My Message from theVirgin

Mercedes Salisachs, the Catalonian authoress well-known When I first set out for the village of
throughout Spain, was one of those fortunate enough to be G"‘;”“mm" I wanted to come closer

5 9 d 3 t F: o ETidg s e
present during many of the remarkable ecstasies of the four ~ '° U070 and render homage to the Vir

. : gin Mary, although, naturally
young visionaries ai Garabandal. Bur for her, all thar she enough, I still had doubts as to the

witnessed there pales in comparison to what she experienced  authenticity of the alleged appari-
during her first visit. Here, in her own words, is the moving ~ 1ons. The fact is that my religious
account of what happened that memorable April of 1962,

life had undergone a considerable
change some three and a half vears
carlier, as a result of the death of my
son, Miguel, and following an inner
crisis that had entirely swept aside
the deep romed habits and theories of
a lifetime.

Although | was a practicing Catho-
lic, it was from force of habit and a
sense of duty rather than from love of
Cod. Miguel, on the other hand, was
religious in the “spiritual™ sense.
The firmness of his faith was aston-
ishing; especially the maturity of his
reasoning. Everything he did and
thought had an underlying religious
purpose.

Mot yet 22 years old, he had every-
thing to look forward to. He was en-
gaged to be married and was emerging
as a sensitive and talented artist whose
works were praised by all the Spanish
press in posthumous exhibitions in
Madrid and Barcelona.

Evervone considercd Miguel as my

adrer ego, my real confidant and
inseparable companion. In our spare
nme (Miguel. his lancee and 1) were
wont to get together. His whims were
alwavs the same as mine and our
plans were always made together.
For my part, having him at my side
wits like owning a piece of cosmos.
On him | focused all my good aspira-
tions, and I believe he had the same
attitude towards me. In fact, he was
nod just my son, but my best friend,
[

Shortly before his death, Miguel
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and his flancee became daily commu-
nicants, “I"ve been o Communion
twenty davs running, ™ he said.
“What a fool I am for not having
done it before!™

The Accident

Then came that frightful day. On
Oxctober 30, 1958, after going to
Communion as usual, Miguel set off
for France with four fellow artists.
About six miles from their destina-
tion, they had a bad automobile acei-
dent. Two of them were killed
imstantly. Two survived. Miguel died
at s1x o 'clock the following morning.
It was doubtful that he would ever
have regained consciousness.,

His death snuffed out the main
point of mv life. On losing him [ feh
overwhelmed by the most horrifying,
stygian gloom. People told me |
would get over it in time. They said
little by little I would get used to it. It
was not 50, the more the time passed,
the emptier, sadder and more lost 1
felt.

Some resorted 1o religious reason-
ing. They spoke to me of Christian
resignation, reminded me of Miguel's
great faith, of his exemplary death,
and said | should praise God for hav-
ing taken him from me with his soul
in such happy circumstances. But
resignation would not come, and all
their persuasion struck me as empty.,
thoughtless arguments.

There even came a time when
doubts about my faith became my
obsession. Religion took on the
appearance of a repair-patch on a
burst tire, and evervthing that I had
hitherto admitted without undue
effort now started 1o crumble, plung-
ing me into greater and greater
depression. In this fashion, | finally
turned into an empty shell with no
horizon but the past, and no hope for
the future but death.

The collapse of my morale was

shattering. The empration to ‘doubt’
continually assailed me. I got the
impression that after death every-
thing was over, that hope was nothing
but a great lie, and thart faith was a
childish myth invented to keep us in
order.

My doubts, however, did not win
completely, Sometimes. for some
unknown reason, hope returned
“What if Miguel can see me? What if
the dogma of the Communion of
Saints is true. .. 7" It was as if Miguel
were tugging at me; as if he were
SCreaming oul 10 me 0 arouse me
from my apathy.

At that period, T could not even
pray. I always ran into a blank wall
of dowbt

The fact was | needed some proof;
something (o make me realize that
beyond death’s threshold, life contin-
ued. But proof was not forthcoming,
and, 1o tell the truth, 1 did not do
anyvthing to seek it out, either. My
devotion to our Blessed Lady was
practically non-existent.

Ome day, shortly before the feast of
the Immaculate Conception, almost
instinctively I found myself before a
statue of Our Lady of Sorrows, beg-
ging the Blessed Virgin to give me
proot that Miguel indeed existed still.

Proof was not long in coming. It
was indisputable evidence. So incon-
testable was it that, even if someone
were now o explain it away with
normal arguments, 1 should still be
convinced that what happened was

nevertheless an answer from Our

Lady.

From that day onwards, | had no
other obsession than io return to
God. On May 4, 1959, | made a gen-
eral confession and my peace with
God, once and for all, resolving
never to part from Him for a single
second of my remaining life. Every-
thing began to change for me,
Though [ still missed Miguel greatly
and loneliness continued (o torment
me, my inward peace was now a
great balm. My devotion to the Vir-
gin Mary grew day by day.

30 1t was that, when [ heard of the
children of Garabandal, | made up
my mind o visit their litle village,
not just out of curiosity, but with the
idea of rendering homage to the Vir-

gin,

My First Trip to Garabandal

I left Barcelona on Maundy Thursday
(1962) and reached Garabandal on
Good Friday.

The village enmusse had congre-
gated in the church to celebrate the
Holy Week ceremonies. From time to
time the children passed close by,
They appeared to be on very friendly
terms with the Marqués and Mar-
quesa de Santa Mana, who intro-
duced me into the children's private
circle,

That afterncon, [ entrusted Jacinta
with some pious objects to give to the
Virgin to kiss.

| made the same request of her and



her fellow visionaries: * Ask the Vir-
gin for news of my son.”™ [ think it
was Jacinta who inguired, * What's
wrong with your son?” I told her he
had died.

This done, | made my way 1o Mari
Loli’s where evervone was waiting
for her next apparition. I gave Marni
Loli a sheet of paper written on both
sides and told her | did not expect an
answer. “The only thing [ should like
tx know is where my son 5.7 [ did
not mention his name,

It was not long before we heard the
characteristic thud of Mari Loli fall-
g to her knees. It came from
upstairs. Silence fell and only a short
time had elapsed when we saw Mari

Mari Loli left) and dacinta in ecsrasy,
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Loli descending the stairs, her eyes
staring heavenwards and her face
transfigured, holding hands with
another litile girl.

[ don't think the greatest actress
could imitate that expression.

Mari Loli went to the table on
which lay the objects (o be presented
to the Virgin, She began to hold them
aloft to be kissed. [ saw her pick up
my sheet of paper, raise it on high,
turn it around and deposit it back on
the tahle.

Then, clutching her crucifix, she
went out into the street. Her regular
strides were light and casy. It was as
though she were walking on a
smaeth, flat surface instead of the
quagmires, puddles, rubble and
stones that were underfoo

Thus far, the evening had been
nong too pleasant for me. As often as
Mar1 Loli had given the cross to be
kissed, she had overlooked me. [ was
decply pained by the suspicion that,
if all this were true, the Virgin Mary
wis deliberately evading my kiss,

Mari Loli had gone up to the Pines,

but s0 steep was the path, that
exhaustion prevented me from fol-
lowing. When she at last came down
the mountainside, | saw her running
packwards. her gaze piercing the
gloomy sky overhead, avoiding
obstacles and pot holes as if she had
eyes in the back of her head. As she
reached the village, she was joined
by lacinta; they laughed as they met.
Both of them proffered their cruci-
fixes for people 1o kiss as they
walked on arm in arm. -

At the church door, Jacinta
emerged from her trance. Mar Loli
returned home, still in a state of
ecslasy.

Was There News for Me?

I asked Jacinta for news of Miguel,
The child replied that the Virgin had
not answered her query. Downcast, |

tackled Mari Loli next. Her response
wis identical. = Did she read my
sheet of paper?”™ [ urged. “Yes, she
read it.”

That same night, when Mari Loli
fell into an ecstatic trance for the sec-
ond time, she was joined at once by
Jacinta who was walking through the
strects in ecsiasy, Loo. Again, they
gave all the onlookers their crucifixes
to kiss; again when they came my
wity, they passed my lips by.

But the worst of all was what they
told me on re-emerging. Both Jacinta
and Mari Loli told me, “The Blessed
Virgin gave me her answer, but 1
can’t tell vou what it 15.”

That reply was far worse than the
previous one. There was no escaping
the obvious conclusions. Either I did
not deserve to be answered by the
Virgin, or else. despite every suppo-
sition to the contrary, Miguel was in
a place of which it was “better o
TEMEIN in ignorance.”

| goaded Mari Loli to tell me
whether the Virgin's answer was
pleasant or otherwise. “I can't say, |
can't say. .. " she evaded my ques
tioning. Her face was quite inscruta-
ble.

Croing to bed that might, 1 felt as if |
had been turned into a block of ice.
The suspicion that neither God nor
our Blessed Mother wanted to have
anything 1o do with me depressed me
as much as my assumption that
Miguel might be suffering punish-
ment. But, somehow it seemed out of
the question to doubt Miguel's salva-
tion.

On the evening of Holy Saturday, |
was present during an ecstasy of
Conchita. If memory serves me
right. | was not given the crucifix to
kiss that night, either, If I did manage
to Kiss it at any particular point, it
was purely by chance in passing as it
was offered 10 someone else

| was so depressed by the apparent



“disdain” that the Apparition was
showing me thai, without stopping 1o
think of the undoubted generosity
shown to others, | firmly resolved
nok fo ask Any e queﬂlﬂ-ns ar Lo
expect the slightest sign through the
children.

Following a long-standing local
custom, in the pre-dawn hours of
Easter Sunday, the village women
started to sing the rosary, Despite my
weariness, | felt impelled to join

them. The devoutness of that scene
wis truly impressive; [ cannot
remember ever having spent an Eas-
ter of such profound religious fervor
as that one

The Unexpected
We must have been mid-way through

the third mystery when the unex-

pected happened.
All at once | felt someone prodding

me in the back. Turning, I saw my

Jeacinta and Mari Lali in ecanasy walk
throngh the sireeis r.lII"H.I:' I.'|:|I|I¢|'£¢' a5 e
onlombers move aside. Bork .l,:ﬂ.l'.ll.ﬁ told
Mercedes the same story, “The Blessed
Firgin gave me her amower, bt f can '
el weme wohar i ds. 7

friend. the Marquesa de Santa Maria
arm in arm with Mari Loli. “Mari
Lol says she has something to say (o
you,” she confided.

Al that moment, [ could not think
what she was referring to. 1 remem-
bered that. following her ecstasy that
evening (before the midnight Mass,
of course), [ had spoken 1o the child
and she had been as secretive as ever,
Just as | had resolved, | had asked
her ne further questions, and she, for
her part, had shown no signs of wish-
ing to talk, either. So 1 could not
grasp what she could possibly want
to tell me.

But the Marguesa added, “It has
something o do with what the Virgin
told her vesterday, but it seems she
wis commanded o keep it quiet wntil
after one o'clock today, ™

Rather abashed, Mari Loli was
saying: “Later on: I'll tell her after-
wards, .. " We were walking along in
procession reciting the rosary and it
was hardly proper to halt for a mere
MCSSage,

Confused, [ did not know whose
side to take. But the Marquesa, who
had seen the bad time | had been hav-
ing, insisted, “Mot on your life!
You're to tell her this minute. You
can't leave this lady in such sus-
pensc,

Mari Loli and I drew slightly away
from the procession. Disconcerted,
and still fearful of what might be in
store for me, 1 bent down for the hit-
the girl to whisper in my car.

In a clear voice she gave me the
message: “Cwur Lady savs vour son is
in Heaven. "

| cannot say precisely what hap-
pened after that. Everything about
me seemed in such a whirl tht 11 was
no casy matier (o reconstruct the
scene. Everything, absolutely every-
thing, was as nought beside that one
sentence,

The only thing I remember clearly



was hugging Mari Loli as if | were
embracing Miguel. Then I found
myself hugging the Marquesa, She,
too, was crying. People were milling
round about us; 1t was like being on a
roller coaster with maore and more
people joining us, They were all
looking at me, fright mingling with
emotion on their faces. Alarmed a
the interruption of the procession,
Conchita’s mother came over to com-
fort me. “If she's crying because they
haven’t given her the crucifix o Kiss,
tell the lady that they haven't given it
to me tonight, either,”™ she consoled.

When they told her mine were
tears of jov, the good woman looked
relieved. The rest of that rosary was
like winging up te Heaven. All my
carlier depression had disappeared. |
recollect handing the Marquesa my
walking stick and clinging 1o Mari
Loli's arm. Mever in my life had I
felt so light-hearted or so secure.
Tears still stinging my eves, we
rejoined the procession through the
streets in those early hours before
dawn. | think | praved more with my
cyes than with my lips. Man Loli
was saying over and over, " Don't
cry, don't ¢ry. .. " But there was no
taking notice of her plea. There was
s0 much to cry about! She insisted,
“You ought to be very happy.™

Mow, | did not bother 1o look
where | was going. | no longer
needed a flashlight: Mari Loli's arm
was firm in mine. Full of confidence
in her guidance and trust in the
Blessed Virgin, | walked the rest of

the way gazing up at the heavens. |
have never seen the sky so clear and
studded with stars; every twinkle was
a smile

There's More to the Message

It was 3:00 a.m. Sull stunned by
whiat had happened to me, 1 heard the
Marquesa whispering to Man Loli,
“But, my dear child, don’t keep it o
vourself? Tell her now.” The Mar-
quesa turned o me, adding, “Mari
Loli says the message she gave you is
incomplete, bul as you started (o cry
she couldn’t go on telling you the rest
of i.”

What the child had 1o tell me this
time lef me sl more overcome,
“The Blessed Virgin also told me that
your son is very happy, extremely
happy. and he’s at your side every
oler v,

She mt once went on, “[ already
knew your son was in Heaven: Our
Lady told me so yesterday. But she
also said, "Down 't rell the lady wnril
tomorrow, after Sunday Mass, " that's
why | kept quiet about it until now, ™

From the moment of that crisis,
everything changed for me. No
soomner had the child fallen wo her
knees in a trance than I had proof that
my earlier “ostracism”™ had ended.
She came straight to me. She held the
crucifix to my lips, once, twice,
thrice; then, making the Sign of the
Cross over my forehead. lips and
heart, she held the crucifix up 1o the
Virgin 1o kiss once more and. as if in
final confirmation of all she had just
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told me, she held it out to me again

Therewpon. without proffering it o
anyone else, she wenl out into the
might.

When [ went outside, Mari Loli’s
father, Ceferino, beckoned me over.
“5he’s talking to the Virgin about
you,” he said, Sure enough, she was
undoubtedly speaking about me: “1
told her not to cry, and that she ought
1o be happy. but she took no notice."”
After a brief pause she went on.
“And what if she starts crying again
when | tell her?™

As soon as she emerged from her
trance, Mari Loli came over and
informed me in a low voice that Our
Lady had given her another message
She waited until we were alone.
"While I was speaking to the Vir-
gin,” she said, “I noticed she was
laughing a lot and looking upwards.
and when I asked her why she was
laughing so. she repled that at the
very moment she was talking to me,
‘he” was looking at you and was very
happy.”

“Who do you mean, Mari Loli?
M--7" 1 could not get his name out.
But she forestalled me, “That's
right, Miguel. The Blessed Mother
said o me, ‘Above all, rell the lady

thar this very minute while §am
speaking to vou, Miguel is warching
her, and thar he is full of jov, thar he
iz very happy; very, very happy
indeed. ™

"Tell me. Mari Loli, how did you
know his name 1s Miguel?™

The linle girl was quite unper-
turbed. Very simply, she replied.
“Because | asked her, *Who is
Miguel?" and she said to me, “Thar
lereys son " "

| returned to the house where | was
lodging as if [ were walking on ar.
The village was tnged with blue
under a sky in which the stars still
shone. The first rays of the rising sun
were peeping over the mountains_ [
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