
Vision of Hell—Saint John Bosco 
“As soon as I crossed its threshold, I felt an 
indescribable terror and dared not take 
another step. Ahead of me I could see 
something like an immense cave which 
gradually disappeared into recesses sunk far 
into the bowels of the mountains. They were 
all ablaze, but theirs was not an earthly fire 
with leaping tongues of flames. The entire cave – walls, 
ceiling, floor, iron, stones, wood, and coal – everything was 
a glowing white at temperatures of thousands of degrees. 
Yet the fire did not incinerate, did not consume. I simply 
can’t find words to describe the cavern’s horror. […] 

“[My guide] seized my hand, forced it open, and pressed it 
against the first of the thousand walls. The sensation was 
so utterly excruciating that I leaped back with a scream and 
found myself sitting up in bed. 

“My hand was stinging and I kept rubbing it to ease the 
pain. When I got up this morning I noticed that it was 
swollen. Having my hand pressed against the wall, though 
only in a dream, felt so real that, later, the skin of my palm 
peeled off. 

“Bear in mind that I have tried not to frighten you very 

much, and so I have not described these things in all their 

horror as I saw them and as they impressed me. We know 

that Our Lord always portrayed Hell in symbols because, 

had He described it as it really is, we would not have 

understood Him. No mortal can comprehend these things.” 


