures, when Lucia noticed, almost under her bare brown feet, a heavy piece of
rope. She picked it up idly. “Ouchr” The shaggy coil had scraiched her arm. This gave
her an idea. “Look! This hurts! We can make  girdle of it and ofer this sacrifce to
God.” Dividing it forthwith, each one wore a piece of it wiapped around the body,
Pext to the skin. Day and night they hugged this improvised hai shirt, even though it
pricked, chafed and itched until they could hardly tolerate it another moment; even
though it troubled theis est at night, and sometimes would not allow them 10 sleep
atall, What was health compared to savng souls from hell? And what was comfort to
the joys ofan etemal heaven?

It hut Jacinta more than a hair shirt to hear people curs- ing or using foul language.
On one such occasion she covered her face with her hands and said, "0 my God,
these people dont know that for saying such things they can go to hell. Pardon them,
my Jesis, and convert them.” Then she would say the prayer the Lady had told them
t0:3dd to the Rosary.

There were many objective signs that these penances were pleasing to God, and that
Jacinta in partcular was advancing on the road to sainthood. She had become more
patient, more long:suffring, more affectionate; she had many visions of things that
later came to pass; and in Luci’s opinion she must have received, by this time, the
i of infused wisdom. One day she said three Aves for  wretched woman with a
erible disease, and all the symptoms vanished.

“There was another woman in Aljustrel who never lost an oppartunity to revile the
three children aslars and imposters. Instead of gtting angry, Jacinta sad, "We must
ask Our Lady to convert this woman. She has so many sins which she does not
confess that she will go o helll” They offered some penances for her. And never again
id she give them an unkind word.
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It would have been hard for the children to say which caused them more annoyance,
the hordes of the devout, or professedly devout, who darkene their doors daily and
made the lives of their families miserable, or the opposition, which incongruously
included most of the clergy and many sincere Catholics along with Carborari,
Radicals and Libersis of al shades of unbelief. There was this at least to be said for
the scoffrs: they did not come knocking at Lucia's door at al hours, asking for a
piece of her kerchief as a relie, or wanting to touch her hair, or insisting that when
she saw Our Lady she remember all the symptoms of Cousin Quiteria's kidney
trouble, or the numerous qualficaions of Brather Antonio for a better positon than
the one he held. And the diatribes of the ant-clerical press gave no annoyance in
Aljustre, be- cause no one read thern

Yet now and then the opposition made some special effort to be troublesome. There
was a certain journalist named José do Vale, who edited an anarchist paper called O
Mundo (The Worid). He was also a tireless pamphletcer with a distinguished gif for
excoriation and invective which his enemies attributed ta a habit of getting drunk
before sitting down to wite. His indignation over the scandal at Cova da Ira was
already boiling over into pamphlets that were peddied in Torres Novas, Ourem and
other towns of the Serra.

Had this been al, the humble Christans of the Serra might have been content ta
consolé themselves with the words, "I the world hates you, know that it has hated
Me before it hated you. If you were of the world, the world would love its own; but
because you are not af the world, but | chose you out of the world, therefore the
world hates you.” But the editor of The World did not stop with denunciations of
priests, Jesuits, tricksters and superstitious ignoramuses. He summoned al liberdis,
lfriends of progress and en- lightenment to hold a meeting on the following Sunday
at Fétima just afte the parish Mass, to consider what measures should be taken to
unmask and punish the authors and comedians of the farce at Cova da Iia.

On learning this, the Prior of Fitima quictly had the word passed among his
parishioners that Mass that Sunday would be at the Chapel of Our Lady of Ortiga
two miles away. When a considerable number of fervent unbelicvers assem- bied at
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until, about four o'clock in the aftemoon, they found themselves in a hollow called
Valinthos, on the north- e slope of Cabero and about halfway between the cave and
Aljustrel. The narrow wagon road bent sharply there, under some large olive trees,
and the ancient stone wall on one side had fallen down, leaving an opening into a
bareen and rocky pasture. Beyond this were several other oive trees, and a few dark
scrubby pines and azinheiras.

Suddenly Lucia became aware of some subtle change i the atmosphere, It was not a
gathering storm, it was more ke the mysterious intensity she had always fel before
any supernatural visitation. She looked at Francisco and knew that she was right. Yes,
the Lady was coming. And Jacinta was not there,

“They beaged John to run and fetch her while they watched the sheep. When they
oifered him two vintens or pennics he finally consented, and lumbered off toward
Aljustrel. Their eyes followed him ansiously.

A few minutes later there was a flash of light, exactly like those that had always
heralded the approach of the Lady. They saw Jacinta running toward  them,
frantically. Now she was with them, paning, questioning,

“The olive trees were a shimmer of palé silver in the sant- ing light of aftemoon. This
might have been a comer of that hill country of Judea where Mary went in haste to
meet her cousin. But far more brillant than the sheen on the olives was the radiance
that now assembled at the breach in the wall just aver a small azinheira, very much

the one at Cova da Iia. And there in the midst of the unearthly glow was the
ovely familiar figure, looking tenderly down at the young apostles who had suffered
50 much for love o her

“Que € que Vocemece me quere?” asked Lucia almost mechanically “What i it that you
want of me?”

1 want you to continué to g0 to Cova da Ira on the thirteenth day and to continué to
recte the Rosary every day. In the last month | will perform the miracle so that all
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shall believe.”
Lucia remembered the promise she had made to Maria Carreia
“What do you wan me to do with the money that the crowd lef n the Cova da Iria?”

*Make two pedestals; one, carry it, you with Jacinta and two other girl dressed in
white, and the other let Francisco carry with thiee other boys. The money on the
pedestals i for the feast of the Lady of the Rosary, and that which is left over i for
the support of the chapel which they are going to have buil.”

“Iwant to ask you to cure some sick people.”
“Yes, some I will cure during the year.”

‘The Lady paused, and then continued, very eamesdy: “Pray, pray agreat deal, and
make sacrifcesfor sinners, for many souls 80 to hell because they have no one o
sacrifice and pray for them.”

With that she receded toward the east and vanished * The chidren remained for a
fong while in a Stae of exalted joy, o twice as sweet after 50 many troubles and
disappoint- ments. It ws the ninth day since Lucia had been taken to Oure by her
father for the firsttalk with the Administrator.

What a novenal It had gone on from tral to trial, until the isue seemed almost
hapeless, only to end in glory and thanks- gving.

When they finally became capable of motion, they cut offthe branches of the shrub
on which the Lady had stood, and took them home. Ti Marto stll remembers a
fragrance that he can only cali magnifico Even Maria Rosa had to admit that there was
a singularly sweet something that she had never before noticed. Clearly she was
weakeninga bit. But she sill maintained that it was all nonsense abou the Mother of

“This is Luca's recollection of the conversation, Mermoir IV, p. 40,
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persons... of adeafmute.”

“Yes," answered the Lady, “some I will cure,others not. In October | il perform the
miracle so that al will elieve,

And she disappeared in the same manner a before.

So ended the fifth apparition, as Lucia records it* Short though it was, it eft the
children confirmed in their fith and greatly consoled. How relieved they were to give
up wear- ing the raugh tope next to their tender bodies at night! What plessed
Francisco more than this, though, was her promise that in the following month he
would see Our Lord.

“Aique bomhe cried. "Only one more month, and | Tove Him sol”

One of the priests at Cova da Iia on September 13 was the Reverend Doctor Manuel
Nunes Formigio, canon of the ca- thedral at Lisboa and professor a the Seminary of
Santarem. Noted throughout Portugal for his integrity and leaming, he had been
asked by the Administrator of the Patriarchate in Lisboa to investigate the strange
occurrences, of which con- fliting reports had traveled as fr as the capital. Standing,
in the road about two hundred meters from the azinheira, he had noticed the
peculiar dimming of the sun’ light in a cloudless sky, but had discounted this as a
possible natural phenomenon due to the alttude of the Serra, almost half a mile
above sea level, He had not noticed the luminous globe reported by Monsignor
Quaresma and others, but the fact that they were so positive about it convinced him
that they must have scen something extraordinary, and stimulated his curiosity to get
at the bottom of the whole affair. For this purpose he retumed to Fatima on
Thursday, September 20, and went (o Alustrel 10 ask questions. Both Maria Rosa and
Olimpia reccived him with all espect, and sent out messengers to ind the chidren.
Lucia was at Cova da Iria, the others playing about the village Jacinta was the frst to

“The litle gl seemed fiightened and embarrassed, in the opinion of Dr. Formigio,
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but answered readily, and seemed no fonger il at ease after her brother made his
appearance. Francisco came in carelessly with his hat on. When Jacinta mo- tioned
him 10 take it off, he paid no attention to her, but sat down on a stool and looked
aitentively at the inguisitor. When questioned he answered calmly and with o sign
of embar- rassment The visitor dedded to interrégate him first, and sent Jacinta out
o play on the Street with some other girls un til he had finished. TTien he recalled
Jacinta and questioned her separately.

By that time Luda had come in from Cova da Tria. She was the most natural and
composed of the three, s Dr. Formigao reported when he published his first account
of the conversations in 1921 He remarked 100 that she was a robust, healthy, normal-
looking gitl, with no indications of vanity, and no pathological trits whatever. Poor
Maria Rosa hov- ered about like an ansious mother bird, worried and lamen t- ing as
wsual The sharp eye of Dr. Formigao noticed a leak intheroof.

Al three of the examinatians (which have been printed verbatim in the books of Dr.
Formigao, Father De Marchi and Fathes Fonseca) give the impression, to this reader
at least, that the children were truthfully reporting what they had actually seen and
heard, The few slight discrepandes offer no real difficultes,Jacinta, for example, said
without hesita- tion, as the others did, that the Lady held her rosary in her right
hand. When the question was repeated with same in- sistence, she became confused,
trying to imagine which of her own hands corresponded to the one in which the Lady
had held the beads. Again, Francisco sai he could not see her ears because they were
covered with her mande;Jacinta agrecd. But Lucia was under the impression that she
had seen smal dazzling earrings. At irst, 0o, she said that she had seen a bright gold
border on the Lady’s gown; later she was of the opinion that this was simply 3 more
intense edging of the light of which all the visidn, including the garments, seemed to
e made. This sortof divergence s to be expected in al human testimony.

Lutia's examination is the longest and most dealed of the three. Possibly the priest
had heard one of the vague rumors about the Angel in 1915 05 1916, for almost a¢ the
outset he remarked:
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heir souls won' go t hell any more?”

“This was a more profound theological question than Luda may have realized, but he
answered without hesitation

Td rather consolé Our Lord.”

“Don't you remember then horw sad Our Lady was the last month when she said not
o offend Our Lord, because He was much offended already?"

I want to consolé Our Lord first and then convert the sinners so that they won't
offend any more.

One day he was missing so long that Jadna thought he was lost, “Frandsco!
Francisco” No answer. Finally they discov- ered him, prostrae and motionless,
behind a pile of rocks. Sl no answer. He hardly stirred cven when they shook him,
and when he finally got up, he seemed hardly to know where he was. He explained
that he had been saying the prayer of the Angel, and then had remained there
thinking

“And didn't you hear Jacinta calling you?"
17 No, I heard nothing.”

Frandsco's prayer was not a form of slf-indulgence, like that of the pseudo-mystic.
“There was nothing in it of what Saint John of the Cross cals “spiitual gluttony.”
Rather, it flowered radiandy into good works for the beneft of others. He would go
out and gather up the sheep and gasts of a certain poor oid woman who had trouble
managing them. He obtained notable cures and conversions. He could never resist
any honest appeal. Just s he had ance offered a boy two vintens to release 2 captive
bird, and had run all the way to Aljustrel and back to fetch the money, so now he
would spare himself no trouble to fee some struggling soulfrom sin or pain. One day
o the way to school Lucia met her sister Teres, recendy married, who had come
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of the wall and began to say his Rosary. The strangers all oined in.

“Afierwards they accompanied us o Cova da Iria,” waoie Luda, “and said another
Rosary on the way. The poor woman promised to retum and thank Our Lady. She did,
various times, and brought her husband, who was estored to health, They were of the
parish of San Mamede, and we called them the Casaliros ™

Most strangers bored Francisco. What slly questions! One of the favorites was the
e inflicted on small boys everywhere in the world: What are you going to be when
you grow up? Such a query,for him, entailed 100 much explanation. There were those
two suffy senhoras for example.

“Do you want to be a carpenter”

*No, malam.”

“Ah, you want o be a soldier, then?3

“No, ma'am.”

“A doctor, st that 7"

“Oh, not*

“Lknow what you would like to be—a pries
St
‘What! To say Mass. .10 hear eonfessions?...to pray in the church? ln't that 7

“No, senhora. 1 don't want to be a pudre*

23 Another of T Marto’s ecollections,in De Marchi, p. 1.

168





OEBPS/images/picture168.jpg
“Then what do you want to be?

“Idon't want to be anything”

“You don't want to be anything? P “No. | ant to die and go to heaven” *
Francisco had no ambition (o g0 to school with Jacinta and Luda. What was the use, if
he was going to heaven 50 soon? But he liked to walk with them as far as Saint
Anthony's Church in Fitima. Then he would say

*Look, you g0 to school and I will stay here in the church near the hidden Jests. It
sn't worth the trouble for me to leam o read. I'm leaving here soon for heaven.
‘When you come back,cali me.”

“The church was being repaired, and the Sacred Host had been moved from the main
aar t0 2 small one on the left side, near the entrance. "And there | found hirm when |
re- tumed,” said Luda. He used to spend whole days on his knecs looldng at the
tabernacle where his Lord was waiting for someone to come and visit Him. It is likely
enough that in this way, without dircetion, Frandsco leamed to practice. mental
prayer. He may well have become a fairly advanced con- templative, he may possibly
have had ccstades. He had leamed from the Master Himself the lesson that Saint
Teresa teaches in her Way of Perecton: that lofty prayer demands love, soltude,
detachment,freedom from allself-seeking or sensualiy.

Yet e never paraded his piety, but concealed it, even from Jacinta, One day after
school when the girs lost sight of him on the Serea, they found him lying prostrate
and motionless behind a stone wall,

“Why don't you come and pray with us?*

“Td rather pray alone, to think, and to consolé Our Loed. He issosad.”

*“Francisco, which do you like better, (o consolé Our Lord or to convert sinners so that
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Freethinker Frandsco Ferrer, De- manding prompt pubHc action against all those
guilty of drag- ging such medievalism into the light of the twentieth century, he
conduded with;

“LONGLIVETHY REPUBLICT DOWN WIT KHACTION]LONG UVE URERIZY”

O the moming of October 24 the news of the ravishing of the shrine passed rapidly
from mouth to mauth throtigh the grapevine of the Serra. There were cries of anger
in Moita,in Fitima, in Aljusrel. Maria Carreia was one o the aithful who hurried to
Cova da Iri (o see what had happened. Al the worst had happened. The table, the
arch, the lantems, all had disappeared, Yet not the worst! For the marauders had
chopped down tibie wrong tree. And there, a few feet from the uprooted ane, stood
the brave litke azinheira on which Our Lady had appeared, its upper leaves sadly
shom, but the trunk and lower branches tillstanding in the sun for all to sec, Maria
Carreia gave thanks to God,

The net result of the outrage was to increase rather than discourage the devotion to
Our Lady of Fatima. The number of pilgrims gradually increased. There were sure to
be many of them on Sundays and on the thirteenth of each month from May to
October, sometimes in a veritable procession from Leira, Ourem, or Chao de Magis.
Even during the week it was a rare day that did not bring at least a few. The bare- foot
poor still predominated; many were sick, lame, broken- hearted, all hopefal that if
they could but touch the bark of the azinheis, the Queen of Heaven would have pity
o them. One coid winter moming Maria Careira found a man who had slept all
night on the ground near the tree, ater walking eleven leagues. T am glad | came,”
e said, I feel very happy in this place.”

Along with the devout poor carne a few more prosperous persons, sometimes from as
far as Lishoa or Porto. Almost eveiy day one would appear at the Martos'or Aboboras’
and ask for a few words with the children. At fist Olimpia used to send out to the
meadows for Jainta and Francisco, but this got to be such a nuisance that she finally
lost patience, and decided to tum the fock over to her son Jodo, The two were gready
disappointed, for it meant giving up, in great measure, die company of Lucia, But
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before long she t00 ceased o be a shepherdess,

Maria Rosa and her husband were to0 human to have been transfbrmed into angels
by the stupefying experience they had shared on October 13. Miracle or no miracle,
Antonio bittery resented the fact that the vast crowd had iacreased, if possble, the
destruction of his farm property in the Cova. Nothing would ever gro there now,
espedally with pilgrims coming to camp out or walk sbout daily. It was no small
sacrificefor a farmer of Aljustrel to lose fifty sacks or more of potatoes a year, not to
mention his beans, spinach and other vegetables. Maria Rosa remained irascible to
the end, for it was her temperament. But she was (00 honest (o deny that Luda had
been right, and too devout, having made the ad- mission, 10 refuse to do all in her
power to carryout the wishes of the Mother of God. I Our lady wanted the cochapato
leam to read, there was nothing more to be said. Since the time of the monarchy
there had becn a small day school for boys at Fatima, near the church. Recendy, by a
happy coin- ddence, one had beer started there for girl. Maria Rosa en- tered Luda,
and prevailed uporns her sister-in-aw to send Jadnta aso.

CHAPTER XV

Frandsco was left alone now, but be was never lonely. He was never ithout a calm
sen se of the presence of God. He never tired of seein the rising and the setting of
the sun, He could go with the girls on holdays tosay the Rosary at Cova da Iria or the
Angel's prayer at Cabero, scampering over walls and ditehes a the first glimpse of
anyone wha looked like a curious pilgrim.

Sometimes he was caught before he could escape. One day a whole group of such
persons surprised him, with his sister and his cousin, a a bend of the toad. They at
once recog- nized and surrounded the three. One setJacinta on top of a wall, so that
all might see and hear her better, Another tried to do likewise with Francisco. More
nimble, he fled to the top of anather oid wall near by, whence, loaldng back in
triumph, he saw 3 poorly dad woman and her young son knecling and holding out
heir arms to him in supplication. The mother begged him to ask Our Lady to heal
her husband, who was il and ot to let him be sent to the war. Francisco kndt on top
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“Can you ell it to me?”
“lcannot”

“You don't wani to speak, because you are afaid of Luda, you are afraid she willstrke
you, it it true?”

Oh, not”
“Then, why can't you tell it (o me?. . Would it be.a sn, perhaps?”

Ibelieve that it would be in to reves

hesecee”
I the secetfor the good of your soul,and Luda's nd Jadna's?”
e

It s for the oo of the soul ofthe Senhor Prior?” | don ¢ knove”
“Wouldthe people be sd f they happened toleam it “Yes.”

The children were so palé from fatigue and dazed from exdtement that Dr. Fonnigda
shortened his examination, fea- ing they would be I if they were not given some
rest. When he returaed October 19, they were stll 0 exhausted that they answered
mechanically, ike sleepwalkers. Lucias memory was vague on recent events, though
accurate about those in the past. The questioner was convinced that all three had an-
swered honesdy. He had seen the mirade of the sun. He went away believing also in
the apparitions; and from then on he was 3 defender of the children even in the face:
of a persistent persecution, all the more diffcult to understand when the prime
movers in it happened ta be not Carbonari or Masons, but fdlow Cathalics, fellow
priests.

s for the liberal opposition, the firs stupefed silence of the Carbonari lasted but a
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few days. “What are we about?”said the ehildren of this world on anather occasion,
“For this Man s working many miracles. If we let Him go on like this everybody will
believe in Him!” Within a week the Grand Orient lode of Santarem had recovered
suffidently (o plan not mesely a defense but a counter-attack. On the night of
October 23 several of the brethren, including one known as Cernetery Frank, went to
Ourem, where they were reinforced by certain henchmen of the Administrator
Santos, All then re. paired by automabile to Cova da Iria with the intention of
destroying what remained of the azinheira tree, and thus kill ing the cult by robbing
itof a rallying point and chiefreie. Some carried lantems, others axes and hatchets

Afew strokes cidse to the roots, and a small tree was lying flat on the ground. Near by
were other paraphemalia of de- votion: the table of Maria Carreira with flowers and
coins o i, and a picture of Our Lady; the rustc arch that pilgrims had buil of two
upright poles, with one hanging between to support a couple of antems and some
crosses. Al these the raiding party confiscated and carried off to Santarem,. They
placed them on exhibition as medieval monstrosiies in a house near the seminary,
charging a modest fee to inspect them, and offering the proceeds to the manager of
the Misericordia, who, howeser, dedined. The next evening they bore the entire
exhibit in procession through the streets, sing- ing blasphemous litanies 1o the
accompaniment of drums.

‘The Liberal and Masoni O Secuto o Lisboa published these and other detals, with 3
hearty condemnation of the whole desccration, remarking that it was espedally
shameful at a time when Catholic processions were forbidaen. Other anti-clericals
were less tolerant. When  group of educated Catholics of Santarem published an
indignant protest, the Portuguese Federation of Free Thinkers retorted with one of
the most curious documents in Portuguese history, 3 Manifestd addressed to all
liberdis against “the shameful spectade staged as a ridiculous comedy at Fitima,”
which they ascribed to an ecclesiastical plo to unite Church and State and restore
diplomarte relations with the Vatican. In his fervor the writer went so far as to
declare that mirades ought to be punished like transgressions against dey ordinances,
since they were violtions of the aws of na ture. He was particularly incensed because:
the mitade of the sun was invented and perpetrated on the anniversary of the
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As carly as May, 1917, Jainta and Lucia had told people that the Lady they saw had
promised a miracle on October 13, at the hour of noon, as a sign of their sinceriry.
“They had repeated this at various times, and had never altered their tory even under
threats and persecution which must have been terriying to such children a the ages
of ten, nine, and seven. On the very day and hour they had foretold, some 70,000
persons testified that they had the unique expericnce of seeing the sun spin round
and seem to fal. Such wide- spread testimony serves to confrm that the children
actually had seen the Mother of Christ, and that He had given to the simple souls at
Cova da lria the sign in the sky for which the Pharisees had begged Him in mock
reverence, and which He had refused 1o grant their unbelieving and adulterous
hearts.

The Administrator of Ourem stll denies that anything mi- raculous happened. |
suspect he would have denied it even i he had been there. O like the Pharisees who
denied the Resurrection after they had seen Christ dying on the cross, he would have
made up same rationalistic explanation to save himself the humilation of believing,

He was removed from offce following the coup dietst of Sidonio Pais some twa
months after the miracle, The last heard of him was that he was injured in Tomar by
the pre- mature explosion of a bomb he was making to throw at certain members of
the new govermen

CHAPTER XIV

Lucia has drawn the mantle of a charitable silence over the reactions of her family to
the events of October 13. There must have been apologies and acts of reparation,
frive, peshaps, on the part of Antonio, honest and flatfooted on that of Maria Rosa
But on that day the wan and spiridess gil had o time to enjoy her triumph. Mobs of
pilims followed her about all afiemoon. They were still milling about the Street
and pasing in and out of the houses of the Absboras and the Martos when Dr.
Formigo arrived in Aljustrel at seven odock in the evening. He wanted to talk with
the three children before anyone else did, and before they could compare notes.
Thanks to his authority as a priest he dispersed the strangers in short order, and
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then summoned the three prinipais (o the house of Ti Marto, whete he questioned
them separately.

Al three had scen Our Lady stand on the stump of the tree. Lucia and Jacinta were
agreed as to what she said. Francisco had scen her but had not heard her speak. All
three had seen the sun tum, All had seen, near the sun, the vision of the Holy Faily.
Only Lucia had seen the twa succeeding tableaus of Our Lady of Sorrows and Our
Lady of Mount Carmel. All agreed as to the colars of the garments and other details.
There were some discrepandes. Was the Infant Jesis large? No, very litle, replied
each one separately. But Luda believed he was on the arm of Saint Jaseph, while both
Jacinta and Francisco saw him standing beside him—on the right side, said Jadnta,
and he did not come up to the waist of Saint Joseph. To Luda he seemed about one
year oid. To Jadnta and Frandsco he was about the age of a baby of the neigh-
barhood, Deolinda de José das Neves, who was two years oid.

The divexgence regarding the positon of the Cmld is the ony important one,and 1
confes 1 do not know how to ex- plan it Inallsuch visions there s 3 subective
clement, and it may be tat they present difernt details to diffrent persons

Dr. Formigao made one mor atemps t leam th secret from Francisco

“Which was righter, the figure o the Virgin o the sn?” e sked.

“The igue of the Virgin was brighter.”

“Did you hear what she aid?”

I heard nothing.”

Who told you th secret? The Lady?*

"No,it was Luda ™
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some fellow students heard people shouting i the Street near by. Running out of the
school with his teacher, Dona Delina Pereira Lopes, he s with amazement the
spinning and fall- ing of the sun. It was like a globe of snow revalving on it-self” he
wrote. “Then suddenly it seemed to come down in a zigzag, threatening to fallon the
earch. Terrified, 1 ran €0 shelter myselfin the midst o the people. All were weeping,
expecting from one moment to the next the end of the world.

“Near us was an unbeliever without religion, who had spent the moming mocking the
blockheads who had made all that joumey to Fitima to go and stare at a grl. 1 looked
at him, He stood as if parayzed, thunderstruck, hs eyes fixed on the sun. Then | saw
him tiemble from head to foot, and raising his hands to heaven, he fellan his knees in
the mire,shouting, Nossa enhoraf Nossa Senboral”

“Meanwhile the peaple continued to scream and cry out, begging God to pardon their
sins. ... Afterwards we ran to the chapeis of the town, which were flled in a few mo-
ments.

“During those long minutes o the solar phenamenon ob- jectsall bout us reflected
al the olors of the rainbow. As we looked at ane another, one scemed blue, another
yellow, another vermilion. .. Al these strange phenomena increased the terror of the
crowd. After about ten minutes the sun re- tumed to its place in the same way it had
descended, sl palé and without splendor.

Plenty of witnesses are stilliving in the neighborhood. [ spoke with many of them
last summer,induding Ti Marto and his Olimpia, Marka Careeira, two of the sistes of
Lucia (Mary of the Angels and Gloria) and several others of the country folk, all of
whom told the same story with evident sincerity and as they mentioned the faflng of
the sun there was lways  trace of tertor in their voices. The Reverend Father Manel
Peseira da Sika gave me substantially the same details. “When I saw the sun fall
zigaag,” he said, el on my knees. I though the end of the world had come.”

“The fact has been established beyond any doubt. How s it tobeexplained?
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some unexplained manner become perfectly dry.

Avelino de Almeida reported the event in O Secuto of Oc- tober 17 as *a spectacle
unique and incredible if one had ot been a witness of it . . . One can see the
immense crowd tum toward the sun, which revedis itself free of the clouds in full
foon. The great star of day makes one think of a silver plaque, and it is possible to
ook straight at it without the least discomfort. I does not bun, it does ot blind. It
might be like an eclipse. But now bursts forth a colossal clamor, and we hear the
nearest spectators crying, ‘Miracle, miracle! Marvel, marvels”

“Before the astonished eyes of the people, whose atttude carnes us back to biblical
imes and who, full ofterro, heads uncovered, gaze into the blue of the sky, the sun
has trembled, and the sun has made some brusque movements, unprece- dented and
outsde of all cosmic laws—the sun has ‘danced,’ according to the typical expression
of the peasanis. ... An oid man whose stacure and face, at once gentle and energetic,
recallthose of Paul Derouléde, tums toward the sun and rectes the Credo with loud
eris from beginning to end. | sk his fiame. I s Senhor Joso Maria Amado de Meld
Ramalho da Cunha Vasconcelos. 1 see him afterwards addressing those about him
who have kept their hats on, begging them vehe- mendy to uncover before so
extraordinary a demonstration of the existence of God, Smilar scenes are repeated in
al places.

“The people ask one another if they have scen anything and what they have scen. The
greatest number avow that they have seen the trembling and dancing of the sun.
Others, how- ever, declare that they have seen the smiling face of the Virgin herslf;
swear that the sun tumed around on itslfike a wheel of fireworks; that it fell, almost
0 the point of buming the earth with is rays. .- Another tells that he has seen it
change color successively.

“Almost three o'clock. The sky is limpid and the sun follows its course with its
habtual brilliancy so that no one dares to look at it directly. And the shepherds?

Lucia, the one who speaks to the Virgin, announces with theatrical motions, on the
feck f a man who carries her from group to group that the war s going to end and
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that the soldiers are coming home. Such news, hoswever, does not increase the joy of
those who hear her. The celestal Sign, that is everything. Much curiosity.
nevertheless, 0 see the two ltle girls with their garlands of roses; some ry to kiss
the hand of the little saints'. and one of the two, Jacina, is much nearer to finting
than to dancing. But what il aspired for—the Sign in the Sky—has sufficed to satisfy
them, to cnroot them in their Breton-like faith,

“Their dispersion follows eapidly and without incidents, without the shadow of
disorder, without the need of any in- tervention of pélice patrols. The pilgrims who
leave first, in haste o be on their way, are those who arrived first with thei shoes on
their heads or hung o their staves. They are going, their souls full of joy, o spread
the good news in the villages that were not wholly depopulated to come here. And
the priests? Some have shown themselves on the scene, standing rather with the
curious spectators than in the company of pilgrims avid for celesial favors. Perhaps
now and then one does not manage to conceal the satsfaction which appears so often
o the faces o those who triumph. .. It remains for those competent to pronounce
on the danse mocabre of the sun, which today, at Fatima, has made hosannas burst
firom the breasts of the faithful and naturally has impressed—so witnesses worthy of
belief assure me—even freethinkers and other persons not at all interested in
religious matters who have come to this once famous countryside.”

Al over Portugal,in fact, the anti-clerical press was com- pelled to bear witness of the
same sort. There was general agreement on the essenials. As Dr. Domingos Pinto
Coelho wrote in O Ordem, “The sun, sometimes surrounded with crimson flames, at
other times aureoled with yellow and red, atstill other times seemed to revolve with a
very rapid move- ment of rotatio, till again seeming to detach isel from the sky,to
approach the carth and to radiate strong heat”

Theories of mass hyprotism o suggestion were discarded when it became known
that reliable witnesses not in the crowd had seen the miracle many miles avay. The
poet. AF- fonso Lopes Vicira saw it from his house at 5. Pedro de Moel, forty
Kilometers from Fitima. Father Inado Lourenca told later how he had seen it from
Albusita, eighteen or nineteen Klometers away, when he was a boy of nine. He and
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0 where the sun ought to be,directly over- head, and it was brighter than any
simlight Perhaps t was at this moment that the crowd saw the douds separate like
w0 vast curtans rolled apart, and the sun appear between them i the dear blue, hke
a disk of white fre. Cerainly many heard Luda cry, “Look atthe sun!” but she said
this i ecstacy and has no recollection of it. For she was wholly sbsorbed in
something she saw where the sun must have been,

As Our Lady disappeared in the very radiance that carne from her outstretched
hands,there stood out in the zenith above three tableaus which symbolized, one after
another, the Joyous, the Sorrowful and the Glorious mysteries of the Rosary. The first
was a distinet representation of the Holy Family: Our Lady herselfin her traditional
dress of white with a blue mande, and Saint Joseph beside her holding the Child esis
o his arm—Saint Joseph in white the Infantin bright rd.

Luda was heard to say, "Saint Joseph is going to bless us” All three of the children
saw this irst vision, and saw the Saint make the sign of the cross three times over the
erowd. The holy Child did likewise

The next vision, seen by Lucia alone, was one of Our Lady of Sorrows in the sombre.
garb assigned (o her by tradition, the Mater Dolorosa of Good Friday, but without the
sword i her breast; and beside her stood her divine Son grieving as when he met her
o the way to Calvary. Luda saw only the upper part o Hi figure. He looked pityingly
on the crowd for whom He had died, and raised His hand to make the sign of the
eross over ther,

Our Lady then appeared in a third vision of glory, as Our Lady of Mount Carmel,
crowned as queen of heaven and of the world, her infant Son upon her knee.

“The crowd saw nothing of allthis: at least there seems to be no solid verification of
the claim that a few saw the Lady. What they all did see, however, was something,
stupendous, unheard of, almost apocalypic. The sun stood forth in the clear zenith
like a great slver disk which, though bright as any sun they had ever seen, they could
ook straight at without blinking, and with a unique and delightful satsfaction. This
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lasted but a moment. While they gazed, the huge ball began to“dance”—that was the
word al the beholders applid 10 it Now it was whirling, rapidly lke a gigantic fie-
wheel. Afer doing this for some ime, i stopped. Then it rtated again, with dizzy,
sickening spee. Finally there appeared on the rim a border of crimson, which flung
across die sy, as from a hellsh vortex, blood-red streamers of lame, reflecting to the
carth, 1o the trees and shrubs, to the uptumed faces and the dothes all sorts of
briliant colors in succession: green, red, orange, blue, iole, the whole spectrum in
fact Madly gyrat- ing in this manner three times,the fery orb seemed to trem- ble, o
shudder, and then to plunge precipitately,in a mighty zigzag, toward the crowd.

Afearful cry broke from the lips of thousands of terrified persons a they fell upon
their knees, thinking the end of the world had come. Some said that the air became
warmer at that instant; they would not have been surprised if everything about them
had burs into flames, enveloping and consuming them.

AiJesis, we are all going to die here!”

“Save us, Jesis Our Lady, save us!”

“Oh, my God, 1 am sorry— And one began the Act of Contrition.

Some who had come tojee fell on their faces and broke into sobs and abject prayers.
‘The Marques do Cruz said, "Oh my God, how great i Thy power!”

“This had lasted about ten minutes, perhaps. Then all aw the sun begin to dimb, in

the same igzag manner, to where it had appeared before. It became tranquil, then
dazaling. No one could look at it any longer. 1t was the sun of cvery day.

‘The people stared at one another in joy and amazement. “Mirade! Miracle! The
ehildren wee right! Our Lady made the miracle! Blessed be God! Blessed be Our
Lady " The shouts were taken up all over the Cova da Ira. Some were laughing, others
weeping with joy. Many were making the discovery that their drenched clothes had in

158





OEBPS/images/picture154.jpg
azinheira that the children were able o get chrough only with the help ofa chaueur
Wwho seized Jacinta and mounted her on his shoulder, crying, “Make way for the ch
dren who saw Our Lady!”

Ti Marto followed with Lucia and Francisco. When they reached the place of the.
apparitions, he was surprised to fina bis wife already there. He had forgotten her in
bis ansiety for Jacinta. "My Olimpia tumed up from another direction, [ dori't know
from where,” he confesses,

Atall events there she was ciose to the stump of the azinheira, which Maria Carreira
had lovingly draped, along with her alms table, under garlands of flowers. The crowd
lurched and swayed this way and that, ducked umbrellas, huddled to- gether for
warmth, scanned the leaden eastem sky. Loud voices were repeating the Rosary in
various thythmical cadenees. A priest who had been praying all night in the rain and
mud was reading his breviary and from time to time nervously fingering his watch.
Presendy he tumed to the children and asked at what hour Our Lady was going to
artive, At midday,” replid Luca,

He glanced at his watch again, and said, disapprovingly: It s midday already. Our
Lady i not a lar. We shall see.” Nearly all the people now were saying the Rosary.
“Ave, Mari,chea degraga... Santa Maria, i Le Deus,rogi por s pecadores. ..

“Put down your umbrellas” cried Lucia—why she never knew—and one after another
they abeyed, although the rain was sl falling. “Put down your umbrelas!” sad one
after another. They allstood patiently in the ain.

Afew minutes more passed. The pricstlooked at his watch again
“Midday is past,” he said with gloomy finalit. “Away with all thist It s all an lusion.”

He began o push the three children with his hands, if we may trust the memory of
Maria Carrefia. But Luci, almostin tears,refused (o huelge,saying.
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“Whoever wants 0 g0, an go, but [m not going. Our Lady told s to come. We saw
her other times and we're going t see her now.”

Disappointed murmurs and grumblings began to be heard among the bystanders.
Then of a sudden Lucia looked toward theeastand cried:

“Jacinta, kel down, for now 1 see Our Lady there. | can see the flast

“Watch out, daughtert It was the shril voice of Maria Rosa. “Don't let yourself be
deceivedr”

Lucia did not hear the waming. Those near her no ticed that her face had become
flushed and transparendy beautiful. She was gazing rapturously now at the Lady
herslf, who stood in a flood of white light on the flowers that Maria Carrena had
draped on the stump of the azinheira. Jacinta and Frandsco, on cither side of her,
stared likewise, both radiant, both quite ablivious of the multitude around them.

“What do you want of me?” Lucis was kneeling with the others. The fine rain fll on
her uptumed face.

“Iwant 1o tellyou to have them build a chapel heré in my honor. 1 am the Lady of the
Rosary. Let them continué to say the Rosary every day. The war is going (0 end, and
the soldiers will oo retum to their homes.”

I have many things to ask of you." said Lucia. “The cure of some sickpersons, the
conversion of some sinners. ..~

*Some yes, others o, I is necessary that they amend thei lives, and ask pardon for
theirsins*

Her face became graver asshe continued, “Let them offend Our Lord God no more,

for He i already much offended * With this the Lady of the Rosary opened her white.
hands as always, and it seemed to Luca that the light emerging from them ascended

156





OEBPS/images/picture152.jpg
ot suffce

“The clergy of the place and the neighborhood maintain, as regards the events, a
prudent reserve, a least n appearance. It is the custom of the Church. I proclaims
oudly that in such circumstances doubt means nothing, for doubis also come from
the devil. But secretly it ejoices over the great concaurse of pilgrims who since May.
have become more and more numerous

*And there are even peaple who dream of a great and rag nificent church, always
full, oflarge hotes near by with every modem compfort, of shops wel stocked with a
thousand and one different objects of piety and souvenirs of Our Lady of Fitima, and
of a railway which will take us to the future miraculous sanctuary with more
convenience than the buses in which,for the moment, the mass of the aithful and of
the curious now achieve this right.

While the author of these pessimistic obsenvtions was mak ing his way (o Ourem,
and then with deepening discomfort to Cova da Ira, the Abbora and Marto families,
after a est- less night listening to the rain pelting on the tles, were rising in the
cheerless dawn. Indeed, the east was hardly treaked with dismal gray when the first
dripping pilgrims carne knock- ing a their doors. Soon there were dozens and scores
of them, and they not only surtounded the two cottages, clamoring for a glimpse of
the children, but were cheerfully forcing their way inside without wating to_be

ited. Ti Olimpia was furious at the casual way they shed puddlies of water and red
mud from the fields all over her floors. Ti Marto til twits her on how she fluttered
about, rying to get the children ready and at the same time (o answer the questions
0f  jos-ting mob It was t00 much when these strangers began to make themselves
comfortable on her beds and chests.

“Get out of here,al of you'” she cried.
The people paid no attention. A few more pushed their way in

*Leave them alone, woman,” advised her husband. “When the house s full, no more
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willbe able o get in.”

Aneighbor plucked him by the sleeve and said in his ear: “Ti Marto, you'd better not
8010 Cova da Iia. They might beat you up. The ltte ones, no, They are babies, no
e is going to hurt them, You are the one in danger of being mussed up.

“Tim going openly” retumed the other, “and I'm not afraid of anyboy. | have no doubt
everything will be all right,” Olimpia did not share this confidence. She was praying.
fervently to Our Lady (o protect her and her family that day, and she still wonders
how her ehildren could have remained so calm and unafaid in the midst o all that
confusion.

“Ifthey hurt us.” said Jacinta, “we are going to heaven. But those that hurt us, poor
people, are going to hell.

One of the intruders in the house of Ti Marto was a Bar- oness from Pombalinho,
who insisted on presenting two drnate dresses, a blue one for Lucia, 2 white one for
Jacinta, The girls declined these, preferring their own white Communion attire.
Finally, after infinite confusion, they managed to get a bite to cat and to squirm out
of the house.

AL the last moment Maria Rosa put on her shawl and said she would accompany
them. T know they are going to killyou.”she said tearflly o Lucia. “Very well then,
ifyou must go, Lwill go and die with you.

Itwas a fong and slow joumey. The highroad was crowded all the way from Fétim to
Cova da Iria. Men and women were knecling in the thick slime on both sides,
imploring their prayers. Hands reached out to touch them. Wet burros brushed
against them. Umbrellas threatened to poke out their eyes. But what a sight when at
last they arrived near the scene of the apparitions! Full 70,000 men, women and chi
dren. peaple ofall ages and conditions, were standing pa- tiently in the rain waiting
for them—a dark mass under innumerable black umbrellas, dripping sombreros,
soaked blankets. They were packed so densely between the highway and the
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because they never end?”

Jacinta found this concepe of endlessness at once bafHing and tantalizing, She could
never put it wholly out of mind. Offen in the midst of some game she would stop
suddenly and say:

“Butlook here, doesn't hll end even afer many, many, mryyears?”

“No:

“And those people who have to bum there never die? Never? And they never tum into
ashes? And if people pray a great deal for sinners, Our Lord will save them from that?
‘And with sacrifices too? Poar sinners we have to pray and make many sacrifices for
them!”

“Thien, when the though of the burden of sin became almost unbearable, she would
remenber the consolation that had been granted vith it

“How good that Lady is! Yes, she has promised to take us o heaven!”

Jadinta was too unselfsh to be able to dwel long or com- placently on her own good
fortune when there were so many others who would never share it To her the sight of
ehennah was like a gate opening upon a steep road of asceticism. I think | would lay
down a thousand lives o save ane soul of the many | saw being lost.” wrote Saint
Teresa of Jesus after a similar experience; and the litle serna of Aljustrel was so.
stricken with the same noble pity that she acquired  thirst for penance to which
Lucia could apply only the word ‘in- satiable.” Other Chrstians accepted hell on
faith, because Christ had said repeatedly and with solemn emphasis that there is
hell but Jacinta had seen it; and once she grasped the idea that God' justce is the
counterpart of His mercy, and that there must be a el if there is (o be a heaven,
nothing seemed important (o her except to save s many souls as possible from the
horrors she had glimpsed under the ra- diant hands of the Queen of Heaven, Nothing
could be too hard, nothing (0o small or 0o great to give up.
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on a sombre and more thoughtful tone since the breath-taking revelations of Juy 13
“The fires of hll,the damnation of many souls, 2 second world war with millions of
people starving,  homeless, tormented,butchered, tumbling unprepared_into
etemity— how could the world ever look the same to childish eyes after Divine
Wisdom had disclosed to them such horrors! The two girls could think of nothing
else. Francisco, for some reason, was much less shaken by the experience. Instead of
brooding on the coundess souls he had seen ising and falling like sparks in the
flames under the taunts of allen angels, he would fix his thoughts upon God, upon
His goodness and His glory.

“How wonderful God is!”he would cry ecsatically. “There is no way to say i, All you
can say i, that nobody can say it But isn' it too bad that He s so sad!If | could only
consolé Him!”

Jacinta did not find it s easy to put out of mind the horror of etemal death. 2 world
war could be both incredible and painfull real, so much the more so was hel. But
what does a child of seven know of the enormity of sin? She was shocked, profoundly
puzzled. A few days afer the appari- tion of July she sat for a long time on a stone,
relecting decply while the sheep munched the withered grass and furze. Finall she
s

“That Lady sid that many souls go to hell What is hell?* It s  pit full of worms and.
avery big bonfire”replied Lucia, perhaps quoting her mother,"and people go there
who comit sins and dor't confess them, and they stay for- ever and bu.

“And never get out any more?”
No?
“Not afier many, many years?”

“No. Hell never ends. And heaven doesn't cither. Who- ever goes to heaven never gets
out of it, and whoever goes to hell doesn't either, Don't you sce that they are etemal,
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“Eat, Jacinta”
“No, 1 willoffr this sacrifice for poor siners who eat t00 much

“Drink, Jacinta.”

No, this is for those who drink too much.

She would say suddenly to Lucia, "L am sorry for you. Francisco and 1 are going to
heaven, but you stay here alone. 1 wil ask Our Lady to take you to heaven! But she
wants you to stay here for a while! When you see the war, don't be afraid —in heaven
Twill be praying for you.”

More and more, however, she brooded on the lost souls.

“Jacinta, what are you thinking of?”asked Lucia one day.

“Of that war that is going to come, and of so many people who are going to die and
0 to hell. What a pity there must be a war and they must go to hell because they
Won' stop sinning”
“Time and again this thought recurred with sickening im- pact. She would say, with
ook of terror, “Hel! Hell! How sorry T am for the souls that are going to hell” Then
she would fall on her knees, clasp her hands and repeat over and over the prayer Our
Lady had taught them t0.add to each decade of the Rosary:

“O my Jesis, pardon s, save us from the fire of hell, draw all souls o heaven,
especally those in most need!”

One day after she had been thus long upon her knees, she called:
“Francisco! Francisco, ase you going (0 pray with me? It is necessary to pray a great

deal to save souls from hell So many are going there! So many!” And they said the





OEBPS/images/picture94.jpg
1 the ilterate chidren of Aljustrel and their families were spared from al this, they
could not escape so easily from hordes of pilgrims, devotees, relic-hunters and mere
sensation- seckers that broke in more and more upon their peace. Some they were
sorry for—poor wretches shattered by want or sor- row or some incurable disease,
Wwho of ten walked barefoot over great distances, sometimes completing the last mile
on bleed- ing knees, o ask their prayers for some favor, some cure from the Holy
Virgin. They found it more difficul to be patient with some of the rich and well-fed
persons, fashionably dressed and sporting furs and jewels, who would appear sud-
denly in carriages or even in automobiles, some from 3s ar as Porto or Lisboa, cither
o beg some boon from heaven—for not even the rich are satisfied!—or to divert
themselves with a new marvel, Ti Marto remembers them well. “What questions
they would askl A fesis Some of them were terribl. ‘Did Our Lady also have goats
and sheep when she was a litle girl? "Did Our Lady ever sat potatoes?” What
questions! It was a scanda, that's what it was!”1¢

Francisco, ke his father, resented the smug complacent stupidity of the nabobs,
and all the inquisitions and caresses to which they subjected him, One day he
tumed on Jacinta, boylike, and said, “I¢s 0o bad you didn't keep quietl Then
nobody would know it. I it wasn'a le” he added regretfully, “we could tellal the
People we saw nothing, and that would be the end of it”

After a while they began to develop a certain skillin avoid- ing bores of the sleck
and curious variety, who were so hard to shake off. They could el them ata glance
from a distance. One day they saw a group of fine ladics and gendemen gel- ting
ut of a motor car on the road from Aljusrel to Fatima. There was o doubt what
they were, but it was (00 late o escape: the ladies had already seen them and were
approach. ing with smiles only oo familiar.

"Where do theltde shepherds live? The anes that saw Our Lady?”

The children gave the most precise directions to their homes. The vistors thanked
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“Good for some, for others bad.”
“And you won't tell us?”

“No,si. I a scret and the Lady told us not o tell it” Ti Marto picked up his
daughter Jacinta, and elbowed his way to the edge of the crowd, the child cling
tohis neck. Stragglers followed them, still peling them with questions. And Lu
and Francisco kept saying:

“Its a secret, s a secret”

‘Someone offered to take them home i an sutomabile Ti Marto consented, and the
children rode for the first fime in one of the strange horseless monsters they had
Scen occa- sonally rambling along the road from Ourem to Leiri. They were not in
amood to crioy a new experience. But they were grateful for the rid, for all three
were exhausted

CHAPTER IX

Everybody in Portugalseemed to have heard the ews from Fatima. Cathlic diocesan
papers began to publish short ariciesin which a note o pruden reserve was evident:
the headline of the one in The Ouriense of Ourem, for example was, “Real Apparition
or Supposed Mlusion.” More generous with its space if not with its approval, was a
secular press almost wholly and openly devoted to the anti-Cathlic revolu- tion,
Editors of the Jacobin tradition of 1789 flady accused the clergy, and particularly the
Jesuits, of having invented the story to regain the prestige they had lost in the
Revolution of 910, The anti-clerical O Seculo, chief daily of Lisbo, printed a sarcastic:
and distorted account on July 3i, under the heading, "A Message from Heaven—
Commerdal Specula- tion?” Liberdis of a more moderate tinge wrote suavely of psy-
chosi, epilepsy and collective suggestion as possible explanations of the incredible
tale from the Serra da Aire. A casual reader of the daiy press might have conduded
that the net result thus far had been to provoke a new and bitter attack upon the
Church.
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many ejaculatory prayers that proved useful and consoling. And from that day on he
was their Champion.

Unfortunately this did not effect the conversion of Lucia’s family. They had been
more unsympathetic than ever since the apparition of July 13. Previously her father
had shrugged off the whole affir with some muttering bout “women's tales.” But he
had passed from neutrality to open hostility on the day when he went to inspect his
vegetable gardens at Cova da Iria, and saw what the crowds had done to them,
Thousands of fect had packed the soil so hard that there was no sense cultivating it
any more; horses had eaten or ram- ped his cabbages, beans and potato vines;all his
labor had been wasted. Antonio grumbled and fumed, and drank more copinhas than

The rest ofthe family also had a new weapon to brandish over the head of poor Lucia,
She and her visions had brought them all to the verge of starvation. When she was
bungry, her sisters would say, “Go and eat what you find growing at Cova da Irial” Or
Maria Rosa would cry, “Yes, ask that Lady to give you something to cat! You made all
the people go to Cova da Ira. Get your food there.”

“We didn't make them go,” said loyal Jacinta from the door- way. “They went there
themselvesl”

But Maria Rosa felt 0o songly t0 lsten to reasoning. There were days when Lucia
feared to ask her for so much as  piece of bread, and went to bed hungry.

From time to time her mother would take her to the Prior for another interrogation,
hoping each time that he would find  way to break her stubbom will At the end the
good man always shook his head and said, "I don't know what to say about all this"
No wonder Maria Rosa still doubted, when a man, so leamed, confessed that he could
make nothing of .

It was only at Cabero or Valinhos or on the hills near Cova da Iria that Luda could
find any peace or solace at all. And even there the discussions of the three had taken
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them, and went on down the hil, while the three, giggling with triumph, tumbled
over the wal and ran to hide among the olive trees behind the Ababora coftage.

“We must altways do this” said Jacinta with great saisfao tion,

There were many priests among the pilgrims at this period. And most of them,
despite the accusations of the anti-clerical press, were skeptical and even hostile,
Priests trained i the- ology were well aware of the harm that fraud or delusion
might do the Church, and could ask a thousand clever questions that would never
accur to one of the unbelieving skep- tis. The mere sight of a black soutane far
down the road became a waming signal to be acted upon instantly. “When we saw a
priest coming, we always escaped if we could,”wrote Lucia. "When we saw ourselves
i the presence of a prist, we prepared ourselves to offr ta God one of our greatest
sacri- fices.”

Fortuntely there were exceptions. One of those they liked to remember afterwards
was the visi of the esuit Father Cruz, who carne all the way from Lisboa to
investigate what he had heard. Four years had passed since he had said (o Lucia, at
her firs confession, "My daughter, your soul is the temple of the Holy Spirit. Keep it
always puré...." And though he was prematurely oid and bent almost double, he still
went about, never carrying money with him, preaching and directing souls, which he
seemed to tead instantly with his small, shrewd benevolent eyes.” After questioning
the children for some time, he persuaded them, as a good detective migh, to take
him to the exact spot where they had seen Our Lady, and to reénact for him all they
had done and said

Lucia recalls, “we walked on cach side of His Reverence, who was
mounted on an ass so small that his feet almost dragged on the ground.” It was  long,
and painful joumey for him, and a tedious one, perhaps, for them, but it was worth
while, for he carne away convinced that they had told the truth. He taught them

¥ e i sl doing this a the age of cighty-si | met him by hapoy chance on a tran
Deeec Lo o Satorem Tt Sins e He ot e o Mg Tl b ot
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“Iwant you to come here on the thirteenth day of the coming month, and to continué
o say five decades of the Rosary every day in honor of Our Lady of the Rosary to
obtain the peace of the world and the end of the war. For She alone will be able to
help”

Lucia sid, T wish to ask you o tell us who you a
everyone will believe that you have appeared to us!”

and to perform a miracle so that

“Continuc to come here every month,” answered the Lady. “In October 1 will ellyou
who 1.am and what I wish, and will perform a miracle that everyone will have to
believe.” Here Lucia thought of some requests that variaus people had asked her to
present. I don't remember just what chey were,” she wrote in 1941, But it i believed
that one of them was for the cure of Maria Careira's crippled son; and the Lady is
10 v e dt e v ot i i, st ol v i e of

wood if he would say his Rosary every day. What Lucia now recalls s her
ence on the daily use o the beads ta gain graces during the year.

*Sacrifice yourselves for sinners,” she repeated, “and say many times, especially when
you make some sacrifice:

10 Jesis, it is for your love,for the conversidn of sinners and in reparation for the
sins committed against the Immacu- late Heart of Mary. *

As the Lady spoke the last words, she opened her lovly hands as hefore, and poured
down from them the revealing and penetrating radiance that had warmed the hearts
of the children on the previous occasions. But this time it seemed to pass into the
earth, disclosing beneath—and these are Lucia's words, wrtten in 1941—a sca offire
and plunged i this fre the demons and the souls,a if they were red-hot coals, trans-
parent and black or bronze-colored, with human forms, which foated about in the
conflagration, borne by the flames which issued from it with clouds of smoke,falling
o al sides as sparks fll in great conflagrations—without weigh or equilb- rium,
among shrieks and groans of sorrow and despair which horrify and cause to shudder
with fear.
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before the rain began fo

“Nearly al, men and women, have bare feet, the women carrying their footgear in
bags on their heads, the men leaning on great staves and carefuly grasping umbrellas
also. One would say they were all oblvious to what was going on about them, with a
great lack of interest in the joumey and in other travelers, as f lost in a drear
recting their Rosary in a sad shythmic chant. A woman says te frs part of the He
Mary: her companions in chorus say the second part of the prayer. With sure and
ehythmical steps they tread the dusty road which runs between the pine woods and
the olive groves, 5o that they may arrive before night at the place of the apparition,
where, under the serene and coid light of the stars,they hope they can sleep, keeping
the first places near the biessed azinheira 5o that today they can see better.”

1t was not devotion that took the editor of O Secub to Fitima. Almeida was
Freemason who made no sccret of his dislke for priests, sacramens, crecds and
dogmas. He was cov- ering the sary because it had been too much talked about to be
gnored, and he was one of the best newspaper men in Portugal. His dispatch,
published in O Seculo on the moming, of October 13, revesis him a5 a kindly, cynical
gentleman in the Nesmanian sense, one who did not believe but had o wish to hurt
or ridicule those who did:

“Thousands of persons are hastening to.a wild expanse of country near Ourem 0 see
and hear the Virgin Mary. Let pious souls be not offended and puré believing hearts
be not affaid; we have no intention of being a scandal for those who sincexely hold to
their faith and whom the miraculous sil ttracts, seduces, bewitches, consoles and
fortifies, as has been the case for thousands of years, and most certainly will be for
other thousands of years . Thisis nly a short newspaper artide on an event which
s not new in the history of Ca- tholicism . . . Some regard it s a message from
heaven and a grace; others see in it a sign and proof that the spiit of su- perstition
and fanatidsm has planted deep roots that it is diffi- cult or even impossible to
destroy.

“Times of great calamities have always revi ved and renewed religious ideas and have
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favored them, And war, which strikes everywhere, ofiFers them the most favorable
and frtile soil for growth. We see that confirmed in the lifeof the trenches and even
i the spirtual atmosphere of the belligerent coun tries.”

After some pointed observa tions about the speculators who doubdess were waiting
o profit by the creduliy of the masses, he gave a fair summary of the events at
Fitima, and recalled previous apparitions of the Holy Virgin at Lourdes, La Salette,
and other places. Then he continued more ranically:

“The miracle takes place between noon and one o dock, according to those who have
been there. But notall have the chance to see the holy igure. The number of the dect
seems very small. Despite their effrcs, many see noching. This is why those who find
themsdves near the children are con- tented with hearing them speak with an
invisible partner. Others, on the contrary, see n a divinely solemn moment the stars
shining in the firmament, even though the sun be at the zenith. They hear a
subterranean groaning which announces the presence of the Lady. They daim that
the temperature fsls and they compare the impressions of that moment with those
they have experienced during an eclipse o the sun....

*According o what the children say,the figure of the Virgin appears on an azinheira,
surrounded on al sides by a nuage. .. . The suggestion of the masses, brought there
by the supematural and captivated by a superhuman forcé, is o powerfulthat eyes il
with tears, faces become as pald as corpses, men and women throw themselves o
their knees, chant sangs and recite the Rosary together.

"We do not know if there have already been bind persons who have recovered their
sight, paralytics who have regained the use of ther limbs, hardened sinners who are
tumed back from the straight ways of sin to plunge into the purifying water of
penance.

“But that matters litl. The news of the apparitions has spread from Algarve to the

Minho. Since the Day of the Ascension the pilgrims have flocked there by thousands
on the thirteenth of cach month, from near and far. The means of ransportation do
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“Tellthis to 1o one. Francisco, yes, you may tell him.

“When you say the Rosary, say after each mystery, ‘O my Jesds, pardon us and
deliver us from the fire of hell. Draw ai souls to heaven, especially those in most
fecd.

“The Lady then told the children a final secret which has never been revealed, and
which Lucia wil not disclose until the Queen of Heaven herself commands her to
o so.She has never told it even to her confessors.

In the long moment of silence that followed, the crowd seemed fo sense the
apocalypic solemity and tenseness of a communication on which hangs, perhaps,
the fate of the en- ire human race. Not a sound could be heard anywhere. The
children, the crowd, the wind, all were silent as death. Finally Luci, as palé as a
corpse, ventured to ask in her high thin voice:

“Da you want nothing more of me?”
“No, today I want nothing more of thee.”

With a last affectionate but overpowering glance, the Lady passed as usual toward
the cast —sa Lucia coneludes the tre- mendous story of the third apparition —*and
disappeared in the immense distance of the irmament.”

As the children left off gazing eastward and sared, wan and shaken, at one another,

the people began to press around them, all but suffocating and trampling them in
their cager- nss to ask all maner of questions.

“What did she look like?” “What did she say?” “Why do you look 5o sad?” “Is it the
Blessed Virgin?” “Will she come again?” "IV's a secrel,” said Lucia. “It's a secret”

“Goodorbad?”
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“The devis were distinguished by horrible and loathsome forms of animals frightfal
and unknown, but transparent like black coals that have fumed red-hot.”*

“The children were so frightened that they would have died, they fel,if they had not
been told they were all going to heaven. After gazing in fascinated horror at the
gruesome spectacle which not even Saint Teresa has described more fearfully, they
eaised their eyes as f in desperate appeal to the Lady who staod gazing down on
them with sombre tender- ness

“You see hell, where the souls of poor sinners go/’she said at length. “To save them
God wishes 10 establish n the world the devotion to my Immaculate Heart, If they do
what I will tell you, many souls will be saved, and there will be peace. The war is
goig to end. But if they do not stop offending God, another and worse one will begin
i the reign of Pius X1

“When you shal see a night illuminated by an unknown light, know that it is the
great sign that God gives you that He i going to punish the world for its crimes by
means of war, of hunger, and of persecution of the Church and of the Holy Father

“To prevent this | come to ask the consecration of Russia to my Immaculate Heart
and the Communion of reparation on the first Saturdays. If they lisen o my
roquests, Russia will be converted and there will be peace. If not she will scatte her
errors through the world, provoking wars and persecutions of the Church. The
good will be martyrized, the Holy Father will have much to suffer, various nations
will be annibilated

In the end my Immaculate Heart wil triumph. The Holy Father will consécrate
Russia to me, and it will be converted and a certain period of peace wil be granted
tothe world 15

"l Portugal the dogma of the Faith will lways be kept.
" Memoir 1V also [l in alost the same words,

0





OEBPS/images/picture9.jpg
pariculrly valusble because Fther De Marchi has spent three years at Fitima
interogaring the chie surving witnesses, and seting down their exat words with
scholarly patience and accuracy. | hve taken some of the partculrs about Sstr
Dores’carly convent e from Semhor Antero de Figueiedo's i Gragas Seredos.
Micerios

I can never sufficiently thank the Reverend Father Manuel Rocha, who was asked to
help me by His Eminence, the Cardinal Patriarch, and whose patience and courtesy
were ineshaustible; and my good fellow-pilgrims from America, the Reverend Father
Leal Furtado and Mr. Daniel F. Sull- van. Finally, the assistance of my daughter
Helen has been indispensable.

“The book is not *fictionized.” | owe the conversations chifly to the precise memory
of Sister Dores,

“The interest of the story in itsef—and it would be a great one even if it had been
invented, instead of happening-—is negligible compared to the truth that it was
intended by its divine Author to convey. | carne home from Portugal con- vinced that
nothing s so important as making known what the Mother of God asked in those
apparitions of 1917, which for some reason havebeen so neglected, so distorted, so
mis- understood. The future of our civilzation, our liberies, our very existence may
depend upon the acceptance of her com- mands.

CHAPTER 1

Half a mile south of Fitima, on both sides of a winding road paved with fiaeish
cobblestones and scarcely wide enough for two ox-teams (0 pas, lies the village of
Aljustrel. The houses, sheds and patios al join a high stone wal that runs along each
side of that narrow street,”and seera to be strung on it like beads of 0dd shapes and
sizes, Windows are few and small, for the northwest blast of winter, cutting across
the mountains from the Atlantic, is as pitiless as the parching sunlight of summer;
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“Don'tyousee that nobody can run away and go to heaven?”

It rae, you can'e. But don't be afaid.In heaven | must pray a great deal for you!
And fo the Holy Father. And for Portugal, so the war won't come here. And for ll
the priests.” In her simpliciy Jacinta would say, "l wish | could see the Holy Father.
Why doesnit he come here, ifso many other peaple can come?”

Lucia explained how far Rome was, and what a busy man the Pope must be. With a
world war going on, and a devotion to the Immaculate Heart (o establish, and Russia
to be converted so that the world might have peace, it was quite pos- sible that he
had not even heard of Aljustre,

Jacnta took seiously the apostlat tha had come to hr. Persons weho spoke vith
Her found themselvs turming it more o prayer. 5 Marto and his wife had
somewhat ne. ected the Rosry: facint told them Our Ly wanted every fmily to
Gy i ogethay evry day. Afe some inssence o bee pat they resumad the okd
castom, and began fo ke it 1 vas hard to resistJaint, she was 50 earoet, 50
peristent, Yt most days she scemed as light-hearted as ever as she fol- lowed the
Sheep i the August sunshin, Sometimes she would dance and ly games whie they
grazed. Or a5 she went about picking blue lowersor chasing white buterls, she
‘would make up e o tsome o the brie prayersthat Father Cruz had raoght
her. Passers-by would hear some- thing like “Jesus, | love you! Immaculate Heart of
Nary save the poor sinners” osting over the moors in 3 clar high voice that
e 6 ummpe from ancther workd melodis ever efors heard i this one

There was a cerain brooding sadness, though, under her gaiety, as if she knew what
lay at the end of the road she had taken. Perhaps it was one of the frst and surest
signs of the validiy of the spiritual experiences of these three shepherd children that
the world, which had perseeuted Christ and His sains, was already resentful of the

work, and ready to avenge itself upon them in one way or another. The anticlerical
press continued 1o jibe and grumble. I fact its indig- nation had reached the point
where rhetoric flowers nto rank political action. A few days before the thirteenth of
August, when peaple all over Portugal were wondering whether there would be
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followed wherever she went. Naturally she visted Aljustrl €0 speak with her sister
Maria, her aunt Olimpia, and other oid friends and neighbors. She went with Father
Galamba, representing the Bishop, to verify all the scenes of the events of 1917 She
pointed out exactly where the Angel had appeared at Cabero and at the well She
watched the women washing their clothes at the Lagoa. A priest who s her
standing at Valin- hos, gazing at the pile of stones where Our Lady had appeared in
August, 1917, told me he was much impressed by her detachment and lack of vanity.
She seemed wholly unaware that anyone was looking at her.

After 3 visit to the Church of Saint Anthony at Fitima, where she noted all the
changes and improvements,she crossed the road and entered the creaking gate of the
oid cemetery. Where she had left thelttle cross on the grave of Francisco, she found
an impressive monument nscribec:

HERE LIE THE MORTAL REMAINS OF JACINTA AND FRANCISCO MARTO TO
‘WHOM OUR LADY APPEARED.

ForJacinta, 00, had returned to Ftra, s she had promised, long after her death. It
was in 1935 that her body was taken from the cemetery at Ourem, and laid in a
common grave with her brather's, When both coffins were opened, nothing was
but Jadnia’s face was intact and incorrupt; she
seemed to be only asleep, waitng for the Resurrection, and the good odor of Paradise
hung about her. Her mother was one of those who saw her. Ti Marto told me he was
there, but could not get 3 very good look. “AiJests, there was such a crowd! | couldit
et near enough.”

Siser Maria das Dores went back to her convent. A fess days later the Bishop ordered
evidence taken in the cause fo the beatification of those whoy f these efforts suceced,
will one day be known as Saint Jadnta and Saint Frandsco of Fitima.

EPILOGUE

It was in the convent o tibe Dorothean Sisters at Vilr, near Porto, that 1 had the
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“The Constable of Portugal, who commanded the army un- der King Jodo, was Nuno
Alvares Percita, a hero of twenty- five who wielded a sword engraved with the fame
“Maria” He built sx churches in honor of Our Lady, one of the lovelest o the the
Carmelite monastery and chapel at Lisboa. It was there, after forty years in the kings
service, that he retired to lay his sword at the feet of her image, and to take the habit
of her order, with the fame Nuno de Santa Mari, Nearly five hundred years later he
was heatified by Pope Benedict XV. His sword "Maria” may sil be seen at the Carmo
at Lisboa, in the hand of  satue o the Prophet Elas.

It was among the mountains hallowed by so many mem- ories and traditions of her
that the Lady appeared. And when such a Lady appears anywhere, o give mankind a
request and 3 waming, t i no small matter. My interest in the subject was aroused by
what | heard of it from the Reverend Father John C. Rubba, O. P, and the Reverend
Father Willam A. Hinnebusch, O. P. of Providence College. Some of the published
accounts, however, were so confliting that | dedded to go to Portugal and try to
veriy the details before attempt- ing a book. Thanks mainly to their good offces, and
to the prayers of several communities of Dominican and Discalced Carmelite
contemplatives, 1 was able to do so under the most favorable conditions, His
Excellency, the Most Reverend José Alvemaz, Bishop of Cochin, India, and His
Eminence, the Most Reverend Francis Cardinal Spellman of New York were good
enough to commend my trip to authorities in Portugal, and | was given every facilty
for investigation by His Eminence, the Most Reverend Manuel Cardinal Cere- jeira,
Patriarch of Lisboa, and His Excellency, the Most Reverend Dom Jost Alves Corr
da Silva, Bishop of Leiria, in whose diocese Fitima and Cova da Ira e  flew to Lis-
boa, attended the pilgrimage and processions of July 12-13, 1946, and lived for some
ime at Cova da Ira and nearby places, interviewing the parents and relatives of the
two dead children, besides other witnesses of the mirace of October 1917

1 am indebted to the works and spoken advice of the Reverend Father José Galamba
de Oliveira, author of Jocinta: pisidias inditas das parigdes de Nossa Senhora; the Rev-
erend Father Luis Gonzaga Aires da Fonseca, . . professor a the Pontifical Biblical
Insttute at Rome and author of Le Meravgie i Ftima, and the Reverend Father Jodo
de Marchi, L M. C.. author of Era uma senhora ntais krihante que o sol This las is
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another apparition at Cova da Iria, Ti Marto and Antonio Abbora received formal
horices from the Adminis- trator of the Council of Ourem, head of the district to
which Fitima and Aljustel belonged, ordering them to present their children, the
ones who had disturbed the public peace 5o no- oriously, at the town hall of that dty
fortial,at the hou of twelve noon on Saturday, August 11,1917

CHAPTER X

‘The Administrator of Ourem at that time was Arturo de Oliveira Santos, by trade a
blacksmich, by temperament both an idealist and a materialist. If his idealism had
prevailed, i he had been able to place his zeal, his imagination and his tenacity of
purpose at the Service of the Church, he might conceivably have become a bishop, a
missionary, even a saint. For some obscure reason he had chosen early in lfe to
follow his ovwn impulse and his own interest. Yet there was something in his nature
that found it impossibl to love the naked and searing form of materialism; like most
human beings he had to vl that terible igure with some rags o principie before he
could take i to his heart. The draperies were sup- plicd him gladly by the leaders of
that Revolution which for centuries has been maneuvering to plce the Church of
Christ in the State of sicge in which she now stands in Europe. Thus inevitably he
became 3 devout and tireless member of what might be called the Mystical Body of
This World. “Mys- tical?” Yes. For the invisible head of a kingdom devoted to
uprooting the work of Christ must obviously be the disran- chised spiit of revolt of
whom He said, “The prince of this world cometh, and in Me he hath not anything,
and of whose followers He remarked ironically, “The chidren of this world are wiser
i their generation than the children of light.”

As one of those wise children of the flesh, Arturo had log- call set out, as 3 young
iron worker, to cultivate all persons and insticutions that might help him reap the
fruitsof the choice he had made. At twenty-six he joined the Grand Ori- ent lodge at
Leiria, under the very shadow of that Gothic suin where Saint Isabel had wept and
prayed. He became indoctrinated with the esoteric lore of a syncretistic and nat
uralistic relgion which had been the chief opporent of the Catholic Church in
modero times, and which already boasted that, by planning and carrying out the
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privilege of conversing with Sister Maria das Dores on the aftemoon of Monday, July
15.1946. She seemed uncomyfortable at first, and probably was, for she disfkes such
interviews intensely, and submits to them only when ordered to do s0. She wrung her
hands nervously. Her palé brown eyes looked rather guarded and unfriendly. There
was not much conviction i the high and timorous voice.

A few moments later 1 had almost forgotten this first impression. She had begun to
el more at case. She laughed readily; and when she smiled. a little dimple would
appear on cach check. The voice now sounded natural and sincere. There was
intelligence in this face, too, and charm. It was impossible not to like her and to trust
her.

First | presented a few questions from America, some perhaps a litde obvious and
unnecessary. One, from a sculptor, was whether the rosary in the hand of Our Lady
bad had five orfiften decades,

it connt them,” she said quickly, with a mis- chievous sl
“When the Angel of Peace gave you Holy Communion at Cabero, did it seem 10 you
fike a dream or a vision, or was it like the reality of recciving Holy Communion in a
church?” She hesitated for the right word. “I cannot be absolutely sure of that,
because | was not in any ordinary state of mind during such an experience, and there
was something so intimate, 5o interio, s0 intense about the apparition of the Angel
and what e said and did. But | believe it was ke the real experience of receiving in a
church, for | el the contact of the Host."

“Did you sec Our Lord in the year 19277

“Twice." The answer was prompt and matter-of-fact. | was not permitted to question
her as to what He said. Ror was | allowed to ask about the conversations she has had
with Our Lady since 1017. It is well known that there have been several such
apparitions. According 1o the Voz de Fitima, published at the shrine, the Blessed
Mother said to her in her cell, an December 0, 1935: “Look, my daughter, at my Heart
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American Catholics followed this tradiion in placing their country under the
protection of her Immaculate Conception. And let no one imagine that any sort of
Brave New World will be ableto efface her memory! For a the end of time, b the
consummation of this world, there will appear in heaven—or has it already
appeared?—the sign foretold by Saint John in his Apocalypse:

“A woman clothed with the sun, and the moon under her feet, and on her head a
erown of twelve sars.”

No one who believes in God and the immortality of the soul should find it incredible
that the Mother of Christ, the incamate God, should have revealed herself to
privileged persons at various crises in human afais. Several of these appearances
have been established beyond any reasonable doubt—notably, in modem times, the
apparitions (o Saint Bemadette at Lourdes. But why shauld she have appeared in
Portugal i 1917, and in such a deserted and inaccessible place as the Serra da Aire? It
takes all day to get (0 Fitima, some ninety miles north of Lisboa, first by train and
then by bus o taxi; and when one arrives, there is not much to see but a vast moor
with sparse vegetation for lean sheep to nibble, and a few wretched villages (by
American standards) where humble peasants scrape a bare existence out of a dry
reddish sail

Well, first of all she appears where it icases God, and her. But the Portuguese have
an idea that they were favored pardly, a least, because their country has always been
caled a témade Santa Mari; and in the Serra about Fatima, re- gardless of revolutions
and apostacies in other places, the poor have dung for centuries with unwavering
devotion to the redtation of her Rosary. Cova da Iria, the wild place where the
apparitions occurred, some (wo miles west of Fitima, was named from the girl martyr
Saint i or Irene, who probably had a hermitage there. And cight miles west of Cova
da lria is a tiny antique chapel, square and ugly. where Kirig Jodo I promised Our
Lady that ifshe gave him victory over the Spanish invaders in 1385, he would raise o
more ftting temple in her horor. He kept his promise by building, across the road,
e of the most beauiful Gothic churches in the world, the incredibly graceful and
majestic abbey of Batalh.
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Another time she said, in horror, asif she still saw the vision before her, “So many
people falling into helllSo many people in hell”

"Don't be afaid!” Lucia tried to reassure her, "You are going to heaven.”
“Ves, yes, Vim going. But | want all hose people to go there tool”

Jadnta's round cheeks were beginning to look drawn and hollow, her black eyes to
elow like those that peer into other worlds than ours. And like many other friends of
God, she had already begun, in August, to have prophetic visions. Some of the most
ruesome scenes of the Second World War passed through the mind of this child of
seven almost a quar- ter of a century before they were enacted upén the roads of
France or Holland, or in the ruins of London or o Frankfor

One hot day when they had been stting on the rocks at Cabero, lazly watching the
lisless sheep below, she suddenly prostrated herself and uttered the praer the
ingel had taught ther:

“My God, I believe, [ adore, T hope, and I love you! I beg pardon of You for those
wwho do ot beleve, do not adore, do not hope, and do not love You!”

A profound silence followed. Then the ltde girlsad to Luci
“Don't you see such a long Street, so many roads and fieds full of people weeping

with hunger, and they have nothing to eat? And the Holy Father in a church before
the Immacu: late Heart of Mary, praying? And so many people praying with him?

Possibly this referred to the consecration of the warld to the Immaculate Heart by
Pope Pius XIl in 192. But there was much more about the Pope, or a Pope, in the
visons of Jacinta, and she was 5o disturbed that she wanted 0 tell every- body, so
that all good Chistians would pray unceasingly for him.

“Can Isay that I saw the Holy Father and allthose people?” she asked.
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Father, puré Mother of the Word and beloved bride of the Holy Ghost, because
Mother of the diine King, of Him to Whom from her maternal womb the Lord God
gave the throne of David and everlasting King: ship in the House of acob: He Who
Himsel prochaimed to have received all power in heaven and earth—He the Son of
God decees for His heavenly Mother all glory, power, and majestyof HisKingdom.

So the Church salutes her Lady and Queen of the Angels and Saints, of Patriarchs
and Prophets, of Apostles and Mar- tys, of Confessors and Virgins; she acclaims her
Queen of Heaven and earth, most glorious, most worthy Queen of the

Universe ... the light shining i the sky amid the teas ofthisexile

“Tou, by crowning the image of Our Lady of Fitima, signed as it were a document of
ith in her supremacy, a loyal submission to her authority, a il and constant cor-
respondence to her love. You did yet mare: you enlisted as crusaders in the conquest
and reconquest of her Kingdom, which is the Kingdom of God, that is to say you
bound yourselves before heaven and earth to love her, to venerate her, to serve her,
o imitate her, s that with her blessing you may better serve the Divine King; and at
the same time you bound yourselves to labor that she may be loved, vene- rated, and
served allaround you, in the family,in sadety, in the world."*

Sister Dores may have heard the Holy Fathers words, but she did not see the
demonstration. It was a week later, on May 20, that she arrived, with the Mother
Provincial of her order, at Cova da Ira. She had lef as an untutored gir of fourteen.
She retumed a calm and poised woman of thirty- nine. Most of the countryside was
anchanged. But her brown eyes opencd wide with amazement when she Iooked down
o what had been the wildemess of Cova da Ira. It was pardy inclosed by 3 wall
From two majestic gates descended roads that joined at the miraculous fountain, and
then ascended to the lofty white basilca on the northem hil. The chapel of the
apparitions had been completely re- built. To the left was an imposing hospice
containing two or three chapéis, the Bishop's quarters, and a seminary. On the
opposite hill workmen were laying the massive founda- tions of another such
building, Ground was being broken for an lalian seminary to the northeast. On
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hortors of World War It the menace that Marxism offers to the en tire world at this
‘moment, The Lady said that f her wishes were obeyed, she would convert Russia and
there would be peace. If not, every country in the world would be scourged and
enslaved.

“The third shepherd isseil living. She i Sister Maria das Dores (Mary of the Sorrows),
a lay sister of the Institute of Saint Dorothy, just forty years of age. I had a long
conversa- tion with her last summer. This book s based principally upon her four
written but unpublished memoirs,in the light of tha con versa tion.

The message she has lived 1o reveal is that of no ordinary lady. It comes, 1 am
convinced, from the Queen of heaven and earth, whose beauty, power and goodness
have been the theme of prophets and sainis for thousands of years. She s that
mdiden of whom lsaias wrote,*A virgin shall conceive and bear a son .. the one of
whom King Solomon asked, “Who is she that cometh forth as the moming rising, fir
as the moon, bright as the sun, terrible 2 an army se in array” It was to her that the
ngel Gabricl said,“Hal,ful! of gracel The Lord is with thee. Blessed art thou among,
women” and she replied “Be it done to me according to thy word.”

“This Lady has often changed the course of history. Her Rosary, preached by Saint
Dominic, overthrew the Mani- chean heresy that would have destroyed European
sociery. It kept both fith and the love of reedom alive in Fire for centuries. It won
the battle of Lepanto, where Chrstendom was saved from Moslem domination. I was
under her special protection that Columbus set out o discover our western world,
changing the ame of his lagship from Mariagalante to Sonta Maria; and every night,as
dusk came over the un- charted and terrifying waste of the Sargasso Sea, is salors
would assemble on the decks to sing her vesper hymn:

“Hail, holy Queen, mother of mercy,
Ourife, our sweetness and our hope,

n
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“No,” answered Lucia. “Don't you see that that makes part of the secret? And that
then it will be discovered?”

“Allsight. I won't say any thing, then.”

Nevertheless, Jacinta continued to worry constantly about this future Pope. One
very hot aftemoon, when even the sheep were nodding in their shelte, the three
children were sitting under the olive trevs on the stone slabs that covered the well
behind the house of Antonio Abdbora, Francisco became estless and began to look
for some wild honey among the lowers that grenw in a fitde bramble thicket near
by. Lucia was soon doing likewise. Jacinta remained sitting on che edge of the well,
Staring into space. Prosendy they heard her say: "Don't you see the Holy Father?”

p—

“1 don't know how it is, | see the Holy Father in a very large house, on his knees
before a table, with his hands over his face, crying. In front of the house there are
many people, and some are throwing stones at him, others are cursing him and
saying very foul words to him. Poor litle Holy Father! We must pray a lotfor himi”

Who was this Vicar of Christ that Jacinta saw stoned by a mob? There s a story in
Portugal that Lucia has reason to beieve that it may be Pope Pius XlI. She assured
me that Jacinia did not indicate any particular Pope—'just 4 Pope.” But he was a
very real ane to her.

Going to the Marto house one day, Lucia found her sitting alone, still and very
pensive, gazing at nothing, “What are you thinking of, Jacinta?”

“Of the war that is going o come. So many people are going 1o die. And almost al
of them are going 1o hell. Many houses are going to be knocked down, and many
fathers wil be dead. Lok, | am going to heaven, and when, some night you see that
light that that Lady told us would come before i, you go there also.”
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another hill tood the new convent of the Discalced Carmelite nuns from Belgium.

Hardiy anything was the same there except the carras- queira tree to which the
children had fled from the firs flash of light on May 13, 1917. From one of ts imbs
bung an dngelus bell, which Jodo, the lame son of Maria Carreira, would ring at
suitable hours he also sold rosaries, and at- tended to the fountain. And hovering
birdiike about the chapel of the apparitians at almost any hour one could see his
mother—Maria da Capelhina, they now cali hes—remov- ing withered flowers from
the place where the azinheira had been, or going about on her hands and knees,
dusting the concrete floor with a whisk-broom.

T Marto was very much in evidence those days, wearing a blue shir, with a black te
on Sundays; and in the lapel of his well-brushed coat the button of the Catholic
Action League of Farmers.

Tes, | beleved in it from the first” he would say. “Once a Spaniard came here and
told me he could look at the sun any time. 1 dared him to prove it. He got under a fi
tree and looked up through the leaves. ‘Oha! said 1, come out here and look at it/ OF
course he couldn't. Then there was a Communist here who said that it was all nothing
but one great big stupidity. | said to him, “Let me see you go back 10 your own town
and make a stupidity as big as this one. * When I asked him ifhe sill hoed his maize
and dug his potatoes, he sid apologeticaly

“No, | don't do much work now. Im only seventy-three, but my legs are no good any
more—they e almost as bad as Do José’s.”

Dom José, a the people affectionately calitheir Bishop, gives the impression of never
allowing his afliction to stand in the way of anything he resolves 1o do; and the
moming afer the arrval of Sister Dores he came from Leiri to say Mass a the little
chapel especially for her.

Meanwhile the news of her coming had created quite a sensation all over the Serra
Soon people were flocking from all sides to catch a glimpse of her, and a crowd

2
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bare feet of women and the hobnailed boots of men gro- tesquely forming the
perimeters. Here under one blanket lie a young peasant and his wife. Under two or
three others are huddled a man and a woman and their four children. A baby is inert
o the breast of her sleeping mother. All are strangely silent and motionless in the
deathlike shumber of those wh labor i the fields and think nothing of walking ff ty
miles to honor the Mother of God.

On the moming of the thirteenth, after a humble break- fast of dry bread wherever
they have slept the people form another procession, which folows the same route to
die high' way and thence back to the basilica. This time the white statue of Our Lady
of Fitima has been taken reverently from the chapel, and is bom at the head of the
column on the shoulders of six sturdy men; while in front leading this second
erusading army in the full glare of the summer heat, walk the Archbishop of Evora
and the Bishop of Leiria. Dom José goes slowly and painfully, with sciff and swollen
knees, an ungainly but heroic figure in crimson and gokl. As he finall climbs the
steps of the basilica he is smiling gradously. and fow can guess what it has cost a
gallant gendeman to pay his devoir o his Lady

Perhaps the most moving o allthe seenes is the one just between the High Mass and
the noonday Benediction. In a spedal place roped of for them the sick are waiting
patiently for this moment, some on stretchers, some in wheel-chairs with nurses,
some hobbling on crutches; paralyzed children in the arms of mothers;the blind, the
emaciated. A priest descends from the basilica carrying the Sacred Host in a
monstrance. Allwho are able fll on their knees as he passes between the tows of the
doentes and holds It up before the face of cach, imploring the Lord to heal and to
restore. 1 will not attempt to descrié those faces, those eyes; there are 1o words for
such love, hope, desperation, adoration. One can only think of the atmosphere of the
Gospels, as Lucia has reminded us. "And Jests went about ai the cides and towns,
teaching in their synagogues and preaching the gospel of the Kingdom, and healing
every disease and infirmity, And see- ing the mulitudes, he had compassion on ther,
because they were distressed, and ying like sheep that have no shep- herd."* There
are no sensational episodes on this occasion; ater, however, we hear that a man from
the north has been cuied of cincer.”

o
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prayer again together, for those who said no prayers.
“Why doesn't Our Lady show hell o sinners?* demanded Jacinta one day. I they saw
it they would never sin again, 5o they wouldn't go there. You must tell that Lady to
show hell to al those people. You will sce how they will be converted” Poor Jacinta!
I scemed so simple. Perhaps she had not yet heard the parable of Dives and Lazarus.
IF they wil ot lsten to Moses and the prophets, neither would they believe were
e o rise from the dead " She was sient for 3 moment. Then she said:

“Why didnt you tll that Lady thatshe otight to show hellta those people?”

“lforgor®

So did 1" said the younger child sadly

‘What sins are they that those people do,” she asked one day, "o have to go o hell?”
*1 don't know.” Lucia, after all was not much older than her cousin. Perhaps the sin
of not going to Mass on Sunday, of steaing, of saying wicked words, cursing people,
swear- ing

“And only for one word they can go to hell7*

“Well, s a sin! Lt them keep quiet and go to Mass."

5t LukeXVI, 3.

¢ Lucias impression is that most souls are lost through “sins of the flesh.” She
believes that Our Lady revealed this to Jacinta in 1920.-11, p. 5.

“Oh, if 1 could only show them helll” She reflected a few moments, then said, “If

Our Lady lets you, tll all the people what hell s, so that they will coxnmit no more
sins and not go there.”

o
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AU last i is inished, and the statue is being borne back o its place in the small
chapel. All the people wave their hand- kerchiefs up and down n farewell. The effect:
is tremendous; it is more cloquent than allthe shouts and the final Aves. But when
the figure of Our Lady has passed, the multitude quickly melts away. Only a few small
groups are still gathered here and there. Stil fewer have taken the trouble to follow
the statue to its home. There they are, kneeling about the humble building, stll
muttering their love and their petiions —most of them women, and very poor ones
€00 in dusty garb, with black kerchiefs over their heads, and bare feet. Among them
on July 131 saw Ti Olimpia, the mother of Francisco and Jacinta, caesdy saying her
Rosary

© St Matthew, X 3536
' VordaTatima, August 13, 1946.

Such, on 2 much grander scale and despite the rain, must have been the atmosphere
at the gieatest of all the pilgrimages, the one on May 13, 1946. On that day, to0, s a.
climax, the three-quarter-of.a-milion pilgrims heard the voice of the Vicar of Christ
speaking from Rome; and the forcé ofall his words tended to heighten the impression
of amodem Cru- sade.

“Your great concourse, the fervor of your prayers, the thunder of your acclamations,
ll the holy enthusiasm which vibrates without cease in your heart, and finally the
sacred rite which n this moment of incomparable triumph has just been performed.”
said the Pope, “cal to Our mind another multitude innumerably greate, other cries
of worship far more ardent, other triumphs yet more divine, another hour solemnly
etemal, the endless day of etemity when the glori- ous Virgin, triumphandy cntering
the Heavenly Homeland through the nine blessed choirs of Angels, was raised even to
the Throne of the Most Holy Trinity, Who placed upon her brow the trple diadem of
glory, and presen ting her o the celestial court seated at the right hand of the
immortal King of Ages, crowned her Queen of the Universe. And the King saw that
she was truly worthy of such horor, glory and empire, because more filled with grace,
more holy, more beautiful, mare divine—incomparably more so than the great- est
saints and the sublimest angels because she i . . . the first-bom daughter of the
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FOREWORD

At Fatima, Portugal, on October isth, 1917, seventy thou- sand people witnessed one
of the greatest miracles of all time. The sun suddenly tumed palé, emitted brillant
rays of mli- colored light,spun three times on its axis and then, to the horror of the
assembled multitude, “power-dived" dizzily to- wards earth. A terifed cry rose from
the crowd as thousands el o their knces thinking the end of the world was at hand.

Among those present was a correspondent for one of the major News Services n this
country. Next day, from Lisbon, he cabled 2 long and impressive story about the
Miracle of the Sun. But it was never published. Chicago and New York were in the
middle of the World Series and the long,dispatch became a one-inch item relegated
o page 24, litrally snowed under with detals of singles, erors, bating averages and
home runs. This ncident has been advanced a5 one of the explanations for the grest
“conspiracy of silence” conceming one of the most momentous happenings of our
generation.

Explain it as you will, the foct is that almost a quarter of a century went by before
whisperings of the Fatima story began to malee themselves heard around the United
States In the early forties it was featured in a few pamphlets and occasional artcles
i religious magazines, read and duly noted by a comparatively small and devoted
e

“Then—suddenly—the picture changed. Almost ovemight Fitima became a subject of
universalinterest. People were speaking of war as a punishment from God forsin; of
*peace plan from Heaven’, brought to earth by the Mother of God, in person; of the
rim necessity—in the fice of the gravest criss ever to confront humanity—of
making sacr- fices, of doing penance and of praying, especially of praying the Rosary.
for peace and the conversion of Russia. A new book had just been published, entitled
OUR LADY OF FATIMA, and it had jolted us out oc the complacency of our Fool’s
Paradise.

Asits author, William Thomas Walsh, pointed out the second World War could have
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“Besides, Senhor Administrator” he added, “it s three leagues from here to our
country, and children can'tstand walking so far, and they re not safe on a horse or a
burro,forthey're not used o "

50 at least he now remembers the conversation. “And | had a good mind to tell him
something more: Too children of that age i court! But | kept quict”

Santos angsily berated him for his negligence, and Antonio for being late. Then he
tumed brusquely to Lucia. Had she seen 3 lady at Cova da Ira? Who did she think it
Wwas? Was it true that the lady had told her a secrec? Well, then, Lucia must tell the
secret, and promise never to retum to Cova da lra

Lucia looked straight ahead and sai nothing,

“Will you tell me the secret?” he asked again.

G

“The Administrator glared at Antonio, who, sheepish and slecpy as usual, had been

standing with his hat i his hand, waiting. “You there, do they believe these things
over in Fit-ima

“Oh, o, sir” said Lucia’ father. "Al his i ust women’ tales.”
“And you, what do you say?" The Administrator was look- ing at Ti Marto.

1 am here at your command,” replied the facher of Jacinta and Francisco, “and my
children say the same things 1do.”

“Then you think it is true?”
“Yes,sir, | beleve what they say"

" De Marchi, op.ci. . 1o.
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chaotic ruin.

“The Catholic world was electrified by the Holy Father' recent consecraion of Russia
© the Immaculate Heart of Mary. Luda, now Siscer Maria das Dores, the only lving
survivor o the three children who saw the apparitions, i reported to have said in an
iterview last year that the conversion of Russia may be much nearer than s
generaly eal- ied. In OUR LADY OF FATIMA William Thomas Walsh asks you the
queston that Christians all over the world are asking today: f that conseeration vere
o be implemented by a sustained and concerted spirital drive by Mary's children
the world over, what might the results be? Would they not startle the world out of ts
somnolence? Might they not usher n that period of peace promised by the Mother of
God?

Re. Rev. Wiliam C. McGrath

DIRECTOR, OUR LADY OF FATIMA PILGRIM VIRGIN TOUR

PREFACE

One of the strangest and most beauiful stories | have ever heard was enacted from
1916 10 1920 in the hill country called the Serra da Aire, in the geographical center of
Portugal. Thrce shepherd children, the oldest ten, the youngest seven, reported six
times in 1917 that they had seen a Lady made wholly of light, wha stood on a small
tree, spoke to them, and vanished. On the last occasion, in the presence of 70,000
people, she performed a startling miracl to prove the truth of what the children said.
Two of the litde shepherds dicd in childhood, as she had foretold. Time has verified
her other prophecies thus far: the Bolshevik Revolution, which began soon after; the
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Luda heard these discussions and thought biterly, “How different my father is from
my unde and aunt! TTiey put themselves in danger to defend thei children, but my
parents tum me over with the greatest indiffeence, that they may do with me what
ey will. But patience!”she argued with her-self. T expect to have to suffer more for
Thy love, O my God, and it i fo the conversion ofsinners!”

O the morming of Saturday, August u, her father st her on the back of a burro, and
they started up the hill Stopping on the way, they found Ti Marto getting himself a
bite o cat, as unconcemed as ever, and he tepeated, with emphasis, that he had no
intention of taking his young children before a court, for it was all nonsense.
However, he would go and speak for them, and if Antonio was in a hurry, let him go
ahead, and he would meet him at Ourem. One of Ti Marto's material dvantages over
his brother-in-law was the owner-shipof ahorse.

Luda meanwhile had sipped offthe burro and had gone to look for Jacinta, whom
she told, weeping, what had happened. “Never mind,” sad the lite gil, though she
was evidently frightened. “If they kill you, you just tell them that | am like you, and
Francisco even more so, and that we want to die too. And now 1 will go with Frandsco
o the wellto pray very hard for you"*

“They embraced again, tearfull, and parted. Luci's father put her back on the burro.
He walked staidly along beside her,saffin hand. The smal beast lurched and swung
on the hot glaring road. Now and then Antonio would give him a

Memoirlp.16.
“Memairll p. 21

sharp command or a blow on the flank to expedite his pace, The Administrator was
expecting them at twelve o'clock! The poor i did his best; but something had to
be sacrificed to speed, and Lucia fell off three times in the course of the long

joumey. The road went uphill and downhill, circling around many a bald slope
rvegularly criss-crossed with stone sals or bristlin with stunted pines. It seemed
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She explained the different effects of the apparitions of the Angel and of Our Lady in
terms very similar 10 those she had used in her memors. She seemed very fond of
such words as ‘inimo and intenso” Her recollections were clear and precise. “The
Angel lft us feeling exhausted, helpless, overpow- ered, and we remained lost to
everything for hours. Our Lady shays made usfeel ight and joyous”

Finally we carne to the important subject of the second July secret, of which so many
different and conflcting vr- sions have been published. Lucia made t plain that Our
Lady did not ask for the consecration of the world o her Immacu- late Heart, What
she demanded specificaly was the consecration of Russia. She did not comment, of
course, on the fact that Pope Pius Xl had consecrated the world, not Russa, o the
Immaculate Heart in 1942. But she said more than once, and with delibera te
emphasis:

‘What Our Lady wants is that the Pope and all the bishops in the world shall
consécrate Rusia to her Immaculate Heart on one spedal day. Ifthis is done, she will
convert Russia and there will be peace. If it is not done, the errors of Russia will
spread through every country in the world.”

“Does this mean, in your opinion, that every country, without exception, il be
overcome by Communism?”

5F
It was plain that she felt that Our Lady's wishes had not yet been carried out. People
must say the Rosary, perform sacrifices, make the five first Saturday Communions,
pray for the Holy Father.

“Did Our Lady ever say anything (o you about the United States of America?”
She gave me a rather starded glance, and then smiled in faint amusement, 3s if to

suggest that perhaps the United States was not so important in the general scheme of
things a5 | imagined.
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the world over vie with one another in lurd and terifying details of the possible fate:
awaiting mankind. Of repeated appraisal o the ffects of a sneak atomi attack by
Russia, without the amenity of any declaration of war, eave no illusion as to what
“may happen” unless something decisive and final be done (0 avert the ever-present
danger o atomic madness.

Frantically today the worldis seeking reasurance and inthe political and diplomatic
sphere the world i seeking i in vain. Fr those who will take Mary at her word, that
reasurance st be found. I ny reuestsare han” she ellsus, “Russia wil e comercd
and hervilbejpeace

Let us face it. From Russia alone comes the danger of nuclear war that could be the
end of this thing we cal civi- Uzation. Howeser overpowering may be America's
ascond- ancy in atomic weapons, the world well knows that America will never
initiate a “preventive” atomic war. Were Russia tomorrow o fecl assured of final
victory in an allout atomic struggle we should all too soan be shocked into
relization of the pathetic futiit of our contemporary gestures of ap- peasement and
compromise, o our refusal 1o take a strong and uncomproniising stand n the face of
an enemy that re-spects and understands nothing else.

A converted Russia! Therein lies our hope. That it will finally come about we are
assured. We have the promise of the Mother of God during the last appariton at
Fitima, a promise made on the occasion of the tremendous Miracl of the Sun. Tn the
end, my mmaculate Heart will trumph. The Holy Father will consccrate Russa to me, which
will e converted and some e of pace vl e grated tokumaniy.” I the end? Some time
of peace? Before—or ater —the Wholesale slaughter of humanity in atomic war?

That s for you and me to help decide. Actually, we are radng against a deadline,
against the time, should it ever come, when Russa's superioriy in atomic weapons
will usher in a D day of universal death. For the sake of duilzation— should God see
it to spare it which, indeed, we sometimes wonder—we sincerely hope and pray that
a faithful response to the message of Fitima on the part of tat *suffdent num.- ber”
will result in the conversion of Russia and the crumbling of world Communism into
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light which emanated from her, ardse without effort from the fittle tree, and glided
swifty toward the east uniil she could be scen no longer. Some of the people standing
around noticed that the new leaves on the top of the azinheira were drawn in the
same direction, as if the Lady's garments had been trailed across them, and it was
several hours before they gradually retumed to their ususl position.

Luda remained looking at the vast emptiness of the sky. Maria Carreira heard her say,
“Prontoi Now she can't be seen any more. Now she is entering heaven. Now the doors
are being shut”

“The people were intensely excited. Though none of them had seen the Lady, it was.
evident that something extraordi- nary had occurred. Some began to ask questions of
the children, others to dispute among_themselves. Many were examining the
azinheira and exclaiming over the dislocation of the new growth. A few were plucking
the top leaves fol elis or souvenirs, and there would probably have been noth- ing
leftof the poor bush if Lucia had ot had presence of

* Memoir IV, pp. 37-38. The revelation of the Immaculate Heart devotion has
been called “che June secret” in some accounts. Lucia has explained that Our
Lady did not ask to have it kept secret. Something within them made the
children keep it secret or the time being.

mind to ask them to take only the lower ones, which Our Lady had not touched.
Maria Carreira was gathering some of the rosemary which grev all about, filling
the air with its sharp fragrance; she was already thinking of setting up an altar or
shrine on the spot,

“Let's say the Rosary!" said someone, "No, the Litany,” cried another, “We have to
say the Rosary on the way home. Re- citing one or the other, they broke up into
small groups and maved off slowly i various directions.

It was ot uniil about four o'clock that Luda and her com- panions were able to set
out for Aljustrel, followed by a few of the more curious spoctators, who stll
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to Lucia that they would never get there—yet it would be 100 soon! She was
bruised, aching, disheveled and unhappy when at last they arrived in the ancient
Moorish town.

Ourem lies sprawled alon; both sides of the main road, under  terraced and
cultivated hill crowned with the noble ruins of an oid castl thrust like a dark threat
against a cabalt sky. Antanio led the jouncing burrfo over the cobblestanes of the
main Street. He knew where the Administration build- ing was. It was closed,
however; not a soul was stiring any- where about; the heat was suffocating, He
prodded the best alang to the marketplace, hoping to find someone to direct him
“There he saw the slight figure of a man who had just dismounted from a horse. It
weas s brother-in-av.

“Well, is everything setded?” asked Ti Marto jovially.

Setded! Antanio retorted somewhat hotly and profanely that they had found the
place shut and nobody there.

i Marto suggested that a it was high noon, they had better ind something to cat
before visiting the Administraor. They did s0, and retumed at their eisure to the
public build- ing, They found it stil silent and unoccupied. Then a man carne along,
wwho told them that the Administration had moved o another house on another
Street. A few minutes later they were standing in the presence of the local cacique
and several of his henchmen.

“The dark nervous eyes of Aturo de Oliveira Suntos took in the three dusty figures,
"And the boy?” he asked abruptly.
“What bay?” S0 the Administrator did not know that there were three children! Ti

Marto played for time. He finally remembered that he had a son, but pretended that
he had not understood that the great man wanted to see .
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“No,"she said gendy. “She never did. But | wish you would have Masses said for me in
the United States!” | promised, and she aid she would pray for me.

1t was almos eight oclock, and we had been talking for about three hours, Mother
Pignatell, who had been present at the interview, with Father Galamba, Father
Rocha, Father Furtado and Mr. Daniel Sullvan, gave us al some lemonade and calces.
She and Sister Maria das Dores folowed us to the porch. A black cat vas sleeping
there in the last warmth of the departing sun. The frageance of roses and gardenias
came down from one of the six beautiful gardens of the convent. As we ook our
leave, Sister Maria das Dores, who had en- ered that house as Lucia Abdbora, leaned
over the raling and gave us a charming smile o frewell.

* After my retum from Portugal | wrote several questions which His Excellency
the Bishop of Leiria was good enough to send o Sister Dores. Her answer
ion of thi

written February 17, 147, reached me just too late for the first edi
book. | summarize or quote the most important:

The more specific request of Our Lady, that Russia be conse. crated to her
Immaculate Heart “by the Pope and allthe Bishops in the world on one special
day” was made in 1927, ten years after the original revelations.

Q. "Is it your opinion that the Pope and the Bishops will consécrate Russia to
the Immaculate Heart only after the laity have done their duty, in Rosaries,
sacrifices, first Saturday Commun- ions,etc.?

A “The Holy Father has already consecrated Russia, including it in the
consecration of the world, but it has not been done in the form indicated by
Our Lady: 1 do not know whether Our Lady accepts it, done in this way, as
complying with her promises. Prayer and sacrifice are always the means
necessary to draw down the graces and blessings of God."

Q."Did you write the wishes of Our Lady to Pope Pius XI7"

30
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of the outstanding biographers of his era. I rapid succession novés, plays and poetry
sprang from his ifted pen. He received the Lactare Medal in 1941, In 1944 the Spanish
Government awaided him the Cross of Commander of the Order of Alfonso the Wise;
i the same year he received the Catholic Literary Award from the Galley of Living
Catholic Authors. Later, at Madrid, the Spanish Government again honored him with
the Cross of lsabella the Catholic. His books had been published in many forcign
languages and he s known throughout the entire world.

“This was the man who, hearing the story of Fatima, st asde all of his other works to
20 to Portugal ta callct the material for a book which would tel the story of what
had occurred in those momentous months in 1917. This book was otra LADY OF FATIMA
which more than any other single factor has been instrumenal in bringing the mi
ricleof Fitima to the attention of millions of Americans.

“This sense of Dr. Walshs tremendous achievement was uppermost in my mind the
day we brough the Pilgrim Virgin statue to the room in St. Agaes Hospital, White
Plains, N. Y., where the great Apostle of Fatima lay dying. We spoke of the reception
accorded his book and its important bearing upon the very survival of America,
Knowing him s we did, we spared him the embarrassment of efering to something,
that for him was now of even greater impart, the exemplary man- ner in which he
himself had lied the message of Fatima

As he spoke to us, quietly and cheerfully, his gaze steadily fixed upon the
incomparably beautiful Pilgrim Virgin that had come o him this day from the shrine
of Fitima itself, we were impressed as arely in our lives before with the radiant
peacefulness of his expression, a peace that was truly not of this world. After all, we
told ourselves, it was not hard to understand. It brought suddenly and arrestingly to
our minds the promise of Mary at Fitima to those who would be faithful to her
requests thatshe would assit them at the hour of death *with al the graces necessary
for salvation.”

Dr. Walsh has eft us, but his clarion cali sl esounds throughout America and the
menace to which he awakened us grows more serious with the passing hours. Experts
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Portuguese revolution of 1910, it had taken a long step toward the total limination
of Christanity in the Iberian Peninsula. In 1911 the Grand Orient chief, Magahaes
Lima, was able to predict that in a few years no young man would wish (o study for
the priest- hood, and Affonso Costa could assue al his brethren, and some delegates
from the French lodges, that one more genera- tion would see the finish of
“Catholicism, the principal cause of the sad condition into which our country has
fllen.” In- deed there vas much evidence to support the prediction if not the
accusation. In 1911 the new masters of Portugal seized Church property, scattered,
imprisoned and exiled hundreds of priests and nuns, and gave the Cardinal Patrarch
of Lishoa five days to leave that city, never to retum. Refugee prists and religious fled
to France and elsewhere. Some knelt at Lourdes and begged the Mother of God to
help their un- happy country, once proud to cai itslf her land, now a spec- tacle of
anarchy and unbelie, with a new revolution every month.

Arturo de Oliveira Santos owed his success in life, such as it was, o the miseries of
the Church. Perhaps he had not intended this. His wife seems to have been a Catholic
of sorts, and all his children had been baptized —though ther fames, “Democracia
“Repiblica "Lbertade;” and s on, smelled more of the lodge than of the sacrisy.
Perhaps in a dim corner of his mind there smouldered a vague hope of sending for a
pries if he should ever find the world slipping from under him and etemity yawning
beneath. But all was going his way when he moved his smithy, which he called
appropriately the Forge of Progress, to Ourem. And having mastered the art of casy

'8 and vigorous handshaking, the brisk and expan s ve affability so highly
esteemed in a world given to saluta- tions in the marketplace and the first seats st
banquets, he had lttle difficulty in founding a new lodge there. By 1917, when he was
but thirty-three years oid, he was ts President, and thanks to the mysterious
brotherly bond of those who walk through the shady labyrinth of degrees and
initiations to sunny places of honor, he was also President of the town Administration
and of the Chamber, and Deputy Jude of

Commerce—in short, he had bocome a sort of republican czar of the whole district,
including Fitima and Aljustrel. Fewer and fewer went fo Mass and to the
Sacraments; there were more divorces, not so many children and when he arrested
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sur- rounded with the thoms with which ungrateful men wound it by th
blasphemies and iniquities. You, at least, ry to consolé me, and announce that 1
promise to assist at the hour of death, with the graces necessary for salvation, all
those who, on the firt Saturdays of five consecutive months, confess, receive Holy
Communion, ecite part of my Rosary. and keep me company for a quarter of an hour
meditating on its mys- teries with the intention of offering me reparation.” Sister
Dores made this known, and it has given great impetus to the Immaculate Heart
devotion.

The interview cantinued:

“When you reported the words of the Angel and of Our Lady, did you give the exact
words as they were spoken, or nly the general sense?”

“The Angel's words had an intense and overpowering qual- iy, a supematural reslity.
that could not be forgotten. They seemed to engrave themselves exacdy and indelibly
upon the memory. It was different with the words of Our Lady. | could not be sure
that every word was exact. It was rather the sense that came (0 me, and | put what |
understood into words. It s not easy to explain this”

“Our Lady showed you many souls going o hel. Did you get the impression from her
that more souls are damned than saved?”

This amused her a licle. I saw those that were going down. | didn't see those that
were going up.”

“Does the statue i the shrine at Cova da Ira look ik the Lady you saw there?”

*No, not much. I was disappointed when I saw it For one thing, it was 100 gay, too
alegre: When I saw Our Lady she was more triste,or rather more compassionate. But it
would be impossible to describe Our Lady, and it would be impos- sible to make a
satue as beautiful as she i.” She Jeft the raom a moment and retumed with a small
print of Our Lady on some sort of transparent plistic materal, the most simple and
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been prevented had men lstened to the wamings of the Mothet of God. The spread of
world Communism, the annifilation of nations behind an ever widening iron curtain,
the persecution and martyrdom of innocent people—all this had been shown the
world at Fitima in a disturbing preview of things to come unless men ceased
offending the Son of God, "already too grievously offended.”

Belatedly—but, thak God, at last—people were beginning to see in its frightening
perspective the real nature of the struggle convulsing the world. We were in mortal
combat, to the finish, not merely against flesh and blood but against Prindpalites and
the Powers of Darkness. While tere was o doubt as to the final outcome, the world
was already pay- ing a ghasdy price for its frustration of the saving efforts of the
Mother of God through sinful revolt against her Divine Son.

was only o be expectd, people said,tha pious writers should tell th sory to the
comparaively e readers o r- ligious magarines It was quite another thing—and
America sat up and listened—when one of the most llustdous of con- temporary
historians lent the prestie of his fame to an ex- haustive study and documented
story of appritions tha, in one way or in the other, would change the course of
history. Certainly a perds sal of OUIH LADY 0F FATINA jolied me out of my own
benighted complacency in this regad: “oted” me, | might add, into acceping an
asignment of e tures and sermons on the message of Ftima that has now carried
M nto 44 states over an uninterrupted period of more than sixyears

At the time Dr. Walsh became interested in the story of Fatima, he was recognized as
a most distinguished suthor and scholar. Bom in Waterbury, Connecticut, he was
educated in his own State and gradusted from Yale with an A B. in 1013. His early
carcer was desoted to teaching i bis native

State of Connecticut but it was ot until he became a professor of English at
Manbattanville College of the Sacred Heart that he tumed his attention to writing.

While at Manhattanville he began o write the magnificent biographies, Jsabell of
Spoit, Pilpthe Sccond and The Lifeof 5. Thresa o Ahlla which established him as one
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six priests and held them incommunicado for eight days, the lead- ing Catholic
laymen in the Council and the Chamber were so busy making profitable
compromises that they did not have tim to protest loudly enough to be heard. To
the blacksmith and his friends the fight for progress and enlightenment, s they.
preferred to describe their conflctwith the Church, was allbutwon.

What a challenge it must have been to the vigilance and zeal of such a man to hear
that two or three thousand of his peaple had gone to Cova da Ira to hear a couple
of children converse with an invisible woman, and that other  thousands
everywhere were talking of a new apparition of e Virgin! To such idealists it was.
axiomatic that Mary belonged to the Middle Ages, and had no place in modem life
‘She was part ofthe supematural order on whose grave so many earnest iberdis and
radicals had lid the stone of unbelict. It was not to be tolerated that she should
arise from that darkness into the light of the twentieth century. The whole Masonic
press resaunded with a claricn cali against what libera editors called “an invasicn
of mysticism,” “a revival of reaction and superstition,” “a wanton act of aggression
o the part of the clergy.” Move o indignation by these and similar protests, the
Administrator of Ourem decided to take a firm stand. Henee the order to the
parents of the children to present them fo tial

The two fathers reacted characteristically.

“There's no sense in taking such young children before a court ofthat kind,” said Ti
Marto. "Besides, it's three leagues, and that's too far for them to walk. And they
donit know how to ride on a beast. 'm not going t0 doit. And 1l go over and tell
the Administrator why.” Olimpia agreed that he was per- fectly right,

His brother-in-law, Antonio, was more complacent, “They can arrange things to
Sult themselves over there,” he grum- bled. “I dont know what i's all about.” He
was inclined to agree with his wife Maria Rosa that if Luda was lying it would be a
good thing to have her taught a lesson; while if by any chance she was telling the
truth—though they both doubed this—Our Lady would tike care of hr.
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unadomed 1 had scen, and handed it to me. *This is the picture that comes nearest to
what | saw.” she said. “Our Lady seemed 1o be made all of light, and her garments
were also. There was o border of gold, no omamentation.”

I many books about Fatima, the prayer Our Lady asked you to say afer the decades
of the Rosary is given in some such form as this: O my Jests, pardon our sins, save us
from the fire of hell, have mercy on the souls in Purgatory, espe- rilly the most
abandoned; Is that correct?”

“No,itis not” she replied positively. “The correct form s the one I have witten in my
account of the apparition on Juy 13: 0 my Jess, ardon us, and save us from the fire
of hell;draw all souls to heaven, especially those in most need."*“Have you ever read
the works o Saint Teresa of Avila?” | was thinking especialy of the descriptions of
uncreated light in the Libro desu vida

“No. Parts of them were read to us n the refectory.”

“Have you had any revelation from Our Lady about the end of the world?"

I cannot answer that question

*Some persons believe that Jacinta’s vision of a persecuted Pope referred to some
particular Pontiff, Some beleve the present Holy Father was the one she savw.”

“Jacinta said it was a Pope. There was nothing to indicate any particular Pope.”
Why did you say nothing sbout the Angel of Peace for so many years?”
‘Nobody told me to. | m under obedience. The priest to whor | mentioned it at the

time told me not to speak of it agan. | never did un ti the Bishop told me to write
everything down,”

70, meu Jsts, perchatrs el ns do fogo do infenos v s linhas todas pars o Cé
principlmente aetas que i recisarem”
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“Dori't you see it can't be the devil? God is already so sad over so many sins, and
now if you donit go, He wil be sadder.”

“Itell you I'm ot going!” ¢

Luda held to this determination. Maria Rosa, who had her own ways of knowing
wwhat was happening, must have been reieved that night. And on the following
moming she could hardly disguise her satisfaction when she noticed that her
youngest daughter still had no intention of taking the sheep to Cova da Ira

It was only when the time approsched to tum them loose that Lucia felt a sudden
desire ta sce Jacinta and Francisco. Running to the Marto cottage, she found them
both kneeling beside a bed, weeping desolately.

*Arentyou going?” she demanded.
“We don't dané go without you!” they wailed
“Wel e changed my mind, and I'm going.”
“They arése with grea jo. Frandsco sad they had been praying for hr all night.

“Vianost Off they went by the 7ig-zag paths they knew 50 well across the two and a
half miles of dusty terrain betuween Aljustrel and the Cova. It was the month of the
Predaus Blood of Our Lord; and July in that part of Portugal can be oppressively
hot As noon approached, a sulty stillnes settled over the filds where the sparse
hay had already been cut and stacked in tight bundies around the trunks of the alive
trees. Sweating men and boys, who had been digging the firt litde round potatoes
from the red soil with great pronged hooks, began to steal away early for their siestas.
“Trees loaded with ripe plums were sagging visibly, cabbages along the rosdside were.
drooping and wilting. Occasional sounds like the chirp- ing of cicadas, the thwacking
of flails on some farm in che resonant valley below Cabego, or the squeaking of a cart
o the glaring road, had a strange exaggerated quality that was starding. The oxen
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“Tbis was undeniable. Yet all that night Lucia lay awake, thinking of the Prior’s
words, and wondering, as many others have wondered, if she could have become,
without knowing i, the instrument of God's enemy to bring contempt and rdi- cule
upon everything holy. Night after igh she suffered as only chidren can suffer when
there is no older person wha will understand their enormous perplesities and ricf
Every day under the heartening assurances of her young cousins the fears and doubts
of solitary hours melted into.the warm sunlight and the fragrance of mint and
rosemary, as they all carelesly followed the sheep over the Serra. It was different
when darkness skulked about her, and the same fear retumed to lour by her bedside
or to trouble her dreams. As the time approachiied for the July rendezvous with the
White Lady. she was so tred and limp from this constant battering of invisible foes
that she decided, at last,that the Prior must be right; and on the aftemoon of July 12
she informed her two lide cousins that she did not intend (0 go to Cova da Iria the
following day.

After the fist howl o dismay, there was a long eamest discussion
“How can you think it was the devil?” asked Francisco. “Didnt you see Our Lady
and Our Lord in that great ight? And how can we go without you, if you are the
e who has otalk?”

T not goin” said Luca.

“Well, Vm going” Francisco was very positive.

“And s0 am1” added Jacinta, “because that Lady told us to*

Later the boy found Lucia a the threshing floor and made a final effortto persuade
her.

“Look, you're going tomorrow?”

“Tm ot going, 1 told you I'm never going any more.”
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It may be that his Olimpia had been listening to that ast tense conversation o the
three children in the bedroom of her house. For no sooner had they scampercd away
all their sor- row tumed to relie, than she hurried to her brother's house o tel Maria
Rosa what had occurred, “Ai Jesisi” The heav- ens seemed ance more to be crashing
down about the ired head of Luci's mother. After al she had been through, o think
that the silly cachopa was going off to keep a ryst with the devill Arming themselves
with some holy candies and a supply of matches, the two women started for Cova da
Iria, evidently with some notion of exorcising the evil spiit i he should tum up there
again. They were too late to head off the children, if that was their intent; however,
there they were,clutching, their candles and ready to light them if need be. And with
them were some 3,000 10 3,000 other persons, de* vout or curious, waiting (o see
what would happen.

The children, i the center of the throng, were now recit- ing the Rosary and gazing
with expectancy toward the east. They piid no attention to a rude woman who was
berating them as impostors Jacinta and Francisco did not even see their ather as he
ook his place beside them, ready to help the if ecessary. Ti Marto was looking at
Luda. Her face had a deathiike pallor. He heard her say

“Take offyour hats! Take offyour hats, for | see Our Lady already!” He saw something,
like a small cloud descend upon the azinheira; and suddenly, as the sunlight became
dimmer,  cool fresh breeze blew over the hot Serta. Then he heard something that
sounded to him, he says, “like a horse-fy in an empty water-pot”; but neither he for
Maria Carreira for any of zhe rest,except the children, could distnguish any words.

By this time all the stimuli of the sensory world—the crowd, the sun, the breeze,all
the tivialtes of space and time—had fllen away from the thtee young mystics as
some supemat- ural forcé descended upon and drew them up into that white
radiance where once more with inexpressible joy they saw the Lady glide o the top of
the lite ree.

“Vacemece que me quere?” asked Luca as before. "Wht do you want of me?”
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and sheep seemed almost t0o oppressed to thrust their noses into the muddy water of
the Lagoa. A few darkly ciad women, and an oid man or two passed si- lendy over the
fields or down the highway under great black umbrellas. The sky was a huge blue
glare of light; the dry air, unmoistend by ran for many weeks, was hard to breathe.

Vet on this particular thirteenth ofJuly,in 197, there was something unusul afoot in
ll the vilages and fields of the Serra. Even before the children arrived within sight of
the Cova da Iria they must have become aware of it Fo all over the mountains and
beyond people had been hearing, by the mysterious grapevine that disperses news so
thoroughly and so fast in country places, of what had taken place on the feast of Saint
Anthony. An astonishing number had made up their minds to be on hand for the
hext apparition. Maria Carreira had come again from Moita, bringing her crippled
son, her incredulous husband, and all her daughicrs, Among the most fervent
believers was another resdent of Moita, one José Alves, who had told the Prior of
Fitima to his face that his theory about diabolical intervention was all nonsense. For
who had ever heard of the devlinciting people o pray?

When Ti Marto arrived (for he had decided to take the day off and see what his
ehildren were up t0), the crowd was so dense that it took him a long while to elbow
his way through to where Jacinta stood with Francisco and Lucia. Portuguese crowds
are orderly and well behaved, as a rule, but this one troubled him a e, “The power
of the world!” he reflected philosophically. He still chuckies when he remembers
some oi the richly dressed and adored persons who had arrived ‘from who knows
where, ladies in long skirts and wide- brimmed “picture” hats, gentlemen with fancy
vests, very high collars and derbies. Ti Marto found them ridiculous. A Jesis! There
were fine gentlemen who carne to laugh and to make fun of people who did' know
how to read handswit- ing. But it was we who had the laugh on the .. . il Poor
litle wretches! They didn' have any faith at all. Then how could they believe in Our
Lady?" Most of the people, however, were peasants of the Serta, the women generally
barefoot, with black shawis over their heads, the men wearing their Sunday suits, and
great hobnailed boots. And among them Ti Marto encountered his wife and Maria
Rosa.
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talked of.

“The last stras was when Lucia ventured 1o ask her mother to send her to school,
since the Lady had told her toleam to read.

“Schoal, indeed!” said Maria Rosa with withering sarcasm. *A lot it matters to Our
Lady whether the ikes of you can read and writel”

Fartunately perhaps for her health of mind and spirit,
“De Marchi, o ct, p.84.

Mana Rosa bethought herself in good time of what the pastor, Father Feireira, had
said.

“Tomorrow;” she said, “we are going again to see the Prior. And thi time you are
going to tell him the truthl”

CHAPTER VIII

Early next moming the two set out for Fitima, Maria Rosa stalking grimly ahead
antil they carme to the Marto cottage. There she paused to unburden her heart o T
Olimpia, and Lucia, weeping bitterly, had a few furtive words with Jacinta

“Donit ry!” said the younger girl. “I will cali Francisco, and whill you are gorie we
will pray for you.”

Luda dried her tears and foUowed her mother up the hill to the church of Saint
Anthony. Not ance did Maria Rosa glance behind, nota word did she mtter In her
black dress, black kerchief and dark shawl she was as silent and ominous as an
exccutioner. Her bare feet fell with deadly precision on the stones of the winding
road. Even her sloping shoulders and dumpy form suggested iron resolution that
moming.
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“As pretty as Our Lady ofthe Rosary?"

*Much mare yetr”

“Well, what did she tell you this time?”

“To say the Rosary, and to go again evey month tll Oc- tober.”
“Is that all?”

Jacinta felt perhaps that she had said too much already. “The rest s a secret.”

“Oh, a secret! A secre] Tell us the secre
But nothing could persuade either of the children to do that,

T Marto has often chuckled over this conversation. “All the women wanted to
Know what the secret was,” he remi- nisces. “But | never asked them. A sccret is
socret, and it has to be kept.™

Lucia meanwehile was being received by a much more skep- tical and less cordial
audience. Her insistence that Our Lady had appeared o her a second time made no
impression on a family already convinced that she had become an unconsdon. able
fiar, It fanned the holy indignation of Maria Rosa, on the contrary, almost to the
combustion point. To think that ffty persons had made fools of themselves by
going to Cova da Iria, and ll on account of her good-for-nothing Luda, who was
bringing her so fast to her grave!

During the next few days Maria Rosa became yet more ex- asperated, if possible.
Almost exery gosip she knew brought her evidence of the tremendous sencation
her daughter had caused, even in the femotest comers of the Serra. Most of the
witnesses had believed in the apparition. Henee the news had been scattered
profusely in all directions and, although many stil doubted, nothing else was
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Avil ecordes her orménts t the hands of frends who suspected that her visions
and ecstaces had been - ested by the enemy of God and man. Nor were such
timid counselors necessariy o be blamed. For the Church has leamed, from
conturies of experience, hatevil pirits can counterfei the appearances ofsancity,
and that all such man- festations must be tested thoroughly before they are
sccepted a5 coming from God. There was once a notorious impostor in Spain who
eceived many holy persons by pretending to have the gt of Chistand o ve
on the sacred Hostalone

Luda went home exhausted, akashed, and teriied. Nor was her anguish at all
Jessened by the tter abhorrence of her mather, who lost o opportunity, from the
on, 0 belabor her with words and sometimes even with blows and kicks. The girl
el ke an outcast as she glided through the house and stole out agin 1o seck the
quiet o the o well whereshe had once seen the Angel, and where she had shed so
many tears and said s0 many prayers in other times of woe. And there she found
Francisco and Jacina, sl praying

Jacint ran ta embrace her and to sk how she had got on with the Senhor Prior. They
listened wide-eyed, with grow- ing indignation, s she repested many of the Piroco's
ques- tions and his final remark.

118 not the devil,”crid Jacinta. “No! They say the devil s very foul and ugly, and he
is under the ground in hell. And that Lady s so beautifu, and we saw her g0 up to
heaven!™

Francisco was of the same opinian and nodded approval when his sister continued to
encourage Lucia with:

“Look heret We don't have to be afid of anything. That Lady will always help us.
And she s sucha riend of urs?”>

“Memoill,p. 15
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Before gaing to the rectory, Maria Rosa entered the church to hear Mass. This
respite was some relief to her daughter. As she knelt before the uplified Host and.
Chalice, the poor child offered all her sufferings to Him who had suffered so much
for men. “You will have much to suffer.” How well the Lady had known! The Mass
aver, Luda followed her mother out of the church and across the parched and
trampled field to the house of the Piroco.

It was not until she was halfway up the flight of some fifteen or mare steps, leading
o the rectory porch, that Maria Rosa deigned to give any sign that she was aware of
her daughter's miserable existence. Turning abmptly, she said over her shoulder.

“Don't annoy me any more! Tellthe Prior now that you lied, o that on Sunday he
can say in the church that i was a lie, and end the whole thing before al the people
0 running to Cova da Iia to pray in front of a holm oak bushi” ™ Father Ferreira
received them with grave courtesy, and asked them to sit on  bench and wait for a
fow moments. After 2 while he invited Luda o step into his study, where he
proceeded to ask her many many questions, very minute questions—1 am almost
tempted to say boring questions,” she added when she came o write the story
twenty years later— but ahways with kindness and delicacy. He had already ex-
amined Jadnta and Frandsco. He was comparing al the an- swers in his mind. And
atthe end he scemed convinced that the children had told the truth about what they
had scen and heard. Yet his condusion was even more alarming, in a way, than if he
had convicted them of lving,

“It docent seem to me like  revelation from heaven,” he ventured, thoughtfully. ‘Tt
may be a deception of the devil, you know! We shall see. We shall see.” He arose as
asign of dismissal. “We shall give our opinion later on,” he added to Maria Rosa

“The devill That was  possibilit that had never occurred to Luda or to her mother.

“The reading,of Maria Rosa had o carried her very decply into mystical theology.
It hardly probable that she had read the dificult pags in which Saint Teresa of

Memoir 11, p. 151937
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I don't know. Plenty.”
“Wasit Our Lady who sid so?"

“ltwas, And 1 saw it inthatlight that stk us in the breast”

“That' right,”putinJcinta, " saw tha too.” I m goin to heaven soon!” ssid

Frandsco. And from then on he often ssid it ecsaticaly. “acinta and | are going o
heaven soon! Heaven! Heav

“The two younger children ran home fullof oy, while Luda, more thoughtful, went on
her way alone to her own house

When Jadnta and Frandsco burst in, Ti Manuel and his Olimpia had just retumed
from the fair with two fine far oxen, with which they were well pleased. Other
members of the family had been at the festivities at Fatima, But the two youngest
children became the center ofattention the moment they appeared in the doorvay.

“We saw the Lady again, Mother'” cried Jadnta, and she told me that | am going to
heaven soon!"

“Nonsensef”said Olimpia, "What Lady?”
“The beautiful Lady. She came again today.”

“Beautiful?” repeated ane of the family. s she a pretty as So-and-so?”
“Much, much pretties”

*ls she as pretty as that saint in the church with so many stars on her mande?”
demanded another, rferring to the image of Saint Quiteria at Saint Anthony's

“No! Much, mich pretter!”
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pestered them with questions and supplications. Some of them were indined to
beflippant.

"So Our Lady did'tsay anything to you this time, Jacinta?*
Nareply.

'Whats this, Frandsco, are you still here? Didn't you go o heaven?”

“What did she say to you, Luda? Come now, tel us

“The children resented this sort of questioning, They were stll somewhat dazed
from their experience; it was not easy to tum their thoughts back to everyday
affairs. To some they gave laconic answers. To others none at all. Most commonly
they would say, *IF a secret. | can't talk about it” Finally the lat of the strangers
became discouraged and took them- selves of, leaving them in peace

Frandsco had many questions of his own to ask when they were alone. As on the
firstoccasion in May, he had seen all that Jacinta and Luda had seen, but had heard
nothing that the Lady said —only the voice of his cousin. And even alter they had
explained everything to him, he was still puzzled about many details, espedally
abou the reference (0 the Im- maculate Heart. Yes, he had seen the Heart, and
could ot forget the rays of light from the Lad/s hands, which he had felt
penetrating his own breast.

“But why was Our Lady with a Heart in her hand,” he persisted, *scatering on the
wrld such a great light that i God? You were with Our Lady in the light 1 saw on
the ground, Luda. And Jadbta and I were going up toward the sky.”

s this way,” said Luda. “You and Jadinta are soon going to heaven, and I stay with
the Immaculate Heart of Mary for some time longer on earth.”

“How many years will you say here?”
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Our Lady for the outrage. In 1927 the Bishop presided over a plgrimage for the frst
time. The following year he welcomed 300,000 persons n one day. In 1930 be offcally
recognized and accepted the devotion, declring the visions of the three children
worthy of fith, and ssldng the peopl to show thei gratitude to the Mother of God
by the purity and sincerty of thei lives. I 193 he was joined by al the other
Portuguese bishops, including the new Patriarch, Dom Manuel Gongalves Cardinal
Cereieira, in honaring her.

Several hundreds of miraculous cures meanwhile had been registered: cures of
tuberculosis, Potc's disease, blindness, deafiness, spinal meningitis, cincer, paralysis
and many other aflictions of which Father Fonseca, for example, gives ampie
accounts, with fames, dates, and detals, in his well-docu- mented book. Only last
June (1946) there was a great sensa- tion over the instant healing of Miss Maria josé:
da Silva of Tomar, of tuberculosis. The following September 13, when a lame youth
threw away his erutches during a pro- cession, and walked upright for the firt time
in many years, he was congratulated by a great throng of men and women, many of
whom were wecping with joy, among them the ex- Queen of laly and her daughter.
Of the moral cures—the conversions, the broken homes restored, the retum of hard.

ened sinners to the practice of the Faith—there have been thousands.

“To Our Lady of Fatima the Portuguese attibute many of the blessings, both spiritual
and materia, that have come to their country in recent years. The Republic which so
long persccuted tne Church and the Fatima pilgrims vanished in the anarchy of 1926.
Three generdis, amid popular acclaim, took over the govemment, and by various
steps set up the dictatorship of Salazar which has since ruled the nation. It s not
within the scope of this work to appraise any existing political regime. Whatever clse:
may be said for or against the present govemment at Lisboa, it has at least
maintained peace and order; henee the Church, purified by persecution, has found
time for recuperation and restoration, for training new priests, building seminaries,
bringing lapsed Catholics back to the fold, Tremendous progress has been made in
many ways under 3 new and vigoraus hierarchy.

Yet there is much evidence to support the fears of Sister Maria das Dores that her
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people have not done nearly enough by way of reparation for the blasphemies and
indifference of former times. Afer all the marvels of Fatima, only 4,000,- 000 out of
almost 8,000,000 Portuguese pretend to be Catholics in any sense of the word. There
are hardly more than 3,000 priests—about ane for each 1300 professing Christians,
“The proco of Vimiero, birthplace of Mr. Salazar, told me that he usually had but 150
out of a population of 1200 at his Sunday Mass. In the large citis there i biter anti-
clercaliso, and much Communistc activity. Churches are still dosed at sundown
for fear of desccration; nuns do not daré appear on the strees in their habits; and
the Salazar govemment stillreains some of the church property confiscated by the
Republic. Mr. Salazar limits his practice of the Catholic faith to.a barely discernible
minimuny; and s one of his officials said to me, “It is a mistake to cali our regime
Catholic. So far as the Church is concemed we are neutral” This neutral- ity has
helped in oe way. However, when the clergy tried to extend Catholic Action to aid
the underpaid and underfed workers, they were told in no uncertain terms to
confine their labors to “spiritual” affairs. They are not allowed 1o apply the social
principies of the great encyelicals of Popes Leo Xl and Pius XI. Th

permitted to make any effective appeal to the ant clerical masses i the cities. The
Voz da Fitina stands almost alone against a financial empire ruled from London
swhen it wams the rich that in paying starvation wages they court the very red ruin
they fear.

Nevertheless the priests and people are grateful for such freedom as they have
received, and hope that the rest will follow in time. They are especially thankful
that their coun- try escaped the harrowing experiences of Spain in 1936, An-
ticipating the reign of terror that began there in July, 1936, and fearing its spread
throughaut the peninsula, all the Portu- guese bishops made a solemn vow at Cova
da lria as early as May of that year, that if Our Lady protected their land from war
and red revolution they would return to make a public thanksgiving, This promisc
they kept atthe great national plgrimage of May 13, 1938, amid scenes of incredible
re-joicing,

‘There were similar marifestations in the subsequent years, when many had become
convinced that Our Lady of Fitima had saved Portugal from World War I, as she
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prayer and penance that are done in Portugal have not yet placated the divine justce,
for they have not been accompanied by contrition or amendment. I hope Jacinta s
interceding for us in heaven.”* Pope Pius X1 was undoubtedly informed about this.
Sister Maria Lucia was allowed to write him a letcer which has not

been made public, but  person worthy of all credit assures me he saw a copy of it at
the beginning of 1930. Whether the Holy Father believed or doubted the Fitima story,
o whether his last illness and many anxieties made him post- pone consideration of
it during those months of his great stain, 1 do not know. As everyone does know, he
died early in 1930, and the impact of World War I fell upon Poland in September of
that year. Stalin, having inscigated the Spanish War s a prologue, had now given
Hider the green light forthe destruction of  pivotal Cathalic country in the east.

I come 1o ask the consecration of Russia (o my Immaculate Heart and the
Communion of reparation on the first Sat- urdays. If they listen to my requests,
Russia will be converted and there wil be peace. If not, she will scatter her errors
through the world, provoking wars and persecutions of the Church. The goo will be
martyrized, the Holy Father will have much to suffer, various nations will be
annihilated.”

CHAPTER XIX

Sister Maria das Dores was not long frightened by the strange llumination. She could
sce beyond the hellsh thing that was descending upon Europe, and she knew that the
Lady who had promised never to forsake her would conquer in the end. While
statesmen toiled and lied, while the flower of youth was blasted, while oid ciies
perished in flame and agony, the lay sister of Saint Dorathy went about her humble
tasks and prayers as usual. Sometimes sormow visited her, as when she leamed that
her mother had dicd on the feast of Our Lady of Mount Carmel in 1942; and the rule
of all strict orders, probibiting members fram leaving to attend the funerals of
relatives, must have augmented. the ief of a daughter who had long since forgiven
the severities of poor Maria Rosa, Yet there are many joys also in convent lfe. Not the
least was the good news that carne from time to time from Cova da ria.
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“The cult had grown astonishingly since her departure in 1921, The Bishop's atitude
had been one of encouragement from the beginning. Some say he received a secret
message from Our Lady through Lucia. Others insist that he was won over by a
miraculous rain of flowers that he saw at Cova da Iria. His unwillingness to publidze
himsel or to exploit Sster Maria das Dores during her ifetime makes it diffcult to
get at the exact truth, Certain it is, however, that only four months after her
leavetaking he permitted the first Low Mass in the chapel of the apparitions, and
purchased the surtounding land from the Absboras and others. In No- vember of the
Same year (192 O he set some men to work making  cistem near the shrine to collect:
i for pilgrims, and was deeply impressed when a spring of puré clear vater
bubbled up from the dry rocky sol, increasing in volume unti it fled thty-six taps
and became the main supply of the peasants roundabout, and a source of health to
many sick persons who drank of it

Opening the formal canonical investigation the following year,the Bishop wrote: “Of
the three children who said they were favored by the apparition, two were desd
before our arival in this diocese. We have qnestioned the only survivor several times,
Her account and her responses are simple and sincere and we have discovered in
them nothing against fith or moriis” Expressing doubt that any qualites or powers
of an almost untaught gir of fourteen could have drawn such crowds to the scene
Cespedally after her departure), or that any natural charms of that remote and barren
place could have attracted them, he appointed a committce of investiga’ tion, and
called upon his people to fumish any information they might have, whether favorable
or unfavorable.

“The number of pilgrims steadily increased. Cardinal Mendes Belo, who had laughed
at the affar in 1948, changed his opinion before his death in 1922, and regretted that
he could not go to Fitima, The unrelenting opposition of the Government and of the
Liberiis of Santarem and Ourem served only 10 whip the fervor of the devout to a
steadier flame. On March 6, 1923, for example, thelttle chapel was destroyed by four
bombs, though the alar and shrine were saved when a fift faled to explode; but on
the following May 13 some 60,000 believers assembled, despite the mobili- zation of
the Republican Guard by the Governor of Santarem, and made humble reparation to
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Certain it s that on the night of anuary 35, 1938 (the feast of St. Paul's conversidn, on
being blinded by light from heaven) the young lay iste looked out of the window of
her cell and saw the sky aflame, the whole vault of heaven fearfully aglow with
erimson fire which continued balefully from nine o'clock in the evening until two
o'lock in the moming, Next day the newspapers al over Europe recorded it. People
had scen it from the North Sea to the Adriatc. In south Germany especialy it struck
fear o many Catholic hearts. In Fibourg, Switzer-land, the sky was said to be “like
fumace” The same sinis

e glare was seen on the Belgian coast, in Spain, Hungary, Norway, laly, Poland, and
Greece.

Siser Maria of the Sorrows was convinced at once that this was the strane light Our
Lady had predicted at Cova da Iria on July 13, 1017. “When you shal see a igh illumi
nated by an unknown light, know that it i a great sign that God gives you that He is
going t0 punish the world for its crimes by means of war, hunger, and of persecution
of the Church and of the Holy Father. To prevent this | come to ask the consecration
of Russia to my Immaculate Heart and the communion of reparation on the first
Saturdays. ... * So it had come at ast! It was “nigh, even at the gates.” Sister Maria
was undoubiedly allowed to communicate her fears to the Bishop of Leiria at once,
That she did so in good time is phin from what she wrote him at Tuy on
Augsigo

“Your Excellency is not unaware that some years ago God manifested that sgn which
the astronomers choose ta designate by the fiame Aurora Boreli. I they look well
into it, they will sec that it was not and could not be, in the form in which it
appeared, such an aurora. But be that as it may, God was pleased in this way to make
me understand that His justice was ready to let fall the blow on the guilty na- tions,
and in this way to begin to ask with insistence for the reparatory Communion of the
st Saturdays and the consecration of Russia. His end was not only to obtain mercy
and pardon for all the world, but especially for Europe. God in His infinite mercy
made me feel that this terrible moment was approaching, and Your Excellency is not
anaware how on opportune occasions [ used to point it out. And | stil> say that the
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de Deus, TOgai por nos pcadores agora e hora da nossa mortel”

“The head of the procession has reache the top of the hill, has tumed, and is coming
down another road toward the basilca. The slow majestic pace, the dancing of
innumerable lights, the hoarse and_throaty voices convey an overpowering
impression of an army not of bood but of prayer,a host of crusaders bearing the light
of truth through the darkness of  hostile world, fearless of time and death, cetain of
triumph, What can rsist these voices and faotsteps ofyesterday and of tomorrow?.

Between the mysteries of the Rosary the marchers fling the Aves of their fvorite
hymn to the metallic sky:

Atreze de Meno Na Cova daIia Apar ceu rilhanda A Virgem Maria
Ave,Ave, Ave Mrial Ave, Ave Ave Mariol
Individusis cry out between the strophes their own hope* and supplications,

sometimes with heartbreniiig noli® | we adore you! *Lord, we love you!” Jesu,
v meioy on

s Lord, you can cure me ifyou wilf" Yes, these voices seem to belong to lusier and
hearter times than ours. They come from the plain of Esdraelon, from the walls of
Jericho and Constantinople and the fields of Tunis, like the pulses of faith and of
human personality breaking through the mediocrity and regimentation of a machine
age.

“The column of lights fnally dissolves a the basilca. The thousands slowly push their
way inside to attend Benediction, and then (o form in long cues by the confessional
boxes, patiendy waiting to ellthei sins o that they can receive Holy Communion at
dawn. The prayers, the songs, the ex- clamations continué through the night But at
twa in the moming many thousands have already disposed themselves for slecp.
Around every tree, around the wel,around the conerete platform of the chapel of the
apparitions, one sees them lying prone in circle, the heads towand the center, the
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garding sacrifices was Jacinta, if we are to take lterally the modest recital of Lucia
One sweltry day that summer they went to a certain feld that 3 neighbor had lent to
Maria Rosa, and on the way, according to custom, gave ther lanches to some of the
besgar children. When they reached their destination, afte  long hot walk, they
were all tired, hungry and parched. There was o water about fit for human beings;
even Francisco, apparently, was unable to drink from the ltle pool where the sheep
elieved their thirst No matter! They al offered up thei pains forsinners as usual. But
the sun got hotter and hotter, and as the aftemoon wore on they found their
resolution weakening, until Luda suggested that they g0 10 a house not far away and
ask for altle vater.

When they did this, 2 good woman gave them  small piece of bread, which Lucia
divided with her companions, and a jug of water, which they took back to. the
pasture. There Luda offeed i firs to Frandisco.

1 don't want to drink,” he sad.

Why?'

“Iwant to sufer for the conversian of sinners

“You drink, adnta.”
"l want to offer  sarifice for sinners, oo."

“The rest o this episode, so casually told by Luda in her maturity, is worthy of that
King who, hot from batde and served with water for which a soldier had risked his
lie, poured it on the ground as an offering of gratitude to the Lord God of Battles.
“The young shepherd girl of Aljustrel was moved by a spirt no less royal than that of
the shepherd who was ancestor to the Messias and to His Mother, Our Lady of
Fitima. And like David, let us note in passing, she was not. without talent for
narration:





OEBPS/images/picture217.jpg
her credibility. A pseudo-mys- tic or impostor clever enough to invent so remarkable
a tale would never have drawn suspicion upon herself by a star-ting and uncalled-for
addition many years later. And a psy- chopath suffering from delusions would have
had other hallucinations, surely, in all that time. Yet her superiors and associates
agree that sheis a perfecdy normal rligious, who has never shown any inclination to
parade her spiritual ex- periences

“The third memoir, written August 8, 1041, contains fur- ther detals about Jacinta, and
an account of the weird ight of January 25,1935

When the Bishop demanded a fourth and definitive account, Sster Dores retied to
the garret of the convent at Tuy on the morning of December 5, 1941, and after
praying a long while for the grace t set everything down correcdy and in order,sat
on a trunk near 3 small window, and holdin a pad of notepaper on her lap, bogan
her fourth and longest manuscript, in which she recorded, for posterity, the exact
words of the Angel and of the Lady of the Rosary, with al the circumstances she
could remember of cach apparition i succession. The beginning, in which she tels of
opening the New Testament more than once in search of lght, is some- what long
and self-conscious; here perhaps she dramatizes herself 3 ltle, Onee under way, the
Parrative proceeds swifly and objectively. At the end, she makes some trenchant
erti cisms of errors she has found in the best-known books about the Fatima
apparitions

It was only lat year, after @ quarter of  century,that she was permitted o recurn to
the scenes she had described in that historie document Perhaps it was fttng that her
tri- umph and vindication should be reserved for die memrable pilgrimage of May
131946, The Second World War was over, and the Portuguese well understood from
what fu tie horrors they had been saved. Although ran fell al night and in the
moming, a crowd of mare than 700,000 pilgrims gathered in the Cova da Ira to give
thanks o Our Lady of Fatima. Almost a tenth of the population of the country was
there

A second-hand but unforgettable impression of that demonstra tion came to me in
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*And the sacifices? How are you going to make them?”

Francisco had an idea. “We can give our lunches t0 the sheep and make the sacrifice
of not eating any lunch.”

From that time on he often drank from the barrira where the sheep and goats took
water and.the women washed their clothes. Jacinta thought of a better way of
disposing of their lunches, however, One day they saw some poor children from
Moita, half a mille away, coming to beg at Aljusrel. “Let us give them our lunches for
the conversian of sinners'”she said. And they did.

By the middle of the aftemoon they were ravenously hun- gry. and went looking
about the moor for something o eat. Francisco tried some of the acoms of an
azinheira which were now green enough to be edible, and found them palatable.
Jacinta decided that if they were s0 good it would be no sacrifice to eat them. Instead,
she picked up some acoms o a diffrent sort under a large oak and began to munch
therm. Yes, they were bitter, she adumitted. But she would offer the bad taste for the
conversion of sinners.

Every day from then on Jacinta made a lunch of these bitte acoms or of sour unipe
olives.

‘Don't eat thase, Jacintal” said Lucia one day. “They are very bitter”
*leis for the bittemess that | at,” said Jacinta simply. "To convert sinners.”

It was not long before the chidren of poor families began to wait for them lang the
roadsides to ask for their lunches. The three alvays gave them cheerfully, and then
ate what. ever they happened to find a they rosmed about the Serra. "We sed to cat
pine cones,” Lucia temembers, “roots of bind- weed, and of a little yellowish flower
that grows on the root of a ltde ball of the size of an olive; mulberries, mushrooms,
and some things that we picked from the roots of pine trecs, but | don't remember
what they are called’ * The most resolute in carrying out the Lady's wishes re-
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some motion pictures 1 saw two months later at the Bishop's house in Leiia, The
expanse of black bobbing umbrelas, the Portuguese prelates and the Papal Nuncio
humbly standing in the rain, the thousands upon thousands of handkerchiefs that
Auttered like the waves of a white sea o the wings of innumerable angels beating the
wind—there was something unheard-of, almost apocalyptc in the magnitude. the
fervor and the patience of that pro- digious host_ For parallls one must go back to
die children of Israel singing with Moses n the ildemess, or the medieval crusaders
shouting back at a Pope Urban 11 or a Sain Louis, It s the will of God”

Of the crusading enthusiasm of that pilgrimage, t0o, | ob- tained some qualiative
idea, at least, from the one 1 attended the following July: for the pattem is much the
same month after month. On the welfth, the roads are full of picturesque groups,
men predominating and most o them poor. By night-allthey are scattered over the
great bowl of the Cova da Iia, inding places to hitch their busros or lay down their
packs, 1o ea, 1o rest. Loaves of tough brown bread and botdes of wine are drawn from
wicker baskets, earthen water-botdes are passed around o replenished at the holy
well, blankets are spread on the dry ground under the olive or carrasque trees
Heré an old woman slowly advances toward the chapel on bare and bleeding knees,
There a stunted peasant s warm.- ing some soup for his wife and children over four
candles, which he shields from the breeze with his body and his sombrero.

Al the crowd are well supplie with such tapers, each encircled with a paper guard.
By ten o'clock thousands of these tiny orange-tinted lamps are buming as the
procession begins to form; they look strangely dim and ethereal as the full moon
mounts higher i the cast, looding the Serra with an unearchly radiance and lending
a peculiar steely-blu cast to the infinite dome above. As the wind comes stronger
from the far ocean and the western mountains, the torches flicker madly, yet few are
extinguished

Now they have assumed the order and form of a long straggling procession that
slowly moves up the hill toward the main highway. The resonan voice of a priest is
heard on a loud speaker, leading in the Rosary. Thousands of voices high and deep,
male and female, respond with a thunderous and passionate shythm; Santa Mria, e
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had told the children she would. When the twenty-fifth anniversary of the
apparitions was celebrated on May 13, 1942, a telegram came from Pope Pius XII
with his blessing to all the pilgrims, and to Portugal. Before the end of that year he
consecrated the entire world to the Immaculate Heart of Mary in the presence of
40,000 persons at Saint Peter's in Rome. Thus the Fitima devotion overflowed the
boundaries of the téra de Santa Maria and became worldvide.

To Sister Dores it scemed the fulflment of the propheey of Jacinta a quarter of &
century before: “The Holy Father in a church before the Immaculate Heart of Mary,
praying, and so many people praying with him.” It was a step also toward the final
accomplishment of the wishes of Our Lady. even if the Holy Father did not mention
Russia spedficaly. In his prayer he referred to "the peoples separated from us by error
and by schism, especially the one which professes asingular devotion for you, the one
in which there is not a single house which did not display your venerated ikon, to-
day perhaps hidden and put away for better days.” The public consecration of Russia
was yet o be made.

Sister Dores meanwhile remains not only the solé surviv- ing witness of the
apparitions, but the only person in the world who knows the Last Secret, of which
nothing has been divulged except that it means woe to some and joy to others. |
heard in Portugal from a man of the highest credibilty that when she was ill and in
danger of death in 139, she obtained permission from Our Lady, at the Bishop's
instance, to writ it out and seal it up in an envelope marked, “Not to be opened until
1960,

I this cannot be verified at present, there is no such mys- tery about the four
memoits she composed a the command of Do José to make sure that her version of
the events of 1917 would not be lost. These accounts, written on ordinary lined
notebook paper in a precise, clear, regular, rather com- monplace handwriin

suggest a sane and well-balanced personalry. It is interesting to compare them with
the manu- scripts of Saint Teresa of Jests i the Escorial. Both were written rapidly
with the intention of imparting truth rather than achieving lterary effet. Neither has
the smudges and other irregularites that betray neurotic or psychoic tenden- tis,
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And if Sster Dores lacks the individuality, the grand manner, the veritable geritus of
the Spanish mysticv at east she is ot so disdainful of grammar and punctuation!

“The first account, written in 1936, contains many of the incidents | have related,
besides a touching ltde poem in memory of *dear Jacinta,” somewhat after the
patterm of Santa Teresas lyrics:

Ot que s térra Passaste voando Jacinta querida Nuuma dar intensa Jesis amando
Nao esquejas a prece Que eu te pedia Se minha amiga Junto do trono Da Virgem
Maria,

Lirio de candura Peérola brilhante Oh 14 no Céu Ondes vives triunfante Serafina d

Com teu irmaosinho Roga por mim Aos pés do Senhor.

“This memoie concludes with 2 request that i the Bishop publishes what she has
witen, he will sy nothing of her “poor miserabie slf” and assures him that i he
bums it without reading it she will be happy, having composed it only out of
obedience

Itwas i the second memoir, of 1937, that Sister Doresfirstle all a casual reference.
to the Angel of Peace. This was something like a bombshell after bwenty-one year
of slence, and in some quarters it provoked consternation and even indignation.
How could this be explained? What would people think? One learned visitor went
sofar asto say:

You will have to do many turns in Purgatory, Siste, for concealing such a thing all
this time!"

I haven't the least fear of Purgatory on that account,” she eplied calmly. °I have:

always acted under obedience, and there is no penalty or punishment for obedience.”™
As.amatter of factthe Angelstory,confusing as it has been (0 some persons, supports
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there, in fact, that | spoke with her n the summer of 1946, for she is the caretaker of
the shrine and is known as Maria da Capelinha. A widow of seventy- five, always
dressed neatly in black with a kerchief of the same color over her white hair, she
ook younger than she i, for she i straigh, slender, and quick in her motions. She
has the serenity of one who has nothing more to sk of life; her blue-gray eyes are
calm, honest, searching, inteligent. She remembers clearly how she happened (o be
at Cova da ria on that Feast of Saint Anthony, 1o17. She had been planing it for
weeks. Two or three days after the May apparition, her husband had been working
with Antonio Abobora, the ather of Lucia, weeding a garden, and he came home with
a strange tale. Antonio had told him that Our Lady had appeared at Cova da Ira to
his youngest daughter and to two of the children of his siter Olimpia, who was
married to Ti Marto. Carreira thought it was crazy nonsense. But his wife took it
seriously. Their son John was a cripple, hunch-backed, with lajecs that crossed and
Knocked together as he walked. Maria cutched at the thoughe that it might be true,
and that Our Lady might retum the following month and cure the lad.

s soon as Luda reached the place, according to the sory Marla Carreia told Father
De Marchi (and confirmed to me last summer) she stopped abou nine feet from an
azinheira, fadng east, with Jadnta on one side of her and Francisco on the other.
Presendy they all st down to wait, for it was not quite noon, and the crowd, too,
began to relax. Some opened their wicker baskets and drew forth loaves of bread and
botdes of wine. A few offered the children bits of food, which they declined, though
they did accept oranges, holding them in their hands. Jacinta began to play, until
Lucia tald her to stop. A girlfrom Boleiros commenced to read in 3 loud voice from a.
prayer book.

Maria Carreira, who had been il,felc faint from standing.
"Will Our Lady delay much longer " she inquired.
“No, Senhora, not very long.”replied Lucia, scanning the eastem sky.

They all said five decades of the Rosary. This done, the pious girl from Boleiros
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mountains, Many believed it others were merely curious o see what would happen;
and quite a number had taken the trouble to get up before dawn and walk over the
hills to accompany the children o Cova da Ira. Lucia was not at all pleased. But she
told her visitors that i they would wait until she retumed from eight-ofclock Mass,
they might follow her ifthey chose. Then she departed for Fitima,

They waited patiendy for some two hours or more under the i tres near the house.
Naturaly their presence was not very agreesble to Maria Rosa and. her cldest
daughters, and many acd comments were passed about the whle pro* ceeding in
general, and their foly in partcular. This did not discourage the pigrims. They
waited,looked around, laughed,talked quicdy unil Licia recumed from Mass.

It was about eleven ofclock when the child finall left home, with the strangers
fanning out on either sde of her, I el very very bitter that day.”she remembers, for
the dis- dain and contempt of her mother and sisters had cut her o the heart. ‘I
recalled the times that were past, and | asked mysell where was the affection which
my family had. had for me only a little while ago.” And now to be followed through
the villige by allthese impertinent strangers, who asked her a thousand questions!
She began to weep as she walked along. Her face was wet with tears when she
stopped at the Marto house.

“Don't cry? said Jacinta, when she saw the red eyes and quivering lips. Surey these
must be the sacrifces that the Angel said God was going to send us. That s why you
suffer —and to make reparation to Hirm, and to convert sinners!”

Lucia dried her eyes, and the three, followed by the strangers, walked briskly down
the main road and over the filds for half an hour or more. At Cova da Ira they found
awaiting them another group of devout or curious persons from hamlets fa and near.
“There was a woman from Loureira,  little man from Lomba de Equa, others from
Bolciros, Torres Novas, Anteito; and Maria Carreira and her daughters from Moita,
There must have been atleas fify.

Maria Careira s one of many rliable witnesses who sl live near the scene; it was

%
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wishes to

- tablish in the world the desotion to my Immaculate Heart*
“Istay here?” Luda was in dismay. “Alone?”

“No, daughter. And do you suffer a great deal? Don't be discouraged. | will never
forsake you. My Immaculate Heart will be your refuge and the road that will
conduct you o God.

With these last words she opened her hands, as she had on the previous occasion,
and again communicated 1o them the light that streamed in two rays fram her
palms, enveloping the children in ts heavenly radiance.

“In it we saw ourselves as if submerged in God” wrote Luda. “Jacinta and
Frandsco seemed to be in the part of thi light that went up toward heaven, and |in
that which spread itself over the ground. Before the palm of the right hand of Our
Lady was a Heart endreled by thoms which scemed to have pierced it ike nails. We
understood that it was the Im-

“The word Our Lady used, according to Luda, was "tergo,” meaning  third"—
thatis, five o the fifteen decades of the Rosary.

In addressing Luda, alone, Our Lady always used the tender singular form,
“tu'—*thou’—instead of the formal “you." macilate Heart of Mary outraged by
the sins of humanity, for which there must be reparation.”

“The Immaculate Heart of Mary! The Angel had said something about that. “Through
the infinite merits of His Most Sacred Heart and of the Immaculate Heart of Mary, |
bes of You the conversion of sinners.” Now the chidren sav both Jesis and Mary in
that visién of the Most Blessed Triniy that enfolded them, Our Lady seemed neither
sad or joyful, but always “serious’; but the impression left by the Word of God, on
the mind of Francisco, a any rare, was one of infinte sadness.

s this remendous revelation faded from their view, the Lady, sl surrounded by the
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started the Litany of Our Lady. Lucia interrupted her, remarking that there would not
be time. Then, arising from the ground, she cried,

“Jacinta, there comes Our Lady! There s the light”

“The three children then ran to the azinheira, and the crowd dosed in behind them.
Maria Carreira il remembers the details of the scene vith some vividness: “We
knelt an the bushes and the gorse. Luda raised her hands as i n prayer and | heard
hes say, Your Excellency told me to come here, please say what you want of me. Then
we began to hear something like this, something Iike a very faint e, but we could
ot understand wha it was sayin. It was like the buzz- ingof abee.™

Some of the bystanders noticed that the light of the sun seemed dimmer during the
following minutes, though the sky was doudless. Others said that the top of the
azinheirs, covered with new growth, sppeared to bend and curve just before Luda
Spoke,as if under a weight,

In Luda’s own artless but telling account, she asked, “What does Your Exeellency
want of me?” substantially asin the story of Maria Carrera, The Lady replicd:

“Iwant you to come here on the thirteenth day of the coming month, to redte five
decades o the Rosary? every day, and to leam to read. 1 will tll vou later what |
wantt

L then asked for the cure or  cestain sick person.

“If he i converted, he will be cured during the yeas,” was thereply.

ontinued the child.

“Ishould ike to ask you to take us to heaven,

“Yes, Jacinta and Frandsco I will take soon. But you re- mam here for some time
more. Jestis wishes o malee use of you to have me acknowledged and loved, He

D Marchi,op it p. 78,
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When Luda called him again, he said, teasingly. “You come and pray here.”
“The girls were not to be outdone. With much scraping of fingers and bruising of
Knces they managed to ser amble (o the top, where, breathless but triumphant, they

demanded, “What have you been doing all tis time?”

I have been thinking of God, who is so sad because of so many sins,” the boy
answered sriously. “If only 1 could give Him joy!”

Some days they forgo the simers for  fitle while in the zest of iving with which
God has endowed all chldren. Once they sang  variation o one of the id spring
songs:

e serech ol sings at night And st frighten e,

s he distobes the young il Sngs in the moonlight Ablla!

The nightingaleinthe e Sngs lldy long.

“The urle dove singsinthe wood.

Even the car squesks a song,

Al

“The Sere is  gaden Sriling ol he day,

And drops of dew are gleaming On themountains

Ahlatar

11l sounded s good that they did it asecond tme. Then Francisco remembered.

“We shoulda'tsing that any more,” he said. “Since we saw the Angel and Our Lady |
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priests stopped in (0 speak encourag- ingly to her, and to ask her to pray forthe Holy
Father. “Who is the Holy Father?” One of the priests explained. And every day, from
then on, the children would add three Aves to their Rosary for the Pope, the
successor of Saint Peter. It gave them  glow of importance to think that they could
do something, so far away, o help the Vicar of Christ Think of i, the visible head of
the Church! And Frandsco! What a comfort he was! He secmed not only to accept
suf- fering, but to love it 35 the saints do who follow in the footsteps of the Crudfied.
“Our Lady told us we would have much to suffer,” he would say, “That docsn't mater
to me, il suffe everything as much as she wants” Or when Luda was on the verge
of tears,thinking of the ll-treatment she was receiving at home and abroad, he s
“Never mind! Didn't Our Lady say we should have much to suffer?” And Luda took
heartagain.

Another characteristc of the saints that Frandsco began to manifest afia the
apparition ofthe Lady was the love of soltude. One May moming he let the two girls
with the sheep, and climbed o the top of  high rock.

“You can't come up here!” he called down. “Leave me aloner”

It was a refreshing sunny day, and Luda and Jacinta began to run after butterlies. By
the time they wearied of this they had fbrgotten all about Frandsco, and they thought
10 more of him until they reaiized that they were hungry, and that it must be long
past the time for their merend There he was, stilllying motionless on the top of the
rock.

*Frandsco! Frandsco, don't you want to come down and eatyour lunch?”

“NoYoueat.”

“And say the Rosary?”

“Lateron.”
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i Olimpia was inclined (o agree with her sister-in-aw. She could hardly believe,
from past experience, that Jacinta and Francisco would forego all the fun at the
church for an imaginary Lady. But she did not allow herself to be upset about the
matter. Hor husband found himself in a more embarrassing position when his litcle
daughter begged him to go along to Cova da Ira. He did not wish to expose himself
to ridicule on the ane hand, or to offend his children on the other. Happily be
remembered that there was t0 be a far in 2 near-by vilage next day, and that he had
€0 buy a couple of oxen. So he must miss both the fesst and the ap- parition. Well,
well There was no doubt that Ti Marto's duty was to look afte the stocking of his
farm. This solu- tion pleased his Olimpia also, and she decided to go with him.

Maria Rosa was made of no such fleible stuff. She did alin her power to discourage
Lucia from retaming to Cova da Iria. Doubtless she would have employed stronger
meas- ures if she had not happened to talk the matter over with the new pircn,
Father Manuel Marques Ferreira,

Let them go if they persist” he advised, prudently, "and see what happens. Then
bring them to me and I will ques- tion ther, Wl gt to the bottom of this yet”

CHAPTER VII

On the Feast of Saint Anthany the shepherds of Aljustrel take their sheep to graze
much earlier than on other days, and bring them back to the inclosure at about nine
o'clock, in good time to attend the Missa Cantata at ten. Lucia had her flock out of
the corral before the sun had begun to redden the rim of the eastem ridge. She had
probably been out in the meadows a good while, perhaps munching a piece of bread
(for so the shepherd children generally eat, instead of sitting at a table) when her
brother Antonio came running across the felds to tell her that there were several
peopleat the house, looking for her

Leaving the boy in charge of the sheep, she hurried home and found men and women
from various places far and near —from Minde near Tomar, from Carrascos, from
Boleirs, For the story of the May apparition had somchow spread all over the
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don'tcare about singing.”

Itwas June now, and as the thirteenth drew near, they could hardly wait to keep their
promise to the Lady to retum o Cova da Ira. Maria Rosa welcomed the day also, but
for a different reason. June 13 was the feast of Saint Anthony, the most popular saint
i the country—and why not, when he was born in Lisboa, and prayed at Coimbra
long before he wrought miracles at Padua? He belanged to Portugal, and certainly to
the people of Fitima, whose church was named for him, On his feast day there would
always be a Missa Cantata, a fervent sermon and a colorful procession, besides music,
fire-works and feasting. And because almsgiv- ing had been so dear to the Saint, there
would be a gener- ous distribution of what s called "Saint Anthony's bread.” Spedal
fine white loaves, much bette than the dark ones that most people on the Serra have
throughout the year, were baked for the poor. These were stacked upon ox-carts and
sundry conveyances Joaned by the most prosperous farmes and other houscholders,
and gaudily decorated for the oc- casion with flowers, flags and brght-colored
patchwork coun- terpanes. When the festive wagons, with their loads, had arrived at
the church, they were lined up in the adjacent open lot behind a bartier of stakes in
which there were two apertures. Through one of these the poor and the children
passed to get their bread; through the other they departed in orderly fashion. Nobody
went away empty-handed.

Maria Rosa knew how much her youngest daughter loved those fresh white loaves,
the gaiety of the fiesa, the colors,the music,the fire-works. What a blessing tha this
year it would come on the very day when the lite fools were plan- ning to carry on
more of their nonsense at Cova da Ira! She knew Lucia, and she and her older
daughters were con- fident that Saint Anthony would restore her to the sanity of
truth and obedience. All that June 12 they enlarged, for her benefit, upon the
attractions of the next day.

Lucia said nothing. When they pressed her for an answer, she replied irmly, I am
going tomorrow to Cova da Iria. That's what the Lady wants” But her clders doubted
this, "We'l see if you'l leave the feas to go to talk with that Lady" said Maria Rosa
disdainfully.
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“Then 1 poured the water into a hollow of the rock for e sheep to drink, and went to
retum the vessel to its mistress, The heat became more intense cach moment, the
grasshop* pers and crickes were joining their song (o that of the frogs i the near-by
pond and were making an intolerable clamor. Jacinta, weak from fastiog and from
thirst, sid with the simplidy that was natural to her

* Tellthe erickets and the frogs o keep quiet, it gives me such a headache

“Frandsco said, ‘Dot you want to suffer his for sinners?” “Jacnta, pressing her head
between her little hands, sad, Tes, 1 do. Let them sing! " ¢ If the children were taking
the requests of the White Lady so seriously, Maria Rosa was no less constant in her
determination to destroy what she considered a deception and a blot on the fmily
honor. Stung by the neighbors'gossip, which the state of her health perhaps made
her exaggerate, she el responsible before God for making her davghter con- fes that
she had imposed a lie upon the Marto children and deceived heaven knows how
many worthy citizens. With threats and promises, with scoldings and caresses, she
did allin her power to break down the serene assurance with which Luda repeated
hes story. "I you don't say it was a fe.” she said one day, T willlock you up in a dark
room where you will never see the light of the sun again!” Another time in
exasperation she wen so fr as to beat her with the end of a broom, When all hese.
measures fuled, she took her (o the rectory o see if the Prior could bring her to
remorse and restitution. All in vain

Lucia was beginning to understand what the Lady had meant when she sid, You will
ave much to suffr. Not only did her mother continué o cosx and 1o ral, ot only
id her own sistes acerate her with ridicule more cruel than they could ucss, but
cveyone in Aljustrel seemed to have tumed against her. As she went pattering alon.
the cobbled Street, she would hear one woman say, If she were my child— and
another remark, A good strong dose of quince tea woukl put an end 1o those
visionsi” Even the smallcildren would yell,as she went by, "Hey, Luda, s Our Lady
going to walkoverthe oofstoday

Yet with all this petty persecution there were consolations. One day two visiting
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idea where thei two youngest chidren were. Apparently they believed a rumor to the
effct that the Administrator, afte taking them to Ourem, had secretly transferred
them to some place of incarceration at Santarem, a larger and more anticlerical
center of bigotry; and this may be why the record revedis o efort on the part of the
courageous Ti Marto to obiain thei release. I also sheds no flatering light upon the
State of civil lberties under a Republic which had expended so much oratory upon
the alleged tyranny of the decayed monarchy, but had done nothing of importance to
improve the status of the proletariat. Ti Marto did not consider himselfa poor man.
He owned property worth from 54,000 t0 55,000 in United States money; this with his
labor satisied his wants, which were few and simple. Yet he was at 3 loss how to
proceed against an offcal who had wronged him in the most criminal way. Lavwyers
and litigation, to be sure, are huxuries that peasants can seldom afford, even when
they pride themselves, as he does, on ot being paupers. Ti Marto turmed in his
humble way to God and asked Him to straighten allthis out. Olimpia said her Rosary.
On the feast of Assumption they went to Mass as usual

Everyone at Saint Anthony's church was talking about the kidnapping, but none had
any suggestion to make as to get- ting the children back, or any information about
where they were, untl Ti Marto’s stepson Antonio brought word, after Mass, that
they had been seen at Ourem playing on the veranda of the Administrator's house.
That was news with a vengeance; but before he could think about going there, he
heard someone clse say they were in Fitirma, on the porch of the rectory. And there,
sure enough, they were, with one of the underlings of the Admiistrator. Presently Ti
Marto had Jacinta in his arms, his tears falling on hes face. Francisco and Lucia clung
o him, asking for his blessing.

“Well, here are yous children,” said the offcal from Ourem, as if announcing a great
favor.

It was well for him that before Ti Marto could reply, a hullaballoo arése from the
churchyard near by, where the people had lingered to gossip afier Mass. The air was
full of clenched fist, clubs, and angry words. Father Ferreira appeared in the side
door of the church, very indignant. He had been making his thanksgiving after Mass
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ata prie-dieu before the alta, when the noise had starded him, and sceing Ti Marta
on the rectory porch, he suspected him of being responsibl.

*Senhor Marto, you are doing me agreat injustice herel” he exclaimed.

‘The father of Jacinta and Francisco did ot know what to reply. But afte the priest
had gone back into the church, he addressed the mab:

“Boys, behave yourselves! Some of you are shouting against the Prior, some against
the Administrator, some against the Regidor. Nobody is o blame here. The fault s
e of un- belef, and al has been permitted by the power of the One abover”

“The Prior who was lstening at the church window, thrust his head out and crie

*He speaks very well Senhor Manuel speaks very well?

Just then the Administrator appeared in his wagén, on bis way home (not from Mass,
but rom the market), and con- cluding, as the Prior had, that Ti Marto was inciting
the mob to vengeance, he shouted, “Stop that, Senhor Martol” Al right, all right!
There's nothing new about t” Ti Marto steadily watched his enemy approach. He
caw something else that the Blacksmith had not noticed. Some of the young men in
the crowd had caught sight of him, and armed with clubs and staves, they were
advancing upon him from the rear. Santos addressed the father of Jacinta and
Francisco almost jovally:

Senhor Marto, come and have a ghass of wine with met” “No thank you, much
obliged.”

Then, according to Marto's account, he saw the young fel- lows with bludgeons
closing in about the Administrator, Samething had to be done at once if bloodshed
was to be prevented. Ti Marto quickly stepped up to the side of Santos and said:

“With regard to your invitation, perhaps | will accept i.* Agrecably surprised, and
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50 small that he ended by dancing with her around his neck." Soon everyone was in
hilarious motion. The room shoak with the shuffing and thumping of hab-nailed
boots, the hoarse singing of voices off-key, the in-and-out wheezing wail of the
harménics,

“This grotesque scene was interrupted by a noise autside, and the sudden opening of 3
door. A policeman entered.

“Follow me.” he said 1o the theee children. They did so, and found themselves
presendy i the office of the Senhor Ad- ministrator,

Santos made a final demand for the secret, When the only answer was 3 defiant
silence, he assumed the look of a man at the end of his patience, and said coldly:

“Very wel. | have tied to save you. But since you will not abey the govemment, you
shall be boiled alve ina cauldron of hotoil.”

He shouted  command. A door opened to reveal  guard with an incredibly horrible
leering face; he must have been chosen for the part he was 10 play. A conversation
something lke this followed:

“Is the oil good and hot?”

“Yes, Senhor Administrator.”

“Boiling?” Sim, Senhor”

“Varmos! Take this one and throw her "

He pointed to Jacinta. The guard seized he and carried her away before she could say
aword of farewell

She adds that “Our Lady had compassion on his soul and he was converted *—Memoir
11936, p. 1.
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So.it had come at Jast! Lucia began to pray fervendy. Francisco said an Ave Maria that
his sister would have the courage to die rarher than betray the secret, Neither
doubted that she was already i her last agony, and that they to0 had but a few more
minutes to live. They were resolved to die with her. Death as not 3 terrible o them
asit would have been to ather children.

“What da we eare if they kil us?” murmared Francisco. "We'l go right to heaven.”

“The door opened and the ugly guard returned. *She's fried” he said with ghoulish
satsfaction. "Now for the next onel”

With that he laid hold of Francisco and dragged him off. Lucia was let alone with the
Administrator.

il be you nest” he remarked. “You'd better tll me the secret, Lucia.”
“Iwould rather die”
“Very well You shall*

The guard retumed, and led her away. He took her through a corridor, and into
another room. And chere she saw Jacinta and Francisco, both unharmed, and
speechless with joy and surprise. For they had been told that she was being fiied in
il The play was over, the tragedy had tumed into a face.

Santos hated o admit, even then, that three children had defeated his purpose. He
kept them at his house that ight,in the same room as before. Next morning he took
therm to the town hal for one more inquisition. When that failed, he admitted that it
was 0 use, and ordered them sent back to Fitima. It was Wednesday, August 5, 1917,
the feas of the Assumption of Our Lady.

‘When Manuel Pedro Marto and his Olimpia went o Fitima that moming, they were
asad and harassed couple. During two nightmarish days and nights they had had na
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for the conversion of sinners, for the Holy Father, and in reparation for the sins
committed against the Immaculate Heart of Mary?"

“Yes,Ido, do.

‘The boy knelc on the floor, and as the girls followed his cxample, he repeated his
offeing;

O my Jests, it s for Your love, for the conversion of sinner, for the Holy Father, and
i reparation for the sins comitted against the Immaculate Heart of Mary!"

Sights and sounds so unfamilia in that place could hardly fail o attract attention
fiom the other prisoners, and they began one after another to gather about the
kneeling group. Presendy they were asking questions, good-humored and sym-
pathetic enough; and on leaming who the children were and why they were there,
they offered various bits of consolation and advice.

“The easiest way for you o get out”said one, “would be to tell the Administrator the
secret, since he wants to know it 50 much.”

“But the Lady docsn' want us o tell i
“Whati it o you whether that Lady likes it or not?*

1 would rather diel” answered Jacinta sharply, and the other two were of the same
mind.

“Let us sy the Rosary.” The three brough forth thei beads. Jacinta took from around
her neck a chain with a medal on which there was an image of Our Lady. Handing
this to a tal prisoner, she asked him i he would please hang it on a nail high up on
the wall. He did so good-humoredly. All the men watched, with curiosity and some
amusement, as the three knelt on the floor, and eamestly fxing their dark eyes upon
the medal, began to recte thei Terpo.
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“Ibelieve in God...Our Father, Who artin Heaven. . Hal, Mary, full ofgrace

“The sight of the uptumed faces and the sound of their high voices repearing the
words so familia in Porugal was more than hardened reprobales could resit, and
presenty some of the men were on their knces foining in the responses, while even
those who remained standing were mumbling phrases that they had not spoken in
many years. Francisco paused and said, "When people pray they can't keep their hats
an.” A poor fellow threw his chapen on the floor; the boy picked it up, laid it on a
bench, and went on with the prayer. What memories of childhood, of decent women
half forgotten, of broken hopes and dreams unrealized must have passed through
some of those unkempt bowed heads that August afternoont At the end there was a
moment of awk- ward slence asall shuffled to their feet. Jacinta went to the barred
window and looked out. She was sobbing again.

“Jacintat” said Lucia, folowing her. "Dont you want to offer this sacrifce to Our
Lond?”

“Yes, but when  remember my mother | can'thelp cry- ing."

“This made the prisoners uncomfortable. They had all taken a great fancy to Jacinta
One of them bethought him of a harmnica he had concealed somewhere about his
person, Drawing it out, no doubt giving it the preliminary caresses with which
harménica players warm up their instruments, he pursd his lips and blew his best.
Some of the others began o sing. Soon they were all feeling very joly, for music can
unlock or cidse the gates of sorrow. Jacinta's eyes were dry now, perhaps they even
sparkled a ltle with interest when one of the prisoners asked f they knew how to
dance.

“We know how to dance the fandango.”
“And the vira, too!"

Lucia records that “facinta was thereupon the partner of a poor thief who found her
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window at one end of the room. Jacinta looked out upon the marketplace of Ourem,
and burst into tears.

Lucia put her arms about her. “Why are you erying, Jacinta?”

*Because we are going to die without ever sceing our paren ts again. | want to see my
mothert”

Francisco said, “If we never see our mother again, patiencel Let us offer it for the
conversitn of sinners. The worst will be if Our Lady never comes back any more.
“That's what bothers me. But | am going to offer that, too, for the conversion of
sinners” Yet even afer this brave speech, the boy was tormented from time to time
by the fearthat the Lady might never retum, and had to be reassured.

Al that Lucia has recorded about the prisoness is that there were several, and that
one of them was a thief, appropriately enough a sort of good thicf in his way. She
leaves us to imagine the others: perhaps one of those mangy beggars, so com- mon in
Portugal, wrapped in layer afte layer o fithy rags infesed with fleas and smelling of
the red soil on which they had slept so often; perhaps a drunkard reeking with cheap
vinho; pechaps 3 pimp, a cutpurse, even a musderer; lost and forgotten men with
bloated unshaven faces, weak or defiant mouths, heavy sensual or crafty eyes,
hopeless expressions and movements, the rag-tag and bob-tail of the Serra, the
offscour- ing of Portugal and the world. | wish | had though to ask Sister Mary Lucia
of the Sorrows to describe these poor fel-lows, The conirast they offerd to the three
innocents with their clean and spiritual eyes must have been more than accidentsl,
There must have been something fitting and incvitable about t, like the publicans
and wine-bibbers who walked with Chist, the two thieves with whom He died.

The mere sight of this company was such that whenever the two girls allowed
themselves to think about it they began to weep all over again. “I want t0 see my
mother!” moaned Jacinta. | want my mother!”

Francisco quieted her, as before, asking, “Then don't you want to offer this sacrifice
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“They were more silent and sombre than they used to be, these il shepherds, when
they followed their flocks over the gorse and stubble of the Sera in the spring of 1017
Sometimes, to be sure, they would hear a familiar music played or sung by other
children in a near-by field, and al- most involuntarily would begin to dance, or to
fling upon the fresh April wind the oid ref rain:

“Aftrala, ot Tra ool Lai b k"

But something had gone out ofthe joy o such singing. In the words of the oid spring,
song, the ahlala was all over. How could anyone see what they had seen, and be the

“There was something different in the air that spring. It was ke the odor of death
hovering upon the fragrance of the new flowers. Nearly everybody was depressed
Maria Rosa was desoiate when Manuel went away. One of acinta’s brothers also had
gone to war, and was said to have been killed. Fortunately the rumor proved to be
alse; but Ti Marto and his faily had many days of torment and suspense. One day,
when Jacinta and Francisco were weeping at the thought of their brothe/s death,
Lucia proposed a dance to divert their minrlf; and the lice ones began to dance, sll
wip- ing the tears from their faces. Vet they were often silent, all three, as they
roamed over the sattered stones at Valinhos or gazed across the valey from the cave:
at Cabero. They had become aware at ast of a world in anguish, a humanity shackled
for some obscure reason to the mystery of suffeing.

Even May, the month of Mary, the month of new life and joy, weighed heavily on the
world that year. On May 5, a8 If o voice the universal sadness and to point out the
anly source of hope, Pope Benedict XV lamented, in 3 memorable lette,

war, the suicide of Europe.” After begsing God to tum the hearts of rulers toward
peace, and urging all to purge themselves of sin and pray for peace, he especially
asked that since all graces were dispensed “by the hands of the most holy Virgin, We
wish the petiions of her most afficted children to b directed with Usely confidence
more than ever in this awful hour, o the great Mother of God. He directed that the
invocation *Queen of peace, pray for us" be added 1o the Litany of Loreto, and
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appointed committee of four men called upon her to demand the hoard, saying they
were going to build a chapel on the site of the apparitions. “Not a i shall you have,”
exclaimed Maria. Afterwards she was afaid she had been wrong. Perhaps Our Lady
wanted these men to make a shrine. She hurried to Fitima to offe the money once
more to the Prior. No, he would have none of i

Finall, she remembered that the owner of the land an which the money had been
cast was Luca's fther, 1 any- one ought to have something to say about the disposal
ofi, it was he; and his consent would certainly be necesary ifa chapel was ever to be
built She was afrad of Antonio Abbora. People had told her what he had said about
her: “IF T meet that woman rom Moita in the Cova, the thing won't stop therel” and
some had warned her to avoid him, especialy in his cups. Perhaps the best time to
alk with him would be just afier Mass. On August 10, the Sunday after the arrest of
the children, she got up her coursge and went, not without some qualms, to his
house in Aljustel. And sure enough, she found im “without a drop on him” | am
old that Senhor Antonio is much offended,” she began, “because 1 go to his land in
Cova da lra for flowers, and so on. And | would ike to ask his permission to continué
0o there.”

“Take as many flowers as you wan,” he replied, unex- pectedly genil. "What I won't
stand for is building a tabemade on my property. Some people have already asked
me, but | won' have i

Maria thanked him and took her leave. She thought it better not o mention the
money. But she had another idea. She sought out Luda again and begged her to ask
Our Lady, the next time she saw her, what to do with the treasure. The child said she
would, on the thirteenth of September.

“That same Sunday moming (August 19) Luda and Fran- dsco and his brother john
ook their sheep out t0 graze on the Serra. She was in a happy mood. It was good to
be free on a warm clear day, like those birds that darted by in lashes of brilant blue,
or the white butterlies that fited more drowsily now, or even the cicadas that sang a

le weariy in the trees. So the three stroled, played, talked, and said their prayers,
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mountainsides were not nearly as good as they are now. At lst, however, they had
left behind the sately oid abbey church of Batalha and had come in sight of the ruins
of that fourteenth-century casde, perched on a high rock far above the plain, where
Saint lsabel once prayed and suffered—for she too, like Maria Rosa, had a
troublesome husband. Somewhere among the white houses with red tile roofs that
nesde around the base of the crag they found the noted surgeon. But his examination
proved more harrowing than helpfl, and Lucias mather arrived home that night half
dead from his ministrations and from the long jogging over bad roads.

Itwas from another surgeon at San Mamede that she leamed the truth at last. He said
she had 2 cardiac lesion, a dislocated spinal vertebra, and fallen Kidneys. He
prescrihed a vigorous treatment of pontos de fogo and various medica- tions. Poor
Maria Rosa was like the woman in the Gospel who had *suffered much from many
physicians.”

Lucia thought a great deal those days of the Angel of Peace and what he had said. It
became her greatest consola- non, in fact,to remember the words, “Above allaccept
and_endure vith submission the suffering which the Lord will send you,” and to
ponder on their implications. Well, she was certainly secing the fulillment of that
propheey! But patience! She must be brave, she must accept this suffering. When she
could think of nothing to do for her mother, she would go out to the well t pray and
weep alone.

Sometimes Francisco and Jacinta would join her there, and add their tears and
prayers to hers. It is doubeful whether they knew al that went on in the Abdbora
Family. Yet they must have heard enough to fee sure that something was very wrong,
and their generous hearts reached out in compassion to Lucias. Even Jacinta, young
though she might be, was beginning to grasp the meaning of the mystery of suffring,
and often she would say:

“My God, we offer you al these sufferings and sacrifices! It i an act of reparation for
the conversidn of sinners.”
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wholly unaware of the danger he was in, the Administrator took his arm, and they
crossed the churchyard and the highway toward a ltle wine shop near the gate of the
cemetery.

“You can ask the children if | treated them badly,” began the Blacksmith, 2 litdle
uncomortable perhaps under the searching brovwn eyes of his companion.

Yes, yes, Senhor Administrator! No doubt about it. The crowd has more questions to
ask about that than 1 have.” Santos looked back and saw the young men with their
bludgeons, garing at him and stll undecided whether to attack him or no. But the
intervention of Ti Marto had been effective, and the Administrator, a the door of the
litle shop, was already calling for bread, cheese and wine. He began alking volubly
as they seated themselves at a table. Among other things he tried to convince his
uest that the children had told him the secret.

Yes, yest” said the farmer with his slow canny grin. “They don't tel their father or
their mother,but they tellthe Senhor Administrator! 1 can well believe it

He drank a glass o wine and excused himself As they lef the shop the Administrator
offered him a 1ft s far as the Post Office. The people along the roadside were saying,
“Ti Marto said too much and the Blacksmith has arrested him "

Meanwhile Lucia and her cousins, followed by a few curious stragglers, had gone to
the scene of the apparicions, two miles away (and they did this, as Ti Marta
remernbers, before they went home) tosay the Rosary before the tree. Poor azinheiral
It had only a few leaves left, for people had been careying away the upper folage and
even some o the branches as relies and souvenirs. Near it stood the table, with two
candlesticks and some lowers, that Maria Carreda had placed there on the thirtcenth
of August.

“The good woman from Moita had ltle realized what a responsibility she was taking
upon herself. Many small coins had been cast upon the table: but when it vas
knocked over during the confusion over the discovery of the kidnappin, they were
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continued;

“To Mary, then, who isthe Mother of Mercy and omnip-otent by grace, lt loving and
devout appeal g0 up from every comer of the earth—from noble temples and iniest
chapeis, from royal palaces and mansions of the ich as from the poorest hut—from
every place wherein a fithful soul finds shelter—from blood-drenched plains and
seas. Let it bear (o ha the anguished cry of mothers and wives, the wail- ing of
innacent fttle ones, the sighs of every generous heart: that her most tender and
benign solicitude may be moved and the peace we ask for be obtained for our
agitated world”

Itis quite improbable that Lucia and her cousins had even heard of the Pope's letter
(for it was still unpublished) when they went out to the Serra five days late, the
thirtcenth of May, 1917. It was an uncommonly fine Sunday, and Ti Marto had hitched
up his care, early in the moming, to drive his wife Olimpia to Batalha, where they
could hear Mass at the exquisite cathedral, and afterwards do some shopping in the
near-by Sunday markets—what they wanted in partic- alar was a young pig to xaise:
for slaughter in the fall. So off they went, cheerily enough leaving the children to
attend Mass at Fatima. It was drawing toward noon when Jacinta and Francisco got
their sheep aut of the patio and on the road to the Lagos, where as usual they met
Luda with her flock. They all proceeded across the felds to the meadows that
Antonio Abbora owned at Cova da Ira, Never was the immense sky more blue,
the land more dappled with pastelcolors

Soon after they arrved at the ill noth ofthe depression calld the Cova snd had got
e sheep contentedly cropping the frze, they decided to make  ide ticket into o
“house” by closing up the opening o it with a val; nd they began to lugsome ofthe
stones that were lyng all about, 3nd o set them one upon another. While absorbed
in thisabor they were starled by a flash s brillant that thy fook it  be ghining
Without stopping to ask how it could have come from that cloudless sky,they all
ropped their sones and ran heler.skeler down the slope toward a cerain holm-
oak,or camasguei, abaut  hundred yards or more southwest of where they had been
playing. They had just found sheler under its thick wide-spreading folisge when
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seattered o the ground. Loud voices appraised her of the fact "Woman, pick up that
money! Keep track of it See you don' lose any of i” Everyone took it for granted
that she was the offcal custodian of the shrine. S0 on hands and knces she crawled
this way and that, picking up al she could find; and when she had them all gathered
onthe table,the totalcarne to 1340 eis”

On Tuesday, the fourteenth, Maria Carrefia took this treasure in a bag 0 the home of
Ti Marto. He refused o accept it saying sarcasticaly, "Don't tempt me, woman, for

© amalready tempred.”
Nextshe offered it to Lucia. And she remembers that the child sad:

“God defend me | don'twant it either!”

“The good soul then took it o the Prior of Fitima. Father Ferreira by this time was

heartily sick of the whole affsr of Cova da Irs, which had so disturbed his tranquilty
and

* Soends another of Marto's recollections in De Marchi,op cit. pp. 137-139.

*Less than two dollars.

that ofhis parish, and he shrank away as if the money were accurst.

*And then the mustard stuck in my nose to0,” Maria Tecals,with great dignity,“and |
said, 'Well 1 don't want it either, and I'm going to put i right back where | got it

“The Prior raised his hand in protest,“Don' do that, woman! Keep i, or deliver it to
someone who will keep it un tl we see what s o be done about all this!”

Maria Carreira took the money home and hid it. Yet there was o peace in its
possession. Exeryone wanted t0 know what she intended to do with it If one of her
daughters had a new pair of shoes, eyebrows were raised significantly. One day a self-
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i Marto looked from one to the other, slowly trying to make sense of it all. Olimpia
til refused o take any of t seriously. “A fine ltde saint indeed.” she repeated, “that
Our Lady should appear (o her” Perhaps there was some humilty in her skepridsm.

She and her brother Antonio Absbora carne from a rather wild family, more noted for
charm and gaiety than for sanctity; even to this day she gives the im- pression of
being abit bewildered by what happened ta her children.

"Well if the youngsters did see a lady dressed in white?” put in Antonio da Sila
slowly, “who could it be but Our Lady?”

“The mind of TI Marto moved slowly, but accurately. He had almost fnished weighing
and testing the two accounts, and interpreting the fooks and inflections of his
children. It was plain to him that they were not playing a prank on him. And as for
ying—"Ai Jesis” and this he repeats even to this day, *I always found Frandsco
truthful, and Jacinta even more so.” Finally he gave his dedsion.

“From the beginning of the world Our Lady has appeared many times in various
ways,” he observed. “If the world is wicked, it would be much more so but for many
such hap- penings. The power of God is great We don't know what this i, but it will
fum out to be something.” It occurred to him furthermore that without some
intervention of Provi- dence the children could not have repeated such big, and
imposing words, for they had had litde or no instruction, even in catechism, Thus Ti
Marto with his shrewd common sense became the frst to believe in the story of
Fitima, on that Sunday evening in 1017,

Luda knew nothing of al this imtil the next moming. She had gone to bed happy,
without saying a word about the events of the afiemoon, and had finally falen asleep
thinking of the beautiful Lady all made of white radiance; and the first she knew it
was moming, She awoke carly and went out to play under 3 fig tree near the house
il was time to take the sheep to pasture.

After some time she saw her sister Maria of the Angels coming to look for her, and
was sartled to hear her say, derisively:
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Olimpia chuckied. ° believe you, child! Oh, yes, you are such a good saint that you
see Our Lady” And she swept by into the house.

“But | saw her, nsisted Jacinta, following. And rapidly she told her everything almost
in'a breath: how they saw the lightning, and how they feared and fled, and how
Francisco asked Luda if he should throw a stone at the ball of light, and Luda said no;
and what the Lady looked like and what she said. And they must say the Rosary every
day, and they were both going to heaven! Think of t, heaven!

Olimpia saw that it was not a joke; yet how could she take it serfously? *S0 you saw a
Lady! And 1o one but Our Lady could appear to you!” She bustled around, getting
something ready for the pig to eat, to prepare him for the important part he was to
play in the lf of the family that year.” Mean- while Ti Marto had been locking the
squealing animal in  shed offthe corral, and had come in, weary enough and rather
silent, for his supper. A moment later he was sitting on the edge of the fireplace,
eating his hot dish of cabbage soup with Thatatas. Olimpia sat down beside i
“Then, to divert him, she bethought her of the strange tale she had just had from her
youngest daughter

*0JacintatJacinta, come tell your ather what you told me about the Lady in the Cova
dalria”

Jacinta lost no time in repeating her story. Her dark eyes were brillant, her checks
fushed. It was evident that what- ever may have happened, the child was deeply

excited

“Ti Marto set down his dish gravely, and asked Francisco what he had to say about all
this.

It i not clear just what the boy said; but apparendy it was enough to confiem his
sster'sstory

" Olimpia's account to Father De Marchi, op.cit. p. 64
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o dismis the whole affar with a augh. “Women' tales?” he sad, a he sec out for the
greening fclds, *Silly women's talest” His wife, however, took the matter very
seriously,and gave her youngest daughter a artscolding,

“This was all | needed for my oid age?” she lamented bit- tery. To think that | always
brought my childzen up to speak the truth! And now this e brings me a whopper

this?” It was a forlom and miserable Luda who went out to the patio that moming.
0 let the sheep out of the fold. How sud- denly the world had changed from joy to
misery! And then she saw Frandsco coming down the Street, and looking very contri
e In fact, he had tears in hs eyes.

“Don' cry any more; said Luda. “And don'ttell anyone wha the Lady told us."
“Ive already told t”replied Frandsco wretchedly, blaming himselfnstead offacinta,
“What have you told?"

I sid that the Lady promised to take us to heaven. When they asked me i that was
true | couldn't tell a i Forgive me, Ludal | won't ever tell anyone any more!”

Somehow the discovery had spoiled thei pleasure, and they were all depressed when
they pastured their sheep that day. Jacinta sat pensive for a long time on a stone.
Finally, Luda sac:

“Jacinta, go and play”

“Idon't want to play today.”

“Why don'tyou want to play?”

“Because | am thinking that that Lady told us to say the Rosary and to make sacrifices

for sinners. Now when we recite the Rosary we have 10 say the whole Ave Maria and
Pudre Nosto,
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*Oh, Ludat 1 hear you have seen Our Lady at Cova da Irial”
The child stared at he in silence.

“lsit true?” demanded Maria

“Who told you?”

“The neighbors say that Ti Olimpia saysJaints told her.”

“And 1 asked her not o tell anyonel” said Luda, on the vergeo tears.
Why?

“Because | don't know ifit was Our Lady. It was a vry pretty litle woman.”
*And what did this itle woman say to you?"

“That she wanted us o go six months n a row (o Cova da Ira, and that after that she
was goin o say wha she was and what she wanted.”

“Didoft you ask her who she was?*

v asked her where she came from, and she said, 1 am from heaven. And then she kept
quicté " This at least is what that excelJent woman Maria dos Anjos, tecalis of the
conversation after a quartex of a century. She was not heing unkind to Luda. She
simply did not belive the story, and accepte her mother's theory that the child had
been perserse enough to invent it She felt she was only doing her duty when she
retumed to the house o tel Maria Rosa al that had been sad.

Luuda,of course, was summoned prompiy before her parents. Her fther was inclined

" Maria ofthe Angelsaccount to Father De Maxchl, who gives the entire conversation, .
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I come (0 ask you to come here for six months in suc- cession, on the dhirteenth day
at this same hour. Then | wil el you who | am, and what | want. And afterwards |
will retum here a seventh time.”

“And shall 1 go to heaven too?"

“Yes, you will

“Andjadntay’

Hd¥

“And Frandsco?”

“Also. But he will have to say many Rosaries!”

Heavent Luda suddenly remembered two girls who had died recendy. They were
friends o her Family, and use to g0 to her house o leam weaving from her sister
Maria Is Maria da Neves now i heaven?” she aske.

“Yes,sheis”

“And Amelia?”

*“She il bein purgatory unlthe end of the world.” Purgatory! The end of te warld!
The Lady was speaking again

“Do you wish to ofiFer yourseives to God, to endure all the suffering that He may
please to send you, as an act of repara- tin for the sins by which He is offended, and

0 sk for the conversion of sinners?”

“Yes, we do”

&
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there was a sec- ond flash of light. Again frightened, the children lef the tree and
darted toward the east, a distance of perhaps another hundred yards. Then they
stopped in amazement. For just before them, on top of a small evergreen called the
azinheira— it was about three feet high, and its glossy leaves had prickles on them
like cactus—they sawa ball oflight, And i the center o it stood a Lady.

As Luda describes her, she was “a Lady ail of white, more brillant than the sun
dispensing light, dearer and more intense than a crystal cup full of crystalline water
penetrated by the rays of the most glaring sun” Her face was inde- scribably
beautiful, “not sad, not happy, but serious” —perhaps somewhat reproachiul,
though benign; her hands together as in prayer at her breast, pointing up, with
Rosary beads hanging down between the éngers of the right hand. Even her
garments scemed made solely of the same white light;a simple tunic falling o her
e, and over it a mande from her head to the same length, ts cdge made of a fercer

¢ that seemed to glitter like gold. Neither the hair for the ears could be seen. The
features? I v/as almost impos- sibe (0 look steadily at the face it dazzled, and hurt
the eyes,and made one blink or look away.

“The children stood, fascinated, within the radiante that surrounded her for a distance
of perhaps a meter and a half.

“Don' be afraid,” she said,in a low musical voice, never to be forgotten. “| won't hurt
you*

“They felt no fear now, n fact, but only a great oy and peace. It was the “lghtring”
really, that had frightencd them before. Luda was slf-possessed enough to ask &
question: “Where does Your Excellency come from?” The child used the colloquialism
of the Serra: “De ondee Vocemece?”

*Lam from heaven.”

“And what s it you want of me?”

o
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matter of fact, had seen the Lady but had not heard what she said, as when he saw
the Angel. When they told him all her words, he was intensely happy, espedally over
the promise that he was going to heaven, Folding his hands over his head,hecried:

“0 my Our Lady, 1 wil say al the Rosaries you want!” “Ai. que Senhora tdo honita” said
Jadnta again.

"W, Fm going o s ifyoutell anybody this time;” remarked Ludaskeptical.

1 won't tel, no, dont worry!" answered the ltle girl. And Frandsco also promised
notto tell  soul.

Luda still had her doubis about facinta, The child' face was shining with joy. She was
almost bursting with it

CHAPTER VI

When Jacinta and Francisca arcived home, they found the small house alive with
people and conversation. All the family, except the boy in the army, were at home
that Sunday; and an iinele by marriage, Antonio da Silva, had dropped in for supper.
s the daylight began to wane, the older girs had placed a great kettle of cabbage and
potato soup on the hearth fir, and were bringing loaves of tough brown bread out of
a chest, when the noisc of a mulé cart on the cobbles outside gave notice that their
parents had retumed from Batalha,

Perhaps Jacinta meant only to welcome her mther when she ran into the Strect and
saw her standing looking at the wagon, from which Ti Marto was extricating, with
some difficulty but with his usual kill and quiet determination, a young, strugaling
and slppery pig. But at the sight of Olim- pia’s kindly and ready smile, the child ran
o clasp her about the lenees. And the out it came. The terptation \as too much,

“Mother, | saw Our Lady today at Cova da Iriat”
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“Then you il have much to suffer. Bu the grace of God will be your comfort”

s she spoke the words, u gragade Deus” the Lady opened her lovely hands, and from
the palms came two streams of light 50 intense that it not only enveloped the
children with s radiance, but seemed to penetrate their breasts and o reach the
most intimate parts of their hearts and souls, ‘making us sce ourselves in God'—
these are Luds’s words—"more clearly in that light than in the best of mirmors.” An
imesistible impulse forced them to thir knees and made them say,fervendy:

“0 most holy Trinity, I adore You! My God, my God, 1 love You in the Most Blessed
Sacrament!

“The Lady waited for them to finish ths. Then she said,“Say the Rosary every day, to
abtain peace for the world, and the end of the war.

Immediately afte this she began to rise serencly from the azinheira and to glide away
toward the cast "unil she dis- appeared in the immensity of the distance.” The
children remained staring at the castem sy for 3 lang time. Even after they began to
recover from the State of ecstacy which had come over them, they remained silent
and pensive for a good part of the aftemoon. But they were ot heavy and dred as
they had been afier seeing the Angel of Peace. The sight of the Lady, on the contrary,
had given them a delghtul sense of “peace and expansive joy,” o lightness and of
freedom; they felt almost as if they could flylike birds. Jacinta would say from time to

AL que Sentora too Borita! Oh, such a precy Lady!”

After a while they began to talk so freel that Luda felt it necessary to caution them
ot (o tll anybody, even their mother, what they had seen and heard. Francisco, as a

i s Luda's phrase, at the end of her account i hee Mermoie IV, p. 35, 31 4. 1 is an
intcresting coinddence that Mon. signor Eugenio Pacel was being consecrated Bahop at the
Sitine Chapel i Rome on May 3, o, the very day when the children st saw the Lady of
Fitona As Pope Pius X1 he ok the st sep o carry out he Lady's wishes in 043
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“Who taught you to say the things that you are going about saying?” he inquired.
“That Lady whom 1 saw at Cova da Ira.”
The Priorsface was severe.

“Anyane who goes around spreading such wicked lics as the lies you tell will be
judged, and will go to hell If it isn't true. More and more many peaple are being
deceived by you."“IF anyone who lies goes to hell, I will not go to hell”said the ten-
year-old gir, looking him in the eyes, “for  don't lie and I tell only what 1 have seen
and what the Lady has said to me. And as for the crowd that goes there, they only go
be- cause they want to. We don'tcal anybody.”

“lsit true thatthat Lady confided a secret to you?"

Yes, Senhor Prioe”

wants to know it 1 il ask the Lady, and if she

gives me permission, | willell you.”

‘Come,” interrupted the Administrator a this poiat, “these are supematural matters.
Letus be going." With that he led Luci outside, and brusquely ordered her into the
wagon. As the child obeyed, Santos jumped in afer her,seized the reins and cracked
the whip.

Ti Marto and Antonio Abdbora, wondering what was afoot now, saw the beast tum
sharply and bolt down the road, not toward Cova da Iria, but in the opposite
direction,

“You're going the wrong way " cried Lucia,

D Marchi givesthis converstion, from the Canorical Process, op.it p- 114, . .
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“I¢sallright”Santos assured her cheerfully. "Well stop and se the Prio at Ourem a
moment. Then Il take you to Cova da Iia by automobike. Youllbe there n time!”
and e threw some blankets or mandes over the three children,to hide them from
e pilgims who, i growing numbers, were trudging slon the road tovard Cova da
i

When the wagén passed out of sight in a cloud of fine white dust, Ti Marto and his
brother-in-law turned and fol- lowed the people who were stragaling along. the
highway toward the west. Santos had said he would drive the children to Cova da Iia,
and Ti Marto may have assumed, with char- acterstic calm, that for some reason ta
be explained in due course the Administrator had decided to go by another road
When the two men reached the scen halfan hour laer, they were astonished to find
more than 6,000 persons gathered there. Some had come walking barefoot fo three
or four days, from distant vilages, at enormous inconvenience, {0 present the
petitions to Our Lady; others had arived on mules, burros, horses, bicycles; a few.
carriages, and same in automo- biles. Al were asking where the chidren were, for it
was dose upon noon,

Some of them were frightened and ill at ease. They had been told that there was a
small extinct volcanic crdter near Cova da Iia, as in fact there was, and that it was al
a trick of the devil t0 get these good people in one place. and then hav it open up
and swallow them in its fiery depths. Others scoffed at this fear. Maria Carrira of
Moita, for e, was not going to le such a threat keep her from attending an appari-
tion of Our Lady. I fact she had arranged a table with fowers on it as a sort of altar
or repository, and had supervised the erection of a rustc arch, with some crosses tied
t0it, and two hanging lamps to mark the spot at night, It seems incredible, but Maria
Rosa s said to have contributed something toward these lamps; and her oldest
daughter was helping to arrange the arch and the tabl.

But where were the children?
About twelve o'clock some of those around the azinheira began saing the Rosary
and gradually the whole throng joined in. Then  faint murmuring sound was heard
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Early the next moming Ti Marto went out o do some hocing in a ield near his house,
“The task finished, he retumed and began to wash the thick red sol off his hands, in
preparation for his breakfast. As he was doing this he noticed that his wife had come
into the house, and was making stealthy gestures to indicate that he was wanted
outside.

“All vight, all ight.” said Ti Marto, continuing to scrub his great calloused hands,
Olimpia’s motions became more fantic.

“Whats the hurry?” asked her husband. Tm coming.” And in leisurely fashion he
hegan to dry his hands. Before he could finish, the door darkened, and looking up,
he saw the Administrator of Ourem glarimg a him

“Ab, 50 i’ you, Senhor Administrator?”

“Its trae. L also want to go o the miracl
T Marto's heart gave a thump. There was something wrong here, for all the
geniality of the reply, and he noticed that Santos looked nervous, ana kept glancing
about the cot-tage, now here, now there, s he went on, rapidly:

“Let’s all go together. | will take the fittle ones with me in the wagon. See and
believe like Saint Thomas! Where are the children, by the way? Time i getting on.
Youd better have them called.”

“Itsoft necessary to invite them,” answered the other dily. “They know when they.
have to fetch the cattleand get ready togo.”

Just then the children came in, and the Administrator, all smiles and benignity,
invited them to ride with him to Cova da Iria.

“No, thank you, Senhor,” sad Francisco.
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“We can waikallright,” added Jacinta
“WaTl get there earlierthis way, and you won't be bothered by people on the road.”

“Donit put yourself out, Senhor Administrator” It was Ti Marto speaking, “They.
can ot there all right”

“Besides,” continued the offical, “we'll have more time 10 stop at Fatima, at the
house ofthe Prior. He wants o ask them some questions, you know!”

As none of them could think of an answer to that, the children, with many
misgivings, piled into the wagon, Francisco sitting in front with the Admiistrator,
the two girls behind, while Ti Marto and Antonio followed on foot. It was only a
minute or two to the church at the top of the hill. Arriving there, Santos
dismounted, and going up the rectory steps, shouted:

“First”
“First what?” demanded Ti Marto, who had managed to keep up with the wagon
“Lucial” called the Administrator peremptorily.

*Go ahead, Lucia” said her tnele, and the child got out of the wagén and entered the
rectory.

“You can stay there for now,”added Santos o the younger children.

“The Priorwas wating in his study. ¢ seems plain enough that he ad changed fiom
cautious and kindly reserve to something like hostility. Perhaps he had been
disturbed by the growing notority of the affair and the opposition of the pub- lic
authorities, and wanted 1o spare the Church from further persecution at  time when
she was harassed and straitened enough

n
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Al the bystanders laughed heartily at this. Ti Marto re- garded them with unruffled
composure. He was not afraid of these small politcians. As for Santos, i was clear to
him by this time that nothing was o be gained by questioning these two clodhoppers
and cheir stolid cachola, and he made a ges- ture of dismissal, whereat one of his
underlingstold themm allto be ocF-

The Administrator followed therm to the door and said pointedly to Lucia

I you don't el thatsecret, it will cost you your lfe” > The fightened child glanced
back atthe dark frowning face in the doorway. He looked as if he meant it

It was late in the day when they got back to Aljustrel. Antonio probably betook
himself o the nearest taven to recu- perate from the ordea. Luda slipped away from
the reproach- ful questions and censorious eyes of her mother and sisters to seck
flew minutes of peace at the oid wel. Francisco and Jacinta were knecling there on the
stone slabs. Jacinta had kept her promise; they had been there since moming,

“Ai Ludal she eried, running to embrace her. “Your sister told us they had killed
your"

One of the older gils had gone out to draw some water, and perhaps had drapped
the remark as a jest. Frandsco and his sister had taken it seriously. Yet here was Luda
alive and free! They all laughed and gamboled as the cool wind fresh- ened the
parched fields, and the lamps of the angels began faindy o glitte.

The next day, August 12, was Sunday, but not 2 very quiet one at Aljustrel. In every
village ofthe Serra,in fact, there was tense expectation regarding what might happen
on Mon- day, and pilgrims were already on the march, whole families of peasants
with their wicker lunch baskets and earthenware water botdes, some with blankets
wrapped around their necks or packed o their shoulders, o sleep in on the dry grass
under the stars. All day these poor wayfarers, and with them a scattering of more
prosperous ones in carriages and automo- biles, kept arriving at Aljusrel o viit the
houses of Ti Marto and Antonio Abdbora, o ask questions, o take photographs, to

m
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cell the favors they wanted from Our Lady on the morrow. Jobs, love, money, cures,
conversions, promations—all the de-sires of the human heart were poured out upor
the three be- wildered children. Maria Rosa was almast beside herself. The insolence
of these strangers! And the iniquity of a girl who would cause such a commation with
her lying tongue! At one stage of the confusion Luda was tempted to accept the

S0 ends Ti Marto's account to Father. De Marchi, pp. 10-11.

on of an aunt from Cascais, who offerd to smuggle them all (0 her house and keep
them there until the excitement had blown over, But they had promised Our Lady to
beat Cova da Iria August 13, and ac Cova da Ira they would be.

Toward evening the Abdbara cottage was completely sur- rounded by a noisy crowd,
In the hands of those people.” wrote Luda, "we were like a ball i the hands of a ctle
il Each one pulled us in his direction and asked his question, without ever gving us
ime to answer anybody." In the midst of all this, who should appear but three
palicemen from Ourem, to summon them (o the house of Ti Marto, where the
Administrator in person was waiting, and to drop more than one dark hint that death
might be the penalty for fur-ther silence on thei part.

“Never mind,” whispered Jacinta, tightening her prety lips. “If they kill s, so much
the better, fo then we wil see Jesis and Our Lady.”

In the interrogation which followed, Santos demanded the secret and their promise
Rt to return to Cova da Iria. When the children refused on the ground that they
could not dis- obey the Lady, he took another tack and suggested, with un- expected
affabilty, that afte al the man to look into matters of this sor was the Senhor Prior,
Father Ferreira. He wanted to know whether the parents of the fittle ones would have
any objection (o their going to_the rectory next moming before keeping their
rendezvous at Cova da Ira. Fitima, after all, was on the way to the place of the
apparition. It would take only a few minutes to see the Piroco. With this he took his
leave, amid general relief.
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A."In 1929 1 wrote the desires and requests of Our Lord and of Our Lady, which
were the same, and delivered the writing to my confessor; he was then the
Reverend Father Bernardo Gon- Salves, a Jesuit, now Superior of the Mission
of Zambesia Leifidizi: His Reverence transmitted it to His Excellency the Most
Reverend Senhor Bishop of Leiria, and some time later it was transmitted to
His Holiness Pius XI. 1 do not know die exact date when it was communicated
to His Holiness o the fiame of the person of whom my confessor availed
himself. But | remember well th%t my confessor (old me that the Holy Father
had heard the message graciously and had promised to consider .

Q. "Can you give me a brief account of any other revelations you have received
from Our Lady since 19177

A.“What has been published of the revelations later than 1917 appears to me
suffident to make possible the realization of the wishes of Our Lord, and | do
not think the moment opportunc to state anything further.”

 The exact words of Our Lady, s Lucia wrote them down in Portuguese, were
hese: “Para impedir virelpedi a consagrando d Rissia o meu Imaculado coregdo ¢
Comunhdo reparadora nos prmeiros sdbados.Se atenderem o meus pedidos,  Rsia se
converterd e erio px;se o, espalhor seus éospelo mundo, promovendo guerras ¢
perseguigdes a grea. Os bons serdo martrizados, o Sano Podre terd multo que sofrer,
rios nogdes sexco aniqulado. Po fim o meu imaculodo Coragao triunford. O Sonts
Padre consagrar-me.5 o Rissio que se converterd e srd concedido ao mundo olgum
tempo de paz . .* Memois I, p. 3 also 1V, p. 39. In 1927 Our Lady explained
frther how the consécration of Russa (not “the world,” s in some inaccurate.
accounts)should be made. See below, p. 2, and p. 32, 2.

*Voz da iima, June 13,1946,
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The children remained knecling for a long time under the influence perhaps of
Some supernatural State of ecstacy o suspension of bodily powers, such as many
saints have de- seribed. “It was s0 intense,” wrote Lucia, “that we were almost
unaware of our own existence for a long space of time.” They kept saying the
Angel's prayer over and over. Not that there was any danger of forgettng i, for the
words had been impressed indelibly upon their minds; but t scemed the only thing
todo.

“My God, 1 believe, 1 adare, | hope, and 1 love You' I beg pardon of You for those
wwho da not believe, do not adore, do not hope, and do not love You.”

Lucia and Jacinta were sil kneeling and repeating these wards, when they became
aware of the voice o Francisco: 1 can' stay this way as long as you can, it hurts my.
back s much Ican't doit”

He had stopped knecling and was sittin; on the ground, exhausted. All of them, in
fact, elt weak and dazed. Grad- ually they pulled themselves together and ther
began to col- lect the scattered sheep, for the day was far spent and it was nearly
time for supper. None of them flt ke taking on the way to Aljustrel,

Just before they parted, Lucia warned the others to say nothing of what they had
Scen and heard. Why she did this she does not knos even to this day. ‘It scemed
the right thing to do,” she told me. “There was something intensely infimate about
it It was fust something you couldr’t talk about”

“The Angel of Peace! Who and what could he be? There are angels and angels, there:
are ranks and hierarchies of angels; and it is nothing new, in the long history of
‘God's People for one of them to appear and 1o speak. No one with the gift of faith
can doubt that the Archangel Raphacl guided young Tobias; he is the angel of
health, of oy, of happy lovers, of safe travelers. Or that Gabricl told Daniel the time.
of the Incamation, and announced to Mary that she was to be the Mother of the
Christ; Gabril, the spirit of consolation, the Power of God. It is to the Archangel
Michacl, however, that Catholiclturgy applies the fame of Angel of Peace — Angelus
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CHAPTER XI

163 Olimpia had reason to weep, the Administrator of Ourem was highly pleased
with the success of his bold plan to idnap her children. It gave him 3 certain
sardonio pleas- ure o think of all the silly pious people waiting at Cova da ria for a
show in which the principal actors would not ap- pear. And what a joke on the Prior!
Now his parishioners would believe that he was in league with the forces of prog- ress
and enlightenment! He would never be able to explain that away. Best of all, Santos
had the three disturbers of the peace locked up in a toom in his house, and before
they got out they were going to tel him the secret, and reveal who or what was at the
bottom of the whole ridiculous piece of medicvalism. He would leave them alone for
awhil, and lt terror do is work.

He was not wrong in calculating that the children would be frightened. When the
docks of Ourem began, one after another, to announce the hour of twelve with long,
and sol- emn strokes, they exchanged looks of utter constemation. It was the moment
when they had promised o me the Lady at Cova da Ira

Francisco was the fist o recover. "Peshaps Our Lady is going o appear 1o us here!”
he said hopefully. Peshaps! They waited for some sign, a flash of light, a movement, a
heavenly voice. But nothing happened. The noonday hour passed, and there was o
word from her. Jacinta began to cy. Francisco said, almost tearfully:

“Our Lady must be sad because we didi' g0 to Cova da Iria, and she won' appear to
‘s any more.” He glanced im- ploringly at Lucia."Will she?”

1 donvt know.” The older girl was stolid and composed again. I think she will”
“Oh, 1 want s0 much to see her!”
Afte that a5 Lucia remembers, he was quite animado, 108 quite the litde man taking

care of hissister and his cousin. 1t was Jacina who burstinto tears when the Last hope
of a visit from Our Lady forsook the,

19
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presious year with the three other gils. It seemed indeed to be whally made up of 3
Fadiance more white than snow; and this time it drew so near that when it was just
over a squarish rock at the entrance of the *cave;” it became distinguishable as the
form of a transparent young man” of abou fourteen or fficen years of age, ‘more
brilant than a crystl, pene- trated by the rays of the sun,” as Lucia describes it—or
“like snow that the sun shines through until it becomes érystalline.” And now they
could sce that he had features ike those of  human being, and was indescribably
beautiful.

Stupefied,speechless,they stood regarding him,
“Don't be afraid,” he said. " am the Angel of Peace. Pray with me.”

And kneeling on the ground, he prostrated himself intil his forehead touched i,
saying:

"My God,  believe, 1 adore, 1 hope, and 1love You! I beg pardon of You for those wha
do not believe, do not adore, do not hope and do not love Your*

“Three times he spoke the same words, while the hildren, as n a daze, repeated
them after him. Then, arsing, he said: "Pray thus. The hearts o Jesds and Mary are:
attentive to the voice of your supplications.”

Wit that he disappeared, as if he had been dissolved in sulight.

i isa fteral transhtion of the words s L gives then: Veu Do Fu cri,aora
P € i o perdo U a8 g D e B T na spe € o 700
v Memon . pp. 1. et dscptons of the sl s ssancaly the
e e e o dvisand o ides, i Joer 4o 415 e, e anco e e
o de v e S tomora st oo ¢ fo e ol e . e bl
Meroie 1 10, 1937 A kg dstanca s v gue s oo oo drecdo o
it s e gue 8 v, corn o o e, s bt gue
i o e o o ks g e e s T i
JeadesNiemoi IV, .31 Decembe 19,41
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*Our parents will never sce us again!” she wailed. “They will never hear any more
about ust”

“Don't ey, Jacinta,” said her brother. *Lecs offe this to Jesis for poor sinners, s that
Lady told us to do.” And raising hs eyes to heaven, he made his offering; “My Jests, it
s for Your love and for the conversidn of sinners!”

“And for the Holy Father too!" sobbed Jacints, wiping her tears. “And in reparation for
the sins against the Immaculate Heart of Mary," she added almost choking, Aftr that
the ltle gie kept a brave mien uncl nightfal, when the darkness made her think of
her mother.

“The next moming at ten ofclock the Administrator carne to conduct them to the town
hall, where he put them through another long, and tiresome examination. The result
was the same as before: they insisted that they had scen a beautiul Lady, all of white
radiance, and that she had told them a secret. And they refused totell his secret even
when he threatened them with life imprisonment, orture and death. At noon they
were so exhausted that it was a relief (0 return to the Administrator's house,
especilly when they discoered that Senhora Santos had prepared a good luncheon
for them; for the Administrator's wife, like Pilate’s, had more compas- sion and
insght, and seems o have trated the young prison- ers with a great deal of motherly
Kindiness. Her husband, on the other hand, was resalved not to et them go without
ob- taining some sort of confession that would put an end 1o the unfortunate
epidemic of mysticism they had brought upon the distrct. He told them stemly that
since good treatment and tolerance had had o effect, he was going (o throw them
nto jail. And this he proceeded to do.

“The town cadea was not a very fragrant or attractive place. s cells were dark, acrid
with oid and disteputable odors, ull of harsh discordant echoes, and shut in by iron
bars from the world of free men. Most of the malefactors, probably pick- pockets,
cutpurses, drunkards, brawlers, the rff-raff of the tavems and the marketplace, were
herded together in a com- man room. Without ceremony the three children were
thrust among them. They shrank away, and went instincdvely to- ward a barred
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willdeal out final and everlasting death to the Dragon at the end of time, afer those
days in which men shall behold in heaven *A woman clothed with the sun, and the
moon under her feet, and on her head a crown of twelve stars”

Whether it was splendid Michaol that the children saw at Cabero, or one of the
other six who stand before the throne of God, the effect upon them was profound.
and lasting, The warld could never be the same after such an experlence. But this
was not all For the Angel appeared again to them, not merely once, but twice.

“The second apparition was a few weeks after the irst. It was one of the hottest days.
of that summer. They had taken their sheep home at oon to indose them during
the blazing hours of the siesta, and were spending the time playing list- lessly at the
well i the shade of the fi trees behind the Abobora coltage, apparently with no
thought of what was about to happen, when they looked up and saw him there
beside them.

“What are you doing?” he demanded. “Pray! Pray a great deal! The hearts of Jests
and of Mary have merciful designs for you. Offer prayers and sacrifices constantly
tothe Most High”

“How must we sacifice?” asked Lucia,

“With all your power offer a sacrifce as an act of repara- tion for the sinners by
wwhom He is offended, and of supplica- tion for the conversion of sinners. Thus
draw peace upon your country. | am its Guardian Angel, the Angol of Portugal.
Above all accept and endure with submission the suffering which the Lord will
send you."*

He was gone. And again the children remained for a long time in  sortof ecstacy or

exaltation of spirit, adoring the Lord God whose messenger had been revealed to
them. When this gradually ell away and they began to feel more ke thir ordinary

“The exact words,as Luda recorded them were: Detikoque
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fol- lowed by what scemed to be a rumble of thunder—some thought i the road,
others in the lide tree, sl athers in the fa horizon. Here and there 2 fightened cry
was heard: “We are all goin,to diet” and a few ran away. Most of them stood silent
and rather fearful. Presendy they saw a flash oflight, and then, far over their heads to
the east, something like  ltde cloud, fral, white, transparens, lmy, that loated
slowly down until it came to rest above the azinheira. A moment later it rose again
and melted away into the blue sky.

s the people stared at one another and all about in wonder and surprise, many
noticed a strange fact, to which Marfa Carrira and others testify even o ths day:
their faces were richly tinted with the various colors o the rainbow, and even their
garments were red, yellow, blue, orange, and so on, while the foliage o the trees and
bushes seemed like brillant flowers instead of leaves, and the dry carth iself was
check- ered with different gorgeous hues. “There is o doubt Our Lady had come,”
says Maria Carreira, “but she didn't find the children.” And where were the livde
rascals? The question was on allips again.

Thus far Ti Marto and Antonio had said nothing about the odd conduct of the
Administrator. And now they saw some people ariving with news that he had taken
his prisoners first to the Prio, and then to his own house at Ourem.

So the Administrator was the one who hid spoiled the ap- parition, and disappointed
the Mothes of God! And the Prior! The crowd at once leape to the conclusion that
the two had conspired together (o fristrate them; and as the implications of this
suspicion dawned upor the tired minds of those who had walked so many miles to be
there, or had given up a day’s work and a day's pay to do honor to Our Lady, al the
various emotions of reverence, fear, expectation, affection, hope, and curosity
became fused by the subde alchemy of mob emo- tion into one tense vibration of
human anger. The whole assembly, as if congealed by indignation into a monster
with one mind and six thousand heads, burst into a shout of rage that made the hot
air tingle, and was heard as far away s Aljutrel, more than two miles distant, Well
for the Adminis- trator, well for the Prior, that they were not at Cova da Iria that
moment; Father Fereira, at least, was convinced, as he wrote in a letter denying the
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pacis Michael Yet in keeping with the paradoxical nature of all things Christan, he.
s also the heavenly warrior, armed with a fiery brand, chief of that embatded
flaming multitude Who rise, wing above wing, flame above flame,

And like a storm, cry the Ineffable Name,

And with the clashing of their sword-blades make A rapturous music, ll the
moming break,

‘And the white hush end all butthe loud beat O their long wings,the flash of their
white feet?

He it was who at the dawn of time cast down the dis- obedient hosts of Lucifer. It
was he who stood by the closed gates of Edén, brandishing his flaming sword. He
guards the body of Eve unilthe Judgment Day. He hid the body of Moses to save
‘Godt's People from the s of worshiping it to which Satan incited them. Sorme say it
was he who led the Hebrews to the Promised Land and shattered the host of
‘Sennacherib. Always the protector of the Synagogue un- der the Oid Law, he.
naturally became the Champion of God's People under the New. Many apparitions
have been recorded of him besides the ane in Comuwall that Milton refers to in
Lyddas. I the sixth century, for instance, Saint

* Romin Breviary, Hym for Lauds on his feast o Septemher 297

“Angelus pocis Michaelinaedes Cocius nostras veria: serenae Auctorut pacslacrymosa in
orcum Bellrelegt”

Gregory the Great saw him sheathing his fery blade on top of Hadrian's Tomb in
Rome, as a sign that God had accepted the penance of the Romans, and would end
the pestilence that scourged them for their sins; and many dngel voices were heard
about the image of Our Lady, which the holy Pope bore at the head of the
procession. Finally, it is Michael, according to Saint John in the Apocalypse, who

7 Yeats: TaSome 1 Have Tdhed With b he Vi
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charge of ollusion, that he would have been murdered on the spor-

Bitter voices began to wrangle and expostulate throughout the mass. Some cried,
“Down with the Administrator!” Another yelled, “Down with the Prior!” For a
moment it looked as if not even distance would save the two from the hands of tis
self-appointed court of hangmen, for such a mob is; and hundreds of the men, still
roaring their grievance, began 1o move as mobs move, with a terrible purposeful
unity, with glazed eyes that see nothing but blood, and hands that grope for the
necks of victims.

“To Fitima and stde with the ror
“To Ourem and have it out with the Administrator?” shouted another.

*“And the Regidor!” added a third

“They might at leas have go to Fitin, if not Ourem, had thy not come fce o fce
with  lde man of courage and presence of mind, who raised his hand and spoke.

with an air of command.

“Boys, take it casy” h crie. “Dortt hurt anyone! Who- ever deserves punishment
will eceive it All his is by the power of the One abovel

“This is Ti Marto's recollection of what he said that day. And after a moment of
hesitation the mob wavered, stopped, and began to break up into groups.

“Ti Marto makes very ltle of this. He was more concemed about his children, and
how he could get them out of the hands of thei captor.

“And 1 went home,” he concludes, and found my wife weeping 7

s
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ceeth,these handsome girls, 5o straight and shapely, are more pre- cocious than those
we know, and are not to be judged by the same standards. Early responsibility has
made them re- sourceful, fearless, and decisive in judgment and expression. Though
their formal knowledge i limited, for few can read or write, their brains are ot
cluttered, at any rate, with misinformation and scraps of half-truths; wha they do
know they know thoroughly,remember exactly, and can speak with- out hesitation or
fumbling. A barefoot el of ive or six wil repy with grace and dignity. Or i she sees
it she can b as silent as 3 sphin.

Lucia, even more than most of these sernanas was endowed with a reserve so extreme
that it was often mistaken for stubbomness or stupidity. It was easier for her (0 hold
her counsel than to talk. Morcover, she had not forgotten the petty persecution she
had endured aftershe and the Matias and Justino girls had seen “someone wrapped in
a sheet.” IFher own mother and sisters had made fun of that, who would belive now
that an Angel had come to give her Holy Communion?

Finally, there was something in the experience itself that imposed silence in a subtle
but powerful way. Lucia was never able to put this into fitting words, either in
ehildhood or i the years of her memoirs, Yet there it was: an ineflable something
which could only be of God, impressing the words of the Angel upon their minds
forever, but secretly, in a voice of authority not to be disobeyed.

Ther elders seem to have been wholly unaware of what had been going on. What is
more lonely and misunderstood than the heart of a child? No doubt these good
people of Aljusrel were t00 busy with their own afais to notice anything unusual in
the conduct of thrce young, shepherds who departed with their flacks carly in the
moming and were seen no more untlthey recumed for supper. It happened, (0, that
there were many changes about ths time in the life of the small communities on the
Serra. One that vividly im- pressed Lucia's family. for example, was the departure of
the Prior, Father Pena, and the artival of a somewhat more austere priest, Father
Boicinha, as his successor. There were the usual gossipings, the usual appraisals of the
newcomer, pro and con. The more thoughtful parishioners must have felt that they
were lucky to have any pastor at al, when so many communities in Portugal had

s
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“Ilike very much to see the Angel, but the worst of it is that afterwards we can't do
anyihing. | can'teven walk. 1 don't know what'sthe matter with me.”

A few days later, when he had recovered his normal energy and spirit, he said

“The Angel gave you Holy Communion, But what was it that he gave me and
Jacinta?”

“It was also Holy Communion,” put n Jacinta before.
Luda could reply. “Didn't you see that it was the Blood that fellfrom the Host?”
“Ifelt that God was in me,” he said, "but | didn't know how it was.”

“Then prostrating himself on the ground, he remained there a long time, repeating
the second prayer of the Angel:

‘Most Holy Trinity, Father, So, Holy Spirit, I adore you profoundly and offer You
the most precious Body, Biood, Soul and Divinity of Jests Christ, present in all the
tabernacles of the carth, in reparation for the outrages, sacrileges and indifference
with which He Himself i offended. And through the infnite meris of His Most
‘Sacred Heart and of the Immaculate Heart of Mary, | beg of You the conversion of
poor sinners.”

‘Such is Luda's account of what happened 1o her and her cousins when she was
nine, and they were cight and six respectively.

CHAPTER V.

None of the children ever mentioned the Angel either at home or elsewhere. This
became credible to me only afte | had gone to Portugal and had spoken with some of
the young shepherds who now, at about the same age, go bare- foot among the shecp
o the Serra da Aire. These shart, stocky boys, with their fine eyes and strong flashing
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of this one killed, that one maimed, such a one missing. Something of the sense of
uneasiness and apprehen- sion that had becorae a setted despair in other countries
was beginning to pervade the clear air of the Serra. But Manuel was young, strong,
and hopeful. And one evening he came home with the news that he had oflFered
himself for service in the army, and would be accepted if he passed the physical
examination.

From that time a mood of profound bittemess took pos- session of Maria Rosa. With
the four oldest* irls away, and her husband almost aways lae as he lingered in some
wine- shop for one more copozinho, the once happy family group had dwindled to four
sad and slent persons. One night when the poor woman looked about the table at
young Antonio, Lucia and Manuel—and now Manuel was going away!—she stared a
moment at the empry places, and suddenly burst into tears. Then, with intense
sadness, she said

“My God, where has the joy of ths place gone?” And putting her head on the rude
table, she wept bitterly, until Manuel and his sister could not help doing likewise. It
was the saddest supper | ever remember,” wrote Lucia.

Marla Rosa continued to fret and to grieve. Manuel passed his physical examination
and was accepted. Before it was time for him to leave home, his mother had become
i, and was geting worse every day. She had recourse o a doctor in a near-by villag,
but with no benefit. As the days passed she became so wretched that she could no
onger do house- work, and Gloria had to give up he employment and come home to
take care of the family. Other médicos about the countryside were consulted. None:
seemed to know just what aled Maria Rosa.

Father Boidnha, who had been notidng her debility with increasing concern, now
offered t0 take her €0 Leiia, the nearest large community, (o visit a surgeon who was
reputed to be very skilful. One day the good priest arived at the door in his mulé
cart, and Maria Rosa, with his help, climbed laboriously aboard, while one of her
married daughters, Teresa, went along 10 take care of her. It was a long and painful
joumey in that crude conveyance, for the winding and rocky roads that skirted the
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none. Others gave no quarter: any pastor, good of bad, was fai game for them.

Father Boicinha was one who spoke truth fearlessly as he saw it. One of hs first acts,
and one that made him impopular with the young people, was to preach against the
invet- erate dancing which commanded almost a pagan and fanatical devotion
throughout the Serra da Aire. Dancing at home, yes, that was all right, he granted:
but those allnight public affars at Fitima and other villages were keeping people
from going to Mass, eading them into sin, and in general be- coming a scandal and
he declared that they must stop. There were many protests and murmurings, of
course, especially among the girls. Maria Rosa, however, supported the Piroco, and
forbade her daughters to attend any more dances

“But dancing never was  sin tll now,” objected a neigh- bor, “and how does it
happen that this new Paroco makes it one?”

1 don'tknow.” replied Maria Rosa. "All know is that the Prior doesn't wan dancing,

and my daughters aren't going to those gatherings.”

Life was difficul for Maria Rosa that year. Her two eldest girls, Maria and Teresa,
were martied, and could no longer help the family. Her husband Antonio Abdbora
seemed to be getting more and more shiftless. From time to time he had disposed of
some piece of land to pay his debrs, or had lost some valuable property that he had
mortgaged, untl there was hardly enough left for the ance prosperous family to live
on. To make ends meet, his wife now felt obliged to send Gloria and Caroline out to
work as servants, while she herself continued to care for the house, and, whenever
pos sibl, to eam a ltle extra money by nursing. Lucia, of course, was the guardian
of the sheep. Nearly all the farm work was devolving upon young Manuel, and it was
hot 1o his taste. Why should he like it, when his father shirked it at every
opportunity?

The var offered this lad a good excuse to avoid the drudg- ery of spading and
threshing, cuting hay and digging batatas Portugal by this time was deeply involved.
Every day one heard of some young man who was leaving for the front, or worse st
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selves, Lucia discovered that Francisco had heard nothing of what the Angel had
said,although, as before he had scen him plainly.

“Did you speak with the Angel?” he asked. “What did he say to you?”
“Didaft you hear?”

“No. I saw that you were speaking with somebody. | heard what you said to him,
but I don't know what he said.*

“The next day Francisco said to his sister:
“Jacinta, tll me what the Angel said "
il tell you tomorrow; said the litde girl. “Today | can't speak.”

On the following day he sought out Lucia again and said: “Did you sleep last ight?
Twas thinking allthe time of the Angel and what it might be he said

‘She then repeated the Angel's words on both occasions. The boy's mind was slower.
than Jacinta's. He had diffculty grasping what some of it mean.

“Wha is the Most High?” he asked. "What does it mean, The hearts of Jests and
Mary are attentive to the voice o your supplications'?”

Lucia tred to explain. It was o easy, for he would break in constantly with other
questions. Besides, the weight of what she calis “the atmosphere of the
Supematural” was sl to some extent upon them both, even after <0 lon a time.
She could not think of what o say. Finally, she said, “Some other day! Ask me some
other dayt”

o, ferced um sacificio em cto de repar acdo peos pecadores com que Fle ¢ ofendido e de
siplic el conversdo dos pecadores. Atna assim sobre a vossa Patra a paz. E souo Anfo da
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“Most Holy Trinity, Father, Son, Holy Spiri, | adore You profoundly and offer You the
most precious Body, Blood, Soul and Divinity ofJesis Christ, present n af the taber-
nacles of the earth, in reparation for the outrages, sacrleges, and indifference with
which He Himself is offended. And through the infinite merit of His Most Sacred
Heart and of the Immaculate Heart of Mary, | beg of You the conversion of poor

“This he said three times. Then, ising up, he took the Chalice and the Host, and
kneeling on the Hat rock, held the white disk before him, saying:

“Take and drink the Body and the Blood of Jesus Chist, horrbly insulted by
ungrateful men. Make reparation for their crimes and consolé your God.”

They could see drops of Blood faling from the Host into the Cup. He placed It on
the tongue of Lucia. To Jacinta and Francisco, who had not received First
Communion, he presented the Chalice, and they drank of it At the end. he once
more prostrated himself on the ground and said the same prayer thrice. The
children repeated it with him, Francisco following the others, for he had not heard
the words. Then, for the last time, the Angel of Peace faded away into the
shimmering sunlight.

“The sense of the presence of God on that occasion was 50 intense, according to
Lucia,that it eft them weak and ab- stracted and almost with the sensation of being
out of their bodics. It was Francisco, again, who was the first to retum to ordinary.
realty, and to cali their attention to the fact that it was growing dark, With such
encrgy as they could muster,they herded the sheep together and drove them home,
Yet under their weakness they felt an infinite peace and felicity for which there
were no words.

“This curious sense of happy debilty lasted for days and weeks. It was a long time
before Francisco would venture to speak of what he had seen and felt, Finally he
said:
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sua guarda, 0 Anjo de Portugal. Sobretudo aceta e supartaicom submissdo  soffimento gue o
Senhor vas enviar’—Memair IV, .32.

He waited patiently, but at the first opportunity he began plying her with new
questions.

‘Don't talk much about these things!” interupted Jacinta. Yet with charming
inconsistency she went on to say that there was something about the Angel that
made her no longer want to tak, sing or play. °I haven' strength enough for
anything.”

“Neither have 1, said Francisco, “But what of it? The Angel is more beautful than all
this. L us think about him!™

Presendy he did begin to grasp what the Angel had meant by sacrfices. From that day
forth he vied with the girls in giving up litde pleasures and satisactions for the
sinners of the world. All three would spend hours at a time lying prostrate on the
ground, repeating over and over the prayer that the Angel had taught.

“This must have been in July or August, 1916. As nearly as Lucia can estimate, it was.
probably late September or October when he appeared for the third and last time.
Again they had been playing in the “cave’ at Cabego, while the sheep strayed on the

i aftr saying,their Rosary as usual, they were reciting the prayer in

“My God,  believe, | adore, 1 hope, and I love You. I beg pardon of You for those who
do ot believe, do not adore, do not hope, and do ot love You”

They had said this but a few times when they saw the same crystalline light come
swifdy over the valey, and there he was, beautiful, esplendent, dazzling, hovering in
the air before them. This tme he held in one hand a Chalice, and in the other, over t,
a Host, These he let suspended n the air while he prostrated himself on the ground
and said:
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I the midle of my lock  m the midday s
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Who will ot me s Thee?

wisi

My Jst,now, this moment?” £ One ofJadntsavories was an oid hymn:
*“Hal nobie Patron,

Thy people's fvorite,

Chosen amonal

Asthe peaple ofthe Lord.

O gloy ofour fand

Saved by theea thowsand times,

“To il rue Portuguese Thou at theieove,

“heir lovel

angels,sing with me!

can't give thanks as you can,

Angels, give them for me,

o
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wild mint, because it was so fragrant, particularly if it had been crushed by some
passing foot. Indeed, there were so many delightful odors combined and flung
across the valley by the strong west wind, that it was hard to say just what they.
were. One could usually distinguish, even above the scent of mint or the aroma
from the tal pines in the decp valley below, the more pungent fragrance of a dvwarf
variety of wild rosemary that the Portugucse cal the decrin. They have a popular
Song about it that recals the rosemary — thats for remembrance” of Ophela

*Quen pelo cdecrim passou E i ramino nao tiro,
Doseuamor senao lembrou.™

Rose of the sea—Mary' jose—ose of Mary, star of the sea— this humble vriety of
rosemary still grows everywhere about Cabero, asf in memory of facint.

Like ll cildrenshe was fscinated by th discovry o the echo; nd ssthe echoes at
Cabero happen o be very clear, loud and deiberate, she and her comparions would
shout for an hour at # time across the rusling crests of the pines, and lsten vith
delight fo the sow recum oftheir voices from the opposie hill. Al Kinds of fames,
jingles and jibberish passd and repassed by that mystcrious agency that the Greeks
imagined t0 be a nymph. But Jacinta was especialy ond o the repercussions o the
word “Maria” Sometimes she would say the whole Av Mara pronouncing each word
only aie the previous one had stopped reverberating:

M. Maria...chea. degraca. .../

Sometimes al three would join i this sport, and then it smed asif the whole Serra
da Aire tesounded with the words spoken by Gabriel two thousand years ago:

“Blessed, . art..thow...among.. womenls

““Hewha il pass th lecrim And does ot sop 0 plick
spria
Wilfrotbe mindta ofvis ove ™

®
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reat and exident oy, Francisco following more se- dately.

“Guess what? My mother is going 10 let us tend the sheep!” It was true, Olimpia
had yielded at last. And from then on Francisco and Jacints, like Lucia, could be
scon carly in the morain; prodding a woolly flock that almost flled the nar- row
road —Francisco n his long trousers, with a staf and a tasseled stocking cap such as
the shepherds of the Serta still wear, Jacinta with a gray checked waist and a black
skiet that fell to her anides, and a kerchief over her dark hair. At the barmir (mud
hole)they would wait for Luda, while the sheep nosed into the brackish water; o if
Lucia arrived there first, she would wait for them, Then the three, all barefoot as a
rule, would proceed together behind the combined flock of some twenty-five or
more sheep, with now and then a goat or two, un tl hey carme to some place where
there was good grazin,

Jocinta liked to walk in the midst of the flock. Sometimes she would pick up one of
the smallest and whitest lambs and carry it wrapped about her neck,

Why doyou do that, Jacinta?”

“To do as Our Lord does,” she replied, referring 10 a holy picture someone had
given her, with an image of the Good Shepherd on it But when they reached their
destination i some pasture, she was ready for any sort of game or folic

‘Sometimes they would spend the whole day at Cova da Iria Sometimes they would
play at Valinhos. Their favorite place was the rock-strewn hill called Cabero, where
the cave on the property of Lucia’s godfather Anastasio offered S0 many
opportunitis for fun, and so extensive and beautiful aview.

Jacinta never tired of chasing the small white buterfie that flted ail day in the
warm swee air on the hillide and along the ridge. If there was anything she liked
better than that it was 1o pick the wild flowers that grew in great variely and
profusion among the scattered rocks. There was a small blossom of brilliant blue
that dotted the felds every- where about Cabero, and it was not difficult o find

»
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5De Marchi, p. 47. Luda gives a slightly different version in Memoir IV, pp. 4-5.
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‘What Jacinta liked best of all, however, was to dance. She was very graceful, and she.
knew it nothing seemed to satisfy the resdess encrgy of her mind and body so much
as flinging her arms and legs about in time to music, Luda lied it well enough, but
ot with the tireles inebriation that seemed to possess the younger gil. As for
Frandsco, he cared nothing for it. Yet. because he loved music, and be- cause he
enjoyed secing the girs dance, he would sit for hours on a stone playing one tune
afer another an his pipe, while they tripped barefoot on the parched day or the tram
pled grass. Some of the profaner songs may have been sung in those mountains since
Romin times. Others were holy, for the Portuguese shepherds, like thase of France,
have quite a repestory of Catholic songs inherited from the Middle

Ages. Francisco's favorit was one clled Ario & D o Cé, which went thus:
“Hove God in heaven,

Hove Himon cart,

Hove the fild, the lovers,

Hove the mountan sheep.

Like my e fambs,

Heam to jump.

Lam theoy of the sera,

am thelily o the valey.

Lama poorshepherd gil

Ipray to Mary always.
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Who gave you, mountain gil,
Such lovely charms?

Such lovey charms,
Lneversaw th ket

Have ity on me,

Have pity on me,

Serran, serana,

Havepiy on met”

When they tired of singing they would play various games. They were getting rather
big now for “Button, button,” or “Pass the ring’; but it was more fun to pitch quoits.
As for cards,they always carried two packs alon one belonging to Luda's amily, the
other to the Mar tos. Among the best games with these were "dressing the queens,”
and *sobering up the kings” There was another, that Luca iked, called bisca

After their merenda, or afternoon snack, they were i the habi of kneeling wherever
they happened to be and saying the Rosary. Maria Rosa had instructed Luda to do
this; but without her watchful supervision they were beginning to gloss over parts of
it until they had reduced it to a perfunctory recita,in which the meditation intended
o be part of the devotion had very ltle share, and nothing remained of the words
but the first two of each prayes: *Hai, Mary ... Hail Mary .. Hail, Mary;” and “Our
Father.” Living in the presence of God in all innocence, and seeing in every- thing
about therm the work of His hands and the evidence of His goodness and power, these
three young shepherds must have seemed neither better for worse than most other
urchins of the Serra, and ordinary Catholic children every- where, when their bucolic
routine was first interrupted, in the summer of 1916, by a tremendous and

W
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And the lundress a theriver, i, hove nice!
Ablala

Ablala

Atnight the scrcch-ow sings, o sping, o spring!
He s o fightn me bow nice, b il
T g a5 sh diseobes, o spring, osping!

Sings somgs o the moon, hw i, how i
Ablala.

Ablata..

Thenightingle i the fild, o speng, o spring!
Sings all day long, how nice, hov nice!

“The turde dove sings in the wood, o spring, 0 spring! The squeaking wagon sings,
how nice, how nice!

Ahlala.
Ahlala

Ancther e oid song was caled A Serrana:
“Mauntain girl, mountain gil

With chestnut eyes,
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Thus passed the spring, and it was summer again. But nothing very notable occured
un il one fine clear warm day, when they met according to_their custom and
guided ther flocks slowly toward  place known as Couza Velha, a litle west of
Aljustrel. For some time the sheep nibbled at the new grass on a field there
belonging to Lucia's fathes, while the children played various games near by. They
were still amusing themselves, in the middle of the moming, when the sky became
suddeny avercast, and a fine mist scudded quickly down on one of those stff, coid
breczes from the invisible ocean L0 the northwest. They remembered the half- ave:
at Cabero, near the rocky crest of the slope o which the sheep were grazing; and as
quickly as possible they prodded them up the gradual incline unil, secing them
hud- dled peacefully in the shelte of some trces, they themselves took refuge in the
“cave” on the southem brow of the hil

Itis not much of a cave, to tellthe truth, for iy a ltde bit of it s roofed. Sl there
s enough of  pitch in the great rock that slants upward from the small hollow to
give shelter from any light rain or heavy blosw from the north or northiest. At any
Fate it was the best to be found, and the three continued their games there as gaily
as before. After a while they became hungry and ate their lunch. Then they knelt
and recited the Rosary. Lucia does not remember whether they said all of i, or
merely the skeletonized, “Hail Mary ... Our Father.” She does recal, however, that
when they had finished, the rain stopped as suddenly as it had begun, and
presently the sun was shining again, fierce and white, in a serene sky. She and the
others began to throw stores into the valley below.

“They had enjoyed this sport only a few moments when, without warning, a strong
wind began to blow across the tops of the pines, which swayed and moaned as
never before

Started by this, the three lef off casting stones, and looked about t0 see what the
cause might be. Then they saw a light far over the tops of the trees. It was moving
over the valley from cast to west, and coming in thei direction. And though the
illumination itself was unlike any they had ever scen, Lucia recognized in it the
strange whiteness of that "some- body wrapped in s sheet” that she had witnessed the

o
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unpredictable ex- perience.
CHAPTER IV

The Serra da Ae had felt very little, thus far, of the misery and despair that had
sttled over Europe in the spring of 116, In such remdte and inaccessibl places life
enerally pursues its own serene course though armies clash and king- doms come
toppling down. Ti Marto, for example, had flt a natural shock of indignation when
King Carlos was assas- inated in 1908, and he had never expected much of the liberal
Republic of 10, for he knew the anti-Chistian principies and associations of its
founders. Vet a true peasant is more interested in the amount o rainall and the price
of wool than in the identity of his rulers in some city many miles away. It was said
that the Republic had seized churcn property, exiled hundreds of nuns, priess, and
even the Cardinal Patriarch of Lishoa and other bishops. But the people of Aljustrel
stil had their good priest at Fitima, and could hear Mass every Sunday. It s doubtful
if they realized the harm that had been done to the Church in other parts of the
country, partcularly in the ices.

It was very much the same when Portugal formally en- tered the World War in
March, 191, Only a few days pre- viously Pope Benedict XV had made one of his most
moving appesls for peace. He had begged all men of good will o have recourse to
prayer and mortification rather than hatred, and had wamed of the ruin that would
came to al Eurpe if his words were not heeded. Yet with this memarable uttr- ance
il reverberating throughout the world, the unchristian ulers of that itle Christian
country—Chrisian at least, in history and tradition, and in country places like the
Sera da Aire—had taken the decisive step, preferring to follow the voice of England
Father than the Pope’s; and Portugal was now openly at war. Still, outside of the
newspaper propaganda from near-by cites there was ltle evidence of the change in
places like Aljustrel. For it was planting time there, and everything scemed hopeful
‘and cheerful as the sun grew warmer, and the fields tumed from reddish brown to
green. Lucia, Francisco and Jacinta followed their sheep as usual over the savory
s, watched the rebirth of the world, and sang and danced among the rocks.

s
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tseason your acount ost my good hame.
v b

Letitgot

L going o wash Inrose water

1am going o gid The groen emont

Singings lovely,

Weeping is no good.”

Therewas a rllcking spring som o which it s great fun to dace:

“Don'

s the i I 1, spring o spring!
e alali all over, how nice, how icel
Becauseofthe a1, 0 spring,  spring!

My mother punished me, how ice,how nic!
Ahlala,

Ahtala.

I thi e cverything sings, 0 sprin, o spring!
Asifto chalenge me, Howw nice, how nice!

“The spring sings on the serra, o spring, o spring!
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Give them for me!

Jestis, what tender lovel

Jesis, what love i thine?

Leave the heavenly throne,

Come make a heaven on earth,

A heaven on earth!”

There was another one that wen,

“In heaven, in heave, in heaven

shall be with my Mother.

Virgin puré, you tendemess s the solace o my pain;

Night and day I shallsing The beauty of Mary!”

There was nothing of sel-conscious piety in the impulse of these children 10 sing
songs about Christ and Our Lady, heaven and the angels. Christianity for them was
ot ke a garment to be put on on Sundays. It was like the air they breathed, it was
a part, and the most important part, of reality. And because they knew that all
things were the crea- tures of God, they tumed just as naturally from time to time to
more secular and even profane songs “of which unhappily,” wrote Lucia, “we
ke plenty.” There was thi rather cryptic one, for instance:

“Pretty almond tree,

What blossoming have you?

@
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Fortisyourst
Lady of Carmel Bringmeword
“To pray three times In blessing and prase.

In'blessing and praise 1 have to pray.

Lady of Carmel Help me, do!

In heaven three bows To the weight of the cross,
Pray three times Help me, Jesis! Help me, Jsis!
Help me, Jesist”

One day Luda and the three other shepherdesses were saying the Rosary together
after lunch amon, the rocks along the ridge at Cabego, when one of them called
attention to a strange white something, that was moving majestcally from east to
west, far over the deep vally. As it approached them it came o pause over the pine
grove, and remained suspended in the ai for some litte time. Lucia remembers it .
3 figure like a statue made of snow which the rays of the sun had tumed somewhat
transparenté It seemed to have the form of a human being.

“Whatis that?” asked one of the gils.

I don't know,” said Luda

They continued the Rosary. their eyes still fixed upon the mysterious Thing; and as
they finished, i disappeared in the sunny air

Luuda characterstcall said nothing Shout this at home. Others were not sa reticent.*
“The news finally got o Maria Rosa, and as usual, she was curious,
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gives some protection when rain or a coid wind comes from the northwest. Scattered
about, 100, were many boulders and chunks of gray granite. t was fun to play among,
them or ust to st on them and watch the flocks nibbling o the slope below. Farther
down, the checkered landscape spread out in three diections to vast ranges of
mountains. Just below, to the south, was a deep green alley from which arése some
tall pines that waved and moaned when the wind blew. Beyond them, a few miles
away, were several frms much arger than those of Aljustrel. There one could almost
lways see something interesting: men plowing or sawing or reaping, according to the
season, or threshing with the implements of a thousand years ago. Or it was fun to
watch, on the fa heights, the squarish sails of oid milis revolving and veering with
the caprices of the west wind. The range at the east was of a stemer sor,like a dump.
of enormous rocks—from a plafc, as a matter of fact, they seem only a small part of
one huge piece of calcareous gray that runs for hundreds of miles the lengeh of
Portugal. At the other end of the valey are some friendlier mountains, covered with
grecnery.

It was thrilling to see allthis from one place, And such a pleasant place! Everything
about Cabero is clean, ragrant and peacefl. The sunshine seems to laugh there all
day long. The wind howls overhead and does no harm. Up there it scems good to
breathe, o be alive, to be fee.

Lucia began (o enjoy her conversations with Teresa Matias and the other girls,al the
more as sh discovered in herself a certain ascendancy of intellec that could make
them do whatever she wished. Teresa, now the mother of nine children, remembers
that it was Luda who led in the dancing and singing, and taught them new songs.
One of these was in praise of Our Lady of Mount Carmel, and began thus:

Rame of Mary,
Oht how lovely!

Save my soul,
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morning, and the huge shadows creep from the mountains at dusk, after the sun had
disappeared in 3 splendor of rimson and gold and purpl. acinta was espedally fond
of watching sunsets. But she iked even better,afte supper, o see the stars come out,
and to count them un tl they became 100 numerous. What fun 1o look up at them
through the branches of one of the ig trees near the well and henw much larger and
more brillant they scemed there! Luda called them the lamps of the angels. The
moon was the lamp of Our Lady. And the sun? Obyiously the lamp of Our Lord.

*Ilike the lamp of Our Lord best” Francisco would say.
1 don't” returned Jacinta, “It burns and blinds peaple. ke the lamp of Our Lady."

“This dispute seemed destined to go on forever, But in the summer of 114 it had to.
vield to one of those catalyses that sometimes occur in familics, as if some invisible
poison had tumed their happiness to discontent and their peace to anx- icty and
dissension. The agent at work in the Abdbora family was not invisible, o be sure; it
was the wine that Antania drank more and more of with various cronies in those dark
litle roadside tavems that mysteriously survive, in Portugal, even where habitations
are few. The poor man was drinking up not only his flelds and his cate, his self-
respect and his oid age, but also the health and good-humr of his wife and chidren
“Things had come to such a pass that Maria Rosa had o hire herslf out as a domestic
hurse, sometimes for all night, sometimes for days at a streich. She was espedally in
demand when a baby was bom, and sometimes, being, very charitable, she would
bring home three or four it children to care fo while their mother was il It fll to
the older girks, then, to look after the house and to help Manuel in the fields.
Caroline’s ob had been to pasture the small flock of sheep and goats on famil los in
various parts of the Serra. But now she was thirteen, and Maria Rosa dedded that she
ought (0 be able to eam some money sewing and weaving. There was no reason why
Luda could not take over the flock. She was seven yearsoid, and a big gl for her age.

Al the rest (except Lucia) dissented vigorously. Antonio felt that it would be a
disgrace to have so young a child working, and his older daughters agreed. But Maria
Rosa,with her stronger will, prevailed as usual.
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Maria gave the rascal a hug, and packed them all out-of- doors, to play in the
sunshine. They ran through the patio, and down the sloping field behind the house to
the threshing floor. This was a square place paved with conrete on which, for too
many years to remember, the Abboras have shucked the wild bush beans that grow
all about the meadows, and have threshed their wheat with flais such as have been
used in that country for centuris. There is 2 good fragrance there, especially when
someone has trampled a bit of the wild mint that grows among the beans and the
brown grass. The view, ton, is excellen. All down the valey, on the dusty green of the
olive trees, there s a shimmer of silver, save on the darker verdure of pincs, figs or
holm oaks, or an occasional field of maize or cabbage.

A few yards from the threshing floor is an oid and precious well, one of the fow
sources of water i that part of the Serra. It s covered by several heavy slabs of stone,
very con- venient to st on; and there, hour afier hour, in the shade of three olive
trees, the children would lie and tak, or simply gaze at the stubble fields where the
reddish soi, scattered with jagaed rocks and speckled with purple thisies, wild red
roses, twlis of brown grass, and withering bush beans with pods standing upright.
stretched out into a valley where nothing ever looked quite the same twice. It vas
especially beautiful there in the early morning or late ateroon. 1t was heavenly at
night when a cool wind came whisding down under the sta-pricked vastitude of et

‘When the olive trees were shedding their buds, Maria

Rosa was stem in her insistence that the children Iccep away from therm, if they were
going to play about the well. For the buds had a way of getting into the hair, the
blouse or the long skir of Lucia or Jacinta, and then would manage, someho, t0 get
into the well and spoil the water. Henee ifany buds were found on Lucia's clthing at
night, she would get a spanking on general principies—literally, in Portuguese, a
“scraping.” Or next day she would be kept indoors, and would have the additional
pain of hearing Jacinta and Francisco chirp under a window, asking why she did not

From the well, too, they enjoyed secing the new sulight flood the valley in the
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wsually that Lucia would meet the other girls, After their flocks had had a good drink,
they would herd them all together, and drive them to the pasture where they wished
o spend the day.

A favarite place was on some land that Lucia's father owned, about  mile west of the
Lagoa, and more than twice as far from Aljustrel, in a great hallow or bow, whose
fame, the Cova da Iria, suggests that there perhaps a girl saint’s prayers may have
won her the courage to proteet her vitue even at the cost of fife. At all events, there
was something about the place that ahways had a strong appeal for Lucia and her
friends, Under the vault of inefable blue (espe- dally over the northem slope) there
was a various undulat- ing scene. The grayish green of innumerable olive trees was
broken by the darker tinge and thicker foliage of many ever- greens, particulaly of
the holm oak family. The branches of the camasquefa spread widely and gave a fine
shade. The arinbeira was a dwarfed varicty, three to si feet high. In some places the
grass grew long enough to be cut as hay. Much of the sol is reddish clay, and seems
it to prodisce only small wild flowers and thistles; but ts barren look is deceptive,for
when tumed over it packs down and holds moisture even during a long arid summer,
and bears diminu- tive but good potatoes, besides cabbages and com. Lucias father
owned several cultivated patches in the Cova da Iria,

Sometimes they would spend all day there. O they would go, afer funch, 10 3 wild
place to the south called Valinhos. The ground there was cut up into numerous felds
of iegular shape, surrounded by thick stone walls four o sx feehigh, and so strewn.
with rocks, far and wide, that the wonder is that it ever occured t0 anybody to fence
it off for pasturcland. Yet there is much good grass among the jagged rocks, and a5
there are many breaches i the ancient walls, it iscasy to herd the sheep from one lot
0 another; besides, there are some large trees that give a good shade.

From Valinhos the land rises rapidly southward, wall after wall o the top of  rugged
bl called O Cabega, The Head. O the crest of this was an antique windmill (still
there, but shom of ts wings) from which one had a magnificent view in al directions
for many miles. At the very top, on the southem side, runs a rather irregular ledge
from east to west. In one place the crag s hollowed out into a partial cave, which

»
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Lucia was enchanted. It made her fel so grown up to think of being a shepherdess.
Francisco and Jacint, on the other hand, were heartbroken. Now they would have no
e to play with, no one to tel them stories. n vain they besged their mother to et
them go along, with the sheep of the Marios, At ix and four, said Olimpia, they were
much (o0 youns. So Luda, after some preliminary instruction from Caroline and the
rest, went forth alone one morning, with a lang stato prod the dozen or more sheep.
and one or two goats that belonged to her father, and slowly made hes way down the
winding road toward the open fields in the vally.

It was not so very difficult once she got into the meadows,for there she found plenty
of other children who were glad to have her companionship and to nitiate her into
the pastoral mysteris. There are no lush green meadows in this part of Porcugal, and
nothing approaching the richness of the Irish felds, where the sheep are twice as
large. Sil, the Postuguese flocks manage to keep alive and to produce good wool by
straying over a considerable area every day, nibbling the sparse grass even when it
tums brown in midsummer; and when they find a place they lik, they all crowd
together and rema for some time munching in peace. This gives the shepherds
ampie i for games and conversation. Luda was welcomed on this first day by three
gils from a neigh- boring village, whom she knew slighdy: Teresa Matias and her
ster Maria Rosa, and one Maria Justino, Their com- bined flocks were so numerous
that they seemed to spread over the Serra, Luda remembers, ke a cloud.”

It was a great deal of fn, if one had good company, to spend the whole day
wandering about the wild and beautiful countryside. Usualy the young shepherdess
would guide her flock betueeen the stone wall of a lon winding road to where it
crossed the highway from Ourem to Leira, By the roadside lay the shallow and
shuggish waters of what was called the Lagoa, though the children prefered to fame
it the bareir, or mud-hol. It was not quite as bad as that, for not only did péasants
come from miles around o water their sheep, burros and oxen, but the women from
several hamlets would bring their laundry there, and almost any day three or four of
them could be seen standing up to their knees fn the sil water, thei skirts tied up
about their waists, scrubbing on a fiat rock or board, while their smal children ran
naked on the mudy shore o splashed at the shallow edge of the pond. It was here

5





OEBPS/images/picture32.jpg
for it was well made and had a picture of Our Lady embroidered upon it in biight
colore. It passed from hand to hand, amid ex- damations. Then, mysteriously, it
vanished. When at length someone discovered it in the pocket of a certain boy, he
- sisted that it was i, and struggled to keep it Frandsco was steong enough to
take it from him by forcé. Instead, he shrugged. Keep it, then. What does a
handkerchief matter tome?”

“This indifference was his chief defect, in Luda’s opinion, and was probably the
reason why other children did not care much to play with him. Lucia sometimes
found it 5o irritating that she would tell him 1o sit on a stone and keep quiet.
Frandsco would obey without a word. What did he care? He could always entertain
himself. Usually he would take his fife from his pocket and begin to play softly on
it

He had no real desire to be a shepherd. it was Jacinta who wanted to do everything
that Lucia did. Yet Frandsco loved his litlesister more than he did his brother Jodo,
And because he preferred her company, he used 1o second her pleadings with a
persistence forcign to his nature, tmiil Olimpia sharply told him to hold his peace.

“It doesn't matter, Mother,” h said quiedy. It wasJacinta who wanted o o

A very different person was the capricious and wilful Jadnta, o much so, adds
Luca, that 1o one wuld ever have suspected they were brother and sister, had
they ot resembled each other so noticeably, with their dark brown eyes, thir well-
spaced features, their firm comely mouths, the curve of their checks. But in
temperament, no. The de? sires of Frandsco were fow and easy 1o satisfy. Jadnta
wanted everything, and with a passionate insistence, When she made up her mind
to'be a shepherdesa with Luds, she gave her mother no rest, Yet Olimpia; too, was a
strong woman.

Jacintas dearest ambition was to make her Fist Communion. If Luda had reccived
at six, why not she? When' ever there was a new Communion dass, the older girl
wwould go with her sister Mari to receive again and to renew her devotion to the

3
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CHAPTER 11l

Francisco and Jacinta were usually waiting for her at twi-light when she drove the
sheep into the dusty patio at Afjustrel, The bay was unconcerned, but the lide girl
wauld run to meet her, bringing all the news. Every night it was the same. She had
asked her mother again to let her tend sheep with Lucia, and. her mother had
refused. Jacinta took this very much to heart. I the evening happened to be misty or
cloudy, she was pensive to the verge of tears. “The angels aren't going to light their
lamps tonight,” she would say. " And Our Lady’s lamp hasn't any oil i it.”

While she and Lucia inclosed the sheep for the night, Francisco would sit on a stone
i front of the Abobora cottage, and play  tune on his pifir o, little wooden fife
that he treasurecl. Then he would follow them to the thresh- ing floor near the well,
and watch with them un Gl the stars began to come out But he was never as
enthusiastc about this as he was about the rising and the setting of the sun. “No
lamp is as beautiful as Our Lord'!” he would insist, and any manifestation of the
power of that lamp delighted him beyond measure. The glint of sunlight on drops
of dew o on the gilded surface of a pond, the ruddy glare of late aftemoon on the
windows of houses n a neighboring vil-lage—anything of this sort was enough to
make him cheerful for the rest of the day. How did it happen that this ltde peasant,
whose parents could not read or write, invariably saw in the sun (like Saint
Athanasius and Saint Patrile centuries before) a symbol of the Word of God
redeeming the human race?

Considering his age there was a great deal of the detach- ment and serenity of the
Saints i Francisco. With all his courage and fortitude, he was peaceful and gentle
by nature, and scemed to have a precocious sense of how litle the mere fings of
this world amount to. He would not put himself to the trouble of Gighting even for
what belonged to him. If another boy grabbed his winnings in a game, he would
say, “Do you taink | care? Keep it

One day he went o Luda's house and showe her and some other children a new
handkerchief that had been given him. He was very proud of this, and with reason,
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“Because He s hidden.”
“Fam going o ask my mother t et me g0 to Commurion, oo!”
"The Prir won'tlet you tll you are ten”

“But you aren't ten, and you goto Communion.”

“Bocause T knew al the docrine and you dort know it

“Thus Luda became the teaches of a very apt pupil, who was ot content to leam by
rote, but wanted to know the reason for every thing,

“How can so many people at the same time receive the ltte hidden Jests?” she
wauld ask. “And how can there be a picce for cach one?”

“Dorvt you see that there are many Hosts, and that the lttle One is in each one?”
And Lucia tried to explain the mystery of the multiplication of the body of Him
who had multipled the loaves and fishes, and had made al things. 1t was not long,
however, before she carne to the end of her knowledge, and began to repeat herselt

"Teach us more things," Jacinta would say, encouragingly, “for we know all these:
things now.”

Jacinta managed to persuade her mother that she knes enough catechism to be
examined by the Prior, and Senora Olimpia fialy took her o the church,

Father Pena asked her a great many questions. At the end he looked grave and said
he feared the child was 100 young; besides, she did not know enough doctrine.

Poor Jacinta! Horw she grieved! Yet it was not her nature o brood aver past defeats

when there were other victories 1 be gained; and if life brought her some
disappointments, they were soon forgotten. One day she ran to Luria's house with

»





OEBPS/images/picture33.jpg
Fidden Jesis. On one such ocasion they ook Jacita along. She was enchanted
with everything, mos of all it the tiny girls who, atired as anls, iy show-
erd the Sacrd Fost it flvers,

The next time they were in the meadows, she made a garland and placed it on
Lucia's head.

“Why do you do that,Jadnta?”
“1.do as the angels do. | give you flowers

Jacinta seemed to have reached the pinnacle of happiness when she was given
place at last amon the “angels" in a Carpus Christ procession. Yet when Luda and
the other girls cast thes offerings at the Host, she was scen to stand stll, staring at
Father Pena,

“Jacinta,” asked Maria afterwards, “why didn't you throw the flowers at Jesis?”
“Bocause | didnt see Him.”

“You should have done as Lucia did

Jacinta said afterwards to Lucia

“Then you saw the lt Jests?”

“No. But dorit you know that the litte Jests of the Host Whom we never sce is
hidden, and that we receive Him in Communion?”

“And wehen you receive Communion do you talk with Him?"
“alk

“And why don't you see Him?"





OEBPS/images/picture30.jpg
*Look here? she s toher daughter. “They sy you've seen | donftknow what! What
wasityou saw?”

1 don't know, replied Lucia. It looked like somebody wrapped up in a sheet. There
were no eyes or hands on it

Sill girls' nonsense!” Maria Rosa made a gesture of dis- gust

Afte some time, and at the very same place, the same thing happened again. In fact it
happened a third time dur Op. . p. 45.

Senhora Maria da Freitas, a Portuguese writer and daughter of 1 famous editor of O
Secul, told me i the summer of 1946 that long before she had heard anything about
the apparitions at Fitima, a woman of the district repeated (0 her an apparently

bsurd tale brought home by her daughter, who said she and some others had scen a
‘white man without any head floating n the air.” ing the summer of 1915, 35 nearly as
Luda can establish the date. Maria Rosa, hearing the gossip, was  litde more in-
sistent in her questioning,

“Now let us seel What was it you say you saw over there?” *1 don't know, Mother, |
don't know what it was." Neighbors began to twit Luda about the apparition, and to
exchange knowing or pitying glances when she passed. Her older sisters thought it
had something to do with the abstraction they had noticed in her since the day of her
First Communion, and often, when she scemed to be day-dreaming, one of them
would say:

“What's the matter, Luda? Have you seen somebody wrapped up in asheet?”

Luda said nothing, What was the use of taking, when she didn't understand it
herself?

Luda herselftlls about these apparitions in hr second Memair, p. o, witten in 1937,
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many times they met there on their way (o the Serra!

“There was no one ele at Cova da Iria, and she knelt alone by the plucked tree. Here
five times she had scen the Mother of God; here t0o she had seen Christ and Saint
Joseph. et except fo the meagre chapel it was stllalmost a wildemess of undulating
moors, too far and inaccessible ever 1o be of much interest (o dvilzed communities.
“The heat was wither- ing, the sky 3 vast glare of blue. How huge and uninbabited the
world could be!

“1am the Lady of the Rosary. . Do you suffer a great deal? Don't b discouraged. |
will never forsake you.”

O the way home Lucia stopped at Fitima fo say a last prayer in Saint Anthony's
Church, where she had been bap- tized, where she had received her first
Communion, were she had spent so many hours alone with the hidden Chist. She
<aid goodby to Saint Quiteri, o Saint Anthony. As she let the bel n the tower was
beginning o ring the Angelus. “Behold the handmaid of the Lord: let it be done
according to Thy word."

She crossed the road to the cemetery and knelt by the mount that showed where
Francisco lay. The sun was already low in the west, and the od wall cast a cool
shadow on the grave and on the kneeling girl

Goodby, Francisco; take care of me in heaven.”

On the way down the Street of Aljustel she stapped to say goodby to her inele and
aunt.It was a sad moment,for these had been two terrible years for Ti Marto and Ti
Olimpia. Not only had Francisco and Jacinta lft them, but Florinda had died in 1920
and Teresa in 1021, Yes, Jacinta had been right again. Four children dead in
Something like twenty- three months! It was a high price that Olimpia paid to be
come a strong woman.

Afer a brif prayer in the room where Francisco had died, Lucia went home, wiping
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the tears from her eyes, and found her mother preparing the supper. They were to
start before dawn for Leiria, said Maria Rosa, for no one must know they were g
besides, it would be a long joumey o Porto. Manuel Carreira was coming to drive
them there with his team.

Lusda slipped out to the well for a st look at the sky through the leaves of the fig
trees. It was a serene and beaudi- ful night, jeweled with stars. The lamps of the
angels, she could hear Jadnta saying,

Maria Rosa was calling her to supper.

Afterwards she went to the corral, where two or three sheep remained afer the flock
had been sold. “Goodby, my it friends,” she said, pating their woolly heads, and
went back to the hous. She Temembered the rope girdle that Jacinta had given her
before going to the hospital, and bumed it. Now it was time for bed.

Her mother called her at two ofelock in the moming. Ti Carreira was already waiting
outsde with the cart. The moon had risen, paling the stars and making the Serra
wonderfully alive and mysterious. The lamp of Our Lady, Jacinta had called it.
Goodby, goodby! They were soon on the road lead- ing westward through Chainca
and Santocico to Leira

‘When they carne o Cova da ria Lucia said,“Let us stop here and say the Rosary.”

“The three got out of the cart, and went down to the chapel. There was an ol lamp
burning in it at the feet of the statue. There they knelt and said the five decades.
“Dion't be dis- couraged. 1 ill never forsake you.” But Lucia wept again as she looked
forthe last time at the azinheira, plinly gleaming in the ceie light o the moon.

It was time 1o go, for they had a ride of nine hours ahead. By dawn they were far
beyond Batalha, between the pines and the alive groves. At eleven o'clock they were
at Leiria, where they were met by a lady sent by the Bishop.
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f he had been able to make up his own mind. But what was he to think? Two of the
chief witnesses were dead. Lucia always made a bad first impression on anyone wha
met her, for did she ever try (o be ingratiating. When all was said, the story was
strange and appeared to be improbable.

One thing scemed evident: something had to be done about Lucia Absbora, the solé
center of the cantroversy and the solé witness since the death of Jacinta, There was
o doubt that such a il almost untaught, stood in danger from the possible
violence of scctaries who decried the apparitions and from the certain flateery of
devotees inclined to canonize her. It scemed best to have her leave the Serra for a
cansiderable period. If the affai of Fitima had been due to any delusion or deceit on
her part, her absence ought gradually to put an end to it If, o the other hand, the
story was true, devotion would doubtless continué, and a just decision could be
made. After further inquines and much reflction, and more than one conversation
with Lucia and other memebers of her family, the Bishop asked Maria Rosa to visit
hin and to bring her daughter on the feast of Saint Anthony, June 13, 1921

When they had chatted for a while, Dom osé asked the child how she would like to
leave Aljustrel and attend a good school. Lucia looked pleased. To be rid of all the
questions and controversies, to be able to forget her grief and loneliness in new
surroundings, o leam to read and write well to travel—why not? Maria Rosa was
even more favorably impressed. The continual strain of having such 3 daughter, even
aftr the proofof the apparitions, had been almost more than she could bear. She was
always wondering what was going 1o happen next. Her hearty acquiescence, so un-
fatering to her daughter, may have startled His Lardship a ltte, but it also pleased
him. He said that Luda could enter a school of the Sisters of Saint Dorthy near
Porto, and that she had better leave in a few days.

“Yes, Senhor Bispo"
*And you il tell no one where you are going’ he added in his quict voice.

“Yes, Senhor Bispo’

n
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“Inthe schoolwhere you are oing you will ell 0 one who you are”
“Ves S Bipo”
“Vouwill sy nothing more to anyone sbout the ppari-tonsof Fitima.”
“Ves, Senbor Bispo*

O jbe way back to Aljustrel, Luda and her mother passed groups of people retuming
from the pilgrimage at Cova da Iria singing, Ave, Ave Ave Maral

Her few preparations were soon made, and she spent her last day, June 18, in a series
of farewellvists. She climbed the slope of Cabeso for a lst look at the valley where
she had first seen the Angel; and going (o the cave, she prostrated herself on the
ground beside the rock where he had knel, and said the prayers he had taugh her

“0 my God, 1 believe, | adore, | hope and | love You. ... “Most Holy Trinity, Father,
Son, Holy Spirit, 1 adore You profoundly. ..~

Luda climbed over the rocks and went down the other slope to Valinhos, There at the
break of the wall under the olive trees was what was lef of the azinheira where she
had seen Our Lady on August 19, 1917. Pious hands had raised a cirde of ild stones
around it,to the hdght of about two feet Usually there are some daisies there, left by
children, and sometimes a vinén or two, Luda knel and poured ou her gief and her
ove, It was not easy o leave these places! It would not have been casy evenf she had
had no memories but those of her games and conversations with Frandsco and
Jadnia.

“You will have much to suffe. But the grace of God will be your comfort,

She went down the road between the high wals 1o the Lagoa. Perhaps there were
women washing there, men water- ing cattle on the other side; but Lucia saw
Francisco and Jacinta, bending over to drink the brackish water of the barreiro. How
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mother scooped her up in her strong arms, for it was late, and carried her the rest of
the way.

“There was no ned of such haste. Some of the visiting priests rom distant places had
ot yet arrived, and the Missa Cantata did ot start for quite a while. This gave Lucia
an opportunity to kneel once more before the statue of Our Lady of the Rosary and
cary out her mother's instructions,

“Make me a saintt” she whispered. “Please ask Our Lord to make me a saint”

Again she thought she saw the sad face relax nto a smile of encouragement. She was
ot the first to report such an experience before a statue or a picture; there was little
Saint Théreése of lisieux, for example, among others. Nor does Luda attach to0 much
significance to what theologians con- sider the least reiable sort of locution. I donit
Know whether the fats | have witten about m First Communion were a reality, or
litde girf’ llusion,” she wrote modestly when her bishap commanded her to commit
al her spiritual ad- ventures to paper. "All 1 know is that they had a great nfluence in
iting me to God all my life” She remained so long gazing at the smiling Madonna
that her sisters had to come and take her away. The procession was already forming.

Lucia was the youngest and smallst of the four long fils of children, two of girs and
w0 of boys; and she was the frs to receive. When the priest placed the white Host
on her tongue, she e, in her own words, an unalterable serenity and peace.” During
all the remainder of the Mass she kept saying in her heart, over and over, “Lord, make
me a saint! Keep my heart always puré,for You alone” And she distinctly heard Him
say within her, “The grace that | grant thee today will remain Hving in thy soul,
producing fruis of ctemal lfe”

It was afternoon when the Missa Cantata ended, for the sermon was long, and it ook
some time for the children to renew their baptismal vows. When they were finally
released, they trooped out of the church and separated into il groups, shouting,
talking, running, some munching on pieces of bread their mothers had brought.
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Lucia hung her head
Everybody heard you.”

Sence.

“They Heard everything excep the as thing you ssid o th priest.”
Luda scuffo resoluely sl

“What was the st ting you s to him?*asked her mother,

No reply! Maria Rosa persisted all the way home, but she never leamed the secret.
Lucia was always  reticent child. As soon as she saw that anyone was trying to make
her talk, she would take refuge n a sullen silence that could be very exasperating

“That night her sisters worked ate to get her ready for the great event of her life
There was a new white dress to be fitted, a garland of flowers to be woven to crown
her dark hair. And when at last they lt her go to bed, she was un- able to sieep,
thinking of all that had happened and all that was going to happen. What if nobody
woke her for Mass next moming? Every hour she got up to see what time it was. It
scemed as if the dawn would never come.

At last it did, however, and Marka carne to cali her. No doub she gae the usual
caution ot 1o take a drink, or eat anything, for one must fast_before Holy
Communion. She made the final adjustments of the white dress and the gar- land.
Then she presented Lucia to her parents,teling her that she must bes their pardon
for her sins, kis their hands, and ask thei blessing, The litle girl obeyed, and they
blessed her.

“And mind you don't forget to ask Our Lady to make you a saintT added Maria Rosa,

“The family set out for the church, When Lucia could not keep up with the others her

1





OEBPS/images/picture208.jpg
Alter four years of this life of study, work and prayer at Forto and other convent
schools of the order, Lucia was a well-bred sef-contained youn, woman of eighteen,
“The time was coming when she must make up her mind what to do with the rest of
her lfe. She had no desire o go back to the world. Perhaps it was her love for Litcle
Saint Thérése tha made her think of becoming a discalced Carmelit. But the Mother
Superior discouraged this. She had had every oppor- tunity to study Lucia during
those four years. "You are not strong enough for such austerites, child,” she said. “If
you really have 3 vocation, it would be better to choose some order with a simpler
Fule.” Lucia accepted this with her usual humiliy as the decision of God, and after
some further thought asked o be admitted to the Institute of the Sisters of Saint
Dorothy

“Why do you wish to be  sister of Ssint Dorothy?” the Mother Provincial asked.
“So that 1 shall be more fre to go ta the chapel and pray.

“The Mother Provincial made her wait another year. At the end of that time, finding
her of the same mind, she accepted her as a postulant. This was in 1925, at the
canvent in Tuy, just actoss the Spanish border, It was the year of the canonization of
Litle S Thérese of Lisieux

A year later, on November a, 1926, Lucia became a novice. During the following year,
1937, she had two visions in which Christ HimselFappeared 10 her, confirming the re-
quests of His Mother conceming the devotion to her Im- maculate Heart, and giving
her permission to reveal certin things, but not of course the Last Secret of the July
apparition. On November 3, 1028, she took her first vows as a lay siser. It was not
il six years later, on October 3, 1934, that she made these perpetual

Lucia's mother, two of her sisters, same cousins and a woman friend traveled all the
way from Aljustrl to be pres- ent on that occasion. It was the firt. time she had seen
Maria Rosa in thirteen years. Three times the good woman had written to ask what
she wanted as a present on her profession day. The third time Lucia had answered,
*Some flowers and some bees." So Maria Rosa brought a large bunch of flowers,
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Lucia remained kneeling in the blue and rosy light that carne through the staned-
slass windows, Her mother was alarmed, thinking she must be wea from hunger,
and dragged her away. But when they got home the child could hardly eat. She was
surfeted with the Bread of Angels, and she fel a i no other food would ever attract
r satify her. For  long time after that people notced tht she scemed sbsorbed,
abstracted, almost dazed.

CHAPTER I

When Lucia's second teeth began ta come in, it was evi- dent that nature was not
preparing her to be *Miss Porugal” For they were large, projecting and irregular,
causing the upper lip to protrude and the heavy lower one to hang, while the tip of
her snub nose tumed up more than ever, Sometimes in repose her swarthy face
suggested a nature that could be sulle, stubbom and defiant, if not perverse. But the
appearance vas deceptive, for imder the simulus of any emotion, the light brown
eyes could flash or twinkle, and the litde dimples that creased her cheeks when she
smiled contributed to an expression quite charming. Her voice was, and still i, ather
high and thin. Older persons often found her too silent and reserved, though quick
enough to obey and to help with her strong, stubby hands. Younger chil- dren,
howener, were strongly attracted to her, perhaps be- cause she felt at case with them
and loved to tellthem stories by the hour. She had a gift fo narration, with a sense of
humor and pathos, and under the awkward exterio the in- stinct of the lide ones
discovered a sound intelligence and a warm and motherly heart

Among those most devoted to her were two of her numer- ous cousin, Francisco and
Jacinta (or Hyacinthe) Marto. At first Lucia used to avoid them; in fact she found
them rather iresome and troublesame. As they grew older they began to interest her,
and in time there was a perpetual running back and forch between her house and
theirs. They were the two youngest children of her father’ sster, Olimpia of Jests,
and her second husband, Manuel Pedro Marto,

Lucia was fond of her inele and aunt. Ti Olimpia had had two ehildren by her first
husband, José Femdandes Rosa; and by Ti Masto, whom she had married in 1897
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smelling of the Serra, and a honeycomb full of bees, no doub carefully inclosed. Was
there some symbolism in this, or was Sister Maria of the Sortows human enough to
ease her mother a litte for those scoldings and spankings of oher days Perhaps she
merely wanted o spare her an expense she knew she could not aford.

Since 1934 Sister Dores Cas she is commonly addressed in the clojster) has performed
her humble duties in various convenis of the order. She is often heard singing sofly
0 her- self as she scrubs floors, waits on table, or peels potatoes. But she is most
happy in the hours she spends before the Blessed Sacrament. She does not need
images to arouse her devotion. She usually kneels with her head bowed, her hands
pen and crossed upon her breast. Thus she remains sometimes for hours, sometimes
all igh ifpermitied.

One day she and another lay sister were walking from the convent at Tuy in Spain
acros the intemational bridge to do some shopping at Valenga, which i in Portugal,
At the Portuguese end of the bridge they met three ladies who stopped them and
said, “Aren't you Sisters of Saint Darothy? From the convent of Tuy? Oh, honw nice!
We are going there. We hear that Lucia is there—the one who saw Our Lady at
Fitimar™

“The two Dorotheans looked at each ocher.

165 rue that she s in Spain, isn' ie?”

“Oh, no, Senhora, | don't think so." said Sister Maria ‘I fact I'm quite sure she is in
Portugal now.”

“Ohrr

‘When the ladies had gone on, Sister Maria das Dores chuckled very much as the three
children had when they tumbled over a wallin 1917 to escape from questioners.

Just when her silence about her past and Fiima was broken has not been revealed
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alar. At the Iet in front of the church, stands another which undoubtedly,from her
own account, had a strong influence pon the mind of Luca. It is one of Our Lady of
the Rosary, ciad in a rimson gown and a blue mande omamented with gold. holding
i her arms a rather unhappy looking Child. Her own face is uncommonly serious,in
Fact almost severe and reproving, while the glance of her light brown eyes is arresing
and pierdng. I one hand she holds a rosary of fieen decades. Below her there is
Statue of the girl martyr Saint Quiteria,in a pink robe spangled vith stars and a blue
cincture, Here Lucia s a child often knelt to pray.

Near the altar of the Sacred Heart now stands a statue of Our Lady of Fitima. Her
dark brown eyes look over the right shoulder of the beholder with a soft and
appealing affection her robes are palé biue. But this was not diere in 1917

On the right hand side of the church is a sriking Crucifixion. The Christus is very
short and stocky, like a Portu- guese of the mountains, and is spattered with vivid
blood from head to feet. Above is an unusual piture of Our Lady of Mount Carmel,
“The Child in her arms has 2 scapular in cach hand, and both are gazing out over a
visién of hel, into whose flames are falling naked souls of the damned; while others
stand in peri, gazing sadly away from the Mother and Infant, though on one side a
youth i being plucked from the pit by an angel, and on another a young girlissaved.

On Sundays and easts the church would be illed with people fom the vilages of the
Sera da Aire, and the open feds round about would be fll of family roups, with
theie earthenware water jugs and lunchbskets, heir burros, mules and carts of
various srts. From his house behind the church, with many a genial word, the parish
prist would pass. The bll in the steeple would fing isclear tones for s through
the clean sunay air. The women would crowd o the benches near the sanctuary,
while mest of the mer and boys,save those few who might be going (o Communion,
would stand in the rer, and then the Mass would begin

It was customary for children at that time to prepare to receive their fist Holy
Communion at the age of about nine or ten. It was in 1910, when Lucia was three
years oid,that Pope Pus X reminded the world of Christ's command, *Suffer the ltdle
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abrilliant, pupil.

During the four years she never revealed her identity. She never mentioned Fatima;
ot even 10 her mother, who visted her wice, once at Porto and once at the convent
of the order in Braga. Not once in all that time did any of the nuns or students
suspect who or what she was. The wise Mother Superior had taken good care to
carey out the Bishop's in-structions. She understood perfecdy why it had to be so.If
the apparitions tumed out to be illusory Cso she explained later) Luda would
gradually forget them, and it was better so. If they were real, she would never
forget and no harm would be done; but she would escape the danger of leaming
false pride through flattery ntil she had attained a cerlain degree of maturity. The
younggirl herself came to understand the necessity of his. She began to think of
hersef naturally as Maria das Dores. At moments it seemed as if Lucia Abébora had
been only a girl she had dreamed sbout. If now and then some joumalist,
investigating the phenom- ena of Fatima, traced a clue to the convent door, the
portress would answer calmly, “No, there is no one here called Lucia.” The Abdbora
il forall practical purposes, was dead.

Yet there were compensations in this fanely existence, To the casual eye the Asilo de
Vilar was a plain buiding on a hilly Street in a ather dingy part of the town, with a
rab seminary on one side,a factory on the other, and a cemetery near by. I was very
ifferent when one had passed through the quiet building and ascended the hill on
the other side to the gardens that lay hidden, like all the secrets of the great King,
from vulgar prying eyes. Surely Saint Dorothy, patsén of horticultura, must be well
pleased with those six gardens, flamboyant and fragrant with rare and gorgeous
flowers of eery color and description.

There was a wonderful view also from the upper windows of the house or from 3
nearby hill. One could see the River Douro coting like a great fia slver snake as it
finished its long course from the mountains of Spain 1o the harbor of Porto, where
ships of all nations carne and went. It was thiilling to glimpse the pine forest of
Cavaco far away, and beyond the long yellow tongue of beach that defined the
harbor, the sunlight on the vast and blue Atlantic. The ocean ahways reminded her of
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her that she was worth all of her daughters put together. Per- haps that was an
exaggeration, but she was not displeased

Maria Rosa was one o the few people i Aljustrel wha could read. I don t know why
people like to gad about from house to house,”she used to say. “All | want i to stay
home quiedy and read. These books are very interesting, And the lives of the sints—
que belezal” Most of her books, in fact, were pious ones. During the hours of the siesta
i the summer and on winter evenings she enjoyed teaching catechism not only to
Lucia but to other children of the neighborhood. In Lent she would read accounts of
the Passion of our Lord and books about the need of prayer and penance. After
supper, when Antonio and his son Manuel had come from the felds, and the candles
brightened the glow from the hearth, the older girls and their father liked to repeat
oid stories of giants, bewitched castle, enchanted princesses. Lucia, of course, found
these delightful. But her mother would always seize the opportunity, in between the
profane chronicles,t tell something more edifying.

On Sundays Maria Rosa and her daughters—and some- times Antonio—sould hear
Mass a the vilage church of Fitima. This has been gready altered and in part rebuil.
since 19x7. The floor of wide boards is halved by a tled walk that runs from the main
door halfway to the altar; then, under a Romin arch, there i  lf n the floor where
the oid church begins. The wals are tiled in bright blue, white and yellow, from the
floor to 3 height of some sx feet, On each side there is a confessional, and toward the
front of the church there is a third movable one for emergencies. Instead of pews,
there are lang rough unstable wooden benches. The bluish green ceiling is high
enough to give an impression of digaity and solemnity, i not of grandeur; the dome
oxer the small main alar is decp szure and studded with stars

Some of the statues are extraordinarily lifeike. There is one of Saint Anthony, for
whom the church is named, in  glass case for greater protection. Saint Francis stands
near by, his brown habit somewhat incongruously embroidered with gold, to suggest,
o doubt, his glorifcation in Heaven; and the Chid Jesis in his arms has a lovely
expressian in is eyes, which ollow the beholder about n a way that must have made
quite an impression upon Lucia and other chil- dren. This is at the ight of the main
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“he grandeur and the power of God.”

Convent routine, which seems so_ oppressive (o people of the world, becomes
delightful and satisying to those who accept it feely. Lucia leamed t© love the order
and regularity of i, the freedom from the pety frictions and worries of family lfe, the
sense of living only n the present, and leaving the past and the future i the hands of
God. She came to love the good women who toiled so cheerfully and unsel- ishly so
that she might have an education, far from the prying questions of pilgrims and the
small daily vexations of Maria Rosa. Yes, they had faults, there, too; but their efect
was lessened by prayer, and by the firm tact ofa good superior

Here in these cloisters there was peace. Luca began to be glad that the Bishop had
sent her there

The sisters on their pa soon discovered, what many others remarked, that first
impressions of Lucia were decepive, perhaps because her humilty kept her from
trying to make a favorable impression. As die Bishop had said, her simpliciy was by
10 means that of a simpleton. They came to respect and love her ready obedience,
her unselfish willingness to sacrifice her own convenience for others at all times, her
extraordinary devotion to God. More than most gils of her age, she seemed
constandy aware of His presence no matter what she was doing, and when she had
leisure moments she iked to spend them in the chapel rather than playing or alking.
She read and reread the Portuguese translation of “LHisioie due dme,” the
autoblography of ltde Saint Thérdse of Lisieus, who was beatified n 1023, Lucia’s own
experiences helped her to understand the dsie for suffering reflected in many such
passages as this: "My heart thrils at the thought of the frightful tortures Christians
are to suffer at the time of the Antichrist, and I long to undergo them all. Open, O
Jesis,the Book of Life,in which are written the decds of Thy Saints:allthe deeds told
i that book | long to have accomplished for Thee.” Yet Lucia,like the Little Flower,
realized that her vocation was not martyrdom, but love. Her other favorite saint was
the young Jesuit John Berchmans, who had given so perfect an example of the virtue
of obedience,of small daily duties heroically performed. I like these two saints,” she
said, “because | can imitate them.”
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“The Jesuit persisted. He was a gende and humble man, but determined; and to the
intense joy of Lucia,the Prior inally yielded. Now she must go to the sacrament of
pen- ance, 5o that she could offer @ spodess heart and consdence to the divine Guest
who was coming next day.

It was at the movable confessional, which had been placed near the sacristy door, that
Father Cruz heard her first con- fession. What  blessing! The famous Jesuit preacher
was believed by many in Portugal to be a sant; and he could hardly have talked even
with a small child without communi- ating some of his fervent love o God. He was
all man of fifty, much bent from study and austerites. When Lucia had finished
telling her peccadiles, she heard him say in a low vo

“My daughter, your soul s the templ o the Holy Spiit. Keep it always puré, so that
He can carry on His divine action i it

She promised, and said her act of contrition. She asked Our Lady t0 help her receive:
the Body and Blood of her Son worthily on the next day. Then she arése, and retumed
o her mother

Maria Rosa looked embarrassed and out of sorts, and the women about her, for some
reason or other, were laughing and whispering. But Lucia paid ltle attention to this;
she was thinking only of what the priest had said. She knel at the rail before the
statue of Our Lady of the Rosary, looked up at the sad face with the searching, cyes,
and said o her:

“Please keep my poor heart for God."

And it seemed to me;” she wrote years later, “that she smiled, and
and gesture told me she would”

aindly look

Maria Rosa was waiting for her. “Don't you know,” she demanded as they started
down the road to Aljustrel, “that your confession is a secret, and must be made in o
low voice?”
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Three hours later Luda boarded a tain for Alfarelos, thence (o Porto. Maria Rosa
watched her depart, the tears coursing down her heavy cheeks. “Goodby, goodby."
“The train started noisiy.

Luda Abbora had disappeared from Fitima and from all the world she had known
To all appearances the Fitima cpisode was ended.

CHAPTER XVIII

Mass was being said when Lucia and her guide arrved early next moming at the Aslo
of the Sisters of Saint Doro- thy a Vilar asuburb of Porto, and she was taken at once
o the chapel. She was glad to be able to receive Holy Communion and to compose
herself a ltle ater 2 night of travel. The vaulted gothic roof with it ceiling of blue,
spangled with gold stars, somehow made her fel more at home: it was ike the one
over the altar at Fitima. The Mass over,she fol- lowed the portress 10 the sacristy,
where she was presened to the Mother Superior and to the Chaplain.

Reverend Mother was not favorably impressed by the tired girl of fourteen who stared
at her rather sullenly from under dark brows, and scemed to have a fixed pout on her
heavy, half-pared ips. She had refused to take her at frst,telling the Bishop frankly
that she wanted no simpletons in her hause, because she did not want to make
simpletons of the other pupils. “Yes, she is simple,” Dom José had sid, "but I don't
think you will find her asimpleton, and [ wish you would take her for a while.” As she
ooked at the girl herself, Reverend Mother began to wonder if she should not have
been firmer with her oid frend, the former professor at the Seminary of Porto. But
having given her word, she proceeded to carry out allhis wishes.

‘When they ask you your fame,” she said, “you will reply, ‘Cali me Maria of the
Sorrows.'*

“Yes, Reverend Mother”

“When they ask you shere you are from, you will say, 1 am from near Lisbos.
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ones to come to me, and forbid them riot” Possibly Marla Rosa had heard of this
dectee, It seems clear that she resolved, when her youngest daughier was only six,
that the time had come for her to receive the hidden esis of the Blssed Sacrament:
and aided by Caroline, who was then eleven and had received, she drilled her in the
questions and answers of the penny catechism. When at ast she fet that her pupil
was ready for an examination she took her o the church,

“The Prior received them with kindness, and then, siting in a chair on a platform in
the sacristy, began (© ask the child questions. “Who made the world?” "How many
gods are there?” “What is man?” “Why did God make us?" “What must we do (o be
saved?” And so on through the lstthat all Catholic children study.

it scemed to Lucia and her mother that she had not done badly. Yer afer a lirde
reflection the good priest decided that she was 00 young, and had better wait for
another year.

It s the very day before the First Communion. They had never expected such a
crushing blow. Almost stunned by disappointment, they went from the sacristy to
e of the benches i the church, and sat with heads bowed, think- ing, Lucia began
t050b.

It happened that a Jesuit missionary from Lisboa, Father Cruz, had been preaching a
tiduum at Saint Anthony's to prepare for this First Communion, and was helping
Father Pena to hear the many confessions. As he passed through the church, he saw
the lide gil in distress and stopped to ask what was the trouble. On hearing the
story he testet her with questions from the catechism, and then took her back to the
Prior in the sacristy.

“This child knows her doctrine better than many of the others who are going to
receive, he said

“But she is only six years oid” b jected Father Pena,
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“Yes, Reverend Mother."

‘As for what happened at Fitima, never again mention it to anyone, either by
question or by answer.”

“Yes, Reverend Mother.

Not to anyane. Do you understand?”
“Tes, Reverend Mother.”

“Tou will not go to walk with the other girls, but you will not say why you do not
89, Do you understand, my dear?"

Tes, Reverend Mother.”
“Thatis al

The new student was shown her room and given a uniform of black and white
checked gingham such as the others wore. So she was to be called Maria of the
‘Sorrows. She would have preferred Maria of Jests, since she had been christened
Luda of Jests. But patience! “Tou shall have much to suffer." This was only the
beginning.

For the next four years Maria of the Sorrows led the quiet and ordered life of an
average convent boarding school student. Every day afte carly Mass there would
be a succession of dasses, recreation, mamual work, prayers; manners to leam,
themes to write, head-splitting dedensions and conjugations to memorize, litde
specches to be made. As the months passed she leamed sewing, embroidering,
typewriting, cooking, wait- ing on table, scrubbing floars, polishing brass and
silver. Doubess there were many blunders and heartaches at frst before she was
able to adapt herself to. routine so different from that of Aljustrel But after a while
the sense of haste and stran left her, and she became a faithful and cbedient, f not
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I was nevitable that a man of his natural digaiy should be something of  personage
hroughout he Serra da Aire. saw him rie o gree the disinguished Archbishop of
Evora with great respec but no seriity; and they spoke together like those who
know that as men they are equals. Ror was there ever any doubt 3s to who was
maste in the Marto home. “People always sid there wos pesce in this house” he
remarked, “and 50 there was,because | saw 10 t A1 had t0 do was speak, and my
bays would keep quict They knew that i they didn' they'd et  lmbsting.*But that
wasn' necessary. Just because a burro gives  kick,you don't hav 1o cut his eg off
fightavay”

Francisco was very much like his father, He was a hand- some child with fine steady
eyes and regular features, and was generally amiable, considérate and obedient Yet
his father is proud of the fact that he had the animal spiits of a normal boy, and now
and then had to be taken in hand, as on a cerain evening when he decided not o say
his prayers. He was never afaid of anythin, either. He would g0 out boldly on the
darkest or foggiest night when others of his age would shrink from the vast unknowr
of the Serra, Or he would catch wild rabbits o foxes, and make petsof them. He liked
to pick up snakes and lizards on the end of his stick, and thrust them in 3 pool of
water to make them drink, or wateh them wigale away. “What a man he would have
beent" Ti Marto says from time to time,with a sigh. And Olimpia, with shining eyes,
agrees.

Jacinta, two years younger than her brother, had the same fine and even features; but
the straigh fine of her brows, cidse above her clear and well spaced eyes, suggested a
better intelligence. She was as quick and blithe as 3 bird, always running or jumping
or dancing, Pethaps it was because she had affectionate parents that she gave the
impression of being made up wholly of affection—so long as she got what she
wanted. For Jacinta had been spoiled a litte, (00, s the baby of a large family, and
she could pout or sulk on slight provocation. This was one reason why Lucia found
her annoy- ing when she firs began to play with her in 1914 Sul, Jacinta was only

T " i the Portuguese cquivalent. This s one of Mar- to's reminiscences

Lampada
recorded n the excelent book by Father De Marchi p. 34

2





OEBPS/images/picture20.jpg
(when she was twenty-eight and he twenty-four) she had nine more, of whom
Francisco was the cighth and Jacinta the last Compared to sturdy Maria Rosa she
Iooked thin, tall and palé. But appearances are not always trustworthy, for Olimpia
has survived her sisterin-law by many years. Her arge hands are as capable as ever as
she moves lighdy about her cottage at Aljusrel, and there is something strangely
youthful i the smile that comes easily to the toothless mouth and small shrewd eyes
of this woman ofseventy-eight, who bre eleven children, She gives the impression of
having been a good companionable wife and an affectionate mother, even though she:
never leamed to read or write, In spiritual matters she was content with a decent
minimum, and might have been satisfied with less but for the intervention of
circumstances hardly to be expected. When | made some remark last sum- mer about
all the work she accomplishes, she said simply, as if stating  fact rather than
boasting, | am a strong woman”

Ti Marto is 3 man of exceptionsl character, who would command instant respect
anywhere. He must have seemed rather a romantic figure to Lucia in the days when
she and his ehildren were growing up together. He had the staight carrage, the
cropped moustache, the “butch’ haircut, the quiet decisive manner, the
sophistcation of oudook of one who had been a soldier in Afrca, and had seen
something more of the world than the Serra da Aire, At seventy-four he still stands
quite erect,and keeps his gray hair and moustache trimmed closely. He has generous
ear lobes, keen honest brown eyes, hands expressive and capable. He (o0 never
leamed to read or write. But unlike his brother-in-law, Antonio, he never cared much
for gaming or carousing. He worked hard, paid his bilis, saved a ltle for rainy days,
of which there were plenty, and had enough left over (o take Olimpia and the girls
occasionally to the Sunday market at Batalha, to buy new shoes for holiday wear, or
some finery or ather. His conversation has always been salted with the dry wit of
those who work outdoors. “There aren't any poor people around hete, he remarked
last summer as we watched women go by barefoo with great jugs of water on their
heads. "Everybody in these mountains has shoes. OF course,if anybody wants to give
them anything, they l take it But they have enough.”

" Francisco was born June u,1908; Jacinta, March n, 1.
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she had heard from her parents and eider sisters around the hearth after supper on
winter nights: hair-raising tales of witches, firies and goblins, giants and enchanted
princesses, such as Antonio and his older daughters liked to relate, and the holier
ones from the more serious lips of Maria Rosa.

What interested Jacinta most was the story of the Passion of Chiist, which Lucia, with
the native talent that shows sporadicall in her four memoirs, must have made
graphic cnough. Jesis praying alone in the Garden while His friends slept and His
enemies plotted; Jests being scourged while His Mother looked on, weeping: Jsts
staggering under His heavy cross and falling on bloody knees under the weight of t;
Jests dying in hirst and agony, and for our sins, not His—all this made a profound
impression o the generous hearts of both the Marto children, but especiall on that
of the lite girl. “Poor litle Lord" she would say. “Poor, poor Our Lord! | am never
ol to commit another sin, i it makes You suffer o much!”

One day, when the children were playing in the Santos house, Lucia's brother
Manuel, who was writing a letter at a able, looked up suddenly and said, jokingly:

“Come, Jacinta, give me a hug and a kiss”

“Ask me for something else” said the ftle girl

No, that'sal | want—three kisses,” he teased.

“The only one I will kis is Our Lord. Il give Him all the kisses He wants." And
running t0. crucifx that hung on a wall, she covered i with kisses.

“This crucifix never ceased to attract her, One day she taok it from the vall and was
ooking a it affectionately when Maria carne in and, thinking that Lucia was to
blame, began o scold. Did' she know that holy things were not o play with?

“Maria, don'tspank he

feaded Jacnta. It was all my fault. 1 won't do i agai
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four! Her father still remembers that she could be very stubborn and independent at
times. For same reason she made up her mind t say, *Hail Mary, full of graces,”
instead of “full of grace.” and no one, he told me with some pride, could ever induce
her to use the correct singulr.

“The Martos now liv just across the road from thei for® mer habitation, between the
Abébora house and Fatima. It is a humble residence, like some of those in Nazareth
or Bethany long ago, but Senhora Olimpia was as composed and geacious 38 any lady
i the land as she went about bare- foot in her sombre everyday attre of black and
gray. to show it to me. There was ltce fumiture in the living room except an old-
fashioned dock, no longer functioning, and a massive unpainted wooden chest; Ror s
there any window there or in one of the two bedrooms. The kitchen is lighted by a
small overhead pane of glass, perhaps six by eightcen inches. From the hearth, where
a good fire bums in winter, carne a feeble glow from a handful of twigs, fo the day
was very hot. An antique kettl stood by some earthen fugs for water, oil and wine. A
cosary hung from a nailin the wall

Outside was a patio, sheltered by a stone wall and car- peted thick with twigs from a
couple of fig trees growing beside a fence. The smel of sheep and goats, mingling
with the pleasanter aromas from trees and flowers and the ever- pungent something
of the soil, brings fleas and gnats o this inclosure on a summer aftemoon. But
Olimpia smiles with pride as she displays at one end of it the oid outdoor brick oven
in which she bakes great loaves of read once a week. It used to be twice a week when
the children were growing up. "Yes, | am 3 strong woman!” she repests, closing her
mouth resalutely, and looking out across the fence at 3 stiking panorama of felds
and pastures between two fanges of mountains. On a high hill opposite were some
antique windmills like those that Don Quixote tlted with in Spain; and the quadruple
wings slowly revolved and gls- tened n the fierce July sunshine.

The games that Lucia and her two youngest cousins used to play n or about the two.
couages were those that children play everywhere: tag, forfeits, cops and robbers,
“Button, button, who's got the button?” and another called, "Pass the ring." When
they were tired of such amusements, Lucia would tell them stories, usually the ones
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hene these squat one-story dwelings with their red tle roofs and whitewashed stone
wals have a veiled and wary look, as if each one could tell an enormous secret if it
chose.

1Fit i 2 weck-day, the men are in the fiekds but in and out of the dark interiors pass
short, rather handsome women and children with fine eyes, gleaming teeth, and—
this from car- ring heavy burdens an their heads—straight postures and graceful
movements, even under the weight of three or four gallons of water in an carthen jug.
Their bare feet, dusty but shapely, seem not o feel the sharp stones, for are their
aughing faces annoyed by the flies, fleas and other inseets that buzz, i hot weather,
over the patios and the sheds where animals are kept. A burro brays, a dog barks, a
Fooster crows, a yoke of oxen lumber heavily along the road. The ai i seasoned with
many odors, among which can be distinguished those of pines and evergreen shrubs,
wild mint and onions, sheep, goats and chickens; above all, the distinctive musty and
acrid though not exactly disagreeable smell that the soil of Portugal scems to have
everywhere. There is nothing here of the overpowering fishiness of Lisboa o Porto,
but the red fields are just as nsistent i their own way, and the clothes of all these.
people are laden with the aroma. Such is Aljustrel, where Lucia Abdbora, now the
famous Sister Maria of the Sorrows, was bom on March 22,1907,

The cottage in which she grew up was very much like the ane where visitors now find
that patient and courteous woman with dark honest eyes who is her oldest sister,
Maria of the Anels. The living room is severely fumished with a table, a chair, a
cauple of oid wooden chests where food and clothing are stored, a few pious pictures
o the bare wall. A breach in thetiled roof,jus over a hole in the wooden ceilin, lts

 a splash of sunlight, by which one sees better,in a small adjoining room, the oid
hand loom that used to belong to Lucia's mother. A hal-finished ru of white, red
and blue woolen stuff sl les entangled in the cords, and sends up a cloud of dust at
the sightest touch. The dark kitchen has a spacious fireplace in which a few twigs are:
fecbly buming, even in summer; at other seasons it i lighted by severl candles on a
piece of board hanging from a woolen ceiling black from the smoke of many winters.
There is but one bedroom. An iron bed, with coverings bright and neat, fils hal of t,
touching three of the undecoratf§ walls. A potted plant stands on the sl of the tiny
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human beings. This was especialy true of her two grown-up sisters, Maria of the
Angels and Teresa. And there were plenty of opportunitis at Aljustel. There was
sure (0 be a party somewhere on every holy day—the feast of the Sacred Heart and
Saint Anthony’s in June, that of Our Lady of the Rosary in October, and of course,
Christmas and Easter. Be- sides this, Maria Rosa was in great demand, either as a
patron or as a cook of renowned skill, whenever there was a wed- ding in any of the
dozen hamets scattered about the Serra; and her older daughters seldor failed to
accompany her

The problem of how to dispose of the baby on such oc- casions was easly solved,
Although she was hardly able to walk, much less dance, Lucia was amayed in an
embroidered skirt with a shiny belt,  splendid kerchief whose comers hung down in
back and, what pleased her most, a jaunty lttle hat gitering with gold beads and
bright feathers. She was then carried in the stout matemal arms through the
labyrinth of narrow roads that zigzag across the irregular rocky felds between high
stone walls; and when the dancing began after supper, she was firmly deposited, for
safety from trampling feet, on one of those high wooden chests that form a chief part
of the fumiture of every Kitchen and living room. From that eminence the tiny girl
cauld watch the flushed faces and the twinkling feet, and listen to the fasdnating
sounds that camne from a guitar or a harmanica. Sooner or late, no doubt, she would
all asieep and remain rolled up against the wall unil it was time to go home—more
often than not when the first. streaks of dawn were mounting the eastem sky. For
Lucias sisters could never have enough of waltzes, which were all the rage at that

At the Abdbora residence, too, there were plenty of partes. In summer the young
people gathered under a lrge fig tree i the patio, in winter in a shed adjoining the
house. On such occasions Maria Rosa would st at the door of the ltde room opening.
on the patio, where she could see all that might be going on inside or outside.
Sometimes she had a book aperi an her lap, sometimes she would chat with some
relative or fiend while the young people danced or jested. “She was always very
serious,” according to Lucia, *and everybody knew that whatever she said was like
Scripture, and that she must be obeyed in the house.” Some of the visitors used to tell
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window; another, with pink flowers, s on the floor. Maria of the Angels ex- plains
that the bed was formerly in the house of her parents, and that her sister Lucia was
bomini.

Lucia was the youngest, as Maria was the oldest, of the seven children of Antonio
Abébora (or dos Santos), a small armer and sheep grower who owned pieces of land
i various parts of the Serra da Aire. He was a rather good-looking man with dark
passionate eyes, who liked convivialty better than going to Mass, and wine more
than work, His wife, Maria Rosa, was & devout, almost severe Catholic, short, stout
and muscular, ith  heavy mannish face which had a grave benignity, but on rare
occasions could relax in a motherly smile, There was o nonsense about Maria Rosa,
however. She never had time for i

It was this strong parent who came into Lucia’s mind when, in writing her memoirs,
she began to examine her carlist recollections. She could remember squirming in
those stalwart arms, and being conscious even then of her own personality and her
vwn actions. One of the firs things she. recalled was learning the “Ave Maria”from
hes mother’ lips. “Hail,fullof Grace! The Lord is with thee! Blessed art thou among.
‘women" The ancient prayer, commencing with thase words of an dngel, s beautiful
in any language. But in Portuguese the syllables seem to have acquired a rhythm
peculiarly intense and memorable:

Avé, Mariarhia de graga, O Senhor & comvosco! Bendita sois o entre as leres, ¢
emdit o fruto do owsso ventre, Jesust

*Santa Maria, M de Deus, roga por nos pecadores, agom € na hora da mossa mr e
Amen.*

Lucia has other memories of a more worldly sort, There were, for instance, not a few
furious battles in which one ot another of her four older sisters always bore off the
victory, and lef her howling on the floor until her mother snatched her up and
caressed her. Lucia could hardly remember the time when she was not under the
spell of that passion for dancing to which peasants are given even more than other
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houses where there might be accommodations. Ofimpia was tired, Jacinta almost
dead when, afer many refusas, a good woman agreed o take them in. They
remained with her for a week.

At the end of that ime a place had been found for Jadnta in the Aslo in the Ria da
Estréla, next to the Church of Our Lady of Miracles. Dona Maria da Purificacdo
Godintho, the head of this institution, was  Frandscan nun who went about dressed
a5 a laywoman—since religious garb was forbidden under the Republic—collecting
alms with which she managed to house, dothe, feed and edicate from twenty to
twenty-ive orphan girls. She had a particular devotion to Our Lady, and having heard
of her appearances at Fitima, was praying to be allowed to go there and se the
children so favored, when someone interrupted to tel her that Jadnta was in Lisboa.

From that moment she took the child to her motherly heart, made her at home in the
orphanage, and had her sit every day in a sunny window looking out on the Garden of
the Estréla, where there was always something interesting to se.

Jacinta was happy. She liked living in a convent. It seemed heavenly to think that the
hidden Lord was there all the time, and that she could visit Him every day and
receive Him at Mass every moming, She could never understand how visitors could
laugh and gosip in the chapel, and she asked Mother Godinh to remind them to
have mare respect for the One Who was there. When the reproof had lide effct,she
said positively, “Then the Cardinal will have to be told about it. Our Lady docsnt
want people ta tlk i the church.”

Mother Godinho believed that she had a saint under her roof, She speaks with such
authority!” she said. She oticed that Jacinta had litle to do with the other girls,
except now and then to give one of them some motherly advice on truth- flness or
abedience. Often the nun would sit with her by the window and draw her into
conversarion. Afterwards she would wite down same of the more striking things she
said

“Wars," remarked Jacinta, “are miothing but punishments or the sins of the world.
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these girlsis an enigma,” she complained to Maria Rosa

It certainly s, agreed Lucia's mother tartly. “When they are alone they talk in a
comer and nobody can catch 3 word of what they sy, no matter how much they
listen, and then when anyone comes, they lower their heads and don'tsay a word. |
can't understand this mystery.”

No one but Lucia took Jacinta's alk about a hospital in Lisboa seriously. Peasants
could seldom aford hospitals, and Lisboa was ninety miles away. It sounded like a
delirious dream until one day in January, 1920, when they saw an auto- mobile stop
i front of the Marto cottage. The visitor was Dr. Formigao, and he had with him a
lady and gentleman whom he had interested in Jacinta's case, and who had come all
the way from Lisboa to sce her—Dr. Enrico Lisboa, a moted specialist in
ophthalmology, and his wife. A brief examina- tion convinced Dr. Lisboa that the
child would sonn die if she were ot sent taa good hospital. With his connections in
the capital he could easly arrange this. He and some of his friends, including the
Baron of Alvaieere, would take care of ll the expenses.

“Ti Marto and his wife objcted that their daughter had been worse after one hospital
treatment, and that in any case it was useless to attempt to prolong her life if Our
Lady, as they believed, had promised ta come for her soon.

“The will of Our Lady,” replied the physican gravely, 'is superior to all human
considerations. But the only way to make sure that Our Lady docs in fact wish to
take her i to exhaust all scientific means o preserving her lfe.”

It was decided, then, that Ti Olimpia should take her to Lisboa as soon as the
necessary arrangements could be made. Jacinta was not surprised. She had been
expecting something ke this. And for some reason she became notably better as
the time for her departure drew near. One fine January day, her mother and a
neighbor took her on the back of a burrita to Cova da Ira for  farewell visit, At the
Lagoa she asked to get down, and they all said the Rosary. Then she picked some
wild flowers, which she carried to the place of the ap- paritions and laid in the litle
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chapel as an offering to Our Lady. She knel by the azinheira to say a lst prayer.
When the two women helped her to her feet again, she lookedt about at the sky and
the moor, and remarked:

“Mother, when Our Lady. went away she passed over those tres, and then she
entered heaven 5o quicHy that | thought they must have pinched her fet in the
dooe.” * Next morming she said goodby to her father and to her best fiend. It cut me
© the hear” wrot Lucia. L held her a long time in my arms. She sid to me,crying,
We shll never meet agin. Pray for me ot tll g0 o heaven, and afterwards H1
pray a ot for you. Never el anybexly the screteven fthey il you. Love fsis and
the lmmaculate Heartof Mary a grea dealand make many sarifices for sinners. ™

“Goodby, Jacinta.”
“Goodby, Lucia”

Olimpia and her oldest son Antonio took Jacinta o Chao de Majds, where they
boarded a train for Lisbos, ariving four or five hours later at the noisy and dusty
station called Rossio. None of them had ever been in the big diy before. Olimpia
carried a white handkerchief in hes sight hand, which she fluttered from time to time,
and Jacinta had one in her left hand. These were the signdis agreed upon so that
certain ladies, fiends of the Barén of Alvaiazere, might recognize them, But o ladies
appeared.

Antonio, who could read, wen to make some inquiries. When he filed to recurn, bis
mother feared he was lost,and went about the station erying, “Antoniol Antonio!”

After what scemed an interminable time Antonio sauntered back, A moment later
three well-dressed ladies introduced themselves as the friends of the Baron.

“The frst thing to be done was o find lodgings fo the wayres,for none of the adies
had room for them at home. S0 they all went about the city. applying at various

= Olimpia told this o Father De Marchi, op. i, p. 244
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Tes, Our Lord wants you to do what the Vicar orders.”
“Allight. | won't get up any more.

Even in bed Jacinta continued 1o do penance for some of those hale and hearty
sinners whom she had never scen. When thirsty she would go without a drink. She
would refuse some grapes for which her mouth watered. Or she would lie awake
wanting to get up and pray, and offering up the desire as a penance rather thar
disobey her mothers and this conflct would keep her awake al night, It was only to
Lucia that she revealed what a terible pain she had in her chest. But it was to honor
the Immaculate Heart of Mary

“Tellal the people that God gives them graces through her,” she said. I coukd only
put in the heart of everybody tha lght that | have here n my breast o bum me and
make me Iove the heart of esisand the heart of Mary so much! 1 don't know how
it 1 feel Our Lord inside of me, | understand what He say, and 1 dont seeor hear
Him! But it i s0 good to b with Him, .. Look, do you know what? Our Lord i sad
ecause Our Lady told us ot 0 ofend Him any more because He is much offended,
and nobody pays any atention. They keep right on doing the same sins

‘When Lucia came after Mass,Jacinta would say,

id you receive?”

Yes.

*Come over here near me, because you have in your heart the hidden Jesis. O, |
wish 1 could go to Communion”

Yet three times during the year acinta saw her little Mother of Heaven” standing by
her bed, encouraging her. The las of these visions was late in December, 19x0.

“Our Lady came to see me last night” she reported joyfully. "She told me that 1 am
g o Lisbo, to another hospital
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She said that after 1 suffe a great deal L will die. 1 wil die allalone. But she told me
ot t0 be afaid,for she il come and find me and take me to heaver.”

Alitle later, as certain implications became clea, Jacinta began to cry, her bony
hand clingingto her frend's arm. TU never see you again, Lucial”

“Til come to see youin the hospital”
“No, you won't come to see me. Lok, pray for me, alot. for I diealone.”

One day when Lucia brought her a stamp with an image of the Mother of Sorrows on
it she looked at it thoughtfully a moment, and then cried, in anguish

*Oh, my litle Mother of Heaven, do 1 eally have o die alone?”
There was something heartbreaking in this, suggesting the awful cry in the Garden,
*Father, if it be possible .. " Lucia too was weeping as she clasped her in her arms
and groped for words of consolation.

“What do you care if you die alone, Jacinta, if Our Lady is coming to take you?"

s true, 1 don't care. But 1 dont know how i
coming 10 take me.”

sometimes 1 forget that she s

Olimpia had to get most of her information about her child' inner Iife from Lucia
“What did Jacinta say 0 you today?” she would whisper a the door.“Ask Jacinta what
she is thinking of when she has her hands over her face 5o long without moving |
asked her, but she smiled and did not an- swer.”

When Luda put the question, Jacinta replied, I am thinking of Our Lord and Our
Lady and of (here she whispered part of the secret). ke to think of them.”

“This was litde satisfaction to Olimpia, since the secret remained untold. “The ffe of
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AL festist Olimpia hardly knew her child, she was so thin, pal, transparent, emadated.
There was a great open wound in her chest that had to be dressed every day. Dr.
Formigio, who saw her in October, described her as a lving skeleton, her arms
nothing but bones, her face all eyes, her cheeks wasted by fever.

The good theologian was one of the oo persons who went to Fitima on the
hirteenth of October that year, to celebrate the second anniversary of the great
mirade. That was the day when the pilgrims were startled by twenty-one terific
explosions, one after another, near the azinheira. But it was not an attack by the
enemy, as many feared. It was only a workman from Porto-de-Mos who had fired a
salvo of twenty-ane bombs in honor of Our Lady, o show her his gratitude for a favor
unexpectedly granted him.

There was no doubt that the peasants had taken the Fatima devotion to thds hearts.
One smallindication of this was the growth of the fund of small coins lef by the tree.
By the summer of 1918 the total was 357,000 ris or about $500. This continued to be a
torment to Maria Carreir, the unoffidal custodian of the shrine by common consent,
al the more so when people began to malign her, insinuating that she was feathering
her own nest. I vain she tred to get the Prior to accept the money, and in vain he
wrote the Patiarchate for instructions. At ane time the Administrator of Ourem
sum- moned Maria's husband o Ourem to give an accounting. Afte the death of
Antonio, Maria Rosa sent her sons, as owners of the land at Cova da Iri, to demand
that Maria da Capelhina tum the fund over to a commission. Fortunatelv an appeal
for arbitration was made to the Vicar of Oliva, Father Faustino Ferreira, who
artanged a friendly agreement untl the money could be delivered to some diocesan
uthor- ity. After that Maria Rosa and Maria Carreia became bosorn frends. Another
happy result was that Luda found in the Viear of Olivl a loyal friend and wise
directr.

It seemed to a few thoughtful men like him that the devotion at Cova da Iria was
already bringing blessings upon Portugal and on the world. Not only had the war
ended, but diplomatic elations between Lisboa and the Holy See had been xesumed
in July, 1918, And in December, 1910, Pope Henedict XV appealed o al Portuguese
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Cathalics to submit to the Republic as the lawlly constituted authorty, and ta
accept offce i they were offered; while the beatification of Nuno Alares, the victor
of Albujarrota, contributed much to the growth of good feeling. Nevertheless the
Government continued to persecute the Church in many ways; and it never relented
i its efforts to stamp out the devorion at Fitima. Perhaps this partly explains why
His Eminence, Cardinal Mendes Belo, Patriarch of Lisboa, threatened to excommuni-
cate any prist who spoke in favor of the appariions. A strong and able man, he was
inclined to think in terms of power, of public opinion, of prudent expediency. He may
have felt that when relations between Church and State were improv- ing,it would be
unwise o allowa new and untested devotion to disturb them.

Under these circumstances it took courage for Dr. Formigao to befiiend Jadnta.
Unfortunately he was able to do no more a this time than suggest that she ought to
be sent to some really good sanitarium. Neither he for Ti Marto had the means of
accomplishing this, and he retumed to Santarem fecling unhappy and helpless

During the warm days of autumn, however, Jadnta began to improve. She was able to
leave her bed, then to go out- doors, and finaly to attend Mass at Fitima on Sunday
Once or twice she went as far as Cova da Iria, When her parents leamed of this they
put a stop to it, and none too soon. For with the first blast of coid weather she
became feverish again, and had 10 g0 back t0 bed. This roubled her litle 5o long as
she was able to get up and say her Rosary, kneelm in con- templation with her head
o the flaor, s the Angel had done. But i geadually became mre diffcult.

“When 1 am alone I get out of bed to say the prayers of the Angel” she confided to
Luda. “But now 1 can't put my head on the floor any more, because | fall. o 1 pray
only on my knees.*

When Father Faustino Ferreira heard this from Lucia, he told Jacinta that she must
say all her prayers lying down in bed.

*And Our Lord will be content?” she asked anxiously.
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“No. Our Lady told me that my mother would take me o a hospial in a dark building
and that | would ot get well” It was true that pleurisy took a long time to heal. Yt it
scemed that sick people could help others even while they lay helpless themselves.
There was Luda’s Aunt Victoria, for instance, whose brillant but erra tic son was
missing for weeks, until Jacinta began asking Our Lady to send him home. Then after
a few days he suddenly retumed, with a strange story suggesting something like
bilocation on the part of the young invalid. Having spent all his money, he had re-
sorted to theft, had been arvested, and had been thrown into jail at Torres Novas.
One night he managed to escape. He fled to the mountains and hid himself i  pine
fores. Fright- ened during a violent thunderstorm, he fell o his knees in the rain and
asked God'sforgiveness and a safe retum home. Presently a ltle girl came out of the
darkness and took him by the hand, and he saw that it was Jacinta. She led him down
the mounain to the road that runs from Alqueidao to Reguengo; then, making a sign
that he should continué that way, she vanished. At dawn he came to a bridge that he
reco- nized as being near Boleiros, not far from his home in Fitima. When Lucia
questioned Jacinta, the child could never ex- plain but said she had prayed a great
deal for the young man.*

‘When the warm weather brought no improvement in Ja- cinta's condition, the doctor
said she would never recover un- less she went to a hospital for an operation, fo she
had purulent pleurisy as a result of the bronchial pneumonia; and one moming in July
(1919) Ti Marto placed her on the back of a burra and took her o Ourem. The
hospital there was a large white, acher cheerful building, and the ward where Jacinta
was put to bed was bright and airy. This could hardly be the dark place where Our
Lady had said her mother would take her.

Olimpia went to see her there, however, and found her cheerful and uncomplaining.
even when some delicacies that a visitor had brought had vanished from the top
drawer of the medicine cabinet. “It was that glutton of a nurse” said Olimpia. Bat
Jacinta did not care.

Lucia visited her only once, That was the summer when her father died (july 3, 1919):
she recards the event briefly in her memoirs without comment or emtion. Yet it
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seems likely enough that all his family missed Antonio, for if he was not the best
hushand and father i the world, e was not the worst, and it was only “when he had
adrop on him," as Maria Carreira observed, that he was inclined to be ll-tempere,
Certainly Maria Rosa grieved for him, and her health rapidly failed after his death
She began to have alarming attacks of weakness and shortness of breath which the
physician atrib- uted to her id heartailment,

Afterone ofthese seizures Mariaof the Angels said o her youngest ister, Lok here,
Luda, you haven't any fther now, and fyour mther diesyou will b an orphan. I i
istrue that you saw Ou Lady,ask he to cure your mother* The hild arése without
a word, went to hr room, put on a heavy woolen dress,for it was coid and ainy, and
went to Cova da I, to prosrate hersel in the mud before the azinheira. When she
retumed after a e hours, she brough a handful of red earh, and told Glora to
make.a tea of . She had promised Our Ly, she sad, hat i hr mother was cured
hey would all go on their knees from the highway to the place of the apparitions for
nine days in succesion, and give food  nine poo . It is Maria of the Angels who
telsthis curious story to Father De Marchi*“Glora prepared the tea and | gave it to
mother.

* What tea s this? she asked.

*Itis of violt blossoms, we said. And she drank all of it There were no more heart
attacks, though certain other infirmities continued; and faithfl to Lucia’s promise,
she and all her sisters went to Cova da Iia for ine evenings after supper, painfully
habbling down the stony slope on their knees while Maria Rosa followed on foot,
giving thanks to God

Luda was unsble to obtain any such favor for her litdle friend in the hospital at
Ourem. An incision had been made and a drain inserted; yet after two months facinta
Wwas 1o better—in fact she was worse than ever. It was costing Ti Marto 1100 reis, or
about 1.35 every day, and he had spent all he could afford. At the end of August he
hitched up the burrita again, and brough the invalid home.
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cemetery gate. All aid the Rosary.

Jacinta was t00 i to be there. Luda went up afterwards alone and placed a e cross
on the grave.

CHAPTER XVI

Jacinta was moved into the bed wheie Francisco had died. It was nearer the front
door, and she could see and hear people better. Perhaps Olimpia thought this would
help er get over her grief. For although Jacinta knew where Francisco was and who
had taken him, she missed him terrbly

The person who helped her most in those gloomy spring days was Lucia. Every day
she would stop in, cheerful and matter-of fact, on her way home from school. On
holidays or Sundays she would bring flowers from the Serra, and s she arranged
them on the table, would tell Jacinta where she had found them. “These are from
Cova da Ira. 1 found this at Valinhos. This grew by the Lagoa.* The best were from
the slope of Cabero—violets, wild roses, peanies and daisies in tum, all the flowers
that the litde girl would have picked if she had been well

Lucia brough diverting accounts of the chapel that some of the devout were building
near the azinheira at Cova da Ira. Everybody wanted to give onders, and no one
wanted (0 take them; hence there were some warm and amusing argu- ments, in
which we may be sure Maria Carreira put i her two cents’ worth when the mustard
of zealous resentment stuck in her sharp nose. No priest was there to arbitrate, and it
took some time to find one who would bless the hermitage.” Jacinta was dmused,
then pensive:

1 will never see Cova da lria or Valinhos again,” she said. Tes, you will, Jacnta.
Courage!
= Maria Careira, in D Marchi, p. 205,
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daily duties of work and school. When | retumed a nightall, he was radiant with joy.
He had confessed and the Senhor Prior had promised him to bring Holy Communion
the following day.”

The next moming, Aprl 3, was a lovely one. Frandsco lay very tranquil, waiting for
the pricst. After a while his eyes opene. He had heard the tinkding of the litle bell
that the acolyte was ringing to let peaple know that the Senhor Prior had the Sacred
Host with him. He tried to sit up, but he was too weak, and his godmother Teresa
told him he could receive his First Communion just as wel ying down. Meanwhile
Olimpia had lighted the holy candles and had set them on a smal table by the bed.

Now the priest was in the room holding the hidden Jests before him, and saying
three times, “Domine,non sum dignus....” Frandsco was almost in heaven,

When Jadnta went afterwards to see him—she was allowed to that day—he told her
all about it. “Today | am happier than you, for | have within my breast the hidden
Jess. | am going o heaven, but there | will pray a great deal to Our Lord and Our
Lady that they bring you there too, soon.”

Jacinta stayed with him nearly allday, sometimes saying the Rosary for im wher he
was unable (o sa it himself, sometimes ustsitting on the edge of the bed and
ooking at him. Lucia came after school as usual. Francisco said to her:“Certainly in
heaven | am going to pray hard for your wishes—who kniows but Our Lady may take.
you also very soon?"

Lucia had changed hes mind. “Don't do that, no. Just imagine yourselfat the feet of
Our Lord and Our Lady who are so good."

“All right” Then a terrible thought came to him. “But pechaps she won't remember

“Perhaps she wor't remember you! | Patiencer”
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Francisco smiled.

He looked so etherealthat Lucia doubted whether she would see him again. “Goodby,
Francisco,”she said softly. I you go to heaven tonight, don'tforget me there, do you
hear?” I won't forget you, no. Dor't worry.”

He seized herright hand with unexpected strength and pressed it hard for  long
moment,looking deeply into her eyes; and both were blinded by tears. Do you want
anything else?” It sounded stupid, but it was allshe could think of."No," he replied
alow voice,

“Ti Olimpia carme in to send Lucia home. “Then goodby, Francisco, tll heaven.
Goodby till heaven.” Lucia was still weeping as she went out. She could stand no

Al might the boy lay quiety thinking of the hidden ests he had received and would
so0n see face to face. He was thirsty, but was unable to drink the milk his mother
offered; he could take only a few drops of water. Tm all right” he would say, "dont
give me anything.”

Once he called her and said, “Look, mother, what a prety ligh there, near the door!

"Now dont see it any more.”

In the moming he asked her blessing and pardon for any trouble he had caused her in
his lfe. At ten o'clock his life passed almost impercepibly. There was sl  fint
o his lips when Jadnta and Lucia carne to look at him.

“The next day, April 5, 1910, some men in green capes, members of the Misericordia,
went slowly up the cobbled road to Fitima with an acolyte carrying a erudfi. Four
boys in white walked after them with a small offin. Ti Marto and Olimpia followed,
and a few others. They laid the re- mains of Frandsco in a small grave near the
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Luda tried to seem casual. “Then look here, don'tforget to pray much for sinners, for
the Holy Father,for me and for Jadnta.”

“Yes, 1 will. But look—ask Jadia these things afierwards. 'm afraid 111 forget them
when | g0 10 Our Lord, And first | want to consolé Him, .. Look, Luda I want to go
o confession.”

On the night of April a he was so much worse that his parents promised to send to
the rectory the fist thing in the moming to ask the Prior to come and hear his
confession and give him Vaticum,

In the arly dawn Francisco whispered to his siser Teresa that he wanted o see Lucia
at once. The girlran down to the Abbora house, woke her cousin,and said:

*Lucia, come quickly! Francisco is very sick and says he wants to tel you something”
Lucia dressed hastly and hurried to his bedside. She asked his mother, his brother
John and two of is sisers tolea v the room, since it was some secret that Francisco
wanted to tellher. They did so, and the boy sad:

It that 1.am going o confess so that | can receive Communion and then die. 1 want
You to tell me if you have seen me commit any sin and ask Jacinta f she has seen me
commit any.” i

Lucia thought hard. "Sometimes you disobeyed your mother—when she told you to
stop staying i the house, and you hid.”

It tre. | did that Now go ask Jacinta if she remembers anything else,”
Jacinta thought very hard. “Look, tell him that befoie Our Lady appeared 10 us, he
Stole a tosidazq from his father to buy the hand-organ from José Marto of Casa Velh,

and hat when the boys of Alfustre threw stones at those of Boleiros he also threw

24 A smallcom worth loa eis— sbout mine cents i U. S, money
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Lucia hurried back with this message to Francisco. “'ve al- ready confessed those,” he
murmured. “But IT1 tel them again. Perhaps it s for these sins that | did that Our
Lond s 50 ad. But even f | don'tdie | will never do them again. | am sorry now.” And
puting his hands together he said, "0 my Jesds, pardon us, save us from the fire of
hell, deaw all souls to heaven, especialy those in most need!” Then tuming t0 Lucia
he added, "Look, you too ask Our Lord to pardon me my sins."

1 will, don't worry. I Our Lord hadn't forgiven you, Our Lady wouldn't have told
Jadinta the other day that she was coming soon 1o take you to heaven. Now | am going
0 Mass, and there I will pray to the hidden fess for you.”

“Look-—ask Him alsa that the Senhor Prior may give me Holy Communion.”
“Why,yest”

When Luda recamed from Mass, Jadnta had got up and was siting on the edge of her
brother’ bed. Frandsco sid at once;

“Did you sk the hidden ests to have the Senhor Piorgive me Holy Communion?”
did

“Afervards inhesven L ill pray oryou.”

Dot Vet the othe dayyou sid you world ot

“That was to take you to heaven soon. But if you wish | will pray, and then Our Lady
will do as you wish.”

“Ldo wish. You pray.”

“This is what Luda remembers of the conversation. 1 lef him then and went sbout my

-
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promised him a specdy recovery, for she was going to offer his weight in wheat to
ive the poor, and Our Lady would never refuse to grant such a request.

s mot worth your trouble, said the boy calmly. “Our Lady will not grant you this
grace”

Afew days afterthis he became much worse, and had to returm to his bed. It was that
single iron bed still 0 be seen there, with its patchwork uilt, its omate colored metal
back, and its two brass knobs. It filed up the space between three plain walls.
Overhead. toward the right,there was a small window, showing nothing but a bit of
sky. As Francisco lad his hot and aching head on the pillow, he was convinced that
he would never get up again. And from that time on he became steadily worse.

Jacinta wasill most of this time in another room. She would listen until she felt sure
that both her parents were out of the house. Then she would slp out of bed and steal
into Francisco's room to perch beside him and talk, until this vas discovered and
forbidden. Toward evening Lucia would stop in on her way home from school. Ti
Olimpia would smile broadly. She knew what this meant t0 the nvalids.
Lucia would sa, “Well acinta, have you made many sacrifces today?”

Tes,alot” answered the ltle g, She lowered her voice, "My mother was out and |
wanted to go many times to visit Francisco, and | didn't do it”

Lucia went to the boy's oom. He was flushed. his eyes much too large and bright.
“Do you suffer much, Francisco?”

“Bastante. Bt it doesn't matter, | suffe to consolé Our Lord, and in a ltle while |
shallbe with Him."

“When you do go, don'tforget o ask Our Lady to take me there soon, als."
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“Lwon't ask that. You know very wel that she doesr' want you there yet.

One aftemoon Lucia brought some other girls, schoolmates. When they had gone.
Francisco looked seriously at her and said:

“Don't walk with them, because you can leam to commit sns.”
But they leave school when 1 do.”

“When you leave, spend a it while at the feet of the hidden Jesis, and then come
home alone. *

His fever was somewhat higher, and it was plain that he was growing weaker. One
day when Luda was alone with him, he took a picce of rope from under the
bedclothes and handedittoher.

“Take i before my mother finds t 'm ot strong enough to hide it any more." It was
the one they had found on the rosd and had made into 3 sort of hair.shirt.

By the frst of April Frandsco was so weak that he could haraly move his lips in
prayer. It grieved him not to be able to say his Rosary. Tm not strong enough,
Mother,” he said. "When I say the Hail Marys my head gets all mixed up.”

“Justsay it in your heart then.” Olimpia aid an anxious hand on nis brow. "Our Lady
hearsi just the same and is justaspleased.”

He smiled at her contentedly.
It was spring again, and sometimes the distant sad son of 3 nightingale would come
floating in through the tiny win- dow on the sweet air of the Serra. Frandsco said he

wanted to see Luda. She carme running over.

“Look, Luda, 1 am verysick, and 1 am going to heaven very soon.”

6
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When they had finished, all the company laughed and wanted it repeated. But
Francisco said, “Let's notsing this any more. Our Lord certainly doesn' ike us 1o sing,
such things" So they declined and took their leave. Luda believed that in
disappointing her godfather's wife she probably lost a good inheritance; but the good
God had destined me for another heritage much more predaus.”

It was October, 1018, and the war was abou 0 end, as Our Lady had promised. But
the great epidemic of influenza, one of the concomitant scourges of the almost
universal punish- ment of man's spostacy, was laying low millions of persons
throughout the world; and toward the end of October it made its irst appearance in
Aljustrel. Al of the Abobora family except Luda were stricken. In Ti Marto's house, he
alone was let o nurse the rest. Francisco, the first o be put to bed, had a severe case,
ending with bronchial pneurmonis.

It was heartbrealdng for his father and mother to see him welcome the iliness as the
beginning of the joumey that e Lady had promised him. He became so weak tht he
could hardly move, yet he never complained. “If we gave him a ltle milk,” Olimpia
remembers,“he took the milk. If we gave him an egg, he ate the egg. Poor litle ad!
He took the bitter medicines without making.a face. This gave us hope that he would
et well. But what do you think? He was always telling us that it was no use,that Our
Lady was coming to take him to heaven.” His only sorrow was that he was no longer
able to make his daiy vsit to the hidden Jess in the church at Fitim.

Jadnta became ill a few days after Francisco. One day Lucia found her strangely
elated."Look, Lucia”she said. “Our Lady carne to see us here, and she said that she s
Corning very soon to take Frandsco to heaven. And she asked me if | still wanted to
convert more sinners and 1 sid yes.

“Our Lady wants me t0 g0 to two hospitals. But not 10 be cured. i to suffer more
for the love of God, for the conversion of sinners and in reparation for the offenses
committed against the Immaculate Heart of Mary.

*She said that you were not going,” she continued, as Lucia, perhaps, began to look
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hopel.“She said my mother s going to take me, and then I willstay there alone.”
“Ti Marto and his wife heard this sort of talk with a chill of fear, For this was no
ordinary sickness, his bronchial influenza. Every day one heard of some neighbor
who had died; evey day the church bell at Fitima announced another sad renaezvous
i the cemetery across the way. In many Portuguese towns that winter the toling of
funeral bells had to be forbidden, to prevent a state of panic. But Ts Marta had lived
through too many troubles to allow himself to get hyster- ical whenever a hearse
went by. He had never doubted that Jacinta had seen Our Lady at Cova da Ira, but he
was not the man to cali in the undertaker just because a litle girl had a dream ora

Sure enough, the fever of Francisco began to go down day by day, his pulse to grow
stronger. Toward Christmas he was able to get up, though palé and weak, and go
about a ltle. At the beginning of the new year he seemed almost himself again. In
January he went to the cave at Cabero to say the Angel’ praer. One day he would
pray at Cova da Ira, another at Valinhos. Once, although bis head ached, he walked
o Fatima to kneel for quite a while before the altar, consoling the hidden Jess for
the world's neglect,

When pilgrims came he tried to answer their questions pa- tiendy. This was not
always easy. One aftemoon he retumed rather tred from Valinhos to find the house
Fll of people who had spread rosaries, crucifies, medals and other objects on a table,
and were waiting for him to bless them. “| can't bless them, and neither can you,” he
said with some severity. “The priests bless them.” The visitors departed in haste,
shout-ing insults at him over their shoulders

Before the end of January he was il again, with a low fever. Ti Marto as usualtred to.
puta gaod face on the matter. “Never mind, Francisco, you are going to get well,just
s you did before. You are going 1o be a srong man, you will see *No,” replid the
boy. “Our Lady is coming very soon now. His godmother Teresa was one of those.
who attempted to make him take what she considered a more hopeful view. She
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from Lomba, where she now lived, with a request for prayers. The son of a woman
there had been arrested and fasely accused of a grave crime for which he might be
exiled or imprisoned for many years. After Teresa had passed along to her mother's
house, Luda told the others what she had said. Francisco was visibly moved. When
they reached Fitima he ssd:

“Look, while you two are at school | will stay with the hidden Jesss and ask for this
grace”

When school was over the gils found him kneeling befote the Santissima. “Did you
ell Our Lady about that?” asked Luda,

“Yes, and you can tell your sister Teresa that the boy will be home again in a few
days”

So.it cane to pass; and the woman of Lomba was at Cova da Iria on the thirteenth of
the next month, giving thanks for herson'srelease.

For such favors Frandsca paid the price that all the mystics pay. His great desre, next
0 heaven, was t0 recdve the hidden Jests in Holy Eucharist This became almost a
feuming pain when he saw his sster Jadnta going to her First Com- munion. They
had begun preparing for it together the pre- vious summer. Ti Marto remembers it
s soon after the Prior had questioned them about the appaiitions. “Senhor
e said, “here are my two children, ready for their first confession. Now you
can ask them all the questions you want!” Afterwards he took them to be examined
for their Fist Commanion, but Father Ferreia thought they had better wait another
year. Jadnta finally passed in May, 1018; but Francisco faled again when he became
confssed sbout some point in the Credo This time he went home crying. It was hard
enough for a boy of ten to fil, but harder still o st with the grown-ups on a fragrant
spring day and watch his younger sister go up without him, But the pain of separation
s familiar to the lovers of God. and Frandsco bore it biavely as he bent once more ta
his prayers. It s for your love, O my Jesis®
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tis plain from Lucia’s memoirs tht she recognized a cer- ain spiritual leadership in
this bay who was her jinior. ust before Lent in 1918 some of her friends asked her to
organize one of the fistas of Camival Week, leading up to the fivol- ites of Mardi
Gras- It was the custom for a group of boys and girls o meet at a certain place,
bringing o, bread or meat from home, and then to fesst and dance il lste at night
José Careira and his wifeoffered the use of their house for what promised to be the
best party of the year. Girls were coming from Moita, Fitima, Silva dos Currdis,
Lomba, Pedemeia, Cura da Pedra, Cosa Velha, all over the Serra. L refused at first,
but, carred away by a cowardly condescension, | gave in to thei insistent demands.
Yet Lucia's consdence troubled her, and she told her cousins

Francisco's dark eyes looked her stemly through and through. “And you are going
back to these kitchen partics and games? Have you forgotten that you promised
never to go back to them?

1 don't wan 10 go, but you can see that they keep asking me, and I don't know what
todo”

“Do you know what you are going to do? Al the people know that Our Lady appeared
0 you. Just say chat fo that you have promised not to dance any more, and o you
are not going. Then we can escape these days (o the cave of Cabero, and nobody will

O the day of the party they were all at Cova da Iria, saying the Rosary.
Luda's godfather, Anastacio, one of the few in Aljustrel who did ot have o work for
aliving, had a rather worldly wife named Teresa. One Sunday aftemoon she saw the
children passing, and cried, “Come here, my litde impostora, come here! 1 ha ve't
seen you in 3 long timeT" She gave them some sweets, and then asked them to sing a
certain popular song, a rather lusty pagan one, commencing:

“Greetings to the girl With the new sun's fragrance!
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formerly.” he lamented in 1930, “The fond hape and wish of every renegade is the
speedy ris of some universal State which is based on the complete equalty of men
and women and common awnership of property a a fundamental principie n which
ciher any (isinetions of natonality Ror authority of parents over children, for of
pub- fic authority over dtizens, for of God over man ling in sod- ey, i
scknowleded. If these prindples ave put into practice, dreadful horrors must
necessarly follow.” A fiw days later, sppesing for help for the new Polish State
against the mys- terious Sovie power that had seized control of Russia oy  few
weeks afer the last appariton at Cova da I, he made another prophetic
abservaion: No anlyis the ationa ex- stence of Foland in danger, but all Europe.
isthreatened by theorrorsof fresh wars.”

Revolutions are noisy, but God works quietly and pa- tiently. On August 51920, the
very day when Benedict spoke these words, something occurred which was (o have
profound effcts upan Portugal, the Fitima devotion, and espedall the e of Luda
Abbora. A bishop was consecrated as head of a new diocese of Leira (including Cova
da Ira, Aljustrel and all the rest of the Serra) which the Holy Father had made
independent of the Patriarchate of Lisboa.

‘Dom José Alves Correra da Silva was a professor at the Seminary of Porto when Pope
Benedict selected him for this important post. Bom near Braga in 1877, he was of
médium height, dark and raher corpulent. His face, like so_many in northem
Porcugal, was more Caltic than Latin, and concealed, under an habitual expression of
benignity, certain traces of suffeing that were evident only to those who knew his
history. Dom José had endured more than ordinary persecution under the Republic of
1010, Dragged from his rectory and thrown into prison, he had been tortured by being
made o stand in icy water day and nigh, with the resulc

' Motu Propio, Bonum Sane July 25,1920,
Letter, Con Vivo Compiadmento, August 5,192

that he became permanently lame, and walks with great dif- iculy. This cross he
cheerfully accepted. He had an especial devotion to the Mother of Sorrows, and had
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made six pil- grimages to her shrine at Lourdes, where, after his relcase, he had
beaged her, with other Portuguese refugees, to have mercy on his country. Later he
had retumed to give lectures at Porto, where his intelligence, his gradous and
charming manners and his gift for friendship endeared him to students and fellow
teachers, while his sound and scholarly arricies in the Catholic press made him
favorably known as far away asRome.

One of the first acts of the new bishop when he arrived in the antient diy of Saint
Isabel was the formal consecration of his diocese, on the feast of the Assumption,
1930, o the Mother of God. And if ever there was a man who neded her help it was
he. Ten years o persecution, following other years of complacency and indifference,
had left the Church in a bad way, espedally in the dries. Many dergy were stll
dispossessed, scattered, exiled, without incomes. The new diocese had no funds for
building and other expenses. Through ignorance and neglect large numbers of people:
had given up Mass and the sacraments. Even the oid episcopal residence, next to the
Cathedral of Leria, was being used for barracks and govemment offices, and the new
bishop had to find uarters in a house at an inconvenient distan ce.

As i there wete not enough problems already, there was this vexing afst of Fitima,
Not long after his consecration, Dom José was presented with the 357,000 reis
collected by Maria Carrera, with the request that e dispose of it as he migh see fit,
About the same time there came a deiegate from the Patrarchate at Lisboa, who
delivered to him the whole dossier of the case. It was now his problem. The Cardinal
Patriarch was no doub very glad to be id of it

Dom José saw that it was necessary ta proceed cautiously. He had letters from
enthusiasts demanding that he recognize the devotion at once and proceed to build a
sumptuous shrine, Yet there were others from persons worthy of respect, in- duding,
priest, denouncing the whole affar as a delusion or a deceit, and arguing that it gave:
the enemies of the Church one more weapon to use against her when she sorely
ecded a period of quiet in which to repair the ravages of the persecucion. It was not
casy for a newcomer to dedde. Whatever course he took he was bound to give
offense. Itislkely, howener, that such a man as Dom José would have acted promptly






OEBPS/images/picture196.jpg
been charged by her with a mission on which the future of mankind depended, and
older sisters, however lovable and adirable, who were devoted to dancing, gaiety,
husbands and children. A girl with Luda's past was dooraed to loneliness in a human
sense, no matter where she might wander in a world whose critera were no longer
hers. Thus even on that memorable day when her Aunt Olimpia took her to Ourem
o visit the grave of Jadnta, her grief was her own and incommunicable, having
overtones of hope and joy which the older woman could never have understood.
Older? There is something etemally childlike in Olimpia even in her seventies. Her
privileged niece, at thirteen, had the grave patience of one who knows what lies
behind carthly appearances.

It made her ot no easier to realze that she was now the cerner of all the interest,
favorable or unfavorable, that the extraordinary events at Fatima had evoked, She
alone could answer the continual bombardment of questions and objec- tions; and
the only persons in whom she could fully confide were beyond her reach. Hers was no
small sesponsibilty befite God and men, She had been given  part in something
more than an ephemeral rustic drama. This was obvious from the revelations
themselves. Litde Jacinta had seenit, Francisco had known it

It was implici in some of the scenes that took place on the Serra. Men like her
brother Antonio and Ti Marto needed no college degrees to be able to predict that if
the tension between the pilgrims and the skeptical continued, a civil war might well
be the outcome. The more the Government at Lisboa tried to suppress the devotion,
the mare fervendy the followers of Our Lady of Fitima resolved to vindicate her
honor.

“There was a rather remarkable demonstration on the May 13 following the death of
Jadta. That was the day when the famous statue was set up in the shrine. A certain
man had gone to Cova da Ira a year o1 two before with scom instead of love in his
heart. One story has it that he had a bomb in his pocket, with which he intended to
destioy the chapel in the presence of al the crowd, but on putting in his hand he
found a rosary instead. A more probable version i that his ister had lef the rosary
there for his unbelieving hand to encounter at the right moment. At all events, he
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‘was touched by grace and retumed to the practice of is Fith; and out of gratitude he
promised to have a statue made for the chapel. He went o great pains to ascertain
from Lucia just how Our Lady had looked. and spared no expense to make the work
accurate and beautiful. Whatever might be said of it as art, it had the power,
especally in profle to suggest something infnitely puré, simple and spiritual;
could awaken an almost fanatical devotion i the breasts of many who knelt before it
or folowed it in procession; and there were scenes of delirious joy when it was first
setin s plce of honor on May 13920,

That was precisely the day when the Government, resolv-ing to temporize no longer
with an invasion of mysticism, had sent a couple of regiments of the regular army to
Cova da Iria. When the pilrims began to arrive they found rifles and bayonets
hedging the scene of the apparitions. Un- daunted by this, they formed a sil larger
cordon of the barefoot and the humble all about the men in uniform, and procecded
o edte the Rosary and sing Our Lady's songs with such passion that before long the
guards themselves commenced to take part, as Romin legionaries used to join the
unarmed Christians in the arenas. Soon their ranks were broken and they were on
their knees with the others about the azinheira and the chapel when the new statue
was borne tenderly and triumphantly to the place prepared for it, the place where it
has been honored, with some interruptions, to this day. At one period of the
persecution Maria Carreira used o keep it in her house, for fear of desecration,
except on the days of pilgrimage. Once it was taken to Lisboa, where i was welcomed
by the people with an enthusiasm to which some attibute the escape of the ciy thus
far from the doom that Jacinta had forescen.

Certainly all Portugal was in a sad plight morally, polit- cally and economically in
1930, I the sixten years follow- ing the Revolution of 910 there were siteen bloody
revo- lutions and forty-three changes of ministry at Lisboa. The men who fomented
and perpetuated that chaos were part of a tevolt against Christanity which modem
Popes have traced to the upheaval of the sixteenth century and even far- ther back,
and which continies every year to pursue its goal of world domination. Pope
Benedict XV save plainly from the watchtower of Ssint Peter by the Tiber a great dea!
of what has since occurred, "Mords are much mare depraved and cormupt than

198





OEBPS/images/picture194.jpg
In giving permission for this, Father Pereira dos Reis, the pastor of the church, had
had no idea horw many people in Lisboa had heard of Jacinta, and believed in the
Fitima rev- elations. Nevertheless he received the first visitors with patience and
Kindness. It was only when more and mare kept coming that he became uneasy. He
asked them not to touch rosaries, crucifixes or images near o the body. When some.
of them refssed to obey, he drove them out of the sacristy. They had not expected
this, for he had the reputation of being a charitable and courteous priest; and there
was a great deal of talk and resentment. Yet the Fatima devotion had not been
approved or authorized, and the Church does not per- mit public honors (o the dead
untltheir sancity has been recognized in some official way afier careful
investigation. Naturally, too, the Piroco did not wish to offend the Cardinal
Patriarch. And the sanitation authoriies might perhaps raise some objection, as in
fact they did. To free himself rom further responisiblity, Father Pereira had the body
Femoved to the Casa do Despacho of the brotherhood of the Most Blessed Sacrament,
outside the sacristy, locked the door, and tumed the key over to Senhor Antonio
Rebelo de Almeida, an undertaker of the Ria da Escola Politéenica, in one of the oid
and tawdry quarters of the cty.

Meanwhile plans for the burial in Lisboa had been given up when word cane from
the Barn de Alaidzere, offering a grave in his plot in the cemetery of Ourem. On
February 23 the undertaker allowed a few persons to see the remains before he
inclosed them in 2 lead casket. All remarked an ageeable odor like that of flowers,
and some insisted that the cheks still had a fint roscate flush, giving an impression
of lfe and health. Next moming the casket wassealed, taken to the Rossio and placed
o tain for Chao de Mags, hence to be drive to Ourem.

On that day there was a large annual assembly of the Saint Vincent de Paul Society in
Lisboa. Many charitable rich men attended, for one must do something for the poor;
and the Cardinal Patriarch, Dom Antonio Mendes Belo—a man with a strong
purposeful face, that bore a stiking resemblance to that of the actor George Arliss,
though perhaps there was a litde more rigor in it—presided. The chairman read a
mes- sage from Dr. Lisbos, regretting his inabiliy to be presen { for he was busy with
another work of charity conceming one of the children of the Fatima apparitions. The
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whole assembly, including His Eminence, burst into a loud and raucous laugh. This
quickly got about the city, and gave no slight offense to devotees of Our Lady of
Fitima. In anticlerical tireles, on the other hand, it was whispered that both the
Marto children had been murdered by Catholics to avoid unpleasant contradictions
i their stories, and ta leave only the afrmations of Lucia a the offical versidn.

Jadinta was fa beyond the reach of coid hearts and lying tongues in the cemetery at
Ourem. A few persons went from Aljusrel to attend the simple funeral. Ti Marto vas
one of them, saying over and over:

“And you died there alonet You died there alone!”
CHAPTER XVII

Wherever Lucia walked, a dark sithouette between the moors and the sky, something
reminded her ofJacinta or of Frandsco, Every sheep, every star that twinkled into the
night, every sunrise and sunset told her agin that they would never recum. The wind
at Cabero brought a dear imaginary voice saying, | willnever see you again, Luda. .|
am going to heaven, but you stay here—alone.” The vagrant scent of rosemary of of
wild mint had power to conure up an invisibl ltle girl who bent over her saying, ‘|
do as the angls do, I give you flowers” On top of every wal there sat a pensive boy
playing softly an his pfaro as he watched the red glare of the dying day on the vater
of the Lagoa

Her mother and sistrs tred in many ways to make amends for their former lack of
understanding and sympathy. Maria Rosa could always be counted upon to do her
duty when she saw it. Her eldest daughter, Maria dos Anjos, had a warm and
affectionate nature; her fine, spiritual and motherly face is evidence that she could
never ave done wilful injury (o anyone. Yet the very fact that the apparitions and
mirades had now been verified was 3 new barrer between Luds and the other
members of he family. I prophet is without honor i his ovwn country, neither is 3
mystc ever completely at home in his own household. There was bound to be an
nbridgeable gulf beween a girl who had spoken with the Mother of God and had
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It was on Mother Godinh's feast day, February 2 (feast of the Purification of Our
Lady, 1920) thatshe took Jacinta to the Hospital of Dona Stefania, I was a rather dark
and de” pressing place. and one of the child's first disappointments, afier she had
been placed in Bed 38 of the children's ward on the ground floor, was that there was
o chapel, no home for the hidden Jesi. Then there was a long and careful examina
tion by Dr. Castro Freire, the chief surgeon, a nored pediatridan. And his condusion,
after confirming the disgnosis of purulent pleurisy, was that sn operation must be
per- formed as soon as she got  lde stronger.

It wan't do any good,”said Jacinta, “Our Lady earne to tel me that | am going to die

One day she looked up and saw her father standing in the doorway, He had come all
the way from Aljustrl to see her; but he had to hurry back in a few hours, because
some of his other chldren were sick, and Olimpia nceded his help. Perhaps it was by
him thatJacinta sent word to Lucia that Our Lady had visited her again, and had told
her the day and hour of her death.

She had many conversations in the hospital with Mother Godinho, who came every
day. Once the madrinina mentioned a certain priest who had delivered a wonderful
sermon, and was much praised by fasnionable ladies for his theatrcal voice and
manner, “When you least expect it” said Jacinta, *you wil see that that padre is
wicked” Within a few months the great preacher left the priesthood under
scandalous circum.- stances. This was only one ofJacintas prophecies that came true.
A doctor who asked her ta pray for him when she went to heaven was surprised to
hear her say that he and his daughter were going to die shordy after she did; and they
did. To Mother Godinho, who wanted to visit Cova da Iria, she said, "You will go—but
after my death; and so wil L*

‘When Jacinta was taken (o the operating room on Feb- ruary 10 she was so weak that
local anacsthesia had to be given instead of chloroform or ether. She wept when she
saw her body unclothed and in the hands of men. Dr. Castro Freire then proceeded ta
remave two of her ribs on the left side, leaving an opening large enough to contain
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his fist. The pain was terrible. “Ai Nossa Senforal” moaned the child. “Ai, Nossa
Senhoro/" Then she would murmur, “Patience! We ought to suffer everything 10 g0 to
heaven, .. Itis for your ove, my Jess! ... Now you can convert many siners,for |
suffer much.” At st it was over, and they took her back o the ward, this time to Bed
0. Doctor Freire and his assstant el that the operation had been stccessful.

Jacinta knew better. For six days she continued to have ex-cruciating pains. Then on
the night of February 16 she told Mother Godinho that she had seen Our Lady. “She
told me she was coming for me very soon, and would take away my pains.’

From then on she had no more pain. But she fel certain that the hour of her going
was almost at hand. She sent urgendy for Doctor Lisboa to tell him some secret,
probably about himself, He was busy, and supposcd there would be time to sce her
later. But at six o'clock on the evening of Friday, February 20, she called her murse,
Aurora Gomez ("my little Aurora”) and told her she was about to die and wanted
the last sacraments. Tueo hours later she made her confession to Father Pereira dos
Reis of the Church of the Holy Angels, who promised to bring her Communion
next moming.

Jacinta was not there the next moming, At ten-thirty that evening the nurse left her
for a few moments, and retumed just in time to see her breathe her lat sigh, a rosy.
flush on her checks, a half smile on her lips. Perhaps the nurse’s Rame was
symbolic. It was night in the dingy hospital, but it was forever dawn in the soul of
Jacinta 35 the Mother of God bent over Bed 60 and gathered her into the arms that
had enfolded the Christin infancy and in death,

“The news quickly got about, and some Catholics who be- lieved in the Fitima
apparitions raised money 10 pay the funeral expenses, the burial to be on Sunday,
February 22, in one of the cemeeries of Lisboa. The Marquesa or Rio Maior had the
body arrayed in a white Communion dress, while the Marquesa of Lavradio added
a blue cape; and thus, wearing the colors of Our Lady. it was laid in a white coffin
and taken to the Church of the Holy Angels, where it was placed across two small
benches inthe sacrisy.
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“Our Lady can no longer hold up the arm of her beloved Son over the world. I is
necessary to do penance. If people reform, Our Lord wil save the world But if they.
do ot re-form, He is going to punish i

“Our Lord is profoundly indignant with the sins and crimes that are committed in
Portugal. For this a terrible cataclysm of the sodal order threatens our country and
prindpally the ey of Lisboa. There will break loose there, a it appears, acivil war of
anarchist or communist character, accompanied by sacks, assassinations, fires and
devastations of all kinds. The capital will be converted into a veritable image of hell
On the occasion when the outraged divine justice inflct so frightful a punishment,
all who can should flee from this city. This punishment now predicted should be
announced ltle by ltde and with due discretion.”

“Dear ltle Our Lady! Ai 1 am so sory for Our Lady! She s 50 sad.

“Pray much, my litde mother, for sinners. Pray much for priests. Pray much for
eeligious. Priests should oceupy them.- selves with the affirs of the Church. Priests
should b purd, very puré. The disobedience of priests and relgious to thei superiors
and to the Holy Father offends Our Lord very greatly.

"My litde mother, pray for those who govem. Alas foi those who persccute the
religion of Our Lord! If the Gosernment leaves the Chuch in peace and gives liberty
o the holy Fath, it will be blessed by God.

*My little mother, do not walk i the midst of luxury. Flee from riches. Be very
friendly to holy poverty and to slence. Have great charity even for the wicked. Speak
ill of no one and flee from those who do. Be very patient, for patience carnes us to
heaven. Mortification and sacifices please Our Lord a great deal.

“Confession s a sacrament of mecy. For this reason it is necessary 10 approach the
confessional with confidence and joy. Without confession there is no savation

" This cbviously is the diction of Mother Godinh, though the substance no doubt was
Jacotas
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“The Mother of God wants more virgin souls, which bind themselves to her by the
vow ofchastity.

I should ik g into the convent, But | should ke much more 0 go o heaven,
“To b religiousit i ecessar tobe very puré i soul and body.”

Here Mother Godinho asked, "And do you know what it means to be puré?”

"1 do. 1 do. To be puréin body i o keep chastity, To be puré i sou s not to commit
sins, not 10 look at what one should not see, not ta stel, never to e, ahvays to tell

the truth whatever it costs us.

“Those who do mot keep the promises they make to Our Lady will never be happy in
their affais.

“Doctore don't have light to cure the sck because they don't have love of God.”

“Who taught you allthese things?” asked Mother Godinho, It was Our Lady. But
some I thirk of myself | like very much to think.”

Jadnta's mother visited her more than once at the Asilo before retuming to Aljustrel,
Mother Godinho made her feel at home, and drew her out, with a woman's curiosit,
about each member of her family. She was particularly interested in Teresa, who was
then fifteen, and in Florinda, who was sixteen. “Wouldn't you be pleased if they had
religious voca- tions?” she asked.

“God deliver me” exclimed Olimpia.
Jacinta did not hear this conversation. But afterwards she said to Mother Godinho,

“Our Lady wants my sisers 10 be nuns. My mother doesn't want the (0 be, but for
this Our Lady wil ake them (o heaven before long.”
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