

  
  


  




   


   


  [image: img11.jpg]


   



   


  5.—MARIA’S HAPPIEST DAY


  “Mother, when will I make my first communion? I can no longer live without Jesus.”


  It was the month of June, 1901. Maria Goretti would soon be eleven. At that time it was not customary to receive before twelve, except in rare cases. God knows with what ardor the lovely girl longed for that happy day. Divine grace was working within her soul with such strength that it had already aroused an insatiable hunger for the Holy Eucharist.


  “Your first communion? But, my child,” replied the mother sadly, “how can you do it? You can’t read...and I have nothing to pay for your dress and slippers. We have no time to spare; there is so much work to be done here.”


  “At that rate, I can never make my first communion,” Maria pleaded, “and I want Jesus so badly.”


  “What can your poor mother do? It hurts me to see you grow up without instruction, like the animals of the field.”


  “Well, Mother, if that is the case, don’t worry. God will see to it. There is a lady at Conca, Elvira Schiassi, who can read. I will hurry through the housework, if you will let me go to Conca to learn the Catechism. Besides, Dom Paliana comes from Citerna every Sunday to teach religion. He will instruct me with the other children preparing for first communion.”


  The mother consented to the proposal, and for eleven months Maria prepared for that great moment when Jesus would come to her as the Bread of Life. Her first communion was a triumph of her tenacious piety over the rather rigid piety of her mother. Without that tenacity and constancy she probably would have died without ever having received.


  Once the decision was made, Assunta saw to it that her daughter received instruction. Sometimes she took Maria to Campo Morto or to Conca. Again, she would send Maria to the Passionist Fathers at Nettuno, that she might learn to go to Confession and prepare for Holy Communion.


  From that day Maria intensified her piety and recollection, her obedience to her mother, and her care of brothers and sisters. Playthings and nice clothes had no interest for her. She was busy preparing her soul for her Jesus. One day she returned home beaming. “Mama mia! Dom Signori said I would make my first communion on the Feast of Corpus Christi.”


  As the great day approached, Assunta began to wonder if her daughter were really ready. Did she understand the act she was about to perform? Poor Assunta was troubled with anxieties and responsibilities for her Maria. Finally, she set the matter before Dom Temistocle Signori, the Archpriest of Nettuno.


  The wise and holy Dom Signori examined the girl and, filled with admiration at her answers, expressed his complete satisfaction. “Be at ease, good mother. Your daughter is very well prepared. Put away all your vain fears and confide her to Mary Immaculate. Place her under the Virgin’s protecting mantle and have no fear.”


  Assunta followed the priest’s advice, and years later she was able to say: “My Maria made her first communion like a saint.”


  All Ferriere hamlet had part in her adornment for that great event. One furnished slippers, another the veil, a third a crown of flowers. Assunta offered her own earrings to enhance the beauty of her daughter. Maria was wrapped in expectation. With tears of joy and compunction, she knelt before her mother, her brothers, her sisters, and her neighbors, to ask pardon of her faults.


  Twelve other girls and two boys composed the first communion class. A Passionist, Father Jerome, from the Retreat of Our Lady of Grace at Nettuno, was the celebrant. During the sermon he addressed the children with fervent words on the great love of Jesus for them. He exhorted them warmly ever to preserve their souls pure and innocent, and to die rather than commit a mortal sin. He recommended to them the practice of saying three Hail Marys each evening in honor of Mary Immaculate.


  These warm exhortations added fuel to the already growing flame of love in the heart of Maria. What were her words of love to Jesus? What did the Divine Host say to her at this great tryst of two inflamed hearts? The glow of her countenance, the modesty and gravity of her bearing, showed only a feeble glimmer of the Light that burned within. While the other children hastened to the sacristy after Mass to thank Father Jerome, Maria remained behind, wrapped in a silent intimate colloquy with God.


  A light cloud of sadness veiled the complete joy of this day...the remembrance of her dead father. Maria loved her hard-working father as only an eldest daughter of the poor can love her parent. The hardships of his life were ever present to her mind. His great sacrifice and pain at having to quit this life before having provided for his family were deeply impressed on her memory. Each evening before retiring to rest, she had said the entire Rosary for the repose of his soul. Whenever she had passed by the cemetery where he lay, she paused to say a Hail Mary for him. And now, while furtive tears stole down her cheeks, from her heart a fervent prayer went heavenward for her dear father.


  Throughout the whole day Maria remained under the spell of the princely visit of that morning. A visible joy beamed in her countenance and colored all her words and actions. Maria, ever docile and obliging, now became ardent in her endeavor to serve and to please. The good Assunta took the occasion to urge her daughter on: “You have received Jesus today. You must try ever so hard now to be good and pleasing to Him.” Toward evening Maria’s thoughts started in a new direction. “Oh! When shall I be able to receive Jesus again?”


  So ended the happiest day of her life. The King of Martyrs had come to nourish with His own Body and Blood this lily of purity, and the day was not far distant when He would come again and take her home with Him.


   


  ADDITIONAL PRAYERS


  Prayer during Vacation


  DEAR St. Maria Goretti! With added time on my hands, the danger to my soul is now greater than ever. My thoughts tend to wander and to dwell on suggestions put there by Satan himself. My imagination is stirred by the loose living I see all around me. My body resents being aroused to useful activity and craves far too much ease. Teach me, O little saint, how to make every minute count for eternity.


  O little saint, whose twelve short years were so fruitful for eternity, teach me the value of keeping my mind and body usefully occupied, so that by imitating your example, I too may reach my heavenly home. Amen.


  Our Father...Hail Mary...Glory be...


  St. Maria Goretti, pray for us!
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  CONCLUDING PRAYERS


  The Litany of the Blessed Virgin Mary(The Litany of Loreto)


  (For public or private use.)


  Lord, have mercy on us.


  Christ, have mercy on us.


  Lord, have mercy on us. Christ, hear us.


  Christ, graciously hear us.


  God the Father of heaven,


  Have mercy on us.


   


  God the Son, Redeemer of the world,


  Have mercy on us.


  God the Holy Spirit,


  Have mercy on us.


  Holy Trinity, One God,


  Have mercy on us.


  Holy Mary, pray for us.


  Holy Mother of God, pray for us.


  Holy Virgin of virgins, etc.


  Mother of Christ,


  Mother of divine grace,


  Mother most pure,


  Mother most chaste,


  Mother inviolate,


  Mother undefiled,


  Mother most amiable,


  Mother most admirable,


  Mother of good counsel,


  Mother of our Creator,


  Mother of our Savior,


  Virgin most prudent,


  Virgin most venerable,


  Virgin most renowned,


  Virgin most powerful,


  Virgin most merciful,


  Virgin most faithful,


  Mirror of justice,


  Seat of wisdom,


  Cause of our joy,


  Spiritual vessel,


  Vessel of honor,


  Singular vessel of devotion,


  Mystical rose,


  Tower of David,


  Tower of ivory,


  House of gold,


  Ark of the Covenant,


  Gate of heaven,


  Morning star,


  Health of the sick,


  Refuge of sinners,


  Comforter of the afflicted,


  Help of Christians,


  Queen of Angels,


  Queen of patriarchs,


  Queen of prophets,


  Queen of Apostles,


  Queen of martyrs,


  Queen of confessors,


  Queen of virgins,


  Queen of all saints,


  Queen conceived without original sin,


  Queen assumed into heaven,


  Queen of the most holy Rosary,


  Queen of peace,


   


  Lamb of God, Who takes away the sins of the world,


  Spare us, O Lord.


  Lamb of God, Who takes away the sins of the world,


  Graciously hear us, O Lord.


  Lamb of God, Who takes away the sins of the world,


  Have mercy on us.


   


  V. Pray for us, O holy Mother of God,


  R. That we may be made worthy of the promises of Christ.


   


  Let Us Pray


  Grant, we beseech Thee, O Lord God, that we Thy servants may enjoy perpetual health of mind and body, and by the glorious intercession of the Blessed Mary, ever Virgin, be delivered from present sorrow and enjoy everlasting happiness. Through Christ Our Lord. R. Amen.


   


  NOVENA TO ST. MARIA GORETTI


  Based upon the Canonization Homily of Pope Pius XII


  INTRODUCTION


  This Novena has been written primarily to mark the first observance of the Feast of St. Maria Goretti following her Canonization during the Holy Year (June 24, 1950). On that occasion the Holy Father proposed the little Maid of Corinaldo as a model for the youth of our times. Earlier, he had termed her “the modern St. Agnes.”


  His Holiness Pope Pius XII is keenly aware of the temptations to which his young flock all over the world is subjected, and he knows that the vice of impurity seeks to destroy the flower of our youth.{1}


  The Novena begins June 28 and ends on July 6, the Feast of St. Maria Goretti. The prayers are based upon the Holy Father’s never-to-be-forgotten Canonization sermon, and quotations from this are used throughout the Novena as a guide for each day’s prayer. The prayers are intended to reflect the prayerful desires of His Holiness for the youth of our times and are written with their temptations in mind. Each day is dedicated to the attainment of a different virtue, though the overall intention of the Novena is for purity.


  It is hoped that those who make this Novena will be able to attend Mass and receive Holy Communion daily. However, if this is not possible, one could still make the Novena by saying the required prayers. Coming as it does at the beginning of summer, the Novena to St. Maria Goretti should prove useful in alerting the minds of youth to the spiritual danger lurking in the vacation days ahead.


  Though the booklet is designed for the dates mentioned above, nevertheless the Novena prayers could be said on any other successive nine days of the year. Here also are to be found other prayers which youth could use to good advantage.


  —Father Conroy


  June 24, 1951


  First Anniversary of


  the Canonization of


  St. Maria Goretti


   


  SEVENTH DAY—Love of Holy Communion


  “There was her ardent longing to receive Jesus in the Eucharist.”


  DEAR little saint, never was Jesus more welcome in a human heart than in yours. The great day of first communion could not come quickly enough. In borrowed clothes, and with head crowned with flowers of the field, you knelt to receive Him into your soul, so rich with innocence and love, and this after months of keen anticipation!


  O powerful intercessor with the Lamb of God, inflame my soul with your “ardent longing to receive Jesus in the Eucharist.” Obtain for me the grace to put aside laziness and indifference, so that I may often, even daily, allow myself to be consumed in the “burning Furnace of Charity.” Teach me what true love really is! Amen.


  Sweet Heart of Jesus, be my love!


  Sweet Heart of Mary, be my salvation!


  (Turn to pages 81-84 for Concluding Prayers.)


   


  7.—THE ANGEL OF DARKNESS


  It was getting close to the end of June. The day had been very sultry, and now with the night there was a bit of cool air creeping up from the swamps. Toads and frogs could be heard croaking for rain, while a hoot-owl, nestled in the hollow of an old elm, was sending forth his stupid wail into the night.


  At Ferriere, behind closed doors, the kitchen fire smoldered to ashes. All was wrapped in sleep, save the white form at the bedside.


  Maria had not gone to rest. Kneeling in her nightgown for evening prayer, she seemed to continue indefinitely. At the examination of conscience, she had faltered and knew not how to continue. Strange things that day had upset her soul. Examination of conscience, ordinarily so easy and rapid, had now become painful and complicated. There were things that she did not well understand. An evil she could only guess at and yet not know, troubled her. She was filled with shame and deep trouble and wondered if she had offended her God. Thoughts of Alessandro, too, frightened her.


  And now, before God, she recalls everything that had happened. One day last week her mother had been too tired to work and had remained at home. She had sent Maria to take her place in the fields. It was a pleasure for the girl to help, and she had set out with Alessandro to hoe at the other end of the property. They were alone in the field now, working side by side for more than an hour. Suddenly Alessandro, throwing aside his hoe, crossed the furrow that separated them and stood before her.


  He seemed beside himself. His eyes were alight with a strange fire. He seized Maria by the arms, stammering words that she could not grasp. She was stupefied, unable to understand what he wanted. Then it suddenly dawned on her that he was soliciting her to sin. Indignation brought the blood to her face. Violently she shook herself free and fled down the field. She hid herself in a hedge till noon, and then went in for lunch. In the afternoon she pretended to return to work with him, but under the pretext of getting a basket in the barn, had climbed to the loft and buried herself in the hay, where she remained motionless for three hours.


  For a whole week she had thus avoided him. Never would she let herself be caught alone with him. She seemed confident he would not try again.


  But this morning he had surprised her. She had been making the beds. There was no one in the house. He had entered from behind and taken hold of her. She had sunk her nails into his face until he cursed in pain and let her go. Immediately she had started for the door to call for help, but he was there before her and silenced her with a threat:


  “If you say a word to your mother, I’ll kill you.” And he shook his fist before her frightened eyes.


  Alessandro had gone out, and she had locked herself in her room. She feared he might return, and so she was afraid even to go to the kitchen to prepare the meal. When, through the window, she saw her mother returning from work, she hurried to start the fire. But it was too late. The soup was not warm by noon and she had not had time to set the table. She received a harsh scolding. Alessandro, seated before an empty plate, laughed and made sport of her.


  How it pained her! Once she thought she would tell all. The words were there on her tongue, but she bit her lip. What was the use? Her poor mother could do nothing. And if the evil intentions of Alessandro were known, there would be more wranglings with the Serenellis. Life would become unbearable. Then, too, he had said he would kill her. It would be best to keep her secret to herself.


  But tonight at her bedside, reliving the painful hours of this sad day, she was unable to keep back her tears. Her whole body trembled, and a wave of fear swept over her. Her throat was dry and tense. She buried her head in the covers, and her prayer terminated in bitter sobs.


  This was not a childish vexation. From now on, the soul of Maria is different. A veil of sadness clouds her eyes. Her smile is gone. There is nothing left of the little girl, neither laughter nor the playfulness that at times betrayed her eleven years. She understands at last. Her actions are measured, her words are rare. She avoids sitting down at the common table and flees Alessandro as one might flee a plague.


  But he seeks her out, as she well perceives. He waits, he watches, he follows her about the house. The cat and mouse story has begun. It is a duel unsuspected even by Assunta. Maria becomes increasingly reticent. The terrible threat rings in her ears, and each time she sees Alessandro, she reads in his eyes: “If you speak, I’ll kill you.”


  From now on Maria lives under a reign of terror. Formerly, when she was small, the ghost stories of her father did not even frighten her; she laughed heartily at them. When she was eight, she was not afraid to cross the yard in blackest night to shut the door of the hen house. And on the way to Mass at Conca, she would run ahead of the rest to beat off the snakes that lay in their path. She could not remember ever having been afraid. But now, whenever she is alone, an indefinable anguish chills her heart. Alessandro might come back. Alessandro might surprise her. Alessandro might overcome her. She feels so weak.


  But no. A voice in prayer reassures her and tells her she is strong.


  Who shall be able to overcome God living in her heart?
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  DEDICATION


  Dedicated to Mary, Queen of Martyrs


   


  “Who is this that cometh…this beautiful one…Why then is thy apparel red, and thy garments like theirs that tread in the winepress?”—Isaiah 63:1-2


   


  PICTURES
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