A Collection of Some
of Sister Lucia’s
Writings

The Angel of Peace
First Meeting
“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 hope and I love You! I ask
pardon of You for those who do not believe, do not adore, do
not hope and do not love You.”
Then, rising, he said: “Pray thus. The Hearts of Jesus and
Mary are attentive to the voice of your supplications.“
Second Meeting
Suddenly, we saw beside us the same figure, or rather
Angel, as it seemed to me.
“What are you doing?” he asked. “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.”
“How are we to make sacrifices?” I asked.
“Make of 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.”
Third Meeting
A considerable time had elapsed, when one day ... [a]s 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 hope and I love You...” 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 Spirit, I offer You
the most precious Body, Blood, Soul and Divinity of Jesus
Christ, present in the tabernacles of the world, in reparation for
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the outrages, sacrileges and indifferences 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
You 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.”
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 therefore time to return home.
(Taken from Second Memoir, written by Sister Lucia between
November 7 and November 21, 1937.)
From Lucia‘s Fourth Memoir
Impelled by the power of the supernatural that enveloped
us, we imitated all that the Angel had done, prostrating
ourselves on the ground as he did and repeating the prayers
that he said. The force of the presence of God was so intense that
it absorbed us and almost completely annihilated us.
It seemed to deprive us even of the use of our bodily senses
for a considerable length of time. During those days we
performed all our exterior actions as though guided by that
same supernatural being who was impelling us thereto. The
peace and happiness which we felt were great, but wholly
interior, for our souls were completely immersed in God. The
physical exhaustion that came over us was also great.
I do not know why, but the Apparitions of Our Lady
produced in us very different effects (from the Angelic
Apparitions). We felt the same intimate joy, the same peace
and happiness, but instead of physical prostration, an
expansive ease of movement; instead of this annihilation in
the Divine Presence, a joyful exultation; instead of the
difficulty in speaking, we felt a certain communicative
enthusiasm. Despite these feelings, however, we felt inspired
to be silent, especially concerning certain things. (Fourth
Memoir, written by Sister Lucia between October 7 and December
8, 1941.)
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