


In tthe bbeginning GGod ccreated hheaven aand eearth.

·  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··
And HHe ssaid, ““Let tthe eearth bbring fforth ggreen
foliage aand pplants tthat pproduce sseed, aand tthe
fruit ttree yyielding ffruit oon tthe eearth aaccording
to iits kkind, hhaving sseed wwithin iitself.”  AAnd iit
was sso ddone .. .. .. AAnd GGod ssaw tthat iit wwas ggood. 

·  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··
And GGod ssaid, (to the man) “Behold II hhave
given yyou eevery sseed bbearing pplant uupon tthe
earth, aand aall ttrees tthat hhave iin tthemselves sseed
of tthier oown kkind, tto bbe yyour ffood.”

(Genesis 1: 1, 11, 29)

·  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··
And tthe sserpent ssaid tto tthe wwoman, ““No yyou
shall nnot ddie tthe ddeath .. .. .. OOn wwhatever dday yyou
shall eeat ffrom iit .. .. ..” AAnd tthe wwoman ssaw tthe
tree wwas ggood tto eeat aand ddelightful tto bbehold,
with aa ddelicious aappearance.  AAnd sshe ttook tthe
fruit aand aate.

(Genesis 3: 4-6)

Thus the Bible tells us about the beginning of
things: the commencement of man’s history.  Ap-
pearing on the first and most decisive scene of our
destiny: God, the evil spirit, a woman, and the
mysterious apple tree.  And so were enacted the
world’s first sin, the Creator’s first pardon, the
beginning of an existence marked by labor and
pain, but not without hope.

What took place at the beginning of history—
mankind’s great adventure—also transpired at
the beginning of another adventure—the epic of
Garabandal.

·  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··  ··
In the little mountain village of San Sebastián

de Garabandal,(1) century after century had passed
without history; then one day . . .

1.  There are approximately sixty houses built of stone in
the village, and arranged in typical rural style.  They are
grouped together on top of a narrow plain,  irregular in
outline,  about 2000 feet above sea level, giving the appear-
ance of a wide open Y.

The entrance to the village is from the bottom of this Y, that
points downward to a river below flowing into the Cantabrian
Sea.  An extremely bad road comes up from Cossío some six
kilometers away.

A SSunday LLike AAny 
Other

The calendars in the kitchens were turned to
the page for June, 1961, showing: Sunday, the
18th. St. Ephrem, Doctor of the Church, Sts. Mark
and Marcellian, martyrs. So what? It was just one
more among the countless days that passed
without event in the little world of Garabandal.
Nothing ever happened there worth telling.

It was in the great world on the other side of
the mountains where things were happening. Most
of these were disturbing: men and nations stirred
up with unrest, greed, anxiety, revolts; concerned
about the future with cold wars and real ones on
all fronts. What did the coming days hold?

As a ray of hope in the face of all these prob-
lems that appeared to have no human solution,
within the walls of the Catholic Church in Rome
plans were underway, with great anticipation to
prepare a new council: Vatican II. It would be
convened by John XXIII, Good Pope John, as
many called him affectionately. Even with his
eighty years, this man spoke with inspiration and
hope in his heart like the blossoming of flowers in
springtime.(2) Through his efforts and by his
decree, hundreds of eminent scholars set out to
sound out the world, seeking to assist it.(3) As a
result of their search, things like these were soon
to be proclaimed to the council assembly:

The upper part of the Y opens toward the south-southwest
to a magnificent display of mountain peaks ending on the one
side with the Peña Sagra chain (2,016 meters) and on the other
side, farther away and more to the south, with the Peña Labra
chain (2,010 meters) that overlooks vast sections of the
provinces of Palencia and Santander.  From here rivers flow
toward these bodies of water:  the Cantabrian Sea, the
Mediterranean (by way of the Ebro River), and the Atlantic
Ocean (by way of the Pisuerga River).

In this region, Garabandal is the last village before those
imposing mountain tops from which it is separated by miles of
silence and solitude amid terrain of savage beauty.

2. On January 25th, 1959, the feast of the Conversion of St.
Paul, in the famous Basilica St. Paul Outside the Walls, the Pope
publicly announced his proposal to convoke a new council.

3. On June 18th of that year, Cardinal Tardini, president of
the Preparatory Commission, wrote to the cardinals, bishops,
and the heads of the religious orders, Catholic universities and
seminaries requesting suggestions and topics for the council.
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Though mankind is struck with amazement by
its own discoveries and power, it often raises an-
xious questions about the present evolution of the
world, about the purpose and mission of man
himself in the universe, about the meaning of his
individual and collective efforts, and about the
final fate of existence and humanity.

History itself is undergoing such a process of ac-
celeration that it is hardly possible for man to follow
it.  We all pursue the same fate, and we are not able
to disassociate ourselves into individual cases.  Such
a rapid change, realized in the upset, gives birth to
or increases the contradictions and disorder.

So the modern world appears at the same time
both powerful and weak, capable of the best and
the worst, for there is a choice between the road to
liberty and that to slavery, toward progress or
toward decay, toward love or toward hate.  These
disorders are related to another disorder, truly
fundamental, which finds its roots in the very heart
of each man . . .  A weak and sinful creature who
often does what he does not wish to do and neglects
what he ought to do and ought to accomplish.(4)

4.  Catechism of Modern Man.

In that grave hour of history when so many
things were happening or were about to happen in
the world, it would never have occurred to anyone
that something important could take place at San
Sebastián de Garabandal.  This village seemed
buried in oblivion, lost in the distance.  Life there
was continuing the same as it had for years,
perhaps for centuries.  Today, like yesterday;
tomorrow, like today.  And always the same.  A
gray sky.(5)

Of course the sky in San Sebastián was not
always gray, even though it is near to the rainy
Cantabrian Mountains; but the life of its inhabi-
tants was certainly gray and monotonous.  Always
the same cows and stables, the same fields and
harvests, with nothing changing except the seasons.
Here the people still gathered in the homes and
assembled as Christians in the house of God, the
main building in the village, linked closely to it.
Here the latest news involved everyone: Carmen
had a baby, Pili is going to get married, Juan’s son
is returning from the military, the bells will soon
sound the death of Uncle Gervasio.

5.   Poem of Gustavo Bécquer, a Spanish poet (1836-1870). 

Garabandal, the scene of the amazing events
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In times past over the trails that wind around
Garabandal, many a time the country song had
rung out, I don’t know what holds me to my
village, nor why it delights me so, nor why it
attracts me. But today the young people were
feeling different attractions, wanting to get away
from this place where they saw no future, and to
get out into the outside world that could offer
opportunities.  The old people still remained
attached to the village, sometimes by affection and
sometimes by necessity; with a desire to per-
severe, or a noble resignation to maintaining the
inheritance of their fathers.  As for the young
children, they amused themselves as children do
all over the world, exchanging gifts or playing
games like hide and seek.

In the days when our story starts, the chief of
police in the district of Rio Nansa was Juan
Alvarez Seco.  This is his description:

««GGaarraabbaannddaall iiss aa lliittttllee mmoouunnttaaiinn ttoowwnn mmaaddee uupp
ooff aabboouutt sseevveennttyy ffaammiilliieess..  TThhee ccuussttoommss ooff iittss
iinnhhaabbiittaannttss aarree pprriimmaarriillyy rreelliiggiioouuss..  FFoorr eexxaammppllee,,
tthheeyy nneevveerr ffoorrggeett ttoo rreecciittee tthhee AAnnggeelluuss aass ssoooonn aass
tthhee cclloocckk sshhoowwss ttwweellvvee nnoooonn..  IInn tthhee eevveenniinngg tthheeyy
aallwwaayyss rreecciittee tthhee hhoollyy rroossaarryy iinn tthhee cchhuurrcchh..  TThhiiss
iiss lleedd bbyy tthhee ppaarriisshh pprriieesstt iiff hhee iiss pprreesseenntt;; iiff nnoott,,
tthhee sscchhoooolltteeaacchheerr oorr aannootthheerr vviillllaaggeerr lleeaaddss iitt..  AAss
nniigghhtt ffaallllss,, JJaacciinnttaa’’ss mmootthheerr,, tthhee wwiiffee ooff SSiimmóónn,,
ggooeess aarroouunndd tthhee vviillllaaggee wwiitthh aa llaanntteerrnn aanndd bbeellll ttoo
ccaallll tthhee ppeeooppllee ttoo pprraayy ffoorr tthhee ddeeaadd aanndd ssaayy tthhee
llaasstt pprraayyeerrss ooff tthhee ddaayy..  OOnn SSuunnddaayyss aafftteerr aassssiisstt-
iinngg aatt HHoollyy MMaassss iinn tthhee aanncciieenntt ssiimmppllee cchhuurrcchh,, tthhee
ppeeooppllee ttaakkee aa lliittttllee rreeccrreeaattiioonn..  IInn tthhee eevveenniinngg tthhee
yyoouunngg ppeeooppllee ggaatthheerr uunnddeerr tthhee ppoorrcchh rrooooffss oorr tthhee
ooppeenn sskkyy aanndd ssiinngg oorr aammuussee tthheemmsseellvveess ttoo tthhee
ssoouunndd ooff aa ttaammbboouurriinnee..»»

Sunday
June 118, 11961

The day starts very early as there are many
daylight hours at the start of summer.  The early
June mornings radiate enchantment.  The climate
is caressing, the air pure, with light softly shining
through the clouds, awakening the birds, brightly
outlining things with an array of colors.

Dawn is known only too well by the inhabi-
tants of Garabandal due to the demand of their
work as cattle raisers and farmers; so they do not
get up early to enjoy the Sunday mornings.  Most
of them arise later than usual, since the Lord’s
Day was made for rest.

The men wash and shave, something they do
not do everyday.  The women bustle around,
busier than on other mornings, arranging their
family’s clothes, since no one is going to go to
Sunday Mass without their dress being cleaned or
their suit pressed.

When the bells peal out from the massive
church tower to awaken the village, the sounds of
a festival day fill the air.  The harsh music from
the bells bounces off the tile roofs, reverberating
through the narrow streets to be lost far away in
the fields and prairies, in the streams and river-
beds, finally absorbed in the trees and shrubs
dotting the hills surrounding the village.

The bells ring out first for the Mass, later for
the rosary.  Without a Mass or a rosary crowded
with participants, how could one picture a feast
day in Garabandal?  Father Valentín Marichalar,
the pastor from Cossío, who is also in charge of
the parish of San Sebastián, arrives for Mass after
traveling up six kilometers of bad road.  The
rosary is led by any one of the faithful who can
say it without making mistakes in the mysteries or
the litany that follows.

The Mass can take place at any time according
to the disposition of the pastor.  But the rosary is
said a little after dinner, since everyone is free at
that hour, and there will be time left over for the
people to relax and amuse themselves.

On this evening the young people are organ-
izing a little dance on Caballera Street, although
some of them are talking about going down to
Cossío or Puente Nansa.  (There was no movie
theater, television set, or town hall in Gara-
bandal.)  Some of the men cluster together to talk;
others dispute loudly in the tavern.  Some women,
many of whom wear the black widow’s dress,
remain in the church.

·····················································  
NNoottee::  AA llaarrggee ppaarrtt ooff tthhiiss bbooookk iiss ddiirreecctt tteessttiimmoonnyy
ffrroomm eeyyee-wwiittnneesssseess..  EEuurrooppeeaann qquuoottaattiioonn mmaarrkkss ««
»» aanndd tthhiiss sslliigghhttllyy bboollddeerr ttyyppee hhaavvee bbeeeenn uusseedd ttoo
aaiidd tthhee rreeaaddeerr iinn sseeppaarraattiinngg tthhiiss tteessttiimmoonnyy ffrroomm
tthhee ggeenneerraall tteexxtt..

·····················································
19



Conchita González
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Others wander down the paths to their homes
chatting with one another, or sit down with their
neighbors to pass the time on the stone seats next
to the house doorways.

The children, as usual, play . . .  where they can
and how they can.  To get away from the calm silence
and solitude, most of the boys and girls walk to the
square.  In this group the games and amusements
must not have been very entertaining since one of
them—a personable young brunette with braids—to
escape the boredom ending the evening that Sunday
like any other, suddenly got an idea which she
swiftly whispered in the ear of the girl next to her .
She herself would confess it months later.(6)

Temptation aat DDusk
IItt wwaass aa SSuunnddaayy eevveenniinngg,, aanndd wwee wweerree

wwiitthh aallll tthhee yyoouunngg ggiirrllss ppllaayyiinngg iinn tthhee
ppllaazzaa..(7)

SSuuddddeennllyy MMaarrii CCrruuzz(8) aanndd II tthhoouugghhtt ooff
ggooiinngg ttoo ppiicckk aapppplleess..

6.  Conchita González was her name.  She was the last child,
the only girl among the offspring of Aniceta González, a
woman from the village who had lost her husband pre-
maturely.  At the beginning of our story Conchita was twelve
years old; she was a gracious young girl, very observant, with a
quick mind.  However in education she was backward like all
the young girls in Garabandal.  Her culture could not advance
much beyond what she learned at the school in her secluded
little village. 

On someone’s recommendation, Conchita started writing
her diary in 1962.  In it, in the language of a child, short and to
the point, she would tell things that she could not blot out from
her memory.  I have in my hands photocopies of the original.
The pages are large, on a school notebook, written down in
wobbly penmanship, with many faults in spelling; but truly
charming in what they say.

Her diary begins like this:

II aamm ggooiinngg ttoo tteellll iinn tthhiiss bbooookk aabboouutt
mmyy aappppaarriittiioonnss aanndd mmyy ddaaiillyy lliiffee..

TThhee mmoosstt iimmppoorrttaanntt hhaappppeenniinngg iinn mmyy
lliiffee ooccccuurrrreedd oonn JJuunnee 1188,, 11996611,, iinn SSaann
SSeebbaassttiiáánn .. .. ..

IItt hhaappppeenneedd iinn tthhee ffoolllloowwiinngg wwaayy .. .. ..

·····················································  
NNoottee:: AAllll eexxcceerrppttss ffrroomm CCoonncchhiittaa’’ss DDiiaarryy wwiillll bbee
rreeccooggnniizzaabbllee iinn tthhiiss bbooookk bbyy tthhee uussaaggee ooff tthhiiss
eexxttrraa-bboolldd ttyyppee..

·····················································  

AAnndd wwee sseett ooffff ssttrraaiigghhtt ttoo tthhee ppllaaccee
wwhheerree tthheeyy wweerree,, wwiitthhoouutt tteelllliinngg aannyyoonnee
tthhaatt wwee wweerree ggooiinngg ttoo ppiicckk tthhee aapppplleess..

The idea of picking apples was a real temp-
tation.  The apples did not belong either to Mari
Cruz or to Conchita; so that this was an actual
theft, that is to say, the sin of stealing.  During
those evening hours, the devil was in action among
the inhabitants of Garabandal.  He was luring two
young adolescent girls to the tree of forbidden
fruit—almost as in the beginning of time.  We do
not know if they, like Eve in the beginning, showed
resistance to the tempter’s suggestions; if there was
any resistance, it had to be very weak.

TThhee ggiirrllss,, sseeeeiinngg tthhaatt tthhee ttwwoo ooff uuss
wweerree ggooiinngg aawwaayy aalloonnee,, aasskkeedd uuss,, WWhheerree
aarree yyoouu ggooiinngg??

AAnndd wwee aannsswweerreedd,, OOvveerr tthheerree .. .. ..
AAnndd wwee ccoonnttiinnuueedd oonn oouurr wwaayy,,

tthhiinnkkiinngg aabboouutt hhooww wwee wweerree ggooiinngg ttoo
mmaannaaggee ttoo ppiicckk tthheemm..

OOnnccee tthheerree,,(9) wwee ssttaarrtteedd ttoo ppiicckk tthhee
aapppplleess..

AAnndd wwhhiillee wwee wweerree hhaavviinngg aa ggoooodd
ttiimmee,, wwee ssaaww LLoollii,, JJaacciinnttaa,,(10) aanndd aann-
ootthheerr yyoouunngg ggiirrll ccoommiinngg ttoo sseeee iiff tthheeyy

7.  The Plaza is the name given to this place in the center of
the village, since it is an open area from which many streets
and alleys take their origin.  But it should not be imagined that
it is the same type of plaza as in a big city; the ground is
unpaved and uncared for, dusty or muddy when it rains, full
of loose stones, and covered with debris from the constant
passage of men, wagons and animals.

8.  Mari Cruz González was the daughter of Escolástico and
Pilar.  She was 11 years old at the time, thin and dark-skinned
and wore her hair very short.

9.  This place was a small garden leading out from the
village in the direction of the Pines.  Apparently the garden
was not the property of the teacher, but of a woman called
Pilar Cuenca.

10.  Loli (María Dolores Mazón) was the second daughter
of Ceferino and Julia, who had a large family.  Ceferino was
the mayor of the village, and besides having pastures for
farming like everyone else in Garabandal, also owned a little
store or tavern.

Jacinta had the last name of González too, just like
Conchita and Mari Cruz.  Jacinta’s parents were María and
Simón, two Christians of strong faith who bore with dignity
the life of sacrifice imposed on them by an existence deprived
of material possessions.

Loli and Jacinta were 12 years old, and were likable
children.  The girl who came with them was Virginia, whom
everyone called Ginia.
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ccoouulldd ffiinndd uuss..
SSeeeeiinngg uuss ppiicckkiinngg tthhee aapppplleess,, JJaacciinnttaa

sshhoouutteedd oouutt,, HHeeyy,, CCoonncchhiittaa,, yyoouu aarree
ppiicckkiinngg tthhee aapppplleess..

SShhuutt uupp,, II ttoolldd hheerr,, TThhee sscchhooooll tteeaa-
cchheerr’’ss wwiiffee wwiillll hheeaarr yyoouu,, aanndd wwiillll tteellll 

11.  Aniceta González, whom we have already mentioned,
was an old-fashioned Christian who brought up her children
very strictly.  Her first offspring were boys: Serafin, who knew
the hard toil of the coal mines at Santa Lucía (León); Aniceto,
nicknamed Cetuco, who would die at an early age in 1965; and
Miguel.  It was natural that Aniceta concentrated her care

mmyy mmootthheerr..(11)

TThheenn II hhiidd aammoonngg tthhee ppoottaattoo ppllaannttss
aanndd MMaarrii CCrruuzz ssttaarrtteedd ttoo rruunn tthhrroouugghh
tthhee ffiieelldd..

LLoollii sshhoouutteedd oouutt,, MMaarrii CCrruuzz,, ssttoopp
rruunnnniinngg..  WWee sseeee yyoouu..  WWee wwiillll tteellll tthhiiss
ttoo tthhee oowwnneerr..

TThheenn MMaarrii CCrruuzz rreettuurrnneedd aanndd wwee lleefftt
oouurr hhiiddiinngg ppllaaccee ssoo tthhaatt wwee ccoouulldd aallll

on the youngest of them all, her only daughter!  And that she
would try to protect her from harm because of her Christian
faith and her obligation as a mother.

Jacinta and Loli
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bbee ttooggeetthheerr..(12)

WWhhiillee wwee wweerree ttaallkkiinngg,, ssoommeeoonnee
ccaalllleedd tthhee lliittttllee ggiirrll wwhhoo hhaadd ccoommee wwiitthh
JJaacciinnttaa aanndd LLoollii,, aanndd sshhee lleefftt..

TThhee ffoouurr ooff uuss rreemmaaiinneedd aalloonnee;; aanndd
ggiivviinngg iitt mmoorree tthhoouugghhtt,, tthhee ffoouurr ooff uuss
rreettuurrnneedd ttoo ppiicckk tthhee aapppplleess .. .. ..

WWhhiillee wwee wweerree hhaavviinngg aa ggoooodd ttiimmee,, wwee
hheeaarrdd tthhee vvooiiccee ooff tthhee sscchhoooolltteeaacchheerr,,(13)

wwhhoo oonn sseeeeiinngg tthhee bbrraanncchheess mmoovviinngg ssoo
mmuucchh,, tthhoouugghhtt iitt wwaass tthhee sshheeeepp,, aanndd ssaaiidd
ttoo hhiiss wwiiffee,, CCoonncceessaa,, ggoo ttoo tthhee ggaarrddeenn..
TThhee sshheeeepp aarree wwaannddeerriinngg nneeaarr tthhee
aappppllee ttrreeee..

HHeeaarriinngg tthhiiss,, wwee bbuurrsstt oouutt llaauugghhiinngg..
WWhheenn wwee hhaadd ffiilllleedd uupp oouurr ppoocckkeettss,, wwee

hhuurrrriieedd ooffff ttoo eeaatt tthhee aapppplleess mmoorree aatt
ppeeaaccee iinn tthhee ssttrreeeett,, tthhaatt iiss iinn tthhee ccaalllleejjaa..(14)

Those apples in Garabandal certainly could
not have been as enticing as the apples in the
Garden of Eden.  In places as high above sea level
as Garabandal, apples in the month of June, even
in years of an early spring, could not be anything
more than half-ripe fruit, bitter, without juice,
hard—suited to cause a toothache.  But still they
had an incredible power of seduction for the girls
of the village who hardly ever saw any fruit other
than that which the summers brought to the
garden trees.  Almost entirely deprived—at least
during those years—of imported fruit, they
eagerly went after the fruit from the village while
it was still green.(15)

12.  According to confidential statements Loli made to
Father Manuel Antón, the pastor of San Claudio in the city of
León, the four girls of our story were not always on the best
terms with each other.  They had recently quarreled among
themselves, as happens frequently with children; and for some
time had kept a certain coolness toward each other.  They were
accustomed to walk in pairs: Loli and Jacinta side by side, and
Conchita side by side with Mari Cruz.

————
I finally had the chance to question Jacinta:
—For tthe AAngel’s ffirst vvisit, ddid aall ffour oof yyou ggirls ffind

yourselves ttogether bby cchance?  SSince iit iis ccertain tthat yyou
didn’t gget aalong vvery wwell, eespecially yyou aand CConchita.

—Well, wwe wwere llike cchildren wwho qquarrel aas ssoon aas
they gget ttogether.  WWe hhad ccertainly ffought sseveral ddays
before tthe aapparition.

13.  Francisco Gómez, who was partially lame.
14. The Calleja is a steep, winding, unpaved trail, which

goes from the back of the village to a hill where the Pines
are situated.

15.  The land containing the garden where the apple  tree

was growing, at the left of the unpaved Calleja that led to the
Pines, was later purchased by the husband of Mrs. García
Llorente-Gil Delgado from Seville.  The garden was in bad
condition.  Her husband, believing in Garabandal, in 1968 built a
beautiful stone house there that is the largest in the village.  From
the beginning of construction he took the greatest care to preserve
the tree of our story, something which he could only do half-way,
since of the two limbs coming from the trunk, one was already
dying and withered, which he trimmed to save the other.  And so
the tree was there, sheltered by the new house, until the winter of
1975, when a strong wind knocked it down.  Now there only
remains a small dead tree stump which can be seen at the right of
the entrance to the house.  The García Llorentes told me that the
last apple picking in September, 1974 was of magnificent quality,
very delicious.

Mari Cruz
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However in spite of what Conchita writes in
her diary, I would think that the schoolmaster’s
apples, rather than being taken to satisfy their
appetites, must have been an exciting escapade for
the girls on a dull Sunday afternoon.  I would
imagine also that the apples, rather than being
eaten voraciously, ended up half-eaten on the
ground.  Many years later, I heard from Mari
Cruz herself in conversation with the Argentine
counsel, Carlos Espina Rawson, that the apples of
our story, rather than being taken for eating, were
taken to be thrown as projectiles on the dancers
in the square.

WWhheenn wwee wwhheerree eennjjooyyiinngg oouurrsseellvveess
eeaattiinngg tthhee aapppplleess,, wwee hheeaarrdd aa lloouudd nnooiissee,,
lliikkee tthhuunnddeerr..

AAnndd wwee aallll sshhoouutteedd oouutt:: IItt sseeeemmss ttoo bbee
tthhuunnddeerriinngg..

That must have been an unusual sounding
thunder.  And it surely frightened the girls; people
fear a storm, especially when it surprises them in an
open field in the stillness of nature.  The girls were
in the middle of that stillness, outside the village
although very near to it.  They looked up to search
for the place where the thunder had come.  But
neither close by, nor far away toward the heights of
Peña Sagra,(16) which so often showed its face sur-
rounded by dark clouds, nor in the neighboring
hills of Poniente where the thunderstorms gathered,
could they find the least disturbance.  What a
strange thunder!  What was going on?

In tthe SStill oof tthe
Evening

(Ad aauram ppost mmeridiem)

In paradise, as soon as Adam and Eve, the first
sinners, had eaten the forbidden fruit, they heard
the sound of the footsteps of God, walking iin PParadise
in tthe sstill oof tthe eevening. (Gen. 3:8) (Ad aauram ppost mmeridiem)

On that mysterious late Sunday afternoon our
young girls had just heard something, and not
without fear.  (Could it have been the sound of
God’s special passage to mankind at Garabandal?)  

The sun was setting over the horizon.  In Spain it
was 8:30 in the evening.(17)

Now with the thunder the breath of a new kind
of inspiration comes to our four little sinners,
whom the devil’s suggestion had so easily lured to
a not exactly saintly garden escapade.  The young
author states immediately after:

OOhh,, wwhhaatt aa sshhaammee..
NNooww tthhaatt wwee hhaavvee ppiicckkeedd tthhee aapppplleess,,

wwhhiicchh ddiiddnn’’tt bbeelloonngg ttoo uuss,, tthhee ddeevviill wwiillll
bbee pplleeaasseedd,, aanndd tthhee ppoooorr GGuuaarrddiiaann AAnnggeell
wwiillll bbee uunnhhaappppyy..

TThheenn wwee bbeeggaann ttoo ggaatthheerr ssttoonneess aanndd
tthhrreeww tthheemm wwiitthh aallll oouurr ssttrreennggtthh ttoo tthhee
lleefftt ssiiddee,, wwhheerree tthhee ddeevviill iiss ssaaiidd ttoo bbee..(18)

The recounting, in childlike simplicity, is note-
worthy.  The girls react strongly against the spirit
of evil that had succeeded momentarily in se-
ducing them.  Opposing it, they place themselves
resolutely on the side of the good angels whom
they thought were watching on their right, leading
them to God.

WWhheenn wwee ggoott ttiirreedd ooff tthhrroowwiinngg ssttoonneess,,
aanndd wweerree mmoorree ssaattiissffiieedd wwiitthh oouurrsseellvveess
(the relief of conscience that follows a reaction
against the devil), wwee bbeeggaann ttoo ppllaayy mmaarrbblleess
wwiitthh lliittttllee ssttoonneess oonn tthhee ggrroouunndd..

SSuuddddeennllyy aa vveerryy bbeeaauuttiiffuull ffiigguurree aapp-
ppeeaarreedd ttoo mmee,, sshhiinniinngg bbrriilllliiaannttllyy,, wwiitthhoouutt
hhuurrttiinngg mmyy eeyyeess..

In the language of a young village girl, poor in

16.  An imposing mountain range that closes off the
Garabandal horizon toward the South.  On the other side of
the Peña Sagra mountains extended the varied landscape of
Liébana, at the extreme southwest of the Provinces of Palencia,
León, and Asturias.  One of the attractions of the region of
Liébana is the skyline formed by the imposing mountain tops
of the Picos de Europa on their western face.  But the real
treasure of the region is the very ancient monastery of San
Toribio, now restored and run by the Franciscans.  Here is
kept the largest remaining single fragment of the True Cross,
that is, of the wood of the Cross of Our Lord.  It can easily be
understood why in the nearby land of Garabandal the Virgin
came to remind men, Think of the Passion of Jesus.

17.  Conchita notes the time in her diary.
18.  A belief that I  myself have observed in many villages in

Spain where it is thought that the Guardian Angel stands on
the right while the tempter or devil approaches from the left.
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TThheenn tthheerree wwaass aa sshhoorrtt ssiilleennccee aammoonngg
tthhee ffoouurr ooff uuss,, aanndd hhee ssuuddddeennllyy ddiiss-
aappppeeaarreedd..(19)

AAnndd rreettuurrnniinngg ttoo nnoorrmmaall,, aanndd vveerryy
ffrriigghhtteenneedd,, wwee rraann ttoowwaarrdd tthhee cchhuurrcchh——
oonn tthhee wwaayy ppaassssiinngg tthhee ddaannccee tthhaatt wwaass
ggooiinngg oonn iinn tthhee vviillllaaggee..

TThheenn aa ggiirrll nnaammeedd PPiillii GGoonnzzáálleezz ssaaiidd
ttoo uuss,, HHooww wwhhiittee aanndd ffrriigghhtteenneedd yyoouu aarree!!
WWhheerree aarree yyoouu ccoommiinngg ffrroomm??

VVeerryy aasshhaammeedd iinn ccoonnffeessssiinngg tthhee ttrruutthh,,
wwee ssaaiidd ttoo hheerr,, FFrroomm ppiicckkiinngg aapppplleess..

AAnndd sshhee ssaaiidd:: FFoorr tthhaatt .. .. ..  yyoouu aarree
ccoommiinngg lliikkee tthhiiss??

WWee aannsswweerreedd ttooggeetthheerr:: IITT IISS BBEE-
CCAAUUSSEE WWEE HHAAVVEE SSEEEENN AANN AANNGGEELL..

AAnndd sshhee ssaaiidd:: IIss tthhaatt ttrruuee??
WWee:: YYeess,, YYeess .. .. ..
AAnndd wwee ccoonnttiinnuueedd oonn oouurr wwaayy iinn tthhee

ddiirreeccttiioonn ooff tthhee cchhuurrcchh;; aanndd tthhee ggiirrll ttoolldd
tthhiiss ttoo tthhee ootthheerrss..

OOnnccee aatt tthhee ddoooorr ooff tthhee cchhuurrcchh,, aanndd
tthhiinnkkiinngg iitt oovveerr bbeetttteerr,, wwee wweenntt bbeehhiinndd iitt
ttoo .. .. ..  CCRRYY..

This portrait of the young girls appeals to me.
Needing to express their indescribable feelings,
they would find refuge behind the walls of the
church in order to pour out their tears.  A mys-
terious instinct in the Christian soul had brought
them there.  They could not explain what had just
happened, but they sensed subconsciously that it

19.  The girl informs us as a participant in that visit from
Heaven; but we are able to complete her report with some
information from an observer, which we owe to the Police
Chief Juan Alvarez Seco:

«Some ggirls wwho wwere aalso pplaying iin tthe aarea, oon sseeing tthe
four ggirls iin tthat sstrange aattitude, bbegan tto tthrow sstones aat
them.  TThen tthe AAngel ttook tthem aabout 550 mmeters hhigher uup iin
the ssame calleja.  OOnce tthere, aand wwhile kkneeling iin ttheir
ecstatic pposition, aan iinhabitant oof tthe vvillage wwho wwas ccoming
downhill ffrom tthe mmountain wwith aa hhoneycomb wwanted tto ppass
between tthem.  SSeeing tthat tthey wweren’t mmoving sso hhe ccould
pass, aand nnot uunderstanding wwhat wwas hhappening, hhe bbecame
irritated bby tthe poor ttraining oof tthose ggirls . .. ..  AAfter hhaving
passed bby tthe ggirls iin tthe ddirection oof tthe vvillage, tthe mman
turned tto llook bback aand wwas aamazed tto ssee tthat tthe ggirls wwere
still tthere, eexactly iin tthe ssame pposition aand pposture aas bbefore.
Mindful oof tthis, hhe ccould hhardly ssleep dduring tthe nnight,
thinking tthat aall tthis wwas vvery sstrange.  HHe ttold tthis tto hhis wwife,
but sshe aanswered tthat iit wwasn’t iimportant, "children’s aaf-
fairs!"» (This man’s name was Vicente Mazón.)

vocabulary and unaccustomed to the abuse of
superlatives that permeates the news media, these
concise expressions show extraordinary feelings.
The figure that appeared, and the brilliance sur-
rounding it, were beyond everything beautiful
and impressive that could be seen here below.

TThhee ootthheerr ggiirrllss,, JJaacciinnttaa,, LLoollii aanndd MMaarrii
CCrruuzz,, (later they would explain this about
themselves) oonn sseeeeiinngg mmee iinn tthhaatt ssttaattee,,
tthhoouugghhtt II wwaass hhaavviinngg aann aattttaacckk,, ssiinnccee II
wwaass ssaayyiinngg wwiitthh mmyy hhaannddss jjooiinneedd ttoo-
ggeetthheerr:: OOhh!! .. .. ..  OOhh!! .. .. ..  OOhh!! .. .. ..

AAss tthheeyy wweerree ggooiinngg ttoo ccaallll mmyy mmootthheerr,,
tthheeyy ffoouunndd tthheemmsseellvveess iinn tthhee ssaammee ssttaattee
aass II wwaass..

AAnndd tthheeyy eexxccllaaiimmeedd ttooggeetthheerr:: OOhh,, aann
AAnnggeell!!

“a very beautiful figure appeared to me”
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was something very great.  Perhaps they also had
premonitions that this could be the start of some-
thing still greater.  Where else could they find
refuge and protection, if not in the place that
especially keeps the presence of God?  Is that not
also the best place to pray to Her who is His mother
and their own, always so ready to help her poor
children?  But before going inside to pray, they had
to pour out their tears on the walls outside.

Those walls, austere, strong, rising up above
the little plateau on which Garabandal rests, have
withstood the savage storms of the Cantabrian
Mountains,(20) looking on century after century of
days and nights, of good times and bad.  Genera-
tions and generations of Garabandalinos have
come there with their greatest joys, their most
hidden sufferings, their final hopes . . .  But never
had those walls seen such ineffable sobbing of
children, such exceptional tears as those the four
girls shed under their shelter, while the sun set
forever on that day of June 18th, 1961.

There was no one there at the time to mount

the church tower to signal the hour by ringing the
bells; but with the tears of the children, which
were not sorrowful ones, a mystery would begin to
sound out from Garabandal that would find a
great echo in innumerable hearts.

WWee mmeett ssoommee yyoouunngg ggiirrllss wwhhoo wweerree
ppllaayyiinngg,, aanndd wwhheenn tthheeyy ssaaww uuss ccrryyiinngg,,
tthheeyy aasskkeedd uuss,, WWhhyy aarree yyoouu ccrryyiinngg??

WWee ttoolldd tthheemm,, BBEECCAAUUSSEE WWEE HHAAVVEE
SSEEEENN AANN AANNGGEELL..

TThheeyy rraann ooffff ttoo tteellll tthhee sscchhooooll-mmiissttrreessss..(21)

20.  This extends across almost all the northern part of
Spain, running along the Cantabrian Sea, separating the
narrow band of costal low lands from the wider and higher
expanses in the interior country.

21.  In Garabandal there were two state schools in the same
building; one of them was for boys, and the other for girls.
The first was taught by the schoolmaster from the garden with
the apple tree; the second was presided over by a lady who
now comes on the scene and will remain in the village for many
years.  Her name was Serafina Gómez González; she was a
native of Cossío; a widow of Raimundo Rodríguez and had a
daughter named Toñito.

The villiage church
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WWhheenn wwee hhaadd ffiinniisshheedd pprraayyiinngg,, wwee rree-
ttuurrnneedd ttoo tthhee cchhuurrcchh ddoooorr aanndd wweenntt
iinnssiiddee..

AAtt tthhee ssaammee ttiimmee tthhee sscchhoooollmmiissttrreessss
aarrrriivveedd vveerryy ffrriigghhtteenneedd aanndd ssaaiidd ttoo uuss aatt
oonnccee,,  MMyy cchhiillddrreenn,, hhaavvee yyoouu rreeaallllyy sseeeenn
aann AAnnggeell??

——YYeess,, SSeeññoorraa..
——CCoouulldd tthhiiss bbee yyoouurr iimmaaggiinnaattiioonn??
——NNoo,, SSeeññoorraa!!  WWee hhaavvee rreeaallllyy sseeeenn

aann AAnnggeell!!

TThheenn tthhee sscchhoooollmmiissttrreessss ttoolldd uuss,, LLeett uuss
ggoo pprraayy aa SSttaattiioonn ttoo JJeessuuss iinn tthhee BBlleesssseedd
SSaaccrraammeenntt iinn tthhaannkkssggiivviinngg..((2222))

22.  A Eucharistic devotion practiced widely in Spain.  It
consists of six Our Fathers, Hail Marys and Glory Be To The
Fathers, with the ejaculation Long Live Jesus in the Blessed
Sacrament.  And may He be loved by all. These prayers are
accustomed to be said especially during the exposition of the
Holy Eucharist, on making a visit to the Blessed Sacrament, and
during Thanksgiving after the reception of Holy Communion.

Said to be originated by the Franciscans, the six Our
Fathers of the Station have the following significance: Five are
in honor of the Five Wounds of Christ—the wounds of the
hands, feet, and side—and the sixth is a prayer for the in-
tentions of the Holy Father to gain indulgences.

The schoolmistress

We know that during that unforgettable Station,
the girls’ words and prayers mingled with their sobs
and laughter.  ««WWee wweerree iinn ssuucchh aa ssttaattee»», Loli
admitted afterwards, ««tthhaatt wwee wweerree llaauugghhiinngg aanndd
ccrryyiinngg aatt tthhee ssaammee ttiimmee..»»

At DDay’s EEnd
(Te llucis aante tterminum)

Probably never was a Station like that ever said
in the church at San Sebastián de Garabandal.
Never such a feeling of heart, such desire and need
to take shelter near the Person who was truly there
close to them—the Living God, full of love, power-
ful and hidden in His ways, and certainly the Au-
thor of all that had just happened.

The schoolmistress felt herself more a mother
than ever toward her students, who were leaning
on her like frightened little birds, seeking pro-
tection.  They whispered the prayers:

LLoonngg lliivvee JJeessuuss iinn tthhee BBlleesssseedd SSaaccrraammeenntt .. .. ..
OOuurr FFaatthheerr .. .. ..  TThhyy wwiillll bbee ddoonnee .. .. ..  FFoorrggiivvee uuss
oouurr ssiinnss .. .. .. LLeeaadd uuss nnoott iinnttoo tteemmppttaattiioonn .. .. ..
DDeelliivveerr uuss ffrroomm eevviill!!

The prayer of their five souls in the dark and
deserted church was a real Compline(23) at Gara-
bandal on that June Sunday that had begun aa
SSuunnddaayy lliikkee aannyy ootthheerr..

The light of day dimmed.  Time for evening
prayer.  On that day and at the same time as at
Garabandal, just as it has been happening for
centuries in the Church’s countless monasteries
and convents, great numbers of souls consecrated
to God were saying before Him the liturgical
prayer for the end of the day.

((TTee lluucciiss aannttee tteerrmmiinnuumm..))
AAss tthhee ddaayy eennddss wwee pprraayy ttoo yyoouu,, CCrreeaattoorr ooff

tthhee UUnniivveerrssee,, ttoo bbee oouurr GGuuaarrddiiaann aanndd DDeeffeennddeerr

23.  Compline is the last hour of the Divine Office, the
official daily prayer of the church; the proper time for its
recital is nightfall.  This prayer has the purpose of offering the
day just concluding to God and petitioning his protection
against the unknown dangers of the coming night.
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aaccccoorrddiinngg ttoo YYoouurr ggrreeaatt mmeerrccyy .. .. ..
GGuuaarrdd uuss aass tthhee ppuuppiill ooff YYoouurr eeyyeess;; iinn tthhee

sshheelltteerr ooff YYoouurr wwiinnggss,, pprrootteecctt uuss .. .. .. 
LLeett YYoouurr HHoollyy SSppiirriitt ddeesscceenndd uuppoonn uuss,, LLoorrdd

oouurr GGoodd..

The girls did not understand the meaning of
the word Compline, but one can do many things
without knowing how to define them.

WWhheenn wwee hhaadd ffiinniisshheedd ssaayyiinngg tthhee SSttaattiioonn,,
wwee wweenntt ttoo oouurr hhoommeess..

IItt wwaass aallrreeaaddyy mmoorree tthhaann nniinnee aatt
nniigghhtt,, aanndd mmyy mmootthheerr hhaadd ttoolldd mmee ttoo
ccoommee hhoommee dduurriinngg tthhee ddaayy..(24)

AAnndd oonn tthhaatt ddaayy iitt wwaass ddaarrkk wwhheenn II
aarrrriivveedd..

WWhheenn II ggoott hhoommee,, mmyy mmootthheerr ssaaiidd ttoo
mmee,, DDiiddnn’’tt II tteellll yyoouu ttoo ccoommee hhoommee bbee-
ffoorree ddaarrkk??

VVeerryy ffrriigghhtteenneedd bbeeccaauussee ooff ttwwoo tthhiinnggss——
ffoorr hhaavviinngg sseeeenn tthhee ffiigguurree ssoo bbeeaauuttiiffuull,,
aanndd ffoorr ccoommiinngg hhoommee llaattee——II ddiiddnn’’tt ddaarree
ttoo ccoommee iinnttoo tthhee kkiittcchheenn..

AAnndd II lleeaanneedd aaggaaiinnsstt tthhee wwaallll,, vveerryy ssaadd..
What a picture.  The young girl in the fresh

radiance of her twelve years, leaning against the
wall in dismay, trying to support with the softness
of her look the unlikeliness of her words.

AAnndd II ssaaiidd ttoo mmyy mmootthheerr,, II hhaavvee sseeeenn
aann AAnnggeell!!

The acid response of Aniceta could be expected:
IIss tthhaatt aallll??  OOnn ttoopp ooff ccoommiinngg hhoommee

llaattee,, yyoouu ccoommee ssaayyiinngg tthheessee tthhiinnggss??
AAnndd II aannsswweerreedd aaggaaiinn,, BBuutt iitt’’ss ttrruuee;; II

hhaavvee sseeeenn aann AAnnggeell..
The replies, and the replies to the replies con-

tinued between the daughter and her mother.
Aniceta, less sure each time in her refusals, fin-
ished being much inclined to admit that her
daughter, that daughter for whom she lived and
whom she watched over with extreme care, must
have really experienced something.(25)

24.  It would be expected, and very proper for Aniceta to
watch like this over her only daughter.  In Garabandal the
nights are really dark with the streets hardly lit up.  And
although the people were of upright morality, a girl like
Conchita had no business being in the village at such a time.

25.  I have come across a new version of what occurred on
that memorable afternoon.  It comes from Pilar, the mother of 

Aniceta

Mari Cruz, and was taken down on a tape recorder in the
kitchen of her home—without her knowing it—on the after-
noon of July 25th, 1964:

«We nnever ffought wwith eeach oother .. .. ..  AAnd iit hhappened oone
day, aa SSunday, tthe 118th oof JJune.  II wwas aat tthe llaundry wwith aa
cow tthat II wwas kkeeping aat tthe hhouse. (Pilar took the cow to
water at the laundry, as was her custom, so that it could be
stabled, since night was falling) There II mmet AAngelita, tthe
wife oof FFael, aand II ddon’t kknow wwho eelse .. .. ..  SShe ssaid tto mme:

—But wwhat hhappened tto MMari CCruz?
—What’s hhappened?  WWhat’s hhappened?—I aanswered—

What’s sshe ddone?
—But yyou ddon’t kknow aabout iit tthen?  TThat sshe ssays sshe

has sseen aan aangel.
—An aangel?  OOh, wwhat aa tthing! This ffrightened mme.  II

thought tthat sshe hhad ddone ssomething bbad.  AAfter tthat, II wwent
on wwalking wwhile tthinking, ""Is iit ppossible tthat tthe ggirl iis ggoing
around ssaying tthese rridiculous tthings aabout aangels aand cchurch
affairs?" (The atmosphere in Mari Cruz’s home must not
have been especially religious.  Conchita lets an observation
escape in her diary about Mari Cruz’ father Escolástico, who
does nnot ggo mmuch tto mmass.)

While wwalking II mmet MMari CCruz rright hhere bby SSinda’s hhome.
I wwas iirritated aand II ssaid tto hher:

—Listen, MMari CCruz, wwhat aare yyou ggoing aaround ssay-
ing hhere?

—Nothing.
—What ddo yyou mmean nnothing?  TThey ttold mme aat tthe llaundry

that yyou hhave sseen aan aangel .. .. ..  LLook, II aam ggoing tto ggive yyou aa
beating, ssince yyou aare ttoo ggrown uup tto ssay tthese tthings .. .. ..

While II wwas ssaying tthis, JJacinta, wwho wwas tthere, aanswered:
—Yes, wwe rreally ssaw hhim.
—May GGod bbe ppraised. ——I ssaid— You aare aalso mmixed uup iin

this?  WWhat aa sshame.  MMost HHoly MMary.  YYoung ggirls oof yyour aage!
And tthat dday II ggave MMari CCruz aa ggood sscolding; bbut II ddidn’t

scold hher aafter tthat.»
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Years later on April 8, 1967, during the great
tests, doubts, and contradictions, Aniceta said to
the Argentine priest Julio Meinvielle, who had
come up to Garabandal with Jaime García Llor-
ente from Seville:(26)

««II rreeccaallll sseeeeiinngg CCoonncchhiittaa wwhheenn sshhee ccaammee
bbaacckk ttoo tthhee hhoouussee aafftteerr hheerr ffiirrsstt aappppaarriittiioonn..   SShhee

ccaammee ccoommpplleetteellyy ttrraannssffoorrmmeedd..  EEvveenn tthhee vvooiiccee hhaadd
cchhaannggeedd,, aanndd tthhiiss ssttrruucckk mmee ggrreeaattllyy..  IItt wwaass lliikkee
aannootthheerr vvooiiccee,, aa vveerryy ssoofftt vvooiiccee..  AAnndd sshhee ssmmiilleedd
wwiitthh aa ggeennttlleenneessss iinn hheerr ffaaccee..»»

· ·· ··
Loli came home with her sister Amaliuca,

who was a year younger.  They were afraid, ex-
pecting a scolding for returning late.  In San
Sebastián homes there was strict discipline with
young girls, and especially about returning
home before dark.

When they arrived, their mother was al-
ready in bed since the poor woman had worked
hard all day long.  They went upstairs to her
bedroom and knocked softly on her door, Loli
behind Amaliuca.

26.  Reverend Julio Meinvielle, a prominent figure among
Argentine Catholics, had heard and read about Garabandal in
his country.  As soon as he could, he took a plane to Madrid
and Jaime García Llorente picked him up at the airport and
took him straight to Garabandal.  There the perspicatious
priest contemplated, prayed, and listened . . . And his
impression was decidedly favorable.  He said to his companion
Jaime on the return trip, Garabandal will be the banner of
the counter-revolution.

Conchita in front of her home

—Mama, they whispered.
—Yes, mama, mama, Julia answered sharply,

What time is this to get back home?  What do you
think this is?  I ought to give you a beating.

—We are late because Loli has seen an angel.
—An angel?  Not a devil?  You ought to be

ashamed of yourself!  Get going, eat your dinner 

and get to bed.  I’m tired.  Don’t bother me.

The girls went downstairs and ate.  Then
Loli, as was her custom, went to the house of
her maternal grandmother who lived next
door to sleep with her since the woman lived
all alone.  (This is the house now occupied by
the remaining members of the Mazón-Gon-
zález family.)

Before going to bed, the grandmother and her
granddaughter were in the habit of saying to-
gether the prayers of the Scapular of Mount Car-
mel, and they started this again on the night of
June 18th, 1961.  But the grandmother soon no-
ticed something unusual in the child who was on
her knees leaning against her, trembling like a
frightened little bird.  (Loli was quite small at
that time.)

—Child!  What’s happened to you?

Loli’s mother, Julia
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—Grandmother, I’ve seen an Angel.
—What?  You’ve seen an Angel?  Are you all

right?  Come on now!

The little girl insisted, and with such a tone of
excitement that the grandmother, although not
yielding her entire belief, was partly convinced.

The recitation of the Our Fathers and Hail
Marys continued, and everything ended as usual
with the ancient and beautiful invocation that had
to resound like never before on that night:

GGRRAANNDDMMOOTTHHEERR:  BBee oouurr ccoonnssoollaattiioonn..  TThhee wwaayy
mmoosstt ppoowweerrffuull..

LLOOLLII: GGiivvee uuss yyoouurr lloovviinngg pprrootteeccttiioonn,, MMootthheerr
ooff GGoodd,, OOuurr LLaaddyy ooff MMoouunntt CCaarrmmeell..(27)

· ·· ··
TThhaatt wwaass aatt 99::3300 aatt nniigghhtt..
LLaatteerr tthhaatt nniigghhtt wwee ddiiddnn’’tt ssppeeaakk aannyy

mmoorree aabboouutt iitt..
IItt wwaass aann oorrddiinnaarryy nniigghhtt,, jjuusstt lliikkee

aannyy ootthheerr..

Conchita states this in her diary, but we can be
sure that for the four girls of Garabandal that
night could not be an oorrddiinnaarryy nniigghhtt,, jjuusstt lliikkee

aannyy ootthheerr.. It might have been that in the ex-
ternal aspects of eating, bedtime, etc., but within
the hearts of the four girls, that night had to be
quite different, stirring up their feelings and de-
sires.  They could still remember the beautiful
vision of the calleja, and it filled them with such
joy.  But with it there was mixed the anxiety of
many unanswered questions—these two above all:

Would he return?

What did he want from us?

27.  I was finally able to learn also from Jacinta how the
meeting with her parents took place on the night of the first
apparition:

«On rreturning hhome, II ccouldn’t hhide oour sseeing tthe AAngel
. .. ..  MMy mmother aand mmy bbrother ttook iit aas aa jjoke.  TThey
couldn’t bbelieve iit, aand ttried tto cconvince mme tthat tthe bbest
thing tto ddo wwas fforget iit .. .. ..  WWhen II ssaid tthat tthe AAngel hhad
wings, mmy bbrother rreplied tthat iit hhas ssurely bbeen oone oof tthe
big bbirds tthat hhe hhas sseen aat ttimes iin tthe PPeña SSagra mmoun-
tains--nnot bbeing uused tto tthem, wwe hhad bbeen ffrightened, aand tthe
scare hhad mmade uus ssee sstrange tthings .. .. ..

My ffather iinterrupted tto ssay, I ddon’t wwant tto ttake aa
serious mmatter llike tthis ffor aa jjoke.  II ddon’t kknow wwhat ooc-
curred, bbut II kknow JJacinta wwell.  AAnd II kknow tthat iif sshe ssays
that sshe hhas sseen aan AAngel, ssomething llike tthis hhappened.

We ddidn’t ddiscuss tthe tthing aanymore tthat nnight.  WWhen II
was aalone, II ccouldn’t sstop tthinking oof wwhat hhad hhappened iin
the CCalleja.»

The four girls at the site of the first apparition
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A subsequent ecstasy
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