
The Miracle of Juan Diego's Cloak
A peasant had a vision a long, long time agoA vision of a woman, who came to save our soulsShe said her name was Mary and told him tenderlyTo build a place of worship for all those who believe
She said go to the bishop and tell him what you seeTell him of your vision and where the church should beThe bishop didn’t believe him and sent him on his wayBut she told him to go back in a vision that same day
Again, he met the bishop who once again declinedHe said to ask the woman for a miracle, a signSo later, on that same day, she appeared againShe said come back tomorrow, the proof she’d give to him
However, on the next day he did not make the tripHe took care of his uncle who was ill and very sickBut early the next morning she appeared againHis uncle had recovered and she instructed him
To go and gather roses on a hill not far awayAnd take them to the bishop later on that dayAnd when his cloak was opened, he let the flowers fallAnd there was Mary’s image, mother to us all
Did you know Mary’s image is still vibrant today?Millions come to see it, to honor her and prayA church built on a hillside, an everlasting shrineOur Lady, Guadalupe, so heavenly divine
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