[image: A close-up of a letter

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]
[image: A close-up of a paper

Description automatically generated with low confidence]
image1.jpeg
Jacinta

I don’t understand why they don’t believe me...or Francisco...or Lucia. She’s ten
afterall. Why won’t they believe her? The Lady did come...she stood on the little bush
with her silver slippers. She was so tall and beautiful, and her voice sounding like a
breeze.. like little bells whispering...so pretty...so clear. Like talking glass. I thought 1
understood love, but when she came to us, my heart felt so much larger...I thought it
would burst! She wrapped me in her mantle. It was like being enclosed in a cloud...T
noticed nothing against my skin: no pressure, no pain, but I felt her love entirely. 1 could
move frecly, but still felt as if T was wrapped in a soft, safe, comforting blanket....a
blanket of love. I would have gone with her right there and then...anywhere. ..if she had
asked me.

Pancakes Anyone?
I’m supposed to cook supper. I don’t think my dad was really thinking when he asked
me too. I mean, I have never cooked supper before, and he just looked at me like I had
been doing it for thirty years or something. T have made an egg before, but it was kind of
rubbery...in fact it floated when my little brother dropped it in his bathwater. He didn’t
want to eat it. and asked if he could play with it instead. T said “sure”, then made myself
a bowl of cheerios. Toast T can do...really good toast. Not too dark, not too light. T
know exactly when to put the butter on it so that it melts right away. No one complains
about my toast. But then I'm not sure it really qualifies as cooking. The toaster does the
work...and the bread is store bought. Wonder. The only reason I was asked to make
supper was because my mom is sick. She’s in bed. My little brother is playing Nintendo,
and my dad went to lic down. He’s been working a lot. I guess he doesn’t realize I have
mounds of homework and no one has done the laundry for days. But I don’t want to
‘mention that, because he’ll probably ask me to do that too. I wonder if you put
something in the dryer long enough, if it would cook it? Well...I guess I will try my
hand at....pancakes. I've seen my mom do it a million times. I'm pretty sure you use
flour, and milk, and eggs...that might be a problem....but then she puts in something to
make them fluffy. What is it...tartar...no I think that makes that white stuff we eat with
fish. Ummm, oh maybe its this baking soda stuff....or is it powder. There’s cornstarch.
Oh well....1 think I'll add all three just to be safe. Wish me luck!
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Francisco
‘The grass feels o cool today. I don’t mind being barcfoot. It almost seems a dream that we ever
saw ‘the lady’, but there she was...right over there above the holm oak bush. Her silver slippers
and flowing robes hovering above us. She was so beautiful. Was it a dream? No,
no....Francisco....do not even think it for a moment. She was real. She told me to pray many
rosaries. 11ry to, but sometimes it is hard. 1lose count. Papa says he does not always trust me
with the sheep, because I count so poorly. 1 wonder if she does not trust me with the beads so
much, because I lose count? Oh, but she would not mind so much...she was so lovely and so kind
with her words. I could not hear all of them, but when Lucia told me...I tried to imagine the
sound of her voice...like a soft whispering wind, comforting like that. You know, when you lie
under a tree in the ool shade, and the brecze blows through the leaves, making them Mutter and
whisper sweet sounds...her voice must be like that...it must fecl like that. Yes...I think so. Today
it s hot though, and there is no breeze....no hint of a breeze. 1should pray, but T am thirsty
Jacinta said we should offer up our thirst for the poor souls in hell. Yes, T should like to do.
that....but T am thirsty. Help me Mother. .1 thirst....and I don’t want to give in. | have a small
bottle of water with me today...send me somcone to give it to, so that I don’t drink it for myself. [
should pray. What was that? Oh...just a rabbit. Twonder if he is thirsty like Tam? T will poura
little out for him on this leaf. “There. I should pray. Now where have the sheep gone to? There
they are...all of them I think. 1should pray. The lady, how she would like my sheep and she would
help me count them. What if I had as many sheep, as I have rosary beads, then I could keep count
of them both. Twill tryit. Oh look, the rabbit, he has taken my offering. It isa hot day. Dear
Mother, thank you...now let us count the sheep together. Hail Mary

Rooftop

Uike sitting on our roof. Yes, I said roof. You sce, I can climb out on the roof from our
upstairs bathroom. The window sticks a little, but here isn’t a screen on it, so I can slip
through. It gets a little warm in the summer, hot actually, and the little black specks of
shingle stick to my hands as I climb. When at last I find a good spot to sit, and view the
world, I pick the specks out of my palm...kind of like those little black peppers in cotto
salami. [ can’t stand those. The view is great. T can see Jimmy Pucket’s backyard. He’s
such a nerd. One time 1 watched him pretending. 1 think he was trying to be a pirate or
something, but he kept falling down. 1 think it was a sword fight and he was losing...
that fits. Jimmy Pucket loscs at everything. 1 can also see Mr. Wilson’s garden. You
‘wouldn't believe how tall his corn gets or the size of his watermelons. I think he’s
actually a mad scientist and has a lab in his garage. He's always going in there and
coming out with buckets and buckets of stwff he dumps on his plants. s gotia being
atomic or something. Some day P'm going to find out what he’s got in his garage. .. when
1 get my courage up. Most days I don’t feel very brave, I'm small for my age...Nick, my
older brother, lets me know it too. He’s always pounding me...calling me shrimp. And
then at school....well...mostly I just get ignored. If 1 don’t raise my hand or say anything,
people leave me alone. That's why I like the rooftop...I can be alone...I can be tall...and
everyone clse can be smaller than me... for once.




