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SAN PASCUAL BAILÓN (1540-1592)
"I, Paschal Fray Baylón"
by Julio Micó, o.f.m.cap.
Of me it has been written much, but not always fit to the reality. The eagerness to fit my life within the frame of the "wonderful thing" has contributed to that he appears somewhat unreal and little reasonable; for that reason I have seted out to narrate it i myself so that it arrives at [image: image1.jpg]


you from first hand and you prune to know what it seems to me that happened.
Some of my biographers already you counted it of quite objective form; but I want to do giving it my vision, communicating what I think on her; because everything what shines is not gold, nor the simple thing lacks importance.
Most of the things that I tell you to my countrymen and all those said that knew me when, after dying to me, they tried to do santo to me. As he is natural, they only count the good things and, by the affection that they had to me, they exaggerate a little. For that reason they are worth to know the esteem in that they had to me, but less to describe the reality. I feel to have to reduce to them, some times, the opinions that spill on me, but in honor to the truth, I cannot engañaros.
Therefore, you welcome my narration like a great story of which they used to tell the our greater ones to us when, in those long nights of winter, we met next to the fire to warm up to us and to pass the evening.
A boy who was shepherd
I, Paschal Baylón Yubero, was born in Torrehermosa, a small town of the province of Zaragoza, the 16 of May of 1540. Paschal calling to me was because it was Passover de Pentecostés and, like was custom in the families, was necessary to put santo to me of the day.
Another thing is the one of Baylón. Much people continue thinking that he is mote by my condition of lively; and nothing else far from the reality, since, by temperament, always I was dissuaded and little dice to jolgorio. Baylón was the last name of my father and my Martín grandfathers.
I was the second of the brothers. The greater one was Juana, and later Francisco, Juan, Lucia came and Ana I had three brothers more of the previous marriage of my father, but they died so young that I did not get to know them. The memory that I have left is the one of a happy family with few salaries and much generosity, mainly my Isabel mother, who in addition to pretty seeming, was very good Christian. It had not needed in the town that did not find in my welcomed house and affection; and that was piercing to me until molding my life.
Unlike my brothers, I was, rather, of timid temperament and introvert. When my father put itself to play with them ball in front of house, I took refuge in the threshold of the door; and before the invitations so that he united me to them, he used to answer outlining a gratefulness smile. He enjoyed more seeing them play than participating in the game. But this does not mean that outside a shady and sad boy. The neighbors said that era of face cheers and humble; and they had me by a good soul, for that reason all they wanted like a living to me.
This capacity to contemplate the life is what it always took to look for to me the Gentleman. When it was six or seven years old, I went to house of my cousin Francisco who was ill. Often to me it had been watching the habit that took, because it was custom to dress to the children in a habit to have made some promise; and when seeing it upon a chair I thought: "This is the occasion".
Me I contained it as I could and I appeared, very proud, before the concurrence. After the laughter that caused my prank, the attempt came to clear it to me, to which it resisted to me. They had to call to my mother so that it stopped, and in the middle of the annoyance I said to them: "it does not matter, later I will be friar".
Since there were no school - nearest it was in the cisterciense monastery of Santa Maria of Orchard and for my family a luxury was everything -, so soon I was able commanded to me to keep the few ewes that my father had; thus I began to work like shepherd. But my Isabel aunt me complicó the life. She also had goats and me endilgó so that she kept the ewes along with. Nevertheless she did not find out to me with them. Díscolas as they are, put by the seeded ones and the vines; until, very already, I said to him to my mother: "it does not send me more than she takes care of the goats, because the wheats eat and I do not want to make damage to anybody".
Of zagal in Alconchel
Thus I was learning the office, until my father put to me to shepherd the flock of a neighbor of Alconchel, a town near mine. There I made contact with enemy with other shepherds, uniting a great friendship with Juan de Aparicio. Both we spent long time together, which allowed to tell us our problems us and until singing letrillas to the Virgin and the Santísimo, accompanying to us with rabel that i myself had done to me.
With all the masters I took well, but Martín Garci'a took as much affection me that proposed to me to adopt corno to me son and to do its heir to me. I thought it and, in the end, I said to him that no, because she thought to do friar to me.
This project had often spoken with my friend Juan to it, who used to say to me: "Since you want haceros friar, is of those of Santa Maria of Orchard, that in addition to being rich, it is in your earth". But I always answered to him: "he does not come to me in degree, because here they know all me".
From Alconchel the white hermitage of Our Lady of the Mountain range was also descried, by which it felt a special predilection. Until the mayorales, whose orders shepherded, they realized it and they commented it to each other: "my Paschal zagal I see all the mornings returned towards the hermitage from Our Lady of the Mountain range before igniting the fire". And he is that in that white puntido - that was the unique thing that was seen concentrated I my faith to praise to the Gentleman and his mother Maria.
I do not know what my companions would think of me, because me they never said it; but they used to say to the people who were a sensible and amiable young person, dice to the oration and enemy of the idleness. That it simultaneously did rosaries and rabeles for the moments of solaz. In short, a young person of attitude and glad gestures, although reserved, that neither she played, nor cursed, nor said trivialities.
The shepherd office was hard, but it left long time free that could degenerate in idleness. I used it saying, speaking and singing with the friends and working wood objects, since usually they make the shepherds. In the cayado one I recorded a cross; and I also made a small Virgin who served me to concentrate my oration when she did not find a hermitage where to direct the glance. But even so, time exceeded to me, and my reserved character was compensated with the necessity to know more things, to know more. Why it did not learn to read?
My mother had a prayer book that inherited of my grandmother. As she either did not know to read me left it; and I, with much certainty and cabezonería - by something he was Aragonese I began to ask the companions who knew something by the name of the letters. Later, with the same method, I learned to join forming them words, until I not only managed to understand what read but to also write it. 

Still it is left that way a "portfolio" that I became, being already friar, with the things that were writing.
But the truth is that it was not easy to learn to read and to write; and much less to obtain to paper, red and pen. Nevertheless the compensation was very great. In addition to rabel, it could take in the chaff the rosary of rush and the hours of Our Lady to say.
By territories of the Vinalopó
Alconchel small I had left. Already it was 18 years old and it was necessary to decide my future. My mother was dead, and although my madrastra - Maria Garci'a, the "Chaplain" - was a best person, no longer was like before. The occasion came to me that nor painted. It was the time of the trashumancia and we had to take the cattle towards Andalusia. When happening through Rocks of San Pedro - a pueblecito of Albacete -, I stopped myself to see my sister Juana, who was serving in house as the gentlemen Brown Garci'a. I was with her days and I followed with the cattle. When arriving at Almansa, I was whereupon a cattle dealer - Mr. Osa de Alarcón- needed a shepherd, reason why its service was had left, since it was more near my sister.
A time later left the proposal to me to shepherd the cattle of Mr. Aparicio Martinez in Monforte of the Cid, and there that I was myself. I was, at least, two years, and united friendship not only with the mayoral, Navarrese Antonio, but, even, with the zagales.
Soon I happened to Elche, to the orders of the owner of the cattle Bartholomew Ortiz; a very great cattle that stops to not only look for grass to him was necessary to go until Orito, but by all the Low Fertile valley.
In the four years that I happened working as shepherd by these earth I made great friends, but, mainly, I was with the Alcantarinos friars who were founding convent in Orito and Elche. These monks belonged Franciscana at your service and, to be more consequent with the life of S. Francisco and the Gospel, they had done the Reformation - Barefoot of greater austerity and contemplation, following the passages of S. Pedro de Alcántara.
I united a great relation with them and could verify that it was the life form that always had wished to live, until the point to request to them that they admitted to me. Nevertheless the great things need certain time to mature; and my decision to do Alcantarino friar to me was for me a great thing.
The greater inheritance than could leave my parents me, since they were poor, went to teach to me to be a honest and consequent Christian. In my office of shepherd always I tried to be right and shared in common with my companions. When some ewes, a negligence, entered some cultivated field, it used to aim in my booklet, covered of skin, the name of the owner to repay to him of the damages; and if it did not have red, it took a little from blood of the ear of some lamb. In order to avoid those damages, it dealed with not going by footpaths that were between wheat fields. But if, unfortunately they happened, or it paid it with my money or it helped them to harvest, that stops that took a sickle in the chaff.
Another one of the things that my parents taught to me went to respect the other people's thing. In an occasion, being still young, a mayoral tried to force to me to that it robbed grapes to eat the shepherds. I refused in round adducing who did not think to do it, and if she wanted grapes that bought them. This attitude I always maintained it, reason why never he took fruit from the trees through where he happened.
I always dealt to be honest with the others and to go ahead with the truth. So it is so when was called on to me to go to declare, by some problem with the flock, the judge never requested the oath to me, strange thing between shepherds who we had fame of mentirosos. Another thing that always I tried was to accept my responsibilities. As some times it took zagales to my care, I had to buy a clock to know with exactitude the arrival and times of departure, as well as the time to me for the meals.
To these zagales, practically children, I taught to the catechism and the secrets to them of the office, like not throwing stones to the ewes or taking well-taken care of with mastines so that they did not bite the passers-by. And as the lessons enter better with the examples, I dealt to be glad and comprehensive with them, in spite of my reserved character, accompanying his songs with rabel and making hardest and annoying the tasks. They, as well, also did some favors to me, like having well-taken care of of the cattle when, all the mornings, attended mass in the hermitage
Once the owner of the cattle called the attention because always he took it site to the same, the environs of Orito. And it was certain, because as much he admired that life to me that took the friars, who were always near the hermitage of Our Mrs. of Loreto; he slept in a hill near the convent and at night he was going to pray to the door of the sanctuary of the Virgin, and in the morning to mass. Reason why I answered to him the owner who neither I nor the cattle were or outside there; a proof of it was that the cattle got fat at sight of Our Lady.
This continuous one to roam by the hermitage was an expression of my maturity like Christian. Although always they had attracted to me, because when centering my glance in them almost saw the Virgin or the Gentleman - object of my oration -, now felt a force who dragged to me to compenetrar to me with Jesus, forgetting to me completely which it happened around to my. Some companion got to say, even, that he elevated to me of the ground.
The Eucaristía, sacrament of my faith
The certain thing is that for me, the Eucaristía was the center of the faith. The luterana Reformation, that denied the real presence of Christ in the Eucaristía, had caused a reaction in all the cristiandad - but mainly in Spain in favor of the real presence of the Gentleman in the Sacrament; of there the insistence in the indoctrination and the expressions that defended such reality.
My mother always dealt with much respect to the Sacrament. While she could, she attended the Mass that was celebrated in the church; but being already to die - the poor woman died young brought the Travel allowance one to him and, when hearing the bell, rose of the bed and it put itself of knees to receive it.
Then. My mother, being I of diapers, took to me in arms to mass; and I, with my small but anxious eyes, she did not lose detail of the ceremonies that the priest made in the altar. A day, crawling, I disappeared of house, that was to meters of the temple. My mother and the neighbors looked for to me, desperate, by all the town, until it happened oneself to them to enter the church and me they found seated close by in a launching slip of the greater altar seeing the shrine that for me constituted a mystery.
This attraction by the Eucaristía continued growing, until the point of which it went to mass whenever it was possible to me; and when, by work questions, it could not go, it centered all my attention when hearing the bell of the church to announce the elevation or "to raise to God", as we said in the town. In such occasions "it practically saw" the development of the ceremony, the elevation of the wafer and the chalice, reason why it could adore them with more naturalness. Of there the belief that the angels tore the sky to teach to sacramentado Jesus; and the truth is that nothing made lack of that, since the Gentleman had given the sufficient faith me to be able to adore it when the priest showed it the faithfuls, although she did not see it materially.
Of shepherd to friar
After four years to know the life the friars, and I suppose that the friars mine, I requested the enter the convent of Orito. But like Custodio - to which he touched recibirme- to him was in Elche, there that commanded to me. I took the habit the 2 from February of 1564, and a year later I professed in Orito.
Back it was left all a life of shepherd who, although in his materiality did not contribute much to the religious life, yes that had prepared to me to confront it with generosity and persistence.
To the twenty-five years and with my robust formation of shepherd, one is able to do many burradas under pretext of sanctity. When it was in the noviciado one, nothing less than was happened to me to surround the body to me with aliagas, as a corsé, to mortificar to me.
Although the thing was not so showy within that atmosphere, I included/understood with the years that the form to arrange the body to its delivery to the Gentleman and the brothers was not making barbarisms but maintaining to me available for which they could need.
To me, the truth, was enough few things to maintain to me well to me. With some hours of dream it had sufficient, and nor bed needed. As I got used to of shepherd not sleeping laying, it used to do it curled up on tables and supporting the head in the wall, covering to me in winter with a ewe skin.
As far as the food he was not very delicate either. Most of the times it had sufficient with mendrugos of bread and a little water. And with regards to the dress, also he was customary to dress poorly.
When he was in the town, although my mother tried to take to us clean and tidy to all the brothers, I went always badly found out; reason why he did not bother to me, being already friar, to have to take a coarse and spotted habit.
To the service of all
In the convents where I was, always I tried to put to me to disposition of the others. Although he is ugly to say it, I liked to be occupied in something, or mending habits and sandals, or in the orchard, or portería, or the kitchen, or alms, or helping mass, or reading pious books. And it is not that it had entrusted all these offices, but that when it finished with mine used to help with taste the others, some times even singing letrillas to the Santísimo Sacrament.
When they ordered to me of the dining room, it tried to have it clean and it always left something of food, as if outside a forgetfulness, so that the friars who needed it could eat outside hour without no type of remorse.
In Villarreal, where I was doorman, much people came as much - from the city as step travellers requesting water of the cistern. Although they did not leave you calm, was very beautiful to be able to attend so many brothers.
But not always they requested water, but that also requested food and, even, some until confession. Once, being in Almansa, women came to confess themselves to the guardian. I warned to him, but she answered to me that she said that she was not in house. I, to smooth the thing, proposed to him that he would be better to say than was occupied and it could not take care of them. But he sent to me that no; that he said to them that was not in house. Feeling much I had it to say to him: "You pardon, but that I am not going it to say because it is lie".
To request for being able to give
Another one of the offices that I exerted with taste was the one of limosnero. The first years were in Orito, and left by the towns of Elda, Reel, Novelda, Agost, etc., where people already knew me when she worked like shepherd. Before leaving it requested the blessing to the guardian and it made kneel moments to me before the altar of the Santísimo.
If it had to go to another town, when arriving it visited the parish priest to request his blessing to him and to make a visit to the Santísimo. Later house by house went calling to the door and saying: "Loado is our Mr. Jesus Christ. Peace to this house. Alms to the friars of S. Francisco ". Once finished the route, it left the town and, in the shade of some tree, it ate a bread piece, since I did not like to eat in the particular houses where they invited to me. If it accompanied some brother to me it used to give the best bread piece him so that it wet it in some source. While it made the way used to sing, like it was my custom.
In certain convents, like the one of Jumilla, this office was made more laborious be far from the city and with a hill very raised. In an occasion they gave several oil pitchers me and, putting them in handbarrows, me I threw them to the back. In the return way I ran into with some of the town that were felt sorry of me: "Válgame God Then was not a jumento". To which I responded with humor: "What greater jumento than I".
In each site alms were different. Memory that in Almansa offered to me great and heavy beams of firewood that I had to take to hills to the convent, but then enjoyed good health and a robust complexión that allowed me to make those barbarisms.
When it arrived at the convent, it went direct in search of the guardian and it made kneel, it advanced of knees some steps to me - in joke plan and it requested the blessing to him.
The love to the Eucaristía that to me my parents inculcaron not was in something abstract and angelical. It was the sign of a life given to the others; a delivery until the death. For that reason to agree and to adore this Mystery it tolerated for me to participate in the same destiny of Jesus.
Poor man and for the poor men
Of my mother, mainly, he had learned to being shared in common with the poor men. When he was in Monforte working of shepherd, he used to report of my pay to the poor men; then the bread was of the master, and it was not well that it gave it.
Later, when I became friar, not only he left to ask for alms but also to share what had. My office of doorman allowed me to be like the generous hands of the Brotherhood that always open and are arranged to distribute to affection and bread. For that reason, the only convent in which I did not like to be doorman was the one of Orito, since by their distance of the town the poor men did not approach.
In an occasion I said to him to a companion who the friars, when we traveled, we would have to take, at least, two breads; and it does not stop we but to aid the poor men who we were by the way.
In our convents from always the custom existed to give a soup plate the needed ones. I, instead of soup, it used to boil a pot of cabbages, to which it added to the bread and the meat that we contributed the monks; because I always went of seeming that to the poor men, although they have necessity, is not possible to be given the surpluses them.
At noon, an interminable tail to the door became of the convent. There were friars who put themselves nervous in case they needed the bread. But never it lacked; although, some times, it came enough fit.
There all class of people went; from young young men to whom there were to encourage so that they were put in master, until poor students, whom, by respect, it made enter within the convent to serve the soup to them.
To that also it dealt with more care was to a old one of Villarreal to which the fortune him had returned the face. It was about one hundred years old and I, by respect, she entered it a recibidor and she served to him and she accompanied during the food.
The normal thing is that it made a pot great of soup; but also they requested fruits and vegetables, until the point of which it had the habit cleared by the sides of as much happening through mirto that there was to the entrance of the orchard. The market gardener got upset, and with reason; but he was not going to leave to me to the poor men without eating. In an occasion a woman came to request beets for a patient. I, as usual, went to the orchard to look for them; and I took a disappointment when seeing that, by many that that day had given, only they were left the trunks bare, so that it could not satisfy it.
To the morning following wine a poor woman to request beets. I said to him that they did not have, since the previous day had given all them to the poor men. But me remordió the conscience and I went to the orchard. Which would not be my surprise when seeing the full trunks of fresh and green leaves. People thought that it was a miracle; but I think that when there are generosity and desire to share, always the miracle takes place.
In those times of great necessity, the convents were, almost, the only refuges for the poor men. The friars we tried to share what people gave us and we removed from the orchard; but often it was not sufficient. To me the heart when having was left to me to dismiss a poor man because no longer it was left nothing. Then, it went to the orchard and, so that one did not go with the empty hands, it gave ramillete him of flowers. In spite of seeming a ridicule, the poor man understood it and she thanked to me.
Some times people did not request food but to chat and to share her problems. The "Mestre Guillem", as we called to him in Valencia, was a French settled down in Spain that made cords of vihuela and, frequently, gave us to make disciplines. Then; without knowing how, it had taken a horse depression. Her woman had taken it class to all of friars of the city, because she thought that he was possessed person, until a day came to see me and we put ourselves to chat taking a walk by the orchard. I do not remember what I said to him, but they returned to him the desire to live and people took it like a miracle.
The Gentleman gave brothers me
I am telling these things you and can give the impression that it was most important of my life. Then no. Most important for me it was to be able to follow Jesus in company of my brothers the friars. About it it had often dreamed in my youth and, when becoming reality, I could be stating difficult, and the simultaneously beautiful thing, that is to coexist with other people.
I always tried to be sincere and to pronounce myself like was, and many of the customs that I acquired being shepherd, I later continued them being friar. For example, to people it disturbed to him that it did not use hat to protect to me of the sun, mainly in the summers, when was going to me to work in the orchard after eating; but I had never used it or desired to me to put it to me; or when, instead of seating to me in a chair, he preferred to put to me squatting, because he felt more to me to pleasure.
It was my way of being; and as well as I followed these forms of behavior, also I did it in the spiritual thing. My life was formed around the monk, since the experience of God was very strong in me. From very small it had noticed his presence; a presence that dragged to me to live like Him and only for Him and when I say this is not in excluding sense, because when one tries to follow Jesus, first who discovers it is that Jesus lived for the others in order that they were happy. But that Presencia absorbed to me of such way, that only in responding it found the happiness to him; or, which is the same, it found the sense of my life.
Being once in Orito - memory that was the celebration of Pentecostés- of such way filled to the presence of the Spirit Santo who, without giving account, I began to give satisfaction shouts me. When I managed to control itself, I put myself red of shame when verifying that they were watching to me.
But it was not only in this occasion; frequently it felt to me snatched by that Presencia, in such a way that it lost all connection with my surroundings. Having, once, necessity to write to the Provincial one, I asked the guardian paper and pen to him. When arriving at the cell I knelt of knees and I opened the cross arms, with the paper in a hand and the pen in another one, to ask lights the Gentleman. But, I do not know how, I dozed off myself, until the voice of the guardian asking if it had finished writing, gave back me to the reality. I, most of the times, it tried to disguise, retiring me for the individual oration; but some peculiar friars enjoyed spying to me. I do not know what removed with it.
When I was in Jumilla, one of the times that felt desire to make oration, I left to the environs of the convent to explayar itself. Thinking that he was single, I put myself to speak aloud, shouting, singing, sighing, making kneel, raising the arms to me to the sky and, even, kissing the trunks of the trees by the great joy that felt inside. But a friar followed to me. When giving me account, although a little shamed, still I had humor to say to him: "Lost, porqué you persecute to me".
Another similar case happened to me in Villarreal. Being single in the church that fit came to me and I let myself take. Some say that until it raised to me of the ground. I, the truth, it did not give account me; but when returning to normality and seeing that there was somebody watching to me, I had to go to give an explanation him and to say that he did not do case to him of which he saw because, often, a father caresses more to the son than plus he needs it.
But you do not create that to me I liked to be mounting spectacles of this class. It preferred the oration in the choir, along with my brothers. When he was of doorman in Valencia, the guardian, to avoid annoyances to me, gave to me of the choir. The truth that I felt much, for that reason I said to him: "Brother guardian, I thank for its request to him, but I request to him does not deny the favor to me to make the oration with my brothers".
And it is that I have never liked the singularities. To once a young brother consulted me if he would not be better to leave the convent and to become ermitaño. I answered to him with an anecdote that happened to me to me. Being in Orito, a father went to a near cave to make a experience eremítica, taking to his books and a little sponge cake and water. When it already had been several days, and in a negligence, fire catch oned to him. The preacher, scared, left running towards the convent leaving books and sponge cake. On the following day, the guardian sent me that it go to the cave to gather books. I, by simple curiosity, wanted to prove the one of the eremítica life, and I seted out to sleep a little to rise to midnight and to pass it in oration. But when I awoke, the sun gave me already in the face.
To follow Jesus
When doing friar I found the way to me to shape my religious feeling; it was the form to organize my life in agreement with that Presencia that dragged me to its pursuit. For that reason I tried to be consequent and to live it to top.
In spite of everything, the thing was not easy. Like all young person - and I who I was robust and with good health it felt attraction by the girls. The decision to do friar to me could sublimate this tendency, but never annul it; for that reason being of doorman or going by alms it assaulted to me, sometimes, the temptation to make some barbarism.
The same it would have to say with respect to my temperament. My natural one reserved lodged rage reactions. God knows what I fought so that they did not arise and my treatment was calm night watchman and. Nevertheless this that I only tell you is an example of the contradictions that one takes inside.
Following Jesus implies a effort to humanize the animal that we are by nature. For that reason all the precautions to stay in the chosen way are few. 

I say this so that you understand the one of the mortificaciones and the penances. They were a way to watch the tendency that we must to look for the placentero, although annoys to the others. In this sense already when younger, when it went with the cattle, besides to make rosaries of esparto it also made cords with knots that tied to me on the meat. Later, already of friar, I followed more with this type of mortificaciones and some. I believe that already there am counted the one to you of aliagas.
I must recognize that sometimes it happened to me; but they were other times. Memory that in Almansa, a year of drought, the authorities mounted rogativas to the Virgin of Bethlehem, that was in the distant hermitage. Then, nothing less than was happened to me to leave in the middle of all people with a great cross to hills, a crown of thorns and a rope to the neck. What today it would cause the laughter, then affected the faithfuls, who returned to their aroused houses, leaving rain in background.
Something similar happened to me in Valencia. A day it was happened to me - being surprised the friars to enter the dining room loaded with a cross and to expose my miseries. Although the form to show my fragility does not seem guessed right, the truth very is that I felt released.
But the penances were not always that obvious. Most valuable they were those than it only perceived I, being absolutely normal. Thus I took the same habit, plenty of remiendos, almost all my life. In the meals never it drank wine, and it tried to take the worse thing mainly - if it were meat so that the others ate well.
As far as the work, I fought being constant until the point of which, being already old and being frail, it got upset to me if the guardian did not entrust some to me.
Nevertheless the greater mortificaciones used to come from the coexistence with the other friars. In order to cure to me in health it tried to be hard with same and smooth me with the others. But, thus and everything, always were malentendidos rubbing and that made bitter the life.
To God requesting...
, yet most important of the religious life, as you can suppose, they were not the mortificaciones but the oration and the affection to the other brothers. The prayers were distributed throughout all the day, so that we could always welcome in the God that pronounces us for our good.
To twelve at night we said Maitines. As I slept little, he was in charge to wake up to the friars. For it it served to me as a wood with which it struck the doors of the cells, at the same time that said: "To maitines, brothers! To praise to God and his santísima Mother ".
After saying, often no longer she returned to sleep but that continued with my orations. She made kneel, she joined the hands to me to the height of the head, with the separated elbows of the body, and continued relating to me to God that as much she loves to us.
To the dawn we said You render. It sounded the bell and we went all to praise to the Gentleman by the new day. Later, as the custom did not exist to concelebrate, the priests said their mass. I, as I found in the Eucaristía the reason of my delivery to God and the others, he tried to help the greater possible number. Some times he began and, to half, he had to go me to help another one.
When finishing the masses went me to the work, until the bell warned again to me that we had to say. At noon the food and later, while the friars rested a little, I went away to the orchard to have it in conditions.
To the dusk we said the Eves again. We had supper and, before laying down to us, we returned to the choir to say Complete. When it arrived the night was dead to work. It went me to the cell, it curled up to me supported in the wall, and it slept to me like a blessed one.
... And with the mallet giving
But everything is not to say; it is necessary to put in practice the way to act of God that we learn in the oration. And if it wants so much to us, that it was committed to that we lost the fears that ties down to us and they prevent us to enjoy with freedom, also we we must help us to be happy. I, at least, tried it with my brothers.
When entering of friar, he had proposed to me to be to disposition of all. And, as far as possible, he did, not only from my job but helping to the others in the free short whiles which he had. In this sense, often I accompanied the preachers when they left to make some sermon. While they preached, I said so that she pierced in people.
This decision to serve will be able to seem easy, but to me it cost, given to my temperament and my to me cabezonería. I already said to you that often it had to stop not to explode and to begin to give shouts before which it seemed to me bad; or to yield, in many occasions, before things without importance. In order to confirm it, it is enough to refer what a friar said to me: "Care, fray Paschal, that you are tozudo and Aragonese". I, as I knew that it was truth, I answered to him smiling: "If, yes, that you say it".
But the life is for being correcting defects; for that reason it did not cause sorrow to me to have to recognize them when somebody me it noticed it. The guardian had to do it several times because, being doorman, he at night forgot to me to clear the key of the lock; or, in another occasion, because it happened oneself to me to tend the habit in the middle of claustro; or that time that, in a negligence, I broke tinajuela of the olives. But also I, some times, it reprimanded with affection the friars who did not do the correct thing. When, over hours of prayer, it encountered to me over somebody used to comment to him sarcastically: "What is made this way? How one does not go away to the choir ".
To maintain the coexistence always supposes a concerted effort; for that reason I seted out like norm to be hard with same but smooth me with the others.
Once, a friar bothered itself because he did not take care of had wanted to him as soon as. I, with the purpose of appeasing to him, insinuated to him: "He has a little patience, blessed". But the brother, outside himself, began to say to me of everything. Not to irritate to him more, I shut up myself and I let pass the storm.
In spite of these misfortunes, I wanted much to my brothers and used to demonstrate it when the case came. It was custom in the convent, to keep the best wine for the patients, and it was not possible to be given but with the permission of the guardian. A friar, to prove to me, pretended that he hurt the stomach to him and requested a little to me wine. When bringing it to it he recriminated to me that he had so little in obedience. But I responded to him that, for me, the charity already includes obedience, reason why did not have of what regreting to me.
These gestures of generosity used to lavish them to make the coexistence more bearable. When the guardian used to distribute the few habits new that became, I tried to do the confused one to me so that they did not reach to me; and once I saw myself forced to gather retales to mend mine, I returned them to give another one.
The truth that did not concern too much to me to go with the close and mended habit. Still more, it preferred it. For that reason, once the guardian gave a new habit me, I decided to put to him I mend to go calmer.
The same it did with the food. It felt to me satisfied with any thing, provided the others ate well. If it went of alms accompanied by some young person, to the return we seated near some source and chose the best bread pieces so that one ate them. I enjoyed seeing him eat.
As he had santo fame, the brothers trusted me. Once I was with a friar who was grieved because the foot had inflation. In joke plan I said to him: "You want that he gives him whips with the disciplines and will see as he puts himself good". The brother said that yes, but when trying to give him he cleared the foot. When finding it me, cojeando, days later, I insinuated to him sarcastically: "it was Already good if it took whips". And it is that, often, humor is necessary so that the coexistence does not hiss.
The books also help
Although my formation cultural not arrived very there, to help me in life religious served me as reading from good books, that soon it selected taking the fragments that to me interested writing and them more, little by little, in the leaves that were obtaining.
In addition to these writings, it also had others were of my own harvest, like verses and letrillas to the mysteries of the Gentleman and the Virgin.
All these papers formed my "Portfolio", to which now as much importance occurs him, but that it was, simply, a species of file in which it was keeping the things that interested to me.
Normally we appreciated plus the things that more cost to obtain to us. Of you will be able there to deduce what meant for me to be able to read, although it go to trompicones, and to write with my pen of wanderer the thoughts that locked up those books.
So that you become an idea of which it wrote in my "Portfolio" I am going to you to read some fragments; for example, these estrofas to the Good Shepherd:
Jesus, enamored candy, 
from the high sky he has come,
to being Shepherd of the cattle,
that he walks in the lost world:
and like of wounded love
he is the divine Shepherd,
with love whistles he calls them,
and, ay God, what love force!
And this other, to the Boy Jesus:
She is a Virgin and Mother 
and a Boy, who is man and God;
and in both
the Eternal Father rests:
who looks for that him well cuadre
against the hurt mortal,
in Bethlehem it is the life.
And for the Boy Jesus new born I copied these verses:
The new Pastorcico
that today it is born naked,
had by rich king
very wise and nothing robust,
with resfrío so crude
at the world it is arrived.
If it dies by loves
it frees is the cattle.
The Mother who raises it, 
she is daughter and creature,
of the same God form,
which calls Maria;
and to her the Father had
of thousand thanks equipped.
If he dies by loves
the cattle is free.
In the celebration of Kings Magos I pointed the following thing:
Eternal king, what will be
verte to reign with the Father?
Then in arms of your Mother
three Kings serve to you already.
If now, that you are human,
subject to misery and death,
kings of so high luck
they are underneath your hand;
who will not surrender to you
knowing who is your Father?
Then in arms of your Mother
three Kings serve to you already.
And to finish, other inspired by the disciples of Emaús:
My God, because I go pobrecillo 
peregrinating cowardly,
it is with me, although late,
I have provided with accomodations to you in my castle.
You do not go away, you will clear
of me bad pareceres.
Pecador, you well will be able
to make I have left if you want.
Certainly that they are good or, at least, like me they look it. But it is not question, either, to think that I was sabiondo that had science infusa. Only with having common sense and a little experience of which it is God, he is enough to give a sensible answer of the own faith; and that is indeed what I did.
By the ways of God
Although not outside priest, and that in those times was enough, gave some responsibilities me within the Order. In an occasion - and by brief time they did substitute Teacher to me of beginners. I grasped them like I could to get out of trouble, being treated that the beginners were conscious of their responsibility before the call of the Gentleman. And it seems that he was not badly absolutely, because many years later still remembered, for good, of this exceptional episode.
Something simpler was to do of mail in two occasions; one in which they sent to me to Sherry of the Border and another one to Paris.
As outside which Custodio, Francisco Ximénez, were in its earth and the Commissioner that had remained in Valencia needed to send papers urgently to him, one thought about me so that it did of mail and one gave them. I accepted and I put myself in way, arriving in just a short time. I gave the papers to him and, during the time that I remained to rest, I took advantage of to visit some families, among them the one of a brother of Custodio.
Although mine cost, to the aim I obtained that they let come to its son Juan with me so that he studied in Valencia and he could later enter in the Order.
During the return I tried to take care of it as if outside my own son, since only it was fourteen years old. I tried that he does not lower of the mule, although I went on foot; and the food that it bought in the inns left it for him, to me was enough to me with the bread pieces that they gave me of alms. By the nights we slept in the barns and, as in the dawns it refreshed, it covered it with my mantle. Once we were with a horseman who came askking for alms. Shepherds had loosen mastines to him to amuse itself seeing how they destroyed the dress to him. We welcomed it in our company and we made the trip together. To the group a jesuita father also added itself who, with much example, made the trip on foot.
I do not know the others, but my aspect had to be so suspicious, that a bailiff of Granada confused to me with I beg and wanted to me to lock up in the jail. Thank heavens that, after explaining the situation and to teach to him obedience to him, let to me go.
When leaving Caravaca with a sun of Maria santísima, and not taking water provision, the boy began to feel thirst. No matter how much I looked for did not manage to find pool nor source some, until I ran into with rushes and I took them so that it absorbed them and we could arrive at Calasparra, where we ate and we drank until satiating to us.
Of way to Jumilla, and to take a crossbeam, we were with a so wide drain that we could not jump it. Only there was a fine trunk and doubling that for of bridge. And when trying to happen through him, I slipped and I fell to the water. The truth is that chapuzón did not bother so much to me as the laughter of the chaval when seeing me legs above.
The trip to Paris was longer and difficult. Custodia had the sufficient convents already to be Province, but this only could grant it the General, that it was in Paris. Reason why you have to me here, way of France, without knowing too much by where it put to me.
Hugonotes or calvinistas, that denied the primate of the Pope and the real presence of Christ in the Eucaristía, had invaded good part of France. These religious pretexts they had faced protestant and catholic making barbarisms. Nothing else to enter France, a group of calvinistas detected to me and began to shout: "To the papist one! To the papist one " I did not understand anything; but a stone rain made me realize that they went against me. I bent the head and escabullí me as I could, although it reached some stone to me.
The second time, in Orleans, I had more luck. They put with me disqualifying to the Pope and the Eucaristía. And there yes that I could not be shut up. Of voices and gestures I took control to understand affirming to the authority of the Pope and the presence of Christ in the Eucaristía. The answer was another lapidación, but without consequences.
Chocante it happened to me in a town where there were many luteranos. After shouting to me and shaking vigorously to me, one of them took to me and pocilga locked up to me in one. I thought that I was the aim. But no; to the following morning he opened the door to me, he gave alms me and he dismissed to me. Thus I could arrive until Paris and give the documentation to the General.
More things passed many to me, but he would be long to count them. A test that I passed it bad is that I left Almansa with the black hair, and I returned already with many grey hairs, although it did not arrive at the forty years.
To the dusk of the life
Living my life and going from a convent to another one, I spent my last years. Of Játiva they sent to Villarreal, and there I was until God wanted. I continued doing of everything: doorman, limosnero, etc., and the town venerated to me like santo. They came to request things and I to me - the truth could not deny to me. But of there to that it made miracles, dista much. The only thing that for was to ask the Gentleman by them and, often, the Gentleman granted it.
What it really cheered to me was the visit of the children when they came to see me. I imposed the hands to them, as a caress, and she gave some fruit them of the orchard. When no longer I had left, she replaced with some ramillete of flowers. Although I always strong and was fornido, she noticed that the forces were to me leaving. Despite it continued trajinando by the convent; it went and it came, it opened the door, it cooked the food for the poor men and left to ask for alms by the city. But I had a feeling that I was arriving at the end of the way. For that reason I asked a young brother who washed the feet to me to receive the unction of patients.
It was Sunday and still I left to request by the city. But when laying down to me at night I saw that the thing went in serious. To the following morning I could not rise to open the door of the church, reason why I had to give the keys to another brother so that it did it.
They called to the doctor and sent that they laid down in a bed with mattress and sheets to me and they put one more a smoother shirt to me instead of the habit. Then it was when I perceived that it was not a simple pain flank which had.
The doctor was sincere and he said to me that it was a mortal disease, animating to me so that he did not scare to me. But I was not scared, because she trusted that the Gentleman would welcome to me in his arms. They gave to the unction and the travel allowance one me, and I remained to night watchman hoping the sister death.
When finding out people the town began to come to visit to me and that gave the last blessing them. First in arriving he was the small son of the doctor. I put the hands to him on his small head and I said to him: "Which he blesses the Father, the Son and the Spirit to you Santo, creature of God, and that does friend to you of the poor men".
The only consolation that I had left was to watch crucifijo that it had opposite and to be shelling the accounts of the rosary.
When the morning of Sunday arrived, I knew that it was in the final straight line. I rose to put the habit to me but I could not, and they had to help to me. I requested that they laid down to me in the ground, and they did not allow it. The bells gave the last touch for the greater mass. During moments it invaded the anguish to me and I invoked the name of Jesus. While it fixedly watched the crucificado one sounded the bell of the elevation. The Gentleman came to by me. I gave the hand him to my confesor, the P. Jaime Moral, and I left pronouncing the name Jesus.
He was the 17 of May of 1592, celebration of Pentecostés. It had 52 years, of which twenty-eight had passed them like friar.
When finding out people that there was dead, went to the convent to see and, mainly, to touch me to me. Such era the crowd, that they had to lower me to the church so that they could approach with more comfort. Thus I was three days. 

As it had fame of which he was santo - poor of me -, the rumors that began my corpse sweated, had color and were flexible, which was within the possibilities. But chocante it is than, in my funeral, when the priest raised to the wafer and the chalice for the adoration, some saw be on the awares me. What necessity would have I to see the Sacrament, when it was already enjoying the glorious presence of Jesus! Despite I yes recognize that it is a form to express my faith in the Eucaristía, which that was certain.
When it was called on to me to die, Custodio was not present, Fr. Juan Ximénez, reason why who got upset of had not called to a painter so that he immortalized my figure. 

The truth is that it did not have for as much. But the P. Ximénez insisted and it did a literary picture to me that it describes thus:
"He was santo Pascual of medium stature, done and provided very well in all his members. The nonbeautiful, but graceful, pleasant face and cheers, the round forehead and with very high entrances, that came to make an end of hair on the same forehead, with some, two or three, wrinkles in her, and thus in something it threw to bald.
"the blue, small eyes; sunk, glad and alive, but rested and honest. The wrinkled eyelids, and with this the black eyelashes, seem brought them distilled alcohol from, and thus its smallness was replaced. The bent, nonsubtle eyebrows, the high, small nose and provided well.
"the medium mouth and a scar, that under the lip it had towards the beard, threw a little to him the lip, so that it did not disfigure to him, but before it made him seem that it always went away laughing. The medium ears, the red cheeks.
"Brown the color, but alive and very tempered. In the neck, that was heavy, it had one or two wrinkles. The beard not very populated and greyish. Their hands and their feet very were provided, although full of calluses, the corporal works and barefoot walking.
"It was of meats full, but lean. It had force and it finds out health up to five or six years before his death. I trust God which, together with a good painter, some who we knew him and we have printing to him in the soul, we have to make a picture that looks like to him much ".
From this description, they painted a picture that is in sacristía of my town, Torrehermosa, and that you have in the cover. If it is not a photography, I believe that one approaches enough which I was, because I never watched myself in no mirror.
Anyway, the important thing is not that you know as I were and what I did, but that my life helps to find the happiness you in the service to the others and in the search of God.
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