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MUDDYING THE WATERS

(From the Common of Our Lady

for Easter)

D
riving  into  the  city  as  I  have  to, one  of the sights that shocks and
repels me are the heaps of garbage that keep piling up and tipping

themselves into nearby streams of effluents that the neighbouring industries
disgorge. I believe like the farmer in the gospel of Matthew (13:24-30) I can
say: ‘Some enemy has done this.’ That is what got me thinking.

‘Some enemy has done this,’ the farmer says upon discovering the weeds
among his wheat. Had he not sown good seed? So where did the weeds
come from? ‘I’ll cut them down,’ he says. A friend advises patience until
the harvest day - and he listens.

The Lord too might say: ‘Some enemy has done this,’ as he looks down
on creation. Who has poisoned the well or muddied the waters? Fish no
longer spawn in the oily waters of the Arabian Sea (or any other water
body for that matter), while plastic bottles drift up to the shoreline. Our
waste mounts defining our ‘discard society.’ We casually toss wrappers
into our bins which are then discarded into the landfills that I see as I
enter or leave the city. Natural beauty is covered in urban concrete. The
resources of the world are limited and we are fast draining the pool of
its life. I believe we are already beginning to see the bottom.

‘Some enemy has done this,’ God would say as he calls out for someone
to respond to his constant searching: ‘Adam, where are you?’ (Gen.3:9)
But Adam is confused now, no longer confident of his Master’s love. ‘I
was naked, so I hid,’ he replies. ‘Who told you that you were naked?’
Blame others for one’s own mistakes and sins. And he does. Isn’t that
what you and I do when it comes to the heaps of garbage, dripping taps
and blinding lights that need not be left on?

‘Some enemy has done this.’ Did Jesus not once call him the Father of lies?
How easily we fall prey to his daily spin. I follow the Lord, but I let some
illness or upset rock my faith. I am Christian, yet I listen more to what
people say. I am a son or daughter of the Father, and the words of Jesus
should nourish my faith and sustain me in these dark times that inevitably
come my way, but sometimes I live like I know not the Man and prefer
the pieces of silver that the world offers.

Yet this line comes to me: ‘each morning he wakes me to hear, to listen
like a disciple’ (Is.50:4). Nature renews itself each day, unaware of the
sins of us humans and the murders and hatred of another day. Nature
believes that fish will leap again on that tired stream flowing through
the slum and the lakes will sparkle with clean water as little children
splash around in them. And God too has patience to believe that man
can be redeemed and that all will be well at harvest time.

Gerard Manley Hopkins, the great Jesuit poet, expressed this possibility
of renewal well in his poem, God’s Grandeur.

And for all this, nature is never spent;
There lives the dearest freshness deep down things...
Because the Holy Ghost over the bent world
Broods with warm breast and with ah! bright wings.

O God,

who have been pleased

to gladden the world

by the Resurrection

of your Son

our Lord Jesus Christ,

grant, we pray,

that through his Mother,

the Virgin Mary,

we may receive

the joys

of everlasting life.
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THE BOLD DANCE
OF IMPERFECT SPOUSES

by Gianpaolo Dianin

It is said that perfection is not
of this world, and this is also

true for relationships in general,
and for couples in particular.
Adolescents and young people,
even if they deny it in words, they
actually dream of meeting their
fairy tale “Prince or Princess
Charming.” These dreams are
understandable because they are
compatible with the magic of
falling in love. But then marriage
delivers to the two of them, real
life, history, everyday life and
this has its beauties, but also its
hardships. Sooner or later, we
come up against the experience
of imperfection and fragility that

are part of our human condition.
We can distinguish various

types of fragility. There is, first of
all, a natural limitation that leads
us to recognize ourselves as
human beings who are born and
die, grow and age, have certain
abilities and limitations of
various kinds. This limit, reread
in Christian terms, recalls our
condition as creatures that we all
find difficult to embrace; this is
what happened to Adam and
Eve, who perceived the limita-
tions as a chain to be broken. This
is what happens today when
boundaries clash with the will to
power that science and techno-

logy highlight, leading man to
continually seek to overstep
every boundary.

Finally, we recognize a greater,
more existential fragility that
bears the name of guilt, at the
anthropological level, and sin at
the religious level. Sin, in parti-
cular, is a characteristic exper-
ience of the human being, en-
dowed with freedom, before
God; man has the possibility of
choosing by following the good
or by infringing its demands.

Thinking about the experience
of a couple, we can apply the
same trilogy to love, which first
of all has to deal with a natural
limit, because becoming one flesh
remains a utopia, the horizon of
the couple’s entire existence is
never fully reached. We also re-
cognize a creaturely fragility
because God is love and we are
eternal apprentices of love,
continually stretched between
that gift of self, which represents
the maturity of love, and our
substantial selfishness that would
like the other to be made to our
own measure. The couple also
has to deal with existential fra-
gility because love is too often
wounded by human freedom
which, in the case of love, can
reach even dramatic forms of
violence towards the other.

If the experience of love brings
man closer to the God who is
Love in whom he believes, it
highlights, in an equally real way,
the limitation and fragility of
human love. If man is created in
the image of the God who is Love,
it is equally true that the history
and the stories of so many
couples, we could say of all cou-
ples, is the concrete recognition
that the dialectic between

similarity and dissimilarity
remains insoluble along the path
of every experience of human
love. Sometimes an impossible
love is asked of the partner, in the
sense that attitudes and behavi-
ours are demanded of the rela-
tionship that only God would be
allowed to ask.

Pope Francis opens his reflec-
tions on the first years of mar-
riage with a healthy realism that
does not kill dreams, but opens a
slow and gradual path, making
their life a period of their patient
realization (AL, 218-219). He
states, “Marriage is not some-
thing that happens once for all.
Their union is real [...] the spouses
assume an active and creative
role in a lifelong project. Their
gaze now has to be directed to the
future that, with the help of God’s
grace, they are daily called to
build.” The Pope goes on to recall
that each must set aside all
illusions and accept the other as
he or she actually is: an unfini-
shed product. […] The couple
then must “work day by day,
with God’s grace and “without
expecting the spouse to be
perfect.” “We must put aside
illusions and accept him or her as
s/he is: unfinished, called to
grow, a work in progress.”

To those who follow young
married couples, the Pope says
that “it is necessary to present this
with realistic clarity from the
very beginning.” And newly-
weds are asked not to cultivate
an “inquisitive and implacable
gaze, checking merits, rights,
claims, self-defence.” Building a
project together asks for patience,
understanding, tolerance, gene-
rosity, mutual support. Marriage
is not something concluded. You

GLIMPSES OF LOVE
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FEAST OF THE MONTH

THE RISEN JESUS KEEPS HIS WOUND

Chino Biscontin

take on the other person in your
life indefinitely for a lifelong
work that does not include retire-
ment. Marriage is like a dance
and sometimes has the traits of
ice skaters: “Young love needs to
keep dancing toward the future
with immense hope […] the very
excitement that should be its
propelling force” (AL 219).

The virtue that must sustain the
couple is hope. Charles Péguy
wrote that hope is that virtue
which rises each morning to build
each day. And the Pope writes:
“Hope is that which has in itself
the power of yeast, that which
makes us look beyond contra-

dictions, conflicts, contingencies,
that which always makes us look
beyond. To see beyond is a very
precise indication: beyond that
defect, beyond that limit, beyond
that imperfection. Recognizing
that you are more than that limit
and that “more” allows me to
welcome the imperfection that is
not just the other person’s but
mine too.

Marriage is the union of two
imperfect people whom the Lord
has placed next to each other so
that they can support each other
and take care of their
imperfection.

There was a farmer who grew
excellent quality corn. Every year
he won the prize for the best corn
grown.

One year a reporter inter-viewed
him and learned some-thing
interesting about how he grew it.
The reporter found out that the
farmer shared the seeds of his corn
with his neighbours.

“How can you afford to share
your best corn seeds with your neighbours when they compete with
your corn every year?” asked the reporter.

“Why, sir,” asked the farmer, “didn’t you know that? The wind picks
up pollen from maturing corn and swirls it from field to field. If my
neighbours grow inferior corn, cross-pollination will constantly
degrade the quality of my corn. If I want to grow good corn, I need to
help my neighbours grow good corn.”

So it is with our lives....
Those who want to live well and meaningfully must help enrich the lives

of others, because the value of a life is measured by the lives it touches.
And he who chooses to be happy must help others find happiness, because

the well-being of each is tied to the well-being of all....
Call it the “power of the collective,” call it the “principle of success,” call it

the “law of life.” The fact is, none of us really wins until we all win!

THE CORNFIELD
by Erik Duke

With the edict of Constantine
issued in Milan in 313,

which put an end to the persecu-
tions, Christians could freely and
publicly express their faith with
celebrations. With the construc-
tions of sacred edifices promoted
by the emperor’s mother, Saint
Helen, in the Holy Land in the
places of Jesus’ memory, these
celebrations acquired structure
and solemnity. In particular, al-
ready in the course of the IV
century, on the Sunday before
Easter, the faithful gathered on
the Mount of Olives for a celebra-
tion followed by a procession
commemorating Jesus’ entry into
Jerusalem.

In the VI century the procession
stopped at the shrine of the As-
cension, at Gethsemane, at the
pool of Bethesda, at the Basilica
of the Resurrection and ended at
the rock of Calvary. The patriarch
travelled the route on the back of
a donkey.

From the East this procession
passed to the West, first to Spain
and France. In Rome, on the other
hand, the Sunday before Easter
was dedicated to reading the
stories of the Lord’s Passion. But
even in Rome, certainly in the
eleventh century, the procession
was introduced, preceded by the
blessing of olive branches and
presided over by the Pope.

Our celebration of Palm
Sunday, following the reform of
the Second Vatican Council,
combines both elements: the
procession with olive branches
and the reading of the account of

the Lord’s Passion. In this way we
commemorate Jesus’ messianic
entry into Jerusalem, but with the
awareness that we are welcoming
the risen Lord, who has promised
to be present when we gather in
his name. The Passion reading,
then, serves to introduce the days
of Holy Week, which culminate
in the Easter Vigil and Easter
Sunday.

At Mass, after the first reading
from Isaiah, we pray with the
dramatic Psalm 21 and repeat the
heartrending cry, “My God, my
God, why have you forsaken
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THE DISASTERS OF DOUBTERS
by Anastasia Dias

me?” These are the words and it
is the psalm that Jesus prayed
while nailed to the cross. And it
invites us to consider the im-
mense suffering of the Lord Jesus,
which cannot fail to move those
who worship and love him.

His suffering testifies to how
tremendously destructive is the
enormous accumulation of sins
that pollutes human history. The
most beautiful person among
those born of women, who poss-
essed immense gifts of wisdom
and knew how to bestow them on
the simple, who believed in the
possibility of total goodness to
men and demonstrated it with his
boundless generosity, this man
was assassinated when he was
still in the prime of life! And there
is an overflowing accumulation
of overbearing pride, of the will
to dominate, of attachment to
privilege, of pettiness, of closure
to God and to human compas-
sion, of corruption and lies, of all
the dark wickedness of all
humanity.

But this suffering also reveals
a heroic, intrepid love, of an

unconditional generosity, of an
unshakable trust in God the Father,
of a fidelity to a mission that had
to do with the healing and
salvation of humanity. From the
cross, tortured by excrucia-ting
suffering, he prayed for those who
were killing him and filling his last
throbs with insults, he entrusted
his mother, Mary, to the disciple
he loved, asking him to treat her
as a mother, and he entrusted his
disciple to his mother, asking her
to love him as a son, he, the
disciple who repres-ented the
small group of disciples to whom,
Jesus firmly believed, the Father
would hand over the mission to
continue his work: to announce
and bear witness to the Gospel.

We cannot but respond to this
love with all the love of which we
are capable, aware that it is not
just a matter of remembering a
love of the past, but a love that is
very present in the risen Jesus
and, in the celebration of the Eu-
charist, addressed to each one of
us. This is why the Risen One re-
tains the wound that opened his
heart.

The Easter Triduum, or Sacred Triduum, is meant to celebrate the passion,
death and resurrection of the Lord. It is a celebration around the Risen Lord,
alive and present. It is the relationship with the Lord Jesus that makes us
Christians.

With sunset of Holy Thursday, Lent ends, and the evening Holy Mass is a
memorial of the Lord’s Supper. The rite of the washing of the feet reminds us
that the Master and Lord revealed his divine beauty in boundless goodness,
which made him our servant.

Good Friday commemorates the events of the Passion and death of Jesus
at the very hour that saw them take place. There is no celebration of the Mass,
but the Body of the Lord is given, that the love witnessed by the Gospel story is
now addressed to us by Jesus in person.

Holy Saturday, which commemorates Jesus in the tomb, is a day of silence
and intimate prayer and does not include assemblies.

The Sacred Triduum culminates with the most solemn of all the celebrations
of the liturgical year, the Easter Vigil in the presence of the Risen Lord and in
the splendour of the grace of baptism in his name, which has made us sons
and daughters of God, his palpitating Body among men.

THE EASTER TRIDUUM

Thomas was sceptical. He
never trusted anyone. But,

most of all, he didn’t trust himself.
He questioned each and every
thing, a childhood trait that had
fervently carried with him into
adulthood. Each time he tried to
believe something or someone, he
couldn’t. Therefore, he couldn’t
trust the people around him, which
included his own family and
friends.

He had twelve friends; they were
all pretty close to each other. Yet,
he didn’t trust any of them, except
for Him, the leader. He trusted
Him. How come? He just did. And,
didn’t know why.

He had about him a quality that
made you feel that you could trust
Him. You could tell him every-
thing and anything, he would
listen to you. He wouldn’t judge
you; He would advise you. The

traits one looks for in a good friend
and leader, He possessed them all.

He was also extremely popular.
People crowded around Him.
They brought the sick, blind, deaf
and maimed to Him. And, He
healed them all. But his popularity
was not just because of what He did,
but because of who He was. He was
so gentle, kind and compassionate.
He spoke wise things, even
though, he sometimes spoke in
riddles. And, it was difficult for
Thomas to understand what He
was trying to say.

Like the time, when they
planned on going to Bethany on
the news that His friend Lazarus
had died. Jesus should not have
gone. The others had warned Him.
If He hadn’t, maybe He would still
be alive, Thomas thought to
himself on the day Jesus died. But,
Jesus insisted on going. He said His
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GREAT BIBLE HEROESTHE SALESIANS FOR YOU!

DON BOSCO IN
THE LAND OF WHITE NIGHTS

KATARINA BACHRATA

Fr. Jozef Toth experienced at
first hand the drama of Slova-

kia, his homeland, in the grip of
religious persecution during the
communist regime. He trained
and studied in the “underground
church.”

He met his Salesian confreres in
secret and not even his closest
relatives knew that he was about
to become a priest. In 1988 he was
ordained a priest. A year later
came the “velvet revolution” and
with it the era of the Soviet regime
came to an end.

“Why did I decide to leave for
the missions? During my studies
I would meet secretly with about
fifteen boys in our apartment or
in nearby towns and we would
show them missionary films. I
was very impressed by the figure
of the missionaries, how they
were willing to give even their
own lives for the faith. The second
impulse came from Fr. Ján Sutka,
a Slovakian missionary in Ecu-
ador. He spoke about the miss-
ions in a concrete and real way,
but with great passion. I was
impressed and touched.

In 1991, together with Fr Daniel
Pravda we went to Russia. Every-
where we were received with
kindness and they were well dis-
posed towards our presence. And
so, after about a year of prepara-
tion, I began the mission in Aldan,
Siberia. My first wish had been to
go as a missionary to tropical
countries, but I ended up in
Siberia, in the Sacha Republic.”

A little flock
When asked what his work con-

sists of, he replies, “The work of
the Salesians in the city of Aldan
is a bit different from that of
missionaries in Africa or Latin
America. Here there are only very
small communities of believers, a
maximum of 16 people. When I
arrived here, there were 6 belie-
vers at Sunday Mass. Therefore,
pastoral work, that is, baptisms,
confirmations, marriages, con-
fessions and other sacraments
does not happen in huge congre-
gations. Rather, it is about pro-
claiming the faith, praying more,

Meeting the Salesians working in Siberia

friend Lazarus was asleep and he
was going to wake him up (He
spoke of death figuratively).

Thomas didn’t understand what
Jesus was trying to say, so he told
the others, ‘Let us also go with Him
and die with Him.’ He said it
unknowingly. Little did Thomas
know; what he said would come
true within a few days.

When Jesus told his followers
that He was going away to prepare
a heavenly home for them, and that
they would join Him there soon,
Thomas had another doubt in
mind and asked Jesus, “Lord, we
do not know where you are going,
then how can we know the way?”

After His resurrection, Jesus
appeared to His disciples in that
secret room. We all know the story
and we know that Thomas wasn’t
there.

What the other disciples saw and
heard when the Risen Lord
appeared to them that day, was a
new mission and purpose in life.
They found joy in their mission.
Whereas Thomas spent an entire
week in disbelief, wrestling with
his doubts. Instead, if he’d just put
aside his doubts and believed that
Jesus had risen and appeared to the

rest, his mission would have begun
too. But, he continued to doubt
until Jesus appeared to him a week
later. And, he only believed when
he saw Jesus. 

You see, it was only when
Thomas got rid of his scepticism
that he could preach the Good
News to a foreign land. It was only
when Thomas started believing,
that he realized his true potential
and mission. For that he had to
declutter his mind of things he’d
held onto since childhood.

That is how you and I spend our
entire lives wrestling with our
doubts, fears and belief-systems.
We struggle with the things we
have been forced to believe about
ourselves since our childhood or
the way our minds are
conditioned. 

The next time, a trivial question
or a doubt pops up into your mind,
pause. Think. Is this question
worth spending a few seconds of
my life? If it is, go ahead and find
an answer or a solution to it. If it is
not (which happens most often),
breathe in and let go. Then, embark
on finding your true purpose and
fulfilling your mission for this
lifetime.
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PROFILES

ST. MICHAEL DE SANCTIS
(April 10)

DIVINE FASCINATION

Sanctity is a journey and a
difficult one too. It takes consi-
derable willpower to be a saint.
The Devil in all his wiliness is
always at work offering sin as an
easy solution to every desire.
Scripture says of him, “the Devil
is like a roaring lion looking for
someone to eat” (1 Pet 5:8). The
very next verse offers a counter
action: “Resist him, steadfast in
your faith” (v. 9).

Every one of us is called to be
holy and to live a saintly life: “Be
holy for I the Lord am holy” (Lev
20:26). Some of us realize this
very early in life like Michael de
Sanctis and a number of other
young saints like Dominic Savio,
Maria Goretti and Teresa of Child
Jesus; others realize this later on
in life like St. Augustine, and sad-
ly, some never realize it. They
spend their whole life thinking
that they are the center of the
universe or are merely existing
for no rhyme or reason.

Michael de Sanctis was born on
September 29 1591 in Vich, in the
Catalonian region of Spain. He
was baptised as Michael Arge-
mir. At the tender age of six, he

expressed his desire to become a
priest, and not just an ordinary
priest but a monk! Most parents
might have been taken aback or
might pass it off as childish fan-
tasy but not so Michael’s parents.
His mother took him at his word.
She would often narrate to him
instances from the life of the poor
mendicant from Assisi, St.
Francis whose popularity had

so that people will accept the Good
News. In the places where we
work, there is a strong migra-tion
of young people over 18 years old.
They go to study at univer-sities in
the big cities. The distances are
very large, even 1200 km, and
young people do not come back.
That is why they lose contact with
us. We Salesians want to renew
these contacts so we send letters
and magazines to encourage them.

Volunteers help us a lot in our
work. They work with children in
the oratory, with young people in
the youth centre, during the sum-
mer in the school camps as anima-
tors. Without their help there
would be many things we could
not do.”

Ecumenism is at an early stage
What are the people like in Sib-

eria and how do they live? “In the
territory of Jakutsk live various
ethnic groups. The most numer-
ous are Jakuti and Russians,
among the oldest are Eveni,
Jugaghiri and Cukèi. As people
they are enthusiastic, rich in
ideals, friendly, hospitable, joyful
and willing to lend a hand.
However, they must be encoura-
ged in a sense of fidelity, purpose
and stability to the family. They
live day to day, they are not
capable of making longterm
plans, they lack perseverance. We
try to help and accompany them
in this area.

Ecumenism between Catholics
and Orthodox is in its early stages.
With the local people we have very
good friendly relations. Asi-ans are
quite reserved. It takes time and
good relations to open up and talk
about their problems and
experiences.

Winter in Jakuzia is long: it lasts

from 6 to 8 months. The tempera-
ture sometimes reaches as low as
60 degrees below zero. Since we
don’t use gas, but wood, a brother
has to get up around 3 or 4 in the
morning to light the fire. Because
of the cold, no fruit is grown here.
It is imported from the Caucasus
republics and China, but it costs a
lot. People buy them only for
family celebrations and at New
Year or Easter.

Grateful for the faith
Jozef Tóth says of his plans and

desires: “Since August of 2011, I
left the community of Aldan and
moved to the community of Ja-
kutsk. My greatest desire is that
younger confreres come to streng-
then our presence and pastoral
work also in the neighbouring
villages. Young people are more
dynamic and technically more
prepared.

People are grateful for our pre-
sence. They say that without us
things would be different. That
they couldn’t live as happily spi-
ritually, their lives would be de-
void of meaning, purpose and
enthusiasm. Even though ours is
only a small group, pastoral work
with them is not superfluous and
this conviction fills my life.

One of the beautiful churches in
Jakutsk. The majority of the population
belongs to the Russian Orthodox
Church. Catholics are a small minority.
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made him something of a cult
figure.

Michael listened earnestly to
his mother’s stories and would
make every effort to practice the
virtues that Francis stood for and
lived by. Such was his zeal that
he literally espoused the spirit of
Francis much to the surprise of
his parents. They had to prevent
him from carrying out penances
he had given himself and encou-
rage him to enjoy his childhood
rather than spend it in mortifi-
cation. The external actions might
have been severely curtailed but
Michael kept the internal flame
burning bright. He had deve-
loped a strong taste for prayer
and had set his sights on holiness.

MONASTIC EXPERIENCE

Michael faced a major setback
very young in life. Both his
parents passed away. Left to fend
for himself, Michael sought an
apprenticeship with a merchant.
In the midst of his duties he
would make time for prayer.
Besides being actively involved
in the ways of making money, he
did not neglect his spiritual life
and used his free time to foster
spiritual growth.

At the age of 12, he went to
Madrid intending to join the
Trinitarian Order. He entered the
novitiate and spent the next three
years preparing to become a
member. He took his vows at the
monastery of St. Lambert at
Zaragoza in 1607. Sometime
later, he came across a Discalced
Trinitarian (a reformed offshoot
of the Trinitarian Order) and was
drawn to their austere lifestyle.

He made up his mind to join
them and sought the permission
of his superior. He was granted
the permission after much
discussion and discernment and
went on to get ordained in that
Order.

Michael was recognized as a
holy man by his fellows. His life
of piety and austerity won him
not just the admiration of all but
also led him to hold positions of
authority within the Order. He
was known for his special devo-
tion to the Holy Eucharist. He
would love to spend hours ado-
ring the Lord in the Blessed
Sacrament. His companions
noted that he often experienced
ecstasy while before the Blessed
Sacrament. There were occasions
when he would fall into ecstasy
during the Consecration of the
host at the Holy Eucharist.

VENERATION

Many miracles were reported
both during and after the lifetime
of Michael. Frances Sanz was
diagnosed with cancer of the
mouth. For 11 days, she prayed
through the intercession of
Michael. On the 12th day, she
went to the doctor only to be told
that the cancerous tumour on her
lip and tongue were no more.
There was absolutely no trace
that there ever was a tumour in
her mouth! This was one of the
miracles that led to the
canonization of Michael by Pope
Pius IX in 1862. He was declared
as patron of cancer patients.

Due to the example of his life
Michael came to be known as
Michael de Sanctis or Michael of

the Saints. Such was his holiness
that people saw him as a saint
among saints.

Michael shows us that a life of
holiness is possible. We need not
become nuns or priests, or even
practice extreme penance. What
is absolutely necessary is a desire
to live a godly life. The way to do
that is outlined in the scriptures.
Therefore, reading the scriptures
becomes important. We will
understand what is expected of
us when we spend time deci-
phering God’s voice in the
scriptures. The same God who
invites us to be holy like Himself
offers us ways and means of be-
coming holy. The Bible is full of
excellent advice on how to live a
life of love and fulfilment.

St. Michael de Sanctis is often
pictured kneeling in ecstatic
prayer before a Blessed Sacra-
ment. Spending time before the
Blessed Sacrament might seem
like a simple practice but the
benefits are immense. We will not
realize how much good can come
from merely sitting before the
Lord in adoration and prayer
until we do it ourselves and taste
the goodness of the Lord (Ps
34:8). Many saints have spoken
about the immense spiritual and
physical benefits that come from
spending time with the Lord.
These days there are adoration
chapels in most of our Churches.
It would greatly benefit us if we
could make some time to pray
before the Blessed Sacrament.
Perhaps we could spend time
before we go to work or maybe it
might be better to relax and pray
to the Lord after our day’s work.
There is no one-size-fits-all
strategy. We need to find what

suits us best. The important thing
is to make time for it.

I love the hymn which goes

The saviour is waiting to enter your
heart.

Why won’t you let him come in?
There’s nothing in this world to keep

you apart.

Oh, how he wants to come in.

Time after time he has waited before.

And now he’s waiting again.

To see if you’re willing to open the
door.

Oh, how he longs to come in.

This hymn stresses the point
that the Lord desires our
presence. God is a god of love. He
loves and expects love in return.
Many of us think that we can
please God by making donations,
offering masses, reciting prayers
or fulfilling our Christian obliga-
tions. But that is simply not true.
All those things are important but
they are only useful if they are
done in love. Otherwise they
remain mere activities. The best
way to please God is to love Him
back.

Loving someone requires that
you spend time with them and
get to know them. Making time
to sit before the Blessed Sacra-
ment and reading the scriptures
are ways we can grow in love
with God. This will not only help
us realize our vocation to be holy
but will also make us powerful
instruments through whom God
will be able to bring about posi-
tive changes in the lives of others
and in the world as a whole.
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THE PEACE OF PARDON
AND RECONCILIATION

by Mattia Principe

VOICES OF THE NEW TESTAMENT

“Peace be with you!” is the
greeting of the risen Jesus Christ to
the Apostles closed in the cenacle,
still closed in on them-selves,
incapable of looking be-yond,
incapable of truly belie-ving in new
heavens and new lands. “Peace be
with you!” is still today the Lord’s
blessing on a humanity that is
incapable of opening the doors of
its heart to optimism, joy and hope
and can-not find answers to its
history, that of the individual and
that of the world, inevitably
marked by victories and defeats,
drastically closed within the limits
of space and time.

Still divided as they were at
Babel, bewildered by a thousand
words, empty and lying, hum-
anity has not yet found that inner
peace that generates peace in fami-
lies, between cultures and different
countries, that peace that allows
you to speak the same language,
while speaking different lan-
guages, as by a miracle happened
to the Apostles on the day of
Pentecost.

And yet, on the evening of that
day, the first after the Sabbath, the
Risen Lord returned to earth to
give us peace, a peace that is diff-
erent from that negotiated by men
as a social pact, a peace that sur-
passes all human logic, the peace
that is born of Christian hope, of
the certainty that with death life is
not taken away but is transformed.

It is not by chance that the Master
wanted to link this proclamation
of peace to two significant gestures:
he showed the apostles his hands
and his side, as if to say: “Look, it
is I, the crucified, dead and risen...”.

This image would be enough to
erase every shadow of sadness
from our faces, to free our hearts
from every useless burden, but the
Lord, who knows our frailty and
our fears, wanted to do even more:
he breathed on the disciples and
said: “Receive the Holy Spirit.”
And in that breath, as the Father
had given life to a fistful of mud,
the Risen One gave life to the new
man, reborn from above. On that
night, as always in the night of

humanity, the Spirit came to renew
the face of the earth. That same
Spirit who in the beginning ho-
vered over the waters, that Spirit
who, generating life in the womb
of Mary, began the history of sal-
vation, can also come to us, in the
dark days of our existence, like a
sudden roar from heaven, with the
force of an impetuous wind, like
tongues of fire to bring peace, the
peace of forgiveness and recon-
ciliation.

In giving us the Spirit, the pro-
mised Comforter, the Lord as al-
ways true to his words: “Do not be
afraid..., I will not leave you or-
phans.” If we had faith as much as
a mustard seed, if we could feel
that the Lord is with us every day
until the end of the world, then
indeed pain would change into joy,
pessimism into optimism, because
if God is with us, no one can be
against us. Pentecost opens to all
the way of peace, because “no one
can say ‘He is Lord’ except through
the power of the Holy Spirit”, but

no one can live Pentecost, the peace
of heart, if he does not become a
builder of peace, if he does not
learn to welcome the other, in his
uniqueness, in his difference of
character, race, religion, as mem-
bers of a single body, united in
Christ and vivified by the Spirit.
The Master knew that only the
Spirit, whose fruit is love, joy,
peace, patience, kindness, good-
ness, fidelity, meekness and self-
control, would give his disciples
the strength to proclaim salvation
and us all the courage to give rea-
son for the hope that is in us.

“To each one,” Paul teaches “is
given a particular manifestation of
the Spirit for the common good,”
and each one, according to his cha-
rism, can accomplish the miracle
of tongues. We all know that there
is only one language understood
throughout the world: that of wit-
ness. Those who are truly reborn
of the Spirit know how to be opti-
mistic, how to be witnesses of
peace, love and joy. 
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THE TANGIBILITY AND SIMPLICITY OF THE SMALL
Pope Francis’ homily (edited) at Domus Sanctae Marthae on Wednesday, April 29, 2020

In the First Letter of Saint John the Apostle there are many contrasts:
between light and dark, lies and truth, sin and innocence (see 1 Jn

1:5-7). But the Apostle always calls to concreteness, to truth, and he
says that we cannot be in union with God while living in the darkness
because He is light. It is either one thing or the other: a grey area is
even worse, because the grey area makes you think you are walking
in the light, because you are not in the dark, and this soothes you.
The grey area is treacherous. Either one thing or another.

The Apostle continues: “If we say we have no sin in us; we are de-
ceiving ourselves and refusing to admit the truth” (1 Jn 1:8). Because
we have all sinned. We are all sinners. And here is something that
might deceive us: saying that we are all sinners, as in the same way
we say “Hello”, or “Good morning”, something habitual, even some-
thing social, so that we do not have a true awareness of sin. No: I am
a sinner because of this, this and this. Concreteness: the concreteness
of truth: the truth is always tangible; lies are ethereal, they are like
the air, you cannot take hold of them. The truth is concrete. And you
cannot go to confess your sins in an abstract way: “Yes, I… yes, once
I lost my patience, another time…”, in an abstract way. “I am a sinner”.
Concreteness: “I have done this. I thought that. I said this”.
Concreteness is what makes me feel I am a sinner in a specific and
serious way, instead of keeping it up in the air.

Jesus says in the Gospel, “I bless you Father, Lord of heaven and of
earth, for hiding these things from the learned and the clever and
revealing them to mere children” (Mt 11:25). The concreteness of the
little ones. It is good to listen to children when they come to confess:
they do not say strange things, “up in the air”; they say concrete things,
at times even too specific, as they have that simplicity that God gives
to the little ones. I always remember a child who once came to tell me
that he was sad because he had argued with his aunt. But then he
continued. And I said, “But what did you do?” - “I was at home, I
wanted to go out and play football” - he was a child - but the aunt
(the mother wasn’t there) said, “No, you can’t go out, you must do
your homework first”. One word followed another, and eventually
he told his aunt to go to hell. He was a child with a good geographical
knowledge - he even told me the name of that place where he had
sent his aunt! Children are like this: simple, concrete.

We too need to be simple, concrete. Concreteness leads you to hu-
mility, because humility is concrete. “We are all sinners” is something
abstract. No: “I am a sinner because of this, this, and this”. And this
leads me to the shame of looking at Jesus and saying, “Forgive me”.

The true attitude of the sinner. “If we say we have no sin in us; we
are deceiving ourselves and refusing to admit the truth” (1 Jn 1:8).
This vague abstract attitude is a way of saying we are not sinners.
“Yeah, I lost my patience one time”, but everything is “up in the air”.
I am not aware of the reality of my sins. “But you know, we all do
these things. I am sorry, I am sorry”. No. “It pains me, I won’t do it
again, I don’t want to do it again, I don’t want to think it again”. It is
important that within us we name our sins. Concreteness. Because if
we keep them up in the air, we end up in the dark. Let us become like
the little ones, who say what they feel, what they think: they still
have not learned the art of saying things that are “gift-wrapped” a
bit, so that they are understood without saying. This is the art of
adults, which very often is not good for us.

Yesterday I received a letter from a boy from Caravaggio, called
Andrea. And he told me about himself. Letters from young people
and children are beautiful, because they are concrete. And he told
me that he had watched the Mass on the television and he had to
“rebuke” me for something: I invite people to give a sign of peace
and he said I can’t say that, because in this time of the pandemic we
can’t touch each other. He does not see that you [here in the church]
bow your heads without touching each other. But he has the freedom
to say things as they are.

And we too, with the Lord, should have the freedom to say things
as they are: “Lord, I am in sin, help me”. Like Peter after the first mi-
raculous catch: “Leave me, Lord, for I am a sinful man” (Lk 5:8). To
have this wisdom of the concrete. Because the devil wants us to live
in a tepid way, in the grey area, neither good nor bad, neither white
nor black, but grey, a life that is not pleasing to the Lord. The Lord
does not like those who are tepid, mediocre. Concreteness. So as not
to be liars. “If we acknowledge our sins, then God who is faithful
and just will forgive our sins” (I Jn 1:9). He will forgive us when we
are concrete. The spiritual life is so simple, so simple; but we make it
complicated with these shades of grey, and in the end we never get
there...

Let us ask the Lord for the grace of simplicity. May He give us this
grace that He gives to the simple, to children, who say what they
feel. They do not hide what they feel. Even if it is wrong, they say it.
And with Him too, saying things: transparency. And not living a life
that is neither one thing nor the other. The grace of the freedom to
say these things; and also the grace of knowing well who we are
before God.
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BEAUTIFUL, HOPEFUL SISTERS
By Pierluigi Menato, Tr. Ian Doulton, sdb

“I suggest,” Tony Nardi of
Nardi Farms, getting into the car.
“Prepare a nice lunch. This time
we’re hosting the young assis-
tant, Dr Fabio to go over the bi-
annual accounts. And we must
put on a good show.”

He nodded to his two daugh-
ters, who had been standing on
the doorstep, and, from the
lowered window of the car, again
he admonished them: “Mind you,
you must be ready no later than
1:00 p.m.! There’s something
that’s going to be done...”.

Liza and Martha looked at each
other, smiling:

“That’s good,” said the elder.
“We won’t have the usual
accountant Carli, the old fart with
teeth and who eats only mashed
potatoes with soft vegetables. At
least we’ll see a young face...”.

“Oh, yeah, thank goodness,”
Martha agreed as she turned to
go into the house. “Dad only
invites impossible people, never
a nice young man...”.

“If it weren’t so,” sighed her
sister, following her inside, “we
would both be married by now.
“But our father is selfish; he
wants us all to himself.... We are
too agreeable for him, you
understand!”

Her voice was as sour as a
lemon, and the colour of the
lemon matched the colour of her
face, that of a faded girl. Her
forced loneliness irritated her
deeply, because in her time, let’s
face it, she had been beautiful and
she also saw the love-light bloss-
om in her breast, it was a love she
could not forget.

Now Liza had given up all
illusions, resigned to being the
madam since her mother died, a
dynamic woman who thought of
everything, provided for every-
thing, repaired everything. Her
only hopes were pinned on her
sister: at least she would marry
her, eight years younger, if only
for the honour of the family. They
had money, they were not really
so ugly as to be discarded, and in
the neighbourhood some poor
girls were put in their place, not
worth a penny. But today, finally,
Tony Nardi had announced the
visit of a young man who had to
be well treated... He would at
least set his eyes on Martha!

With those thoughts swirling
around her head, Liza said to her
sister, “You need to wring the
necks of a couple of chickens
right away.... Young men always
have an appetite.... And then,
what are you cooking?”

The other thought a little,
seriously, as if trying to find the
solution to the squaring of the
circle, then rubbing her chin with
her hand she announced impor-
tantly: “Here you go: egg noo-
dles, a bunch of artichokes, roast
chicken with fresh salad and a
Portuguese cream.... Is that
okay?”

Elisabeth approved: yes, it was
going to be great; there was no
lack of chickens on the farm, no
lack of eggs, no lack of milk, and
the garden had all the vegetable
and every good thing needed.

“We’ll have Nunzia make the
noodles,” she said. “No, we can’t
waste time because we have to

lay the table well and we too have
to spruce ourselves up a bit...”
she added with simulated indiff-
erence. “You could wear the
dress you bought last month. It
really suits you...”.

Martha understood but
pretended: “I’ll call Nunzia for
the chickens. I’ll make the cream,
I’m good at it.” “In the meantime,
I’m going to get the tablecloth
with the flowers; don’t think that
because we live in the country,
we don’t have beautiful things!
That’s it:  with the flowered
tablecloth, the gold-rimmed
plates... leave it to me.”

Liza darted away, busy, and
her sister, after a moment of

hesitation, went in search of
Nunzia. She found her pick-
ing the salad and ordered
her to wring the necks of
the two fat chickens from
the hen house. “We have
a special guest for lunch
today,” she said lou-
dly. “For the first course
we are making egg
noodles. Pull them fine,
mind you!”

Outside, you could
hear the squawking of
the two poor condem-
ned chickens, imme-
diately reduced to
silence by the strong
hands of Nunzia.
Liza thought for a
moment, then said to
her sister: “Do you
think that will be
enough? I don’t
want to make a bad
impression. You
know, the young
men who live in the
city are used to it,
they’re spoiled....
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They always need something...”.
Martha wisely replied: “But

we’re going through a recession,
dear you; and in the city they live
worse than we do...”.

Her sister had a witty smile:
“Bravo! That’s exactly why, when
they come to the country where, at
least, there is a lot of more, you
have to make them feel good....
Besides, for one who lives in a law-
yer’s office.... Do you understand?
... You never know.”

An hour and a half of meti-
culous grooming before the
mirror; preening themselves for
effects in the hairstyle, in neck-

laces to match Martha’s powder-
coloured dress, and on Liza’s
mauve one; short questions and
answers, followed by long
meditations and frequent sighs.
To the two girls they never
seemed beautiful enough in what
they possessed and in this regard
they often and willingly tor-
mented poor Tony, their father,
who invariably replied with
much philosophy: “Who do you
think you are? Daughters of a
Baron?... After all, we are also
peasants, a bit more civilized
than the others of course, but, still
peasants... And just to stay in the

country among the sheep and the
fields, you think you should dress
up like city girls? But do me a
favour! Be content with what you
have and don’t bother me with so
many stories. I really don’t have
any money to throw away... as for
the rest, if you want to be thrifty,
you can learn to make do.”

In fact, Liza and Martha, with
Nunzia’s help, who brought a
couple of chickens and a few dozen
fresh eggs to the market on
Tuesdays and Fridays, got by fairly
comfortably. Because of this they
owned designer clothes, fashio-
nable shoes, and an assort-ment of
colourful necklaces, of which they
were crazy. Their father noticed,
but pretended not to.

So that day, after having set the
table with great care, showing off
the flatware with gold rims and
shiny crystal glassware, after
having prepared the cream cake,
cleaned up the tender artichokes
picked from the garden, super-
vised the roast and arranged on
the trolley, a row of dusty bottles:
Aleatico, Vin Santo and an old
Barolo, everything, in a word, of
the best that was stored in the
cellar, they took pride in taking
the greatest care of their guests.

Off and on, in the course of the
morning Martha would question
her sister, “I wonder what this
young man from the office will
be like!”

And her sister, feigning com-
fort: “He’ll be a fine young man,
you’ll see... to be in the office of a
lawyer like Ambrosi....  It’s a
good thing he didn’t send us that
dim-witted Carli for the mid-
term accounts. At least at the
table we won’t always be talking
about rheumatism, bronchitis
and other illnesses! Then she

interrupted to admonish her
sister: “Put some more powder
on your face.... You’re too red
today and it clashes with the
colour of your dress...”:

Then Martha turned, smiling,
“What do you say?” she asked
almost anxiously. “Will it clash?”

“Clash, clash!” replied the
other convinced. “You are really
beautiful... I would like to see...”.

In their usual jargon, they
understood each other perfectly...
They both smiled, throbbing with
hope.

Finally, in the patio, the engine
of the car was heard returning
from the city carrying Tony Nardi
and the young man, a graduate
in Economics and Commerce,
from the chartered accountant’s
offices sent to do the accounts of
the farm instead of the usual old
accountant. At that noise, the two
sisters looked at each other for a
moment, palpitating, inflamed
with the brightest of hopes...
“Who knows!” Life has many
equations. And they decide an
entire existence...

After a quick last glance at the
mirror, Martha, very pleased
with herself, was the first to rush
down the stairs and into the
hallway where she heard her
father and the young man in the
study, talking...

But as soon as she set foot there,
she seemed to freeze. Tony Nardi
was talking with a little man, so
tall, a bit bald and with formi-
dable lenses, and a pointed beard,
wrapped in a chestnut-coloured
jacket... He was Dr. Fabio, thirty-
six years old, the “young man of
the firm” of the lawyer Ambrosi,
sent in place of the accountant
Carli.



24 25April 2022 Don Bosco’s Madonna Don Bosco’s MadonnaApril 2022

by Michele Molineris

FIORETTI
OF DON BOSCO - 27

146. Payment in Cash (1865)

On December 11, 1865 Don
Bosco left Turin for Florence. It
would be the first time he was
going there. Just as hunger push-
es the wolf to the floor, Don Bosco
was forced to make that journey
in order to meet the increasingly
serious and urgent needs of the
congregation he was setting up
for the poorest and most
abandoned youth.

However, he did not venture
out. Several people invited him
and were willing to welcome
him, not excluding the arch-
bishop who declared himself
honoured to be able to host him
in the Episcopal Palace. In fact,
he stayed with him. In fact, the
bishop showed him every
respect, not only for himself, but
also on behalf of his own chapter,
which had reserved for him the
usual welcome to be given only
to the princes of the Church.

To come close to, if not quite
reach, the sum he needed to get
his creditors off his back, Don
Bosco did not hesitate to beg,
knocking on the “golden doors”
of the rich and dispensing advice
and favours in Our Lady’s name.
In her name, in fact, he was
building a shrine in Turin that
would extend her devotion to
every corner of the earth. But he
was so discreet and had such
credentials in his suitcase that all
doors opened to him and all
purses did not hesitate to take up
the challenge of his poverty.

“Even in Florence, at the house
of Countess Boutourlin, Don
Bosco raised up a lady who had
been in bed with spinal ailment
for about twenty-five years, and
had a shrivelled leg. He ordered
her to go around the house, to eat,
etc., and she did everything he
commanded without any effort.
Afterwards, Don Bosco asked her
if she wanted to get well (promi-
sing her a cure), or if she prefer-
red to get sick again. She thought
about it for a moment and then
answered that she believed it was
God’s will that she should
continue to suffer; and immedia-
tely she was forced to return to
her bed, from which she never got
up again and died after thirty-
two years in bed, suffering the
most atrocious pains because of
a cavity in her bones. This holy
woman was Mrs. Carolina
Sorelli.”

So it happened that when he
had to come back, more than
once, in spite of everything, they
rebelled against his decision and
demanded in the name of Floren-
tine charity to prolong his stay.
One of these was the Marquise
Gerini, who met him at the exit
of the cathedral and dared, as her
confidence allowed her, to ask
him why he had returned to
Turin so quickly.

“Why are you returning so
soon? Will the world collapse if
you stay a couple more days with
us?”

“The world won’t collapse,
dear Marchioness, but the young
people are waiting for me.”

“Let them wait, by golly!
They’ve not been left alone...”

“But who will feed them? If you
consent to support them, I’m
willing to compromise...”

“Granted. And what are the
conditions?” “I would stay the
whole week, if at the end I would
be able to collect the money
needed to support them during
my absence.”

“The figure?”

“Ten thousand liras.”

“Well, I’ll give you the ten
thousand liras.”

“And I will stay until the end
of the week.” In a flash, the news
went around the city and the
siege around Don Bosco began all
over again, thanks to the news-
papers that had taken possession
of it. For those who want to know
more, go to Rome and look for the
Gerini Institute. You will then
know that this was no straw fire,
if his descendants managed to set
up the most modern professional
institute in one of the capital’s
neediest suburbs, entrusting it to
the care of the Salesians. And I
have not said everything!” (cf.
EBM., VIII, 135ff).

147. The vendetta of the
saints                     (1865)

Don Bosco, on his return from
Florence, happened to be in a
compartment where opinions did
not agree and the spirits were
determined to support their own
with the presumptuous obstinacy
of the prejudiced and the loqua-
city of the race. When Don Bosco
entered, the discourse was unin-
spiring and at best it was at the
expense of the government,
which had been in place for about
a year, waiting for the final leap

that would take it to the banks of
the Tiber.

The sight of the priest, a good-
natured priest who stood be-
tween the country parish priest
and the thug, with the gait and
appearance of the “villan che
s’inurba”, fatally removed the
chatter from the anonymity to
which it was condemned for lack
of specific suggestions and set it
firmly on the field of religion.

The chorus master was a man
of distinguished appearance and
loose tongue, who having succee-
ded in carrying the discourse
over the education of youth, had
now thrown himself with spear
in hand against clerical inter-
ference in the training of youth,
claiming from the state every
right and power in the matter.

“It’s time to put an end to black
robes and crooked necks. We are
no longer in the Middle Ages,
where everything tasted like
incense, even the bread we ate.
Above all, the government
should get its hands on that
brood of little Jesuits that is the
Oratory of Don Bosco in Turin,
kick him and his kind, allocating
the college to the service of a
cavalry regiment. Is it not true,
Mr. Abbot?”

Don Bosco, who was at that
moment taking notes on a
notebook, with the air of someone
who was absent from the envi-
ronment and extraneous to the
discussions that was taking place
there, was happy to be called into
question and answered with
conviction: “I don’t think so.
Meanwhile, do you know Don
Bosco?”
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“A little,” so little that he didn’t
know he was in front of him.
“And isn’t it true that in these
times, certain of his methods are
outdated and some of his ideas
outdated, to say the least?” “It
would seem not to me. I know
Don Bosco well and I can assure
you that his only aim was to make
his youngsters good Christians
and honest citizens.”

At that moment the train pulled
up at a station and Don Bosco’s
fellow travellers got off. Six or
seven months later, bids were
solicited in Rome for some
important construction work.
The gentleman who had spoken
with Don Bosco on the train was
a civil engineer and contractor
and was anxious to win the
contract. A good recommen-
dation would help him consi-
derably. On a trip to Turin he met
a marquis with whom he was
acquainted and asked his aid.
“Go to Don Bosco,” the latter
replied. “Tell him I sent you and
I’m sure he’ll do you a good turn
with Cardinal Antonelli.”

A few days later, the contractor
followed the marquis’ advice and
called on Don Bosco for a
recommendation.

“Of course,” Don Bosco re-
plied. “I’ll give it to you right
away.” And so he did.

Thanking him, the contractor
asked whether he could do
anything for him in Rome.

“Yes,” Don Bosco smilingly
replied. “When you see Cardinal
Antonelli, don’t tell him that Don
Bosco and his boys should be
kicked out of the Oratory. That

wouldn’t be nice.”

Recognizing Don Bosco as the
priest he had so vilified, the
contractor humbly apologized,
assuring him that he would never
again denigrate him or others. He
won the contract and earned a
hundred thousand lire profit.
Eventually he became a prac-
ticing Catholic and was forever
very grateful to Don Bosco
(EBM., VIII, 137-138).

148. Then that doctor doesn’t
know anything (1865)

In the school year 1864-65,
Latin IV—V had been entrusted
to the cleric Francis Cerruti, but
the sickly young teacher became
so exhausted that Fr Rua, the
rector, begged Don Bosco to
relieve him of his heavy burden.

“Let him continue to teach!’
was Don Bosco’s reply. The good
cleric obeyed, but toward the end
of April he fell seriously ill. Let’s
hear the rest from him:

“At that time Don Bosco came
to Mirabello; he questioned me
about the illness that was tor-
menting me and suggested some
pills, which in truth made me
very ill. Then, as I was about to
leave, he said to me: “It is not yet
your time; you still have to work
before you can earn your place in
heaven.” My condition, however,
worsened and the doctor gave me
up. I remember hearing him say,
“There is nothing else medicine
can do. He is too far gone. He
must have total rest. Only nature
can help him now.

Fr Rua, who in his charity
lavished the most attentive care
on me, made the youngsters pray

morning and evening, as was
customary for the seriously ill.
Except that the illness didn’t
show any sign of going away and
Fr Rua, having gone to Turin,
spoke to Don Bosco about it and
when he came back, he told me:
“Listen to this. Don Bosco wants
you to know that your hour
hasn’t come yet and that you’d
better think about getting well.
He also asked me who your
doctor was, and when I told him,
he replied, ‘That doctor doesn’t
know what he is doing.’”

On the day Don Rua told me
Don Bosco’s reply, I remember
that I was surprised by such an
attack of coughing that, unable to
stand it any longer, I threw my-
self on the bed believing that I
would expire at any moment.
However, the next day I went
back to school and by evening I
was feeling better. The following
day I felt almost completely
recovered and I continued teach-
ing until the end of the school
year. Trusting Don Bosco’s
words, every week I went to
Turin to attend some lecture at
the university, without feeling
any ill effects. Indeed, in July of
that same year, I was able to pre-
pare myself to take the exam in
modern history at the same
university, where I was enrolled
as a student in the Faculty of Arts.

I also recall that my doctor was
mystified by my recovery and
that months later, he was still
puzzled and could not quite
believe it. “Of course,” he would
remark, “nature has many secrets
we are not yet aware of.” He
could not bring himself to admit
more. He was an upright man, u
hardly a churchgoer.

I am convinced that, consider-
ing my physical exhaustion and
my serious and long illness, my
recovery was a miracle…” (EBM.,
VIII, 81).

149. Don Bosco paid back as
much as he could (1866)

On April 9, 1891 Fr Michael
Rua wrote the following state-
ment in Milan:

“Mrs. Rosa Guenzati told me
that in 1866 Don Bosco passed
through Milan by rail. Having
only a few hours to stop in that
city, he did not even leave the sta-
tion; however, she had written to
her husband to go and find him
there, as in fact he went there
accompanied by her. As they
were talking, Don Bosco said to
him:

“This year, Mr. Guenzati, stock
up on cloth, because you will find
a way to sell it again.”

After Don Bosco’s departure,
the couple, mindful of his pre-
diction, began to look for more
cloth than in the previous years;
and, what he had foretold, came
true in such a way that at the end
of the year, happy with the
blessing they had received from
the Lord through Don Bosco, they
said:

“If we had had more faith in
Don Bosco’s words, we would
certainly have sold it.”

However, grateful to the Lord
for the profit they had made, they
thanked him by giving some to
the poor, as they were used to
doing.” The suggestion was the
beginning of a remarkable
fortune (M.B., VIII, 320). 
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MARY AND THE BIRTH OF THE CHURCH
by Cardinal Anastasio Ballestrero

When the Mother of the Lord
presented her Son to the

temple to fulfil the law, the
prophet announced to Mary what
it would mean for her to be the
mother of this child who is the
Saviour of the world: “A sword
will pierce your soul”; thus fore-
seeing that Mary’s motherhood
would not only be the ineffable
and joyful experience of a Son
called Jesus, but also the tremen-
dous and painful experience of a
Son who would be the Crucified
One.

But even in the face of old
Simeon’s proclamation she had
nothing to say: she said ‘yes’ on
the day of the annunciation and
in that “yes” full of faith and
obedience there was everything
that Mary could say, could want,
could do. And she continues
silently to believe that the things
announced by the Lord would be
fulfilled.

From the day of Jesus’
presentation in the temple, how
many days would pass before
Our Lady would see the fulfill-
ment of the prophecy on Calvary
with the immolation of her Son?

How many days would pass?
Let’s try to count them, they were
many indeed.

During this time, Mary
believes, adores, is silent and
obeys. Is this Mother of the Lord
really a creature who precedes
the Church of God, so inexhaus-
tible in her belief and in her
waiting for the time of God?

On the day of Pentecost, the
Holy Spirit would descend onto
the Upper Room. Mary would
also be there and Mary, already
filled with the Holy Spirit, what
would she do? She would witness
that wonderful outpouring,
when the Church, all fermented
by the Spirit, would set out on the
roads of the world; when the
commands of the Lord Jesus
would be executed and when the
apostles would finally under-
stand what the Lord had asked
of them and what they should do.

The life of the Church begins
and Our Lady is there. What is
she doing there? She did not
receive the apostolic mandate,
the Lord did not say to her: ‘Go,
preach the gospel to all creatures,
baptize in the name of the Father

and of the Son and of the Holy
Spirit.’ The Lord did not say to
her: ‘Whose sins you forgive will
be forgiven.’ No, but she was pre-
sent. She is the Mother of Jesus
and her presence becomes a point
of reference, of connection with
Christ that the apostles would
always find in this silent presence
that fills the faith of all, that
increases the hope and charity of
all. She is the mother of the
Church who accompanies her in
her first steps while being a
missionary in the world.

Thus, the mystery of Mary is
fulfilled. God’s plan for her is re-
vealed little by little and Our
Lady is the most faithful one who

does not delay God’s plans,
but goes along with them.
There is no need for her to
comment on or emphasize
them, there is only need for her
to serve them and nourish
them with her motherhood.
She does this for the Church,
which sets out on its journey,
preceded and accompanied by
her, and I would even say
anticipated by her in her final
conclusion, because Mary has
already arrived in heaven.

Well, this mother of the
Church who, through faith, is
continually a mother for grace,
for hope, for the charity of the
people of God, we want to re-
member her, we want to
honour and glorify her, aware,
however, that in doing so we
glorify the Father, the Son and
the Holy Spirit and we become
a profoundly Christian com-
munity, we become Church.

Let us remember, what we
are doing is not only a gesture
of popular devotion, but a
gesture of substantial coher-

ence for our identity as Christ-
ians, as a Christian community,
for our identity as children of
Mary in Christ the Lord.

We want to do this, and in
doing so, it seems to us that the
serenity of Mary’s presence fills
our hearts, soothes them, enligh-
tens them, and gives them a new
freedom. And the joy of the Spirit
fills our hearts to bless, to praise,
to give thanks and to never allow
our human miseries to obscure
the splendour of God’s works
that are also accomplished in our
midst. Because our days too are
the days of grace, of the outpour-
ing of the Spirit, of the triumph of
His love and of His kingdom. 

Mary, present at the beginning of the
Church, on the day of Pentecost, will
accompany it on its journey down the
centuries, along the roads of the world.



30 31April 2022 Don Bosco’s Madonna Don Bosco’s MadonnaApril 2022

MY  VOCATION  STORY

ME AND MY FATHER’S
PRAYERS

Fr. Shaun D’Lima, sdb

vocations@sdbinb.in

joindonboscomumbai

+91-8482951815

I  have been with Don Bosco
 from the age of three and that

is one of the reasons I chose to be
a Salesian Priest. As I reflect on
my life, I realize the real reason
for me to become a Salesian priest
was my childhood. The time that
I spent with my parents taught me
to be the person I am. I was taught
prayers by my father who took
me to the school on a bicycle. His
life and teaching made me pray
and discover the call that I had
within.

My mother sacrificed her job so
that I could have a good
formation at home. My brother
was my best friend and suppor-
ted me in all my difficulties.

I still remember the day I let my
family know about my decision,
to go to Lonavla (aspirantate) to
begin my priestly journey.
Everyone at home supported and
encouraged me. My brother who
always had a special love for me
keeps on reminding me of his
support and prayers.

The journey of my formative
years was good, encouraging, and
at the same time tough indeed.
The pain and the suffering of the
corrections that I received to im-
prove myself taught me to be a
simple and humble priest. This
journey of my growth was worth
remembering, worth going
through, worth talking about, and
worth everything. To this day I

catch myself talking and
reminding myself about every-
thing that happened in my life. It
makes me exclaim: “Those were
the days. I did experience Jesus
all through those days. This
foundation made me dwell in and
cherish God’s presence in my life.

Today as a Salesian priest, I
keep on reflecting on all that I
have gone through, as this is what
gives me the strength to carry on.
When I go home for holidays and
see my Dada on his cycle mum-
bling, it reminds me that he is
praying, it reminds me reminds
me that he is praying for me. I still
remember the prayer he taught
me to say each time I ended with
any formal prayer. The prayer

was Dear Lord Jesus “Make me a
strong, kind, gentle, handsome,
grateful, prayerful, and loving
boy. Thank you, Jesus. Love
Shaun. Today as I pray that

prayer, instead of saying a loving
boy, I say a loving priest.

May God help me live my life
in fidelity and perseverance all
my life the Salesian way.

TO BE FORGIVEN
Why should I go to confession?

 (Paul, a university student at Tor Vergata)

Dear Paul,

I know very well what is behind your question: something between
the conviction that certain practices are outdated and the effort
involved in having to disclose “my things” to someone else who might
be even worse than me. You are in very good company: I think there
are very few confessions in which one does not declare the struggle
of facing one’s sins. Besides, why should it be enjoyable? Is there
really anyone who does not feel annoyed at the awareness of their
own limitations?

But we cannot forgive ourselves: we would immediately feel
that it does not ‘work.’ A word needs
to reach me to tell me that I can
start again, that someone
important to me is even willing
to forget it all. I will leave you
with words more beautiful than
mine: they are Fr Lorenzo
Milani’s, when he was asked
why he was not willing to leave
a Church that mistreated him.
“For me, who accepted it, this
Church is the one that has the
sacraments. I don’t get absolution
for my sins from the Espresso I
drink.

Absolution for sins is given to
me by a priest. If one wants
forgiveness from sins one turns to
the most stupid, backward of
priests in order to get it. (...). In this
religion there is, among other
things, a very important, fund-
amental sacrament, the sacrament of
the confession of sins. Because of
which, almost for that alone, I am a
Catholic. To continually have my
sins forgiven. To have it and to give
it.
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
Babysitting
With some misgivings, we left a
young babysitter in charge of our
three energetic youngsters.
When we returned a few hours
later, she was sitting alone
watching TV.
I went to check on the children and
found them in our narrow hallway.
By bracing their arms and legs
against the walls, two of them had
climbed up to the ceiling.
“The babysitter taught us how,”
they said gleefully.
The sitter joined me, her face a deep
red. “Since they had me climbing
the walls, I figured they might as
well be too,” she stammered.
We kept the same girl for the next
two years.

What’s for Dinner
The young couple invited their
elderly pastor for Sunday dinner.
While they were in the kitchen pre-
paring the meal, the minister asked
their son what they were having.
“Goat,” the little boy replied.
“Goat?” replied the startled man
of the cloth, “Are you sure about
that?”
“Yep,” said the youngster. “I heard
Dad say to Mom, “Today is just as
good as any to have the old goat
for dinner.”

Prescription Labels
A pharmacy major was taking a
course in Dispensing. One day they
were discussing the various labels
affixed to prescription containers,
such as, “Take with food,” and
“Take with water.”
At the end of class, the professor
pased out a few sample labels.
Days later he noticed that one

member of the class had stuck one
of them onto his chemistry
textbook:
“Caution: May cause extreme
drowsiness.”

Nice Boyfriend
One night a teenage girl brought
her new boyfriend home to meet
her parents, and they were appal-
led by his appearance: leather
jacket, motorcycle boots, tattoos
and pierced nose.
Later, the parents pulled their
daughter aside and confessed their
concern. “Dear,” said the mother
diplomatically. “he doesn’t seem
very nice.”
“Oh please, Mom,” replied the
daughter, “if he wasn’t nice, why
would he be doing 500 hours of
community service?”

Sick Call
Mr. Frobisher constantly called Dr.
Wilson at all hours of the day and
night and would then keep him on
the phone with a litany of imagined
ailments.
Finally, the doctor could take it no
longer. “Listen Mr. Frobisher, if
you wake me up again in the mid-
dle of the night with another one
of your tales about some made-up
ailment, I am going to insist you
see another physician. Have I
made myself clear?”
A week later, Mr. Frobisher slipped
and fell down a flight of stairs,
breaking his hip, two ribs, an elbow
and suffering a concussion. He was
rushed to the hospital and put in
intensive care. An hour later, Dr.
Wilson walked in, saw his condi-
tion, and exclaimed. “I think you’re
finally getting the hang if it!”

After our marriage my wife resigned from her job and
was a housewife. Due to certain circumstances we again both had to
take up jobs. So in total after a gap of 3 years inspire of Covid situation
Due to the Devotion of 3 Hail Mary's my Spouse got a good job with a
good pay and easy facilities to work with. I wish to thank Lord Jesus
and Mother Mary for this Blessing.                      Elvis Pink
My mother aged 64 was diagnosed with advanced breast cancer on
September 27, 2020. The whole family, my father and myself were
shocked since the tumor in her left breast was ulcerated. Being the
only son to my parents, I was very shattered at the condition of my
beloved mother who had been affected by this terrible disease. From
a very early age, she had nurtured in me a tremendous love and trust
in Mother Mary. I went to the Shrine of Our Lady of Health and prayed
to Mother Mary to intercede for my mother since the doctors were
counting her days. At the church I heard a voice that said: “My dear
son, I will take care of your mother. Pray and praise the Lord Jesus.”
After this we had gone to take a PET scan which revealed an
inconclusive result. I prayed and cried to Mother Mary to guide me
where to take my mother. She showed me a team of young, spiritual
doctors in our hometown of Nagercoil. They said they would treat her
and with the blessing of God she would be healed. Through a series
of serious treatments from Stereotactic Radiation - 3 cycles to the
brain, chemotherapy - 8 cycles, a surgery to remove her left breast
and 15 cycles of radiation to the breast for a period of nine months. I
prayed and offered Rosaries everyday to save my mother from this
dreadful disease. I prayed that my mother would withstand the serious
procedures. Thanks to Mother Mary, now on a recent examination, it
was found that the tumour in the brain had not developed in the past
one year and was beginning to shrink. I am grateful through the
intercession of Our Blessed Lord and His Most Holy Mother my mother
is improving.                                                                    E.J.A. Anish

THE DEVOTION OF THE THREE HAIL MARYS

The devotion of the THREE HAIL MARYS is
a very simple yet most efficacious devotion.
Everyday, recite Three Hail Marys, adding the
invocation: "O Mary, My Mother, keep me from
mortal sin." Many people recite the Three Hail
Marys as part of their morning and night prayers.
To practise this devotion in time of danger, stress,
special need or temptation, is a sure means to
obtain Our Lady's help.
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For health care workers
We pray for health care workers who serve the sick and
the elderly, especially in the poorest countries; may they
be adequately supported by governments and local
communities.

LOVING CHILDREN TO

THEIR LOVING MOTHER

POPE’S WORLDWIDE PRAYER NETWORK

APRIL 2022

Dear Mother Mary, thank you for all the graces and blessings
bestowed on our family, especially our grandson getting his
“driver’s License.” Please continue to bless, help and protect
us.                                                   Your Grateful Chidlren in Perth
My heartfelt thanks to Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament and
Mary Help of Christians for sending people to help me during
the lockdown and for helping me stay alive in a difficult situation.
I’m especially grateful for all my needs being taken care of.
                                                                         M. Dodd, Pune
My grateful thanks to Jesus, the Holy Spirit, Mary, Queen of
the Holy Rosary and St. Anthony for having heard my prayers
and helped me get translation work (Portugese into English
and vice versa).                                Higino Mascarenhas Goa
Thank you Mother Mary for, through your intercession your Son
Jesus granted my grandson George Mark a cure from an acute
ear infection and for many other favours received.
                                                          Mrs. O D’Mello, Mumbai
Post marriage, I did not have any issue conceiving. But after I
conceived, my doctors had forced me to abord my child. Being
a diabetic, my Hb a/c was 9.6. Under such high and uncontrolled
sugar, it was very risky for my child’s health as well as going
ahead with the pregnancy. But, I never lost hope in my Mother.
I  constant ly prayed and underwent var ious tests and
sonographies to check for the safe health and any anomalies
in my child till 6 months of pregnancy. I promised Don Bosco,
that most delivery I would bring my child to the church and praise
God for all these favours. I had a safe c-section and my child
was born normal completely safe without any abnormalities. I
will forever be grateful to my Mother for helping a ‘mother’ in
need.                                                                Gyzel Carvalho
It was a month and a half back that I had acute pain in my
chest. This left me completely uncomfortable. I was advised to
go for an ECG which showed some variance. Post which, I
was advisded to go for 2D echo and later a stress test, but due
to my high BP and high pulse rate I was denied any further
tests. Finally, I was advised to go for an angiography. With very
high sugar, BP and pulse rate, I was a bit scared. On the OT
table, I remembered my mother-in-law telling my children to
call on Jesus for help and miracles. Believing in it I too thought
of doing the same. All I did was to keep calling Jesus constantly.
And trust me, a miracle took place. The cardiologist noted that
my heart was clean with no plaque and zero blockages. He
himself claimed that it was nothing short of a miracle. I walked out
of the OT with a clean heart. I thank almighty God for his mercy
and Mamma Mary for being there.      Francis D’Souza, Dahisar

My daughter was is in Qatar, in the ninth month of her pregnancy
was found bleeding in her hotel room where she had her
husband had gone for an overnight Eid holiday.
When she telephoned us, all she could utter was that her
husband was trying to get an ambulance to take her to the
hospital. My family and I went went into an urgent prayer mode.
By the time her husband telephoned us next, she was admitted
to the hospital but under strict observation. She spent four days
in the hospital with various reports of scans showing negative
and positive results.One evening through a normal routine
procedure of the hospital she was being discharged. However,
in the discharge report there were some abnormalities, one
being that there was some fluid accumulated in between the
brain and the skull of the infant which was caused they thought
by a cyst 3.5 cm long.
With my family I stormed heaven, praying the three Hail Marys
(adding a Memorare at the end). The intercession of St Anne
and our Blessed Mother never stopped. We decided to take
another opinion and visited a private gynaecologist.
A fresh scan was taken after she narrated her history and all
the previous reports were examined. Through Our Blessed
Lord, the Divine Physician, our Blessed Mother and St Anne’s
intercession  “No Abnormalities” were reported. The doctor
repeatedly told her: “I am pointing out to you the place where
you said there was fluid. See for yourself. There is no fluid,
everything is normal. Sometimes things appear and disappear.
At present, everything is normal.
I will continue to place my trust in Mother Mary and through the
recitation of the Three Hail Marys I am sure Mother Mary and
Saint Anne my daughter will be blessed with a normal delivery.
                                                             T. Gonsalves, Mumbai
My heartfelt thanks to Mary Help of Christian, St Dominic Savio
and St Anthony for the gift of a normal healthy baby girl to my
daughter and a safe delivery.                          Mrs Jeanette Doyle
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In April 2019, I conceived after six
years of marriage and we were over-
joyed. Alas, our happiness didn’t last
long and in August 2019, I lost my
child owing to some complications. I
was both heartbroken and frustrated.
My faith was totally shaken. My dream
was shattered and I gave up all hope
of conceiving again. But I conceived
again in November the same year. I
was put on strict bed rest. Amidst all
my doubts and anxieties I turned in
prayer to Jesus and his blessed mother
Mary Help of Christians to save my ba-
by this time. We were blessed with a
lovely baby boy in June 2020. Nathan
Antonio was born premature in the se-
venth month but our Lord and his
blessed Mother Mary have watched
over him. I urge all who are troubled
today to surrender to our merciful Lord
and his blessed mother in full faith and
prayer. Our Lord and his loving
Mother have never abandoned their
children.           M. Juliana D’souza, Goa


