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Don Bosco presents a detailed account of the “Apparition of the Blessed Virgin on the
mountain of La Salette,” which occurred on 19 September 1846, based on official
documents and the testimonies of the visionaries. He reconstructs the historical and
geographical context – two young shepherds, Maximin and Mélanie, in the heights of the
Alps – the miraculous encounter with the Virgin, her warning message against sin, and the
promise of graces and providences, as well as the supernatural signs that accompanied
these demonstrations. He recounts the spread of the devotion, its spiritual influence on the
inhabitants and the whole world, and the secret revealed only to Pius IX to strengthen the
faith of Christians and testify to the perpetual presence of miracles in the Church.

Author’s Protest
In obedience to the decrees of Urban VIII, I protest that regarding what is said in this book
about miracles, revelations, or other events, I do not intend to attribute any authority other
than human; and in bestowing the title of Saint or Blessed upon anyone, I do so only
according to opinion, excepting those things and persons already approved by the Holy
Apostolic See.

To the Reader
            A certain and marvellous fact, attested by thousands of people and which all may
still verify today, is the apparition of the Blessed Virgin, which occurred on 19 September
1846. (On this extraordinary event, many pamphlets and several newspapers printed at the
time may be consulted, notably: “Account of the Apparition of Mary Most Holy,” Turin,
1847; “Official Decree on the Apparition,” etc., 1848; the booklet printed under the care of
Fr. Giuseppe Gonfalonieri, Novara, Enrico Grotti.)
Our merciful Mother appeared in the form and figure of a great Lady to two shepherds – a
boy of 11 years and a peasant girl of 15 – on a mountain in the Alps situated in the parish of
La Salette in France. She appeared not only for the good of France, as the Bishop of
Grenoble states, but for the good of the whole world, to warn us of the great wrath of her
Divine Son, kindled especially by three sins: blasphemy, the profanation of Sundays,
and eating meat on forbidden days.
            Other miraculous events follow, gathered from public documents or attested by
persons whose faith excludes all doubt about what they report.
May these facts confirm the good in religion and refute those who, perhaps out of
ignorance, would limit the power and mercy of the Lord by saying: “It is no longer the time
of miracles.”
Jesus said that greater miracles would be performed in His Church than those He Himself



worked, and He set neither time nor number. Therefore, as long as the Church exists, we
shall always see the hand of the Lord manifesting His power through wondrous events,
because yesterday, today, and always, Christ will be the one who governs and assists His
Church until the end of time.
But these visible signs of Divine Omnipotence are always harbingers of grave events that
reveal the mercy and goodness of the Lord or His justice and indignation, yet in such a way
as to bring greater glory to Him and greater benefit to souls.
Let us ensure they are for us a source of graces and blessings, an encouragement to a living
faith, active faith, faith that moves us to do good and flee evil, making us worthy of His
infinite mercy in time and eternity.

Apparition of the Blessed Virgin on the Mountains of La Salette
            Maximin, son of Pierre Giraud, a carpenter from the village of Corps, was an 11-
year-old boy. Françoise Mélanie, daughter of poor parents, also from Corps, was a 15-year-
old girl. There was nothing remarkable about them: both were ignorant and rough, both
tending cattle in the mountains. Maximin knew only the Our Father and Hail Mary; Mélanie
knew little more, so much so that, due to her ignorance, she had not yet been admitted to
Holy Communion.
Sent by their parents to tend cattle in the pastures, it was purely by chance that on 18
September, the eve of the great event, they met on the mountain while watering their cows
at a spring.
That evening, returning home with the cattle, Mélanie said to Maximin: “Who will be the
first to reach the mountain tomorrow?” And the next day, 19 September, a Saturday, they
ascended together, each leading four cows and a goat. The day was fine and clear, the sun
bright. Around noon, hearing the Angelus bell, they made a short prayer with the sign of the
Cross; then they took their provisions and ate by a small spring to the left of a stream. After
eating, they crossed the stream, left their bags by a dry fountain, descended a little further,
and fell asleep some distance apart, which was not usual for them.

Now let us hear the account from the shepherds themselves, as they gave it that evening to
the owners and later thousands of times to thousands of people.
“We had fallen asleep…” recounts Mélanie. “I woke first and, not seeing my cows, woke
Maximin, saying, ‘Come, let’s find our cows.’ We crossed the stream, climbed a little, and
saw them lying on the opposite side. They were not far. Then I went back down, and five or
six steps before reaching the stream, I saw a brightness like the sun but more brilliant,
though not the same colour, and said to Maximin, ‘Come, come quickly and see this light
below.’ (It was between two and three in the afternoon.)
Maximin came down at once, asking: ‘Where is this light?’ I pointed to the small spring with



my finger, and he stopped when he saw it. Then we saw a Lady in the midst of the light; she
was seated on a pile of stones, her face in her hands. In fear, I dropped my stick. Maximin
said: ‘Hold your stick; if she does anything to us, I’ll give her a good beating.’
Then the Lady rose, crossed her arms, and said, ‘Come near, my children. Do not be afraid; I
am here to give you great news.’ We crossed the stream, and she advanced to where we had
slept. She stood between us, weeping all the while she spoke (I saw her tears clearly). ‘If my
people will not submit, I am forced to let go of the hand of my Son. It is so strong, so heavy,
I can no longer restrain it.’

‘How long I have suffered for you! If I wish my Son not to abandon you, I must pray to Him
unceasingly; yet you take no heed. However much you pray or do, you can never repay the
care I have taken for you.’
‘I gave you six days to work; I reserved the seventh, and you will not grant it to me. This is
what makes my Son’s hand so heavy.’
‘If the potatoes spoil, it is all your fault. I showed you last year (1845), yet you paid no heed,
and finding spoiled potatoes, you blasphemed, mingling my Son’s name with it.’
‘They will continue to spoil, and by Christmas this year (1846), you will have none left.’

‘If you have wheat, do not sow it; what you sow will be eaten by worms, and what grows will
turn to dust when you thresh it.’
‘A great famine will come.’ (Indeed, a great famine occurred in France, with crowds of
starving beggars flocking to cities by the thousands. While grain prices rose in Italy in early
1847, France suffered severe hunger throughout the winter of 1846–47. But the true
scarcity of food, the real famine, was felt during the disasters of the 1870–71 war. In Paris, a
grand personage hosted a lavish meal of meat on Good Friday. Months later, even the
wealthiest citizens were reduced to eating vile food and the flesh of unclean animals. Many
died of hunger.)

‘Before the famine, children under seven will tremble and die in the arms of those holding
them. Others will do penance for the famine.’
‘The walnuts will spoil, and the grapes will rot…’ (In 1849, walnuts spoiled everywhere, and
grapes were ruined for over twenty years across Europe due to cryptogamic disease from
1849 to 1869.)

‘If they convert, stones and rocks will turn into heaps of grain, and potatoes will spring from
the earth.’
Then she said:
‘Do you say your prayers well, my children?’
We both replied: ‘Not very well, Lady.’



‘Ah, my children, you must say them well morning and evening. When you have no time, say
at least an Our Father and Hail Mary; when you have time, say more.’
‘Only a few old women go to Mass; the others work all summer on Sundays. In winter, the
young, when idle, go to Mass only to mock religion. In Lent, they go to the butchers like
dogs.’
Then she asked: ‘Have you seen spoiled wheat, my boy?’
Maximin answered: ‘Oh no, Lady.’ Unsure whom she addressed, I whispered,
‘No, Lady, I have not seen any yet.’
‘You must have seen some, my boy’ (turning to Maximin). ‘Once near the Coin area with
your father. The field’s owner told your father to see his spoiled wheat; you both went. You
took some ears in your hands, and rubbing them, they turned to dust, and you returned.
Half an hour from Corps, your father gave you bread, saying: ‘Take, my son, eat bread this
year; I know not who will eat it next if the wheat keeps spoiling.’
Maximin replied: ‘Oh yes, Lady, now I remember; I had forgotten.’
Then the Lady said: ‘Well, my children, you will make this known to all my people.’
She crossed the stream and, without turning, repeated: ‘Well, my children, you will make
this known to all my people.’
She then climbed about fifteen steps to where we had gone to find our cows, walking on the
grass without touching it, her feet barely grazing the tips. We followed; I passed before her,
Maximin slightly on the side. The beautiful Lady rose (Mélanie gestured, raising her hand a
metre or more), hovering momentarily. She looked to Heaven, then earth; then we saw her
no more—no head, arms, or feet—as if melting away, leaving only a light in the air, which
then vanished.
I said to Maximin: ‘Perhaps she is a great saint?’ He replied: ‘Had we known, we’d have
asked her to take us.’ I said: ‘What if she were still here?’ Maximin reached for the light, but
it was gone. We looked carefully but saw nothing.
I said: ‘She does not wish us to see where she goes.’ Then we returned to our cows.”
This is Mélanie’s account. Asked how the Lady was dressed, she replied,
“She wore white shoes with roses around them—of all colours; yellow stockings, a yellow
apron, a white dress covered in pearls, a white neckerchief edged with roses, a high cap
slightly tilted with a crown of roses. She had a chain with a crucifix: on the right, pincers; on
the left, a hammer; at the cross’s end, another large chain hung, like the roses around her
neckerchief. Her face was white, elongated; I could not look long, for she dazzled us.”
Questioned separately, Maximin gave the same account without variation in substance or
form, which we refrain from repeating here.
Innumerable and crafty questions were put to them, especially for two years, under
interrogations lasting 5, 6, or 7 hours, aiming to confuse or trap them in contradictions.
Surely no accused was ever so rigorously examined by courts of justice regarding an alleged



crime.

Secret of the two little shepherds
            Immediately after the apparition, Maximin and Melanie, on their way home,
questioned each other about why the great Lady, after saying “the grapes will rot,” had
paused briefly before speaking and merely moved her lips without making audible what she
was saying?
As they discussed this between themselves, Maximin said to Melanie: “She told me
something, but forbade me to tell you.” They both realised they had each separately
received a secret from the Lady, with the prohibition not to reveal it to others. Now
consider, dear reader, whether children can keep silent.
It is incredible to recount how much was done and attempted to extract this secret from
them in any way possible. It is astonishing to read of the thousands upon thousands of
attempts made for this purpose by hundreds upon hundreds of people over twenty years.
Prayers, surprises, threats, insults, gifts, and seductions of every kind—all came to nothing;
they remained impenetrable.
The Bishop of Grenoble, an octogenarian, felt it his duty to command the two privileged
children to at least convey their secret to the Holy Father, Pius IX. At the name of the Vicar
of Jesus Christ, the two little shepherds promptly obeyed and resolved to reveal a secret
that until then nothing had been able to wrest from them. They therefore wrote it
themselves (from the day of the apparition onwards, they had been sent to school, each
separately); then they folded and sealed their letter—all this in the presence of
distinguished persons chosen by the bishop himself to serve as witnesses. The bishop then
sent two priests to deliver this mysterious dispatch to Rome.
On 18 July 1851, they presented to His Holiness Pius IX three letters: one from Monsignor
Bishop of Grenoble, accrediting these two envoys; the other two contained the secret of the
two young children of La Salette. Each had written and sealed the letter containing their
secret in the presence of witnesses who had attested to their authenticity on the envelope.
His Holiness opened the letters and began reading Maximin’s. “There is truly,” he said, “the
candour and simplicity of a child.” During this reading, a certain emotion manifested on the
Holy Father’s face; his lips tightened, his cheeks swelled. “It concerns,” the Pope said to the
two priests, “it concerns scourges with which France is threatened. She is not alone in
guilt—Germany, Italy, all of Europe are guilty too, and deserve punishment. I greatly fear
religious indifference and human respect.”

Pilgrimage to La Salette
            The fountain near which the Lady—that is, the Virgin Mary—had rested was, as we
said, dry; and according to all the shepherds and villagers of those parts, it only gave water



after heavy rains and the melting of snow. Now this fountain, dry on the very day of the
apparition, began to gush the following day, and from that time the water has flowed clear
and uninterrupted.

That barren, rugged, deserted mountain, inhabited by shepherds for barely four months a
year, has become the stage for an immense gathering of people. Entire populations flock
from all sides to this privileged mountain. Weeping with tenderness and singing hymns, they
bow their foreheads to this blessed ground where Mary’s voice resounded. They are seen
kissing reverently the spot sanctified by Mary’s feet, and they descend filled with joy, trust,
and gratitude.
Every day, an immense number of faithful devoutly visit the site of the miracle. On the first
anniversary of the apparition (19 September 1847), over seventy thousand pilgrims of every
age, sex, condition, and even nation covered the surface of that land…
But what makes the power of that voice from Heaven felt even more is the remarkable
change in morals among the inhabitants of Corps, La Salette, the entire canton, and all the
surrounding areas—and it spreads still further afield… They have ceased working on
Sundays; they have abandoned blasphemy… They attend church, heed their pastors’ voices,
receive the sacraments, and fulfil the Easter duty with edification—until then generally
neglected. I omit the many striking conversions and extraordinary graces in the spiritual
order.
On the site of the apparition now stands a majestic church with extensive buildings, where
travellers, after satisfying their devotion, can comfortably refresh themselves and even
spend the night if they wish.

After the event of La Salette, Melanie was sent to school, making marvellous progress in
knowledge and virtue. But she always felt so inflamed with devotion to the Blessed Virgin
Mary that she resolved to consecrate herself entirely to Her. She entered the Discalced
Carmelites, among whom, according to the journal Echo de Fourvière (22 October 1870),
she was called to Heaven by the Holy Virgin. Shortly before her death, she wrote the
following letter to her mother.

11 September 1870.

Dearest and most beloved mother,

May Jesus be loved by all hearts. This letter is not only for you but for all the inhabitants of
my dear village of Corps. A family father, most loving towards his children, seeing that they
forgot their duties, despised the law imposed on them by God, and became ungrateful,
resolved to punish them severely. The spouse of the Father of the family begged for mercy



and at the same time went to the two youngest children of the Father—the weakest and
most ignorant. The spouse, who cannot weep in her spouse’s house (Heaven), finds
abundant tears in the fields of these wretched children. She expresses her fears and threats
if they do not turn back, if they do not observe the Master’s law. A very small number
embrace the reform of the heart and set themselves to observe the holy law of the Father;
but alas! The majority remain in sin and sink deeper into it. Then the Father sends
punishments to chastise them and draw them from this state of hardness. These wretched
children think to escape punishment—they seize and break the rods that strike them instead
of falling to their knees, begging for mercy, and above all promising to change their lives.
Finally, the Father, further angered, takes up a stronger rod and strikes—and will
strike—until He is acknowledged, until they humble themselves and beg mercy from Him
who reigns on earth and in Heaven.

You understand me, dear mother and beloved inhabitants of Corps: this Father is God. We
are all His children; neither you nor I have loved Him as we ought; we have not kept His
commandments as we should, now God chastises us. A great number of our soldier brothers
die; families and entire cities are reduced to misery; and if we do not turn to God, it is not
over. Paris is very guilty for rewarding a wicked man who wrote against the divinity of Jesus
Christ. Men have but one time to sin; but God is eternal and punishes sinners. God is
angered by the multitude of sins and because He is almost unknown and forgotten. Now
who can stop the war that does so much harm in France and will soon recommence in Italy?
etc., etc. Who can halt this scourge?
We must: 1) recognise that in this war there is solely the hand of God; 2) humble ourselves
and ask with mind and heart forgiveness for our sins; sincerely promise to serve God with
mind and heart and obey His commandments without human respect. Some pray, asking
God for the triumph of us French. No—this is not what the good God wants. He wants the
conversion of the French. The Blessed Virgin came to France, and France did not convert.
She is thus more guilty than other nations; if she does not humble herself, she will be
greatly humbled. Paris, this hearth of vanity and pride—who can save her if fervent prayers
do not rise to the heart of the good Master?

I remember, dear mother and beloved inhabitants, my dear village—I remember those
devout processions you made to the sacred mountain of La Salette so God’s wrath would not
strike your land! The Holy Virgin heard your fervent prayers, your penances, and all you did
for love of God. I think and hope you must now do even more—beautiful processions for
France’s salvation; that is, for France to return to God, for God waits only for this to
withdraw the rod with which He scourges His rebellious people. Let us pray much—yes,
pray; hold your processions as you did in 1846 and ’47: believe that God always hears the



sincere prayers of humble hearts. Let us pray much, pray always. I never loved Napoleon,
for I remember his whole life. May the divine Saviour forgive him all the evil he has
done—and still does!
Let us remember we were created to love and serve God, and that outside this there is no
true happiness. Mothers must raise their children Christianly, for the time of tribulations is
not over. If I revealed their number and nature, you would be horrified. But I do not wish to
frighten you; trust in God, who loves us infinitely more than we can love Him. Let us pray,
pray—and the good, divine, tender Virgin Mary will always be with us: prayer disarms God’s
wrath; prayer is the key to Heaven.
Let us pray for our poor soldiers, for so many grieving mothers who have lost their children;
let us consecrate ourselves to our good Heavenly Mother; pray for the blind who do not see
it is God’s hand now striking France. Pray much and do penance. Hold fast to the Holy
Church and our Holy Father, her visible head and the Vicar of Our Lord Jesus Christ on
earth. In your processions and penances, pray much for him. Lastly, remain at peace, love
one another as brothers, promising God to keep His commandments—and truly keep them.
And by God’s mercy, you will be happy and die a good and holy death, which I desire for all,
placing you under the protection of the august Virgin Mary. I embrace you heartily
(relatives). My health is in the Cross. The Heart of Jesus watches over me.

Maria of the Cross, victim of Jesus
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