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Dear Readers,
This year we celebrate 171 years since the apparitions at La Salette, France. It
is amazing to see almost two centuries of Our Lady’s pleas going unheeded.
And now, we enter into the centenial year of the apparitions in which Our
Lady began by making that heart gripping statement, “Men have not heeded
my warnings at Lourdes and La Salette.”

Our Lady of
Fatima’s
plea to the
three children,
and to
mankind!

Yes, 100 years ago, in 1917 Our Lady came to Fatima, Portugal, to beg mankind,
one last time: to sacrifice themselves for sinners, amend their lives, dress
modestly, study their faith, and pray five decades of the Rosary daily, for
world peace! She told the children that souls were going to Hell because there
was no one to pray and sacrifice for them. To this day, however, we still see the
majority of men going about their daily business, as if Hell did not exist!
In our last issue we showed you how deeply this wounds the heart of Our
Lady, to see men living such dissapated lives. How hard she cried in front of
Melanie at La Sallette, and how sad little Jacinta said she always looked.

“Pray much and
make sacrifices for
sinners, for many
souls go to Hell
because there is no
one to make
sacrifices for them.”

As we go through the year 2017, we will show you, through each issue, how
much God loves men, enough to bring them one last time, a plea from Him
through His Mother’s Immaculate Heart. “Men must amend their lives...”
In this issue, you will see how God prepared the children by allowing the Angel
of their country to come and strengthen them, through the grace of the Blessed
Sacrament, for what they were about to endure. He told them that much
prayer and sacrifice was needed, and to prepare themselves for much suffering,
as the Hearts of Jesus and Mary were already too much offended.
He taught them a prayer of reparation to the Blessed Trinity and told them to
put their entire trust and faith in God, while making reparation for those who
do not believe, do not adore, do not trust, do not love Him.
When the children were shown Hell, they understood, in a moment, just how
much penance, sacrifice and reparation was needed; and they understood what
the Angel had warned them about.
Hell is a very real place, and it is our heart-felt prayer that after you read the
account of a soul who will spend the rest of eternity there, that you too will
dedicate your life to make the sacrifces needed to save souls from that eternal
fire.
My prayers and the prayers of our Sisters are with you. We thank you for your
prayers and for your support.
In the Hearts of Jesus and Mary,

Behold Thy Mother is published three times a year. Subscription rates are
$16.00 per year within the United States. Foreign rates, $22.00 per year.
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Intentions for:

Morning Offering

January: Sanctification of home
and family, truly Catholic
marriages.

(In the spirit of Holy Slavery)
O Jesus, through the Immaculate
Heart of Mary, in reparation for my
sins, I offer Thee all my prayers,
works, joys and sufferings of this
day and of my entire life, for all the
intentions of Thy Most Sacred
Heart, in union with the Holy
Sacrifice of the Mass validly and
licitly offered this day throughout
the world, the infinite graces and
merits thereof to be dispensed in
accord with Thy Divine Will for the
salvation of souls, the conversion
of sinners, and the special intention
recommended for this month:

February: The spread of the true
Catholic Faith through the spread
of devotion to Mary.
March: An increase in pious and
holy religious vocations.
April: For all of the missionary
endeavors throughout the world
and unity among the members of
the Church Militant.
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The
Angel of
Portugal,
The forgotten
Apparition of
Fatima

The Angel of Portugal was sent to prepare the three children
for a message that if lived, would bring about world peace,
but if it was ignored, would bring about
the destruction of the Catholic Church and mankind itself.

When you ask people
what they know about the
message of Our Lady of
Fatima, they will usually
respond with, “Our Lady
asked us to pray the Rosary
for world peace.” That is
pretty much the extent of the
knowledge they have of this
great message, that is so
necessary for us, as Catholics, to read, meditate upon,
and live.
Mary asked for much
more than the praying of the
Rosary, she asked for amendment of life, modesty, reparation, sacrifice of our daily
duty, and the study of our
Faith.
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Long before she came to
Fatima, God sent a Heavenly
messenger to prepare the
three seers for the heavy
cross that was about to be
laid upon their shoulder.
Upon them was given the
burden of conveying, for one
last time, a message that if
lived, would bring about
peace, but if it was ignored,
would bring about the
destruction of the Catholic
Church and mankind itself.
This Heavenly visitor is
the most forgotten part of the
Fatima message, but it is a
most important and necessary part.
Imagine for a moment, if

anything up to God. Everything has to be their way and
they have to have things
when they want them. No
wonder people seem to skip
over this part of the message,
for it shows that everyone,
both young and old, are
called to a spirit of sacrifice
and reparation.
As we take you through
the message of the Angel of
Portugal, who prepared Our
Lady’s way, you will begin
to clearly understand just
how much sacrifice is
needed, for the Hearts of
Jesus and Mary are being
gravely offended.

someone came up to a group
of children of today who
were simply and innocently
playing, and said, “What are
you doing? Pray, pray very
much! The most Holy Hearts
of Jesus and Mary have designs
of mercy on you. Offer prayers
and sacrifices constantly to the
Most High.”
If this were to happen
today, people would be
outraged that little children
were spoken to so “harshly”,
for the children of today are
very pampered and do not
even understand what the
word sacrifice means, nor do
they know how to offer

5

The Apparition
of the Angel of
Portugal

“Pray thus. The Hearts of Jesus and Mary are
attentive to the voice of your supplications.”

By Sr. Lucia,
the eldest seer of
Fatima,
as she related it
to the Bishop.
One fine day, we set out
with our sheep for some land
that my parents owned,
which lay at the foot of the
eastern slope of the hill that I
have already mentioned.
This property was called
Chousa Velha. Soon after
our arrival, about midmorning, a fine drizzle began
to fall, so fine that it seemed
like mist. We went up the
hillside, followed by our
flocks, looking for an overhanging boulder where we
could take shelter. Thus it
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was for the first time that we
entered this blessed hallow
among the rocks. It stood in
the middle of an olive grove
belonging to my Godfather
Anastacio. From there, you
could see the little village
where I was born, my parents’ home, and the hamlets
of Casa Velha and Dira da
Pedra. The olive grove,
owned by several people,
extended to within the
confines of the hamlets
themselves. We spent the
day there among the rocks, in

spite of the fact that the rain
was over and the sun was
shining bright and clear. We
ate our lunch and said our
Rosary.
Our prayer finished, we
started to play “pebbles”!
We had enjoyed the game
for a few moments only,
when a strong wind began to
shake the trees. We looked
up, startled to see what was
happening, for the day was
unusually calm. Then we
saw a figure coming towards
us, above the olive trees. As
it drew closer, we were able
to distinguish its features. It
was a young man, about
fourteen or fifteen years old,
whiter than snow, transparent as crystal when the sun
shines through it, and of
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great beauty. On reaching
us, he said: “Do not be
afraid! I am the Angel of
Peace. Pray with me.”
Kneeling on the ground,
he bowed down until his
forehead touched the ground,
and made us repeat these
words three times: “My God,
I believe, I adore, I trust and
I love Thee! I ask pardon of
Thee for those who do not
believe, do not adore, do not
trust and do not love Thee.”
Then rising, he said: “Pray
thus. The Hearts of Jesus and
Mary are attentive to the
voice of your supplications.”
His words engraved
themselves so deeply on our
minds that we could never
forget them. From then on,
we used to spend long peri-

“What are you doing? Pray, pray very much!
The most Holy Hearts of Jesus and Mary
have designs of mercy on you. Offer prayers
and sacrifices constantly to the Most High.”
ods of time, prostrate like the
Angel, repeating his words,
until sometimes we fell,
exhausted. I warned my
companions, right away,
that this must be kept secret
and thank God, they did
what I wanted.
Some time passed, and
summer came, when we had
to go home for siesta. One
day, we were playing on the
stone slabs of the well down
at the bottom of the garden
belonging to my parents,
which we called the Arneiro.
Suddenly, we saw beside us
the same figure, or rather
Angel, as it seemed to me.
“What are you doing?
Pray, pray very much! The
most Holy Hearts of Jesus
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and Mary have designs of
mercy on you. Offer prayers
and sacrifices constantly to
the Most High.”
“How are we to make
sacrifices?” I asked.
“Make everything you can
a sacrifice, and offer it to
God as an act of reparation
for the sins by which He is
offended, and in supplication
for the conversion of sinners.
You will thus draw down
peace upon your country. I
am its Angel Guardian, the
Angel of Portugal. Above
all, accept and bear with
submission the suffering
which the Lord will send
you.”
A considerable time had
elapsed, when one day we

“We sprang up to see what was happening,
and beheld the Angel. He was holding a
Chalice in his left hand, with the Host
suspended above it, from which some drops
of blood fell into the Chalice.”
9

“Most holy Trinity, Father,
Son and Holy Ghost, I offer
Thee the most precious Body,
Blood, Soul and Divinity of
Jesus Christ, present in all the
tabernacles of the world, 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 the
Immaculate Heart of Mary,
I beg of Thee the conversion
of poor sinners.”
went to pasture our sheep on
a property belonging to my
parents, which lay on the
slope of the hill I have mentioned, a little higher up than
Valinhos. It is an olive grove
called Pregueira. After our
lunch, we decided to go and
pray in the hollow among the
rocks on the opposite side of
the hill. To get there, we
went around the slope, and
had to climb over some rocks
above the Pregueira. The
sheep could only scramble
over these rocks with great
difficulty.
As soon as we arrived
there, we knelt down, with
our foreheads touching the
ground, and began to repeat
the prayer of the Angel: “My

God, I believe, I adore, I trust
and I love Thee...” I don’t
know how many times we
had repeated this prayer,
when an extraordinary light
shone upon us. We sprang
up to see what was happening, and beheld the Angel.
He was holding a Chalice in
his left hand, with the Host
suspended above it, from
which some drops of blood
fell into the Chalice. Leaving
the Chalice suspended in the
air, the Angel knelt down
beside us and made us repeat
three times: “Most holy
Trinity, Father, Son and Holy
Ghost, I offer Thee the most
precious Body, Blood, Soul
and Divinity of Jesus Christ,
present in all the tabernacles
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“Take and drink
the
Body and Blood
of Jesus Christ,
horribly outraged
by ungrateful men!
Make reparation
for their crimes
and
console your God.”

Once again, he prostrated
on the ground and repeated
with us, three times more, the
same prayer “Most Holy
Trinity...”, and then disappeared.
We remained a long time
in this position, repeating the
same words over and over
again. When at last we stood
up, we noticed that it was
already dark, and therfore
time to return home.
After this, many trials
came upon my household,
but it was then that I remembered the Angel’s words:
“Above all, accept submissively the sacrifices that the
Lord will send you.” Jacinta
reminded us to offer all in
reparation for poor sinners.

of the world, 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
the Immaculate Heart of
Mary, I beg of Thee the
conversion of poor sinners.”
Then, rising he took the
Chalice and the Host in his
hands. He gave the Sacred
Host to me, and shared the
Blood from the Chalice
between Jacinta and Francisco, saying as he did so:
“Take and drink the Body
and Blood of Jesus Christ,
horribly outraged by ungrateful men! Make reparation for their crimes and
console your God.”
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A Little
Child
Shall
Lead
Them
Jacinta’s
Love of
Sacrifice
for poor
sinners!

From the
Memoirs
of
Sr. Lucia
those poor children, for the
conversion of sinners!”
And she ran to take it to
them. That afternoon, she
told me she was hungry.
There were holm oaks and
oak trees nearby. The acorns
were still quite green. However, I told her we could eat
them. Francisco climbed up
a holm oak to fill his pockets,
but Jacinta remembered that
we could eat the ones on the
oak trees instead, and thus
make a sacrifice by eating
the bitter kind. So it was
there, that afternoon, that
we enjoyed this delicious
repast! Jacinta made this
one of her usual sacrifices,
and often picked the acorns

Little Jacinta, as young as
she was, understood the
need for reparation to the
Hearts of Jesus and Mary,
and the necessity to make
everything she did, a sacrifice for sinners.
Jacinta took this matter of
making sacrifices for the
conversion of sinners so
much to heart, that she never
let a single opportunity
escape her. There were two
families in Moita, whose
children used to go round
begging from door to door.
We met them one day, as we
were going along with our
sheep. As soon as she saw
them, Jacinta said to us:
“Let’s give our lunch to
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off the oaks or the olives off
the trees.
One day I said to her:
“Jacinta, don’t eat that; it’s
too bitter!”
“But it’s because it’s bitter
that I’m eating it, for the
conversion of sinners.”
These were not the only
times we fasted. We had
agreed that whenever we met
any poor children like these,
we would give them our
lunch. They were only too
happy to receive such an
alms, and they took good care
to meet us; they used to wait
for us along the road. We no
sooner saw them than Jacinta
ran to give them all the food
we had for that day, as
happy as if she had no need
of it herself. On days like
that, our only nourishment
consisted of pine nuts, and
little berries about the size of
an olive which grows on the
roots of yellow bell-flowers,
as well as blackberries, mushrooms, and some other things
we found on the roots of pine
trees. I can’t remember now
what these were called. If
there was fruit available on
the land belonging to our
parents, we used to eat that.
Jacinta’s thirst for making
sacrifices seem insatiable.
One day a neighbor offered

“Jacinta
remembered
that we could eat
the ones on the oak
trees instead, and
thus make a
sacrifice by eating
the bitter kind.”
The Angel of Portugal
had impressed the
need for reparation to
the Hearts of Jesus and
Mary so deeply upon
little Jacinta, that she
made everything
a sacrifice!
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Though their lips were parched, the children made
a sacrifice for poor sinners,
and poured the water out for the sheep to drink.
my mother a good pasture for
our sheep. Though it was
quite far away and we were
at the height of summer, my
mother accepted the offer
made so generously, and sent
me there. She told me that
we should take our siesta in
the shade of the trees, as
there was a pond nearby
where the flock could go and
drink. On the way, we met
our dear poor children, and
Jacinta ran to give them our
usual alms. It was a lovely
day, but the sun was blazing,
and in that arid, stony wasteland, it seemed as though it
would burn everything up.
We were parched with thirst,
and there wasn’t a single
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drop of water for us to drink!
At first, we offered the
sacrifice generously for the
conversion of sinners, but
after midday, we could hold
out no longer.
As there was a house
quite near, I suggested to my
companions that I should go
and ask for a little water.
They agreed to this, so I went
and knocked on the door. A
little old woman gave me not
only a pitcher of water, but
also some bread, which I
accepted gratefully. I ran to
share it with my little companions, and then offered
the pitcher to Francisco, and
told him to take a drink.
“I don’t want to,” he

After a life of sacrifice, Jacinta was laid to rest, at a very young age,
only to be found later, incorrupt and as beautiful, as the day she died!

replied.
“Why?”
“I want to suffer for the
conversion of sinners.”
“You have a drink,
Jacinta!”
“But I want to offer this
sacrifice for sinners too.”
Then I poured the water
into a hollow in the rock, so
that the sheep could drink
it, and went to return the
pitcher to its owner.
The heat was getting
more and more intense. The
shrill singing of the crickets
and grasshoppers coupled
with the croaking of the
frogs in the neighboring
pond made an uproar that
was almost unbearable.
Jacinta, frail as she was, and
weakened still more by the
lack of food and drink, said
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to me with that simplicity
which was natural to her:
“Tell the crickets and the
frogs to keep quiet! I have
such a terrible headache.”
Then Francisco asked her:
“Don’t you want to suffer
this for sinners?”
The poor child, clasping
her head between her two
little hands, replied:
“Yes, I do! Let them
sing!”
Jacinta understood how
badly sinners needed
prayers, and she would stop
at nothing to make reparation for their offenses!
Everyone has the ability
to make just as many sacrifices to lead sinners out of
sin to the arms of their
Mother, Mary, who is the
Refuge of Sinners.

Our Lady,
Refuge of Sinners
Excerpts taken from:
Our Lady
in Catholic Life
By Fr. Lawrence G.
Lovasik, S.V.D.
The worst evil that can
befall man is sin. God, in
His infinite Goodness,
Who has procured remedies for bodily ailments,
has also provided the
means to heal our spiritual
sickness. With the sacraments instituted by Jesus
Christ to restore our soul
to grace or to increase it
within us, God has also
been pleased to grant us,
in Mary’s aid, a powerful
remedy for our spiritual
infirmities. Since it was
her privilege to be exempt
from all sin, the principal
grace she obtains for her
clients is to preserve them
from sin. In fact, Mary has
not only given us Jesus

Christ, the Shepherd and
Physician of our souls, but
she also watches over us as
a tender mother watches by
the cradle of her ailing
child. It seems that she was
raised to the dignity of
Mother of God more for
sinners than for the just,
since Jesus Christ declares
that He came to call not the
just, but sinners. Unceasingly praying for sinners,
she now stands before her
Son.
Pope Pius IX, whose
cause for beatification has
been approved by Pope
Pius XII, wrote in his encyclical concerning devotion to
Our Lady’s Rosary (1891):
“Now it is impossible to
16

“What a consolation to know that Our
Blessed Mother exludes none of her
children, not even the most wayward,
from her protection and motherly care!”

garded as Mediatrix to the
Mediator.”
What a consolation to
know that Our Blessed
Mother excludes none of
her children, not even the
most wayward, from her
protection and motherly
care! Holy Mother Church
assures us of this by invoking her as the “Refuge of
Sinners.” Since she is the
Mother of Him Who redeemed man from sin, she
is, therefore, ever ready to
aid sinners to save their
immortal souls. She who is
the Mother of God, is an
intercessor with her Divine
Son for the guilty children
of Eve, the Mother of Mankind. If Jesus could say,

think of any individual
who has ever contributed
or ever will contribute as
much service toward the
reconciliation of men with
God as has Mary. It was
she, surely, who brought
the Savior to men when
they were rushing on to
their eternal destruction, at
the very time, that is,
when, ‘in the place of the
whole human race,’she
received, and wondrously
consented, to the message
which the Angel brought to
earth announcing the
mystery of reconciliation.
She it is ‘of whom was born
Jesus’ (Matt. 1:16), she who
is His true Mother and for
this reason is justly re17

Mary is
the
Refuge of
Sinners
only for
such as
are
earnestly
resolved
to fly to
her for aid
and are
determined
to do
penance.
“There shall be joy in
heaven upon one sinner
that does penance, more
than upon ninety-nine just
who need not penance,”
how great must be the joy
of our Heavenly Mother
when, through her intercession, sinners return to God!
How earnest must be her
desire for their conversion
since the Blood of her Son
redeemed them, and she
had an intmate share in the
sufferings of Jesus.
St. Augustine wrote of
the Refuge of Sinners in
these words: “Through

thee do the miserable
obtain mercy, the ungracious, grace; sinners, pardon; the weak, strength; the
worldly, Heavenly things;
mortal, life; and pilgrims,
their country.”
But Mary is the Refuge
of Sinners only for such as
are earnestly resolved to fly
to her for aid and are determined to do penance. We
cannot please her while we
displease God. Yet
through her prayers she has
often obtained the grace of
perfect conversion for
sinners who outwardly
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appear most unworthy of
her help.
At Lourdes the Refuge of
Sinners cried out: “Penance! Penance!” At Fatima,
she repeated the same call.
Mary wished to reawaken a
sense of sin in a world that
thinks lightly of it or ignores it. She wished to
inspire a profound horror
for it and to show us its
dangers. How often at
Fatima that word passed
her lips! “Men must not
continue to offend Our
Lord, already so deeply
offended.” But counsels
were accompanied by a
promise of the blessing of
God. Conversion is the
first condition of eternal
salvation. But it will also
have its reward here below:
“If men amend their lives,
the war will soon cease.”
If you should have the
misfortune of falling into
sin, go to your Heavenly
Mother and beg her for the
grace of true contrition.
Ask her to help you make
atonement for the sins of
your past life. Pray especially for souls who are
weighed down by sin, so
that they may not despair
but find a refuge in the
loving arms of their Heavenly Mother.

At Fatima, she
repeated the same
call. Mary wished
to reawaken a sense
of sin in a world
that thinks lightly
of it or ignores it.
She wished to inspire
a profound horror
for it and to show us
its dangers. How
often at Fatima that
word passed her lips!
“Men must not
continue to offend
Our Lord, already so
deeply offended.”
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The Love of the
Heart of Our Lady
for Sinners
By Mother Mary Potter

Do we value souls? Have
we the slightest idea how
beautiful, how very beautiful, they are? Do we realize
the fact that the loveliest
thing we ever saw on earth
cannot be compared to the
lovely soul we bear within
us? If we do consider that
the likeness of the beautiful
God is imprinted on the soul,
if we do meditate on the
priceless value of the soul, if
we in our degree love souls,
we shall then the better
understand the wondrous
love of Mary for poor sinners. We shall understand
her love for those who are
entangled in the snares of
Satan, those whom he has
entrapped, those who unhappily are bound down by
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him, and who so need a
helping hand to assist them.
It is they who indeed ought
to receive that kind Samaritan help when they so need
it.
Our Lord has given us the
example of the Samaritan,
but how few practice the
lesson it teaches. Then again
there is the father of the
prodigal, whom we have to
imitate. But, above all, there
is our Mother Mary, our
model, best to Our Lord
Himself, in love for sinners.
Ah, if we but saw her, if we
on earth could but see the
anxiety, the thought, the
care, the continual watchful
love of our Mother, the
Queen of Heaven, we would
love her far more, and we

would likewise love poor
sinners more. Why do we
not? We talk about it, we say
we do. We often have grand
thoughts about the conversion of sinners. But come
nearer home. Some member
of your family offends you
wrongfully, treats you unjustly -- what about your love
for sinners then? How do
you win that sinner back to
God? There is the opportunity for you to put in practice
your grand resolutions. You
had better put by, for the
time at least, your theory of
praying for the whole world,
and pray for that one poor
sinner practically. Your
prayer will have power.
Since you are the sufferer,
the sin is against yourself. It
may be a very grievous
offense, the person who
committed it most
unloveable. But Christ died
for that soul. It is now in the
meshes of Satan’s net. No
wonder it has disagreeable
qualities that make it appear
despicable to you. Now is
the time for putting your love
for souls to the test. Now is
the time to see if your apparent virtue is really solid.
Oh, think that hundreds
of years ago a dying Saviour
looked upon that soul and

longed to embrace it, thirsted
for it, love it as none but
Jesus has ever loved. That
soul was precious to Him. If
it has sinned, it is Jesus who
is injured by the sin. You
only think of yourself. You
should think of Him, the
loving Saviour of that soul.
You should think of His
anxiety to save it. Have you
done this in the past? And,
if not, will you not for the
future? Will you not be
Mary-like? Will you not
turn to God, telling Him of
your own indignation
against yourself? Will you
not turn to Him, and plead
for forgiveness, doing some
penance, however slight it
may be. Though slight, God
will accept the spirit that
offers penance more than
the actual suffering endured.
Will you not now resolve to
offer your Mother this
resolution you now make, of
loving sinners and of loving
them, not in word, but in
deed and in truth?
This is a great, great love
of Mary’s heart, the love of
sinners. Jesus came for
sinners, therefore Mary came
for them. Jesus is Saviour.
Saviour of whom? Of
sinners. Jesus shed His
Blood, and died for each
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single sinner who would ever
live upon this earth. Mary
suffered and sorrowed for
each one, she yearned after
all, as Christ died for all. Let
us, then, be in union with
her. Let us, too, love sinners.
Let us strive with might and
main to save them. Let us
ever remember that it is by
love we shall do this, by
practical working love, by
the kind word, by the good
advice, by the good example,
by patience, by compassion,
by sacrifice, by the sacraments, by the many ways
with which we can bring the
Precious Blood to be applied
to their souls.
Mother, sweet Mother,
enkindle in our hearts thy
love for souls, thy love for
sinners, poor tempted sinners, that we, too, loving
them, may bring them to
Jesus, may bring them to
Mary. Thus shall we show
that we have God’s Spirit in
us, that the Spirit of Jesus
and Mary lives within us,
that we are truly children of
the God of love.
Oh, that wondrous love of
Mary for poor sinners. We
linger over it, thinking what
we cannot say, what we
cannot write, but resting on
our Mother’s breast, we feel

more than we can express.
We would save the whole
world. Not one soul shall be
lost if we can prevent it. We
think of the heathens in faroff lands, and burn to save
them. But, as I have said
before, let us first begin at
home. Let us preach love of
others by word and example.
Let us avoid detraction as we
would the devil himself. Let
us have a good word for
everyone. Let us be silent
upon what cannot be excused, let us strive to put in
practice our dear Lord’s
command of loving one
another as He has loved us. If
we did this as we should do
it, what apostles we would
be. How the world would
flock into the Church. How
we should indeed show that
we are the true followers of
Christ. But we do not do it.
Our Lord is slighted
because we slight our neighbors. Our Lord is not loved
because we do not love
others. Souls drop into hell
daily, hourly, because no kind
hand is put out to save them.
Ah me! What a sad, sad
thought is this, what an
awful thought: there may be
souls in hell now whom we
might have saved.
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Fatima
Prayer
“O my
Jesus,
forgive us
our sins,
save us
from the
fires of
Hell, lead
all souls to
Heaven,
especially
those who
have most
need of Thy
mercy.
Amen.
This picture was taken
right after the three
children were shown
the vision of Hell.
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Our Lady Asked for Sacrifice
to Save Souls From Hell

Taken from:
Lucia Speaks
Our Lady made it very
clear that great sacrifice was
needed for souls that were
falling into Hell. The three
Fatima children made it very
clear that Our Lady did not
say, pray for poor sinners,
rather she stressed, “sacrifice
yourself for poor sinners”.
The children understood that
they were to take upon themselves penances and mortifications to bring down graces for
souls. That is why little
Jacinta and Francisco never
ceased coming up with ideas
for more and more sacrifice.
On July 13, 1917, Our Lady
showed the three children a
vision of Hell. Lucia, the
oldest of the three children,
relates this vision as follows:
“Our Lady showed us a
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great sea of fire which
seemed to be under the earth.
Plunged in this fire were
demons and souls in human
form, like trasparent burning
embers, all blackened or
burnished bronze, floating
about in the conflagration,
now raised into the air by the
flames that issued from
within themselves together
with great clouds of smoke,
now falling back on every
side like sparks in a huge fire,
without weight or equilibrium, and amid shrieks and
groans of pain and despair,
which horrified us and made
us tremble with fear. The
demons could be distinguished by their terrifying
and repellent likeness to
frightful and unknown

animals, all black and transparent. This vision lasted but
an instant. How can we ever
be grateful enough to our
kind Heavenly Mother, who
had already prepared us by
promising, in the first Apparition, to take us to Heaven.
Otherwise, I think we would
have died of fear and terror.
We then looked up at Our
Lady, who said to us so
kindly and so sadly: “You
have seen Hell where the
souls of poor sinners go. To
save them, God wishes to
establish in the world devotion to my Immaculate
Heart. If what I say to you
is done, many souls will be
saved and there will be
peace. The war is going to
end; but if people do not
cease offending God, a worse
one will break out during the
pontificate of Pius XI. When
you see a night illumined by
an unkown light, know that
this is the great sign given
you by God that He is about
to punish the world for its
crimes, by means of war,
famine and persecution of the
Church and of the Holy
Father.
To prevent this, I shall
come to ask for the consecration of Russia to my Immaculate Heart, and the

Communion of reparation on
the First Saturdays, If my
requests are heard, Russia
will be converted and there
will be peace; if not, she will
spread her errors throughout
the world, causing wars and
persecution of the Church.
The good will be martyred;
the Holy Father will have
much to suffer; various
nations will be annihilated.
In the end, my Immaculate
Heart will triumph...”
This vision had such a
lasting impression on little
Jacinta that she would
exclaim, “Oh, Hell! How
sorry I am for the souls who
go to Hell! And the people
down there, burning alive,
like wood in a fire!” Then
she would shudder and kneel
down and pray the prayer
that Our Lady taught them,
“O my Jesus! Forgive us,
save us from the fire of Hell.
Lead all souls to Heaven
especially those who are in
most need.”

“Are you willing
to sacrifice yourself for
poor sinners...
Then you will
have much to suffer...”
25

The Cry of a Lost Soul!
A true story of the reality of Hell!
This unusual narrative recounts the revelations of a lost
soul to a former acquaintance. It
is a powerful record of the steps
which led a young woman to lose
her soul in Hell for all eternity. In
the July apparition at Fatima a
vision of Hell of fire was given to
the three little children, and
significantly, its existence was
confirmed by the great public
miracle on October 13th.
Yet Hell is little spoken of in
the pulpits of modern times. And
we have seen that many Catholic
priests have “abolished”Hell as a
place of physical pain.
Because of this, the special
intervention of Heaven may, as at
Fatima, be necessary to restore
this sobering doctrine to its
important place in Christian
dogma.
It is well to remember that the
Hell spoken of here is the Hell
which has a significant place in
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Catholic doctrine, the Hell
described vividly by Christ
Himself, the Hell seen in all its
livid horror by the children at
Fatima on July 13th, 1917.
Clara and Annette, both single
Catholics in their early twenties,
worked adjacent to each other as
employees of a commercial firm in
Germany.
Although they were never very
close friends, they shared a
courteous mutual regard which
lead to an exchange of ideas and,
eventually, of confidences. Clara
professed herself openly religious, and felt it her duty to
instruct and admonish Annette
when the latter appeared excessively casual or superficial in
religious matters.
In due course, Annette married
and left the firm. The year was
1937. Clara spent the Autumn of
that year on holiday at Lake
Garda. About the middle of

September she received a letter
from her mother: “Annette is
dead. She was the victim of an
auto accident and was buried
yesterday at Wald-Fridhof.”
Clara was frightened since she
knew her friend was not very
religious. Was she prepared to
appear before God? Dying
suddenly, what had happened to
her?
The next day she attended
Mass, received Holy Communion,
and prayed fervently for her
friend. The following night, at ten
minutes after midnight the vision
took place.
“Clara, do not pray for me! I
am in Hell. If I tell you this and
speak at length about it, do not
think it is because of our friendship We here do not love anyone.
I do things under constraint. In
truth, I should like to see you too
come to this state where I must
remain forever.
“Perhaps that angers you, but
here we all think that way. Our
wills are hardened in evil -- in
what you call évil’. Even when
we do something ‘good’, as I do
now, opening your eyes about
Hell, it is not because of a good
intention.
“Do you still remember our first
meeting four years ago at the
firm? You were then 23 and had
been there already half a year.
Because I was a beginner, you
gave me some helpful advice.
Then I praised your love of your
neighbor. Ridiculous! Your help
was mere coquetry. Here we do
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not acknowledge any good -- in
anybody.
“Do you remember what I told
you about my youth? Now I am
painfully compelled to fill in
some of the gaps. According to
the plan of my parents, I should
not have existed. A ‘misfortune’
brought about my conceptoin.
My two sisters were 14 and 15
when I was born.
“Would that I had never
existed! Would that I could now
annihilate myself and escape
these tortures! No pleasure
would equal that with which I
would abandon my existence, as
a garment of ashes which is lost
in nothingness. But I must
continue to exist as I chose to
make myself -- as a ruined person.
“When father and mother, still
young, left the country for the city,
they had lost touch with the
Church and were keeping
company with irreligious people.
They had met at a dance, and
after a year and a half of companionship they had to get married.
“My mother attended Sunday
Mass a couple of times a year.
But she never taught me to pray.
Instead, she was completely taken
up with the daily cares of life,
although our situation was not
bad.
“I refer to prayer, Mass, religious instruction, holy water,
church with a very strong repugnance. I hate all that, as I hate
those who go to church, and in
general every human being and
everything.

“From a great many things do
we receive torture. Every knowledge received at the hour of
death, every remembrance of
things lived or known is, for us, a
piercing flame. In each remembrance, good and bad, we see the
way in which grace was present - the grace we despised or
ignored. What a torture this is!
“We do not eat, we do not
sleep, we do not walk. Chained,
with howling and gnashing of
teeth, we look appalled at our
ruined life, hating and suffering.
“Do you hear? We here drink
hatred like water. Above all we
hate God. With great reluctance
do I force myself to make you
understand.
“The blessed in Heaven must
love God because they see Him
without veil, in all His dazzling
beauty. That makes their bliss
indescribable. We know this and
the knowledge makes us furious.
“Men on earth, who know God
from nature and from revelation,
can love Him, but they are not
compelled to do so. The believer-I say this with gnashing of teeth-who contemplates Christ on the
cross, with arms extended, will
end by loving Him.
“But he whom God approaches only in the final storm,
as punisher, as just avenger,
because He was rejected by him,
such a person cannot but hate
Him with all the strength of his
wicked will. We died with
willfull resolve to be separated
from God.

“Do you now understand why
Hell lasts forever? It is because
our wills were fixed for eternity at
the moment of death. We had
made our final choice. Our
obstinacy will never leave us.
“Under complusion, I must
add that God is merciful, even
towards us. I affirm many things
against my will and must choke
back the torrent of abuses I should
like to vomit out.
“God was merciful to us by not
allowing our wicked wills to
exhaust themselvs on earth, as we
should have been prepared to do.
This would have increased our
faults and our pains. He caused
us to die before our time, as in my
case or had other mitigating
circumstance intervene.
“Now He shows Himself
merciful towards us by not
compelling a closer approach
than that afforded in this remote
inferno. Every step bringing us
closer to God would cause us
greater pain than that which a set
up closer to a burning furnace
would cause you.
“You were scared when once,
during a walk, I told you that my
father, a few days before my First
Communion, had told me: ‘My
little Annette, the main thing is
your beautiful white dress, all the
rest is just make-believe.’ Because
of your concern, I was almost
ashamed. Now I sneer at it.
“Maria and you induced me to
enter the Association of the
Young Ladies. The games were
amusing. As you know, I immedi-
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ately took a directive part. I liked
it. I also liked the picnics I even
let myself be induced to go to
confession and Communion
sometimes.
“Once you warned me, ‘Anne,
if you do not pray, you will go to
perdition.’ I used to pray very little
indeed, and even this unwillingly.
You were then, only too right. All
those who burn in Hell did not
pray or did not pray enough.
“Prayer is the first step toward
God. And it is the decisive step.
Especially prayer to her who is the
Mother of Christ, whose name we
never pronounce. Devotion to her
rescues from the devil numberless
souls whom sin would infallibly
give to him.
“I continue my story, consumed
with rage and only because I have
to. To pray is the easiest thing
man can do on earth. And God
has tied up the salvation of each
one exaclty to this very easy thing.
“To him who prays with
perseverence, little by little God
gives so much light, so much
strength, that even the most
debased sinner will at the end
come back to salvation.
“During the last years of my life
I did not pray any more, so I
lacked those graces without
which nobody can be saved. Here
we no longer receive graces.
Moreover, should we receive them,
we would cynically refuse them.
All the fluctuations of earthly
existence have ceased in this other
life.
“For years I was living far away
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from God. In the last call of grace,
I decided against God. I never
believed in the influence of the
devil. And now I affirm that he
has strong influence on the
persons who are in the condition
which I was then. Only many
prayers, those of others and my
own, united with sacrifices and
penance, sould have snatched me
from his grip. And even this only
little by little. If there are only few
externally obsessed, there are
very may internally possessed.
The devil cannot steal the free
will from those who give themselves to his influence. But in
punishment of their, not to speak
methodical apostasy from God,
He allows the devil to nest in
them.
“I hate the devil, too. And yet I
am pleased about him, because
he tries to ruin all of you; he and
his legions, the spirits fallen with
him at the beginning of time.
There are millions of them. They
roam around the earth, as thick
as swarms of flies, and you do
not even notice it. It is not
reserved to us damed to tempt
you; but to the multitude of fallen
spirits. In truth, every time they
drag down here to Hell a human
soul, their own torture is increased. But what does one not
do for hatred?
“Deep down I was rebelling
against God. You did not
understand it; you thought me
still a Catholic. I wanted, in fact,
to be called one. I even used to
pay my ecclesiastical dues.

Maybe your answers were right
sometimes. On me they made no
impression, since you must not be
right. Because of these counterfeited relationships between the
two of us, our separation on the
occasion of my marriage was of
no consequence to me. Before the
wedding I went to confession and
Communion once more. it was a
precept. My husband and I
thought alike on this point. Why
not comply with this formality?
So we complied with this, as with
other formalities.
“Our married life, in general,
was spent in great harmony. We
were of the same idea in everything. In this too -- that we did
not want the burden of children.
In truth, my husband would have
liked to have one -- no more, of
course. In the end I succeeded in
dissuading him even from this
desire. Dresses, luxurious
furniture, places of entertainment,
picnics and trips by car and
similar things were more important for me. It was a year of
pleasure on earth, the one that
passed from my marriage to my
sudden death. Internally, of
course, I was never happy,
although externally at ease.
There was always something
indeterminate inside that gnawed
at me.
“Unexpectedly, I had an
inheritance from my Aunt Lottie.
My husband succeeded in
increasing his wages to a considerable figure. And so I was able
to furnish our new home in an

attractive way. Religion did not
show it’s light but from afar off,
pale, feeble, and uncertain.
“I used to give free vent to my
ill humor about some medieval
representations of Hell in cemeteries, or elsewhere, in which the
devil is roasting souls in red
burning coals, while his companions with long tails, drag new
victims to him. Clara! One can be
mistaken in depicting Hell, but
never can one exaggerate.
“I tell you; the fire of which the
Bible speaks, does not mean the
torment of the conscience. Fire is
fire! What He said: ‘Away from
Me, you accursed one, into eternal
fire’is to be understood literally.
Literally! ‘How can the spirit be
touched by material fire?’ you will
ask. How can your soul suffer on
earth when you put your finger on
the flame? In fact the soul does
not burn, and yet what complete
torture the whole individual feels!
“Our greatest torture consists
in the certain knowledge that we
shall never see God. How can
this torture us so much, since on
earth we are so indifferent? As
long as the knife lies on the table it
leaves you cold. You see how
keen it is, but you do not feel it.
Plunge the knife into the flesh and
you will start screaming for pain.
Now we feel the loss of God;
before we hardly thought of it.
Not all the souls suffer to the same
degree. With how much greater
wickedness and how much more
systematically one has sinned, the
more weighs on him the loss of
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God and the greater the torment he
suffers, which is increased even
more by the number of souls with
whom he sinned, who now curse
him. The lost Catholics suffer
more than those of other religions,
because they, mostly, received and
despised more graces and more
light. He who knew more suffers
more cruelly than he who knew
less. He who sinned out of malice
suffers more keenly than he who
sinned out of weakness. But
nobody suffers more than he
deserves. Oh, if that were not true,
I would have a motive for hate!
“My death happened this way:
A week ago -- I am speaking
according to your reckoning,
because according to the pain, I
could very well say that it is
already ten years that I am burning
in Hell -- a week ago, then, my
husband, and I, on a Sunday, went
on a picnic, the last one for me.
The day was glorious. I felt very
well. A sinister sense of pleasure,
that was with me all the day long,
invaded me. When lo, suddenly,
during the return, my husband
was dazzled by a car that was
coming full speed. He lost control.
“The name of JESUS escaped
from my lips with a shivering. Not
as a prayer, but as a shout. A
lacerating pain took hold of the
whole of me. (In comparison with
the present one, only a trifle.) Then
I lost consciousness. Strange!
That morning this thought had
come to me in an inexplicable way:
‘You could go to Mass once more.’
It seemed like the last call of Love.

“Clear and resolute, my ‘NO’
cut off that train of thought. You
will know already what happened after my death. The lot of
my husband and that of my
mother, what happened to my
corpse and the proceedings of my
funeral are known to me through
some natural knowledge we have
here. What happens on earth we
know only obscurely. But we
know what touches us closely.
So I see also where you are living.
“I myself awoke from the
darkness suddenly, in the instant
of my passing. I saw myself as
flooded by a dazzling light. It
was in the same palce where my
dead body was lying. It was like
a theather, when suddenly the
lights in the hall are put out, the
curtains are rent aside and an
unexpected scene, horribly
illuminted, appears. The scene of
my life.
“My soul showed herself to me
as in a mirror; all the graces
despised from my youth until my
last ‘NO’to God. I felt myself like
an assassin, to whom his dead
victim is shown during his trial
at court. Should I repent? Never!
Should I feel ashamed? Never!
“However, I could not even
stand before the eyes of God,
rejected by me. There was only
one thing for me -- flight! As
Cain fled from the dead body of
Abel, so my soul rushed from that
sight of horror.
“This was the particular
judment; the invisible Judge said:
‘Away from Me.’ Then my soul,
as a yellow brimstone shadow,
fell headlong into the place of
31 eternal torture.”

