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“Rejoice, My Daughter, because the hour approaches when 
the most beautiful work under the sun will be born.”

—Our Lord To Sister Mary of St. Peter

(Our Lord refers here to the work of reparation to the 
Holy Face, which He revealed is destined to be the 

means of defeating atheistic Communism and restoring 
peace to the world).
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This portrait was made shortly after his death  
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THIS VOLUME IS DEDICATED 
 TO THE ILLUSTRIOUS MEMORY 

 OF THE LATE
BISHOP CORNELIUS VAN DE VEN

without whose continuous help, encouragement and 
solicitude this book would never have seen the light of 

day. For it was the Bishop’s pioneering zeal in the field of 
the Catholic press that urged him to establish a Diocesan 
Organ; and, appointing me as editor, launched me on a 

career of Catholic publishing.



WE HEREBY declare that we absolutely and 
entirely conform to the decree of Urban VIII with 
respect to the terms of eulogy or veneration applied 
to the Servant of God Sister Marie Pierre, and Ven-
erable Leo Dupont, as well as to the Divine revela-
tions mentioned in the present book; and, moreover, 
that we by no means anticipate the decisions of the 
Holy See.



“My heart hath said to thee: My face hath sought thee: thy face,  
O Lord, will I still seek.”

—Psalm 26:8

“Thou shalt hide them in the secret of thy face from the  
disturbance of men.”
—Psalms : 30, v. 21
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IT WAS early spring in Martinique in the year 1805, and 
through the open windows of a small schoolhouse came the 
chirping of many birds. A gentle breeze blew sweet scents 
from peach groves and orange trees, and it was little wonder 
that the class of small boys, as they tediously wrote on their 
slates, grew restless hoping that the school-bell would ring 
out an end to their captivity. Martinique in the springtime 
was lovely, and the children were longing for the outdoors; 
but the bell did not ring, and the afternoon dragged on, and 
with it irksome study.

Suddenly the schoolmaster, Mr. Rochelle, rose and walked 
to the door. “I shall leave you to yourselves for a while. Con-
tinue your lessons until I return,” he said as he closed the 
door behind him.

He was not gone very long, when the youngsters put 
down their slates and began to play—loudly talking, laugh-
ing, whistling and enjoying themselves with wild enthusi-
asm. Their hilarity reached the ears of the schoolmaster at 
the other end of the building. Mr. Rochelle at once retraced 
his steps, but the boys, recognizing his hurried pace, were 
too quick for him and they became silent, so that when the 
flushed Mr. Rochelle opened the door, no one moved.

“Now, boys, I heard the disorder of this class at the other 
end of the building. I see you are all suddenly perfectly quiet, 
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but you have not deceived me. I demand to know who were 
the boys who misbehaved while I was away. The guilty ones 
will rise and come to the front.”

As Mr. Rochelle looked from right to left, he noticed that 
in the second row, at the fourth desk, one boy promptly rose 
and, looking straight ahead, marched up to the front. The 
schoolmaster waited a few moments and then made a sec-
ond appeal urging the guilty ones to come forward. But no 
one joined the solitary penitent who, standing alone, peered 
uncomfortably at the teacher, expecting the worst.

“So, Leo Dupont, you admit that you have been a bad 
boy. I would expect better things from you, for it seems to 
me you are big enough to know better. Just how old are 
you?”

“I am eight years old, master,” the boy admitted cheerlessly.
“Eight years old! Really, Leo, your mother will be very 

grieved to learn of the conduct of her son. Are you not 
ashamed to admit that you are the only mischievous boy in 
the whole class? Look at all your schoolmates here, sitting 
quietly at their desks. They have evidently conducted them-
selves so well during my absence that now they have noth-
ing to confess. But you, Leo, have been the one black sheep 
among all these nice, little white lambs . . . .”

The guilty boys began to shuffle restlessly at their desks, 
their roving eyes betraying the guilt asserting itself in their 
hearts. But still they clung to their benches, refusing to admit 
their misbehavior. The large clock on the wall ticked away 
loud minutes like a clanging doom, warning the youngsters 
to confess before it was too late. Then the school bell rang. 
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Relief registered on all faces, but it became evident that Mr. 
Rochelle was not quite ready to dismiss the class.

Pausing for a moment, he looked inquiringly into the faces 
of the youngsters at their desks and then announced calmly, 
“Ordinarily, when the bell rings, classes are dismissed—that 
is, provided there has been no misbehavior. But today it is a 
different story,” he announced, biting his lips.

The room became tense with silence. All eyes were fixed 
on the threatening schoolmaster, who turned to Leo and 
said, “My little friend, since you have been so naughty today, 
I do not believe you deserve to remain in the company of all 
these good boys. So go for your hat, take your books, and be 
on your way home. The rest of the children will stay here.”

Confused and puzzled, Leo nevertheless did as he was 
told.

When the door closed behind him, the angry schoolmas-
ter turned flashing eyes at the class, and severely scolded the 
boys for their dishonesty. “Boys, it is human to make a mis-
take. It is pardonable to grow restless and noisy once in a 
while. But to be false, to refuse to admit your guilt, that is 
something else—that is something I intend to punish. Lit-
tle Leo Dupont is much younger than many of you boys, 
and yet he was the only real man among you. He rose and 
admitted getting into mischief. From a boy like that I expect 
great things.”

Leo left the schoolhouse, unaware of the praise heaped 
upon him. He walked out into the sunshine, toward the 
large gate where he was met by the mulatto servant, Henri, 
who called daily to drive him home from school in a car-
riage. “But, Mastah Leo, why is yo all alone by yerself today? 
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Where is all ‘em classmates of yours?” inquired Henri, as he 
took Leo’s books and slate, and helped the youngster into 
the shiny carriage.

Leo, still confused, did not know what to say, but finally 
managed a reply. “The schoolmaster had the rest of the boys 
stay at school,” he said in a monotone.

“They must ‘ed be bad boys. And you must ‘ed be th’ only 
good ‘un today,” said the faithful servant approvingly. “Yer 
mother will be mighty proud of yo, Mastah Leo. She’ll be 
mighty proud to find out her boy was th’ onliest one what 
was good today, while all th’ others wus bad.”

Hearing this, Leo was more puzzled than ever. He tried 
to explain that he was not good, that he had admitted being 
mischievous—but to no avail. Henri was beyond these men-
tal gymnastics. He only spurred on the horses to get Leo 
home in extra-good time, for he felt he had good news for 
Madame Marie Louise Dupont, the widowed mother of lit-
tle Leo. When the carriage drew up before the massive door 
of the imposing Dupont mansion, which towered majesti-
cally over one of the richest sugar plantations on the island 
of Martinique, Henri at once went in search of Madame 
Dupont.

“Mastah Leo is been a powerful good boy, Madame! All ‘is 
classmates done hafta stay after school but him!”

Madame Dupont kissed her son and took him to the large 
refectory for some afternoon refreshments. “What is this 
good news I hear about you, Leo?” she asked.

Leo explained as well as he could what had taken place. 
Madame Dupont saw through the schoolmaster’s method 
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and although she said nothing of it to Leo, she was happy 
to find honesty blooming in the heart of this cherished son.

Madame Dupont was an exemplary Christian as well as a 
lady of high birth. She came from a noble and wealthy Mar-
tinique family, the Gaigneron de Marolles, and had been 
happily married to the illustrious Nicholas Dupont, who, 
weary of revolutionary excesses in his beloved France, had 
come to Martinique to make his home. Though of short 
duration, their marriage had been blessed with two sons, 
Leo, now aged eight, and Theobald, aged four. Widowed 
at an early age, with wealth and position, Madame Dupont 
turned all her efforts to the rearing of her two sons. To them 
she held up Christian virtues as the highest ideals; not only 
did she teach by word, but by example as well. Thus Leo, 
even at the tender age of eight, began to show those traits 
of honesty and candor that were to thrive and blossom into 
high principles as he advanced to young manhood.

Several years later, when the regular course of studies at 
the village school in Martinique was completed, Madame 
Dupont decided to send her son to school in the United 
States.

“Leo,” she confided to him one day, “the reason I want 
you to go to school in the free land of the United States is 
that you shall learn there the importance of dignified polit-
ical liberty and freedom of religious worship. I cannot send 
you to school in Paris because the times are too unsettled 
and Paris is too much a center of religious persecution. But 
as soon as conditions appear somewhat normal, I want you, 
of course, to study in Paris, and then to return to live here 
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in Martinique, where you will in time inherit the family for-
tune. I shall miss you keenly while you are gone.”

“But, Mother, I shall be back shortly,” said Leo in that 
heartening way of his, a manner which endeared him not 
only to his mother but to all who knew him.

Leo spent two profitable years studying in the United 
States, after which he went to France, where he was joined by 
his mother and his younger brother. It was a joyous reunion, 
made still happier by the news which Madame Dupont had 
for Leo.

“Son, your uncle, Count Marolles, has invited us to spend 
our summer vacation at his castle in Chissay.”

“Great! When do we leave?”
“Tomorrow morning—that is, if you think you can be 

ready by then,” replied his mother, teasingly.
At the castle in Chissay there was an endless round of 

enjoyable family life that summer. Count Marolles, like 
his sister, Marie Louise Dupont, was distinguished for his 
Christian refinement. His entire estate breathed warm hos-
pitality, and Madame Dupont and her two sons entered into 
all that took place there: Mass on Sundays and holy days, the 
sacraments, and family devotions, as well as riding, driving, 
dancing, swimming, and other sports. And no one entered 
into the activities at the castle with as much gusto as Leo, 
now fourteen years old.

Then one day, a sudden apprehension fell over the castle. 
There was an accident on the grounds of the vast estate. Leo 
and his cousin Alfred were whiling away an early summer 
afternoon, while the count, Madame Dupont, and the oth-
ers were taking their siesta.
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“Let’s climb up on the gates,” suggested Alfred. “It’s a lot 
of fun swinging on them,” he added. No sooner had he spo-
ken than he perched himself on the top of one of the huge 
iron gates that opened on the driveway leading to the castle. 
Atop the seven-foot gate, Alfred began to swing. Below, Leo 
stood and watched, leaning against a post. After a while he, 
too, decided to join in the fun; he climbed onto the other 
gate and began swinging. For a time all went on well, until 
Alfred was struck with another idea. “Leo, I’m going to 
swing right through to the other side this time. So take away 
your hand,” he said as he pushed forward.

Leo looked at his cousin dubiously and refused to move 
his hand from the edge of the gate.

“Why don’t you take away your hand, Leo? Next time I 
swing, I’ll push harder, and if you don’t move your hand, 
your fingers will get caught,” shouted Alfred.

“Why should you swing so hard that you should deliber-
ately get my hand caught by the gate?” asked Leo.

“Well, I will, I tell you, Leo. I certainly will! So hurry and 
take your hand away.”

Something inside Leo seemed to contract. He looked at 
his cousin and said, “I don’t think you have the nerve to 
swing the gate over my hand. You just couldn’t do such a 
thing to me!”

“What makes you say that, Leo? I warn you for the last 
time to take your hand away or you’ll be sorry!”

“I won’t take it away!”
“All right, then. Here I come!”
A moment later the heavy gate swung violently forward 

and closed on Leo’s thumb.
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Alfred ran to tell his father about the accident. A physi-
cian was summoned. So badly was Leo’s thumb crushed that 
Madame Dupont wept as she complained to her brother, 
“What shall become of my son, who is so obstinate and self-
willed that he opens himself to deliberate suffering, and even 
maiming? What, indeed, shall become of him?” she cried.

Her brother, taking her tear-stained face in his hands, 
said, “I do not fear for Leo, my sister. It is for Alfred that I 
am concerned. Leo, you must remember, may have shown 
self-will, but only where he would be made to suffer from his 
act of self-will. With my son, Alfred, however, it is another 
matter. How could he deliberately ride over the thumb of 
his cousin? Have I ever given him such an example of cru-
elty? Leo could not imagine that Alfred would deliberately 
do him harm. Leo, my dear sister, believed in the humane-
ness of Alfred. Be happy, Marie Louise, that you have a son 
who somehow believes his neighbor to be better than his 
neighbor really is. Children will be children, but from this 
incident I see Leo emerging a man, a resolute man, who 
will one day forge a strong and determined will to achieve 
something great. One thing is sure. Leo will never, like my 
son Alfred, use his will stubbornly to swing iron gates onto 
living flesh, to inflict pain and suffering on another. It is my 
son who needs prayers. Leo will be all right.”


