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1. Meet Bernadette


Once upon a time, in a small village called Lourdes, nestled in the beautiful mountains of France, there lived a kind and curious girl named Bernadette. She was twelve years old, with bright eyes that sparkled with wonder, cheeks often flushed from playing outdoors, and a heart full of love for everyone she met. Bernadette had a quiet strength about her, a calmness that made people feel comfortable in her presence. She loved exploring the hills, streams, and forests near her home. She would pick wildflowers, watch the birds, and sometimes whisper to the animals she encountered, imagining that they could understand her.

Every morning, Bernadette rose before sunrise. She loved the cool, crisp air of the mountains and the soft pink glow that stretched across the sky. Her first task was always to help her mother with chores. Though her family was poor, they lived humbly and with love. Bernadette would carry water from the river, sweep the floors, feed the chickens, and help care for her younger siblings. Her health was delicate, and sometimes she felt weak or tired, yet she never complained. Instead, she found joy in simple things: a flower blooming on the side of the path, the song of a bird, a warm fire in the hearth, or the smile of a neighbor passing by.

Bernadette’s life was simple, but it was full of small wonders. She noticed the colors of the changing seasons: the soft greens of spring, the warm gold of autumn, the sparkling white of snow in winter, and the bright sunshine of summer. She loved to collect wildflowers in her basket and weave them into tiny bouquets to give to her mother or the elderly women in the village. She believed that even small acts of kindness could

brighten someone’s day.

Despite the simplicity of her life, Bernadette had a secret joy: she loved to pray. Each morning, she would kneel by the small window of her bedroom, fold her hands, and whisper to God. Each night, she would do the same, thanking Him for the blessings of the day and asking for guidance. She did not understand all the mysteries of heaven, but she believed in love, kindness, and listening to God with her heart. Often, she imagined that God could see her thoughts and hear the softest whispers of her spirit.

Bernadette also loved to read and learn. Although she had very few books, she cherished every one she had. She read stories about saints, heroes, and the miracles of God, and she often dreamed of doing something meaningful for others, though she did not yet know what it would be. Her curiosity was endless. She would wander along the hills and streams for hours, examining tiny insects, tracing the paths of streams, and listening to the wind rustle through the trees. She was never afraid to ask questions, even when adults told her some things were too complicated for a child to understand.

Her friends and neighbors loved Bernadette for her gentle nature and her willingness to help. She would often accompany elderly villagers to collect firewood or carry water, or she would help them with their gardens. Children followed her on walks, curious about the world through her eyes. She always treated everyone with respect, never boasting or seeking praise. “We must do what we can for others,” she would say quietly, “because every little bit of kindness matters.”

Bernadette’s family, though poor, was close-knit. Her mother, Louise, was a strong and patient woman who guided her children with gentle wisdom. Her father, Francois, worked hard at odd jobs around the village. Bernadette loved her younger siblings dearly and often took care of them while her mother worked. She taught them little songs and prayers, told them stories about saints, and encouraged them to be kind to everyone they met.

One cold winter morning, as Bernadette walked along the frozen river to gather firewood, she felt a gentle breeze that seemed to carry a soft, whispering voice. She stopped and looked around. At first, she thought it was her imagination. The snow sparkled under the pale sunlight, and the river gurgled quietly beneath the ice.

Bernadette crouched to touch the snow, noticing tiny footprints of animals she had never seen before. She smiled and followed the footprints a little, imagining where they might lead.

Then, near the rocky hill by the river, she saw a mysterious light shining—brighter than the sun reflecting off the snow, yet soft and welcoming. Bernadette’s heart skipped a beat. Curiosity and excitement filled her, yet she felt calm instead of afraid. She stepped closer to the light, sensing that something extraordinary awaited her. The trees whispered in the wind, and the birds fell silent, as if nature itself was holding its breath.

Bernadette wondered if she was dreaming. She blinked and shook her head, but the light remained, glowing warmly. “Could it be an angel?” she whispered to herself. She took a deep breath, feeling both nervous and eager, and moved closer. Every step felt like stepping into a story she had read in her favorite books about saints and miracles. She had always imagined meeting someone sent by God, but she never thought it would happen to her, in her little village, on an ordinary winter morning.

As she approached, Bernadette noticed that the light was not harsh like the sun—it was soft, almost like a hug made of light. It filled her with warmth, hope, and a strange sense of peace she had never known. Her mind raced with questions: Who is this? Why am I here? What does God want me to do? Yet deep inside, she felt that her heart already knew the answer—it was a moment meant just for her, a moment that would change her life forever.

Bernadette knelt down on the cold snow for a moment, feeling the sparkle of ice beneath her fingers. She whispered a prayer, asking God to guide her, to help her understand, and to give her courage. Then she stood up, heart pounding, and took a final step toward the glowing light, ready to discover the extraordinary mission that awaited her.

Bernadette took a deep breath, her small chest rising and falling as the crisp winter air filled her lungs. The light shimmered ahead, almost as if it were alive, dancing gently among the rocks and trees. Every snowflake that fell seemed to sparkle brighter as it neared the glowing hill, and the sound of the river was softer, calmer, as if it too were holding its breath. The birds had stopped singing, and even the wind seemed to pause, curling around her like a protective blanket. Bernadette felt a strange mixture of awe and comfort. She had never seen anything like it in all her twelve years.

With each step she took, the glow grew warmer, more inviting. It wasn’t a harsh, blinding light—it felt gentle, friendly, almost like it was waiting for her. She thought of all the stories she had read about saints and angels and the miracles of God, and a small smile touched her lips. Could it be that this was real? Could God really be speaking to her in this very moment?

Bernadette’s fingers brushed against the frozen rocks as she climbed a small slope, leaving tiny footprints in the fresh snow behind her. She noticed how the light seemed to wrap around her like a hug, filling her with a strange peace. For the first time, she

didn’t feel weak or cold. Her heart, though racing, felt strong. Her mind, usually filled with worries about her family and her own health, was quiet, listening only to the gentle whisper of the wind and the soft sparkle of the glowing light.

She stopped for a moment, gazing at the scene before her. The snow-covered ground reflected the light, making it seem as though the entire hill was covered with tiny stars. Icicles hung from the rocks like delicate crystal ornaments, and the river below shimmered with a silver glow. Bernadette felt as if she had stepped into another world, a world where God’s love was visible and tangible, where everything was peaceful and perfect.

Bernadette knelt again, this time on the soft snow, letting her hands rest against the cold earth. “Dear God,” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly, “if this is truly Your light, please help me understand what I am supposed to do. Give me courage, and help me listen carefully.” She closed her eyes, trying to calm her heart and open her mind.

She felt a warmth spreading from her chest down to her fingers and toes, like the glow itself was wrapping her in comfort.

When she opened her eyes, she noticed the light was forming shapes, gentle, moving shapes that seemed almost like a figure waiting for her. Her breath caught in her throat. Could it really be someone? She stepped closer, tiny snow crunches breaking the silence, and felt her courage grow with every heartbeat. She remembered the stories of saints who had been brave when called by God, and she knew she must be brave too.

Suddenly, she felt a gentle pull in her heart, urging her forward. She obeyed without hesitation. As she neared the glow, the shapes became clearer, the warmth more comforting. She felt safe, loved, and welcomed. It was as if the light itself was smiling at her, reassuring her that she was in the right place at the right time.

Bernadette’s eyes widened as she noticed the light forming into the outline of a woman. The woman’s presence was gentle and kind, radiating love that made Bernadette’s eyes water. She wanted to speak, to ask questions, but her voice felt small against the greatness of the moment. Still, she could feel the kindness and peace coming from this figure, and her heart knew that this was something extraordinary—something that had been waiting for her all along.

She took another step forward, and a soft voice seemed to echo in her heart, warm and inviting. Bernadette felt a shiver of excitement and awe. Everything she had felt in her life—the curiosity, the kindness, the prayers—had led her here. She was ready. Ready to see, ready to listen, ready to do whatever God wanted of her.

The wind picked up slightly, carrying a sweet
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