
FR MARIO          SIDE 1 
 
FR MARIO and CARLO are standing in front of the parish church. 
CARLO is impassioned, half angry, half ready to cry. FR MARIO is 
gentle and calm in response.    
 

CARLO 
How can I get my friends to love the Mass? They say it’s boring 
and they tease me for going every day. Why don’t they understand 

that Jesus is really here in the Eucharist?  
 

FR MARIO 
Carlo, this is part of the cross Our Lord is letting you carry 

with Him.  
 

CARLO 
What do you mean?  

 
FR MARIO 

God is seeking the hearts of your friends more frantically and 
insistently than you possibly can. It is a sorrow, part of the 

cross, that you can’t share your love of the Eucharist with your 
friends. But be patient.  

 
CARLO 

I have been patient.  
 
FR MARIO smiles, but he takes Carlo seriously.  
 

FR MARIO 
Even more patient then. God’s timing and His grace don’t work on 

your schedule.  
 

CARLO 
But what can I do, Fr. Mario? I want to do more. I want to be a 

saint and I want to bring everyone I know to Mass and 
adoration!  

 
FR MARIO 

You may not see the results you want, Carlo, but your example of 
consistent piety is a witness to the faith.  

 
CARLO 

Yeah, but what good will that do? None of my friends will come 
to Mass with me.  

 
FR MARIO 

Have I told you about St. Tarcisius?  



 
CARLO 

No. I don’t know about him.  
 
FR MARIO tells the story with enthusiasm.  
 

FR MARIO 
He was a twelve year old altar server in Rome in the third 

century. A time of great persecution against the Church. Each 
day, the Christians met in secret for Mass in the catacombs. 

After Mass, they would send a deacon to bring the Eucharist to 
Christian prisoners, condemned to die.  

 
CARLO 

Wow. I wish I lived then. I could have been a martyr like those 
prisoners.  

 
FR MARIO 

You are right where God wants you to be, Carlo.  
 

CARLO 
Tell the rest of the story.  

 
FR MARIO laughs. 
 

FR MARIO 
If you stop interrupting, I might have a chance!  

 
CARLO 

Sorry, sorry!  
 

FR MARIO 
One day, there was no one to bring the Eucharist to the 

prisoners. Tarcisius volunteered. On the way, he was stopped by 
some pagan boys. Friends of his. They wanted him to join their 
games, but he refused. They noticed he was carrying something. 
They teased and taunted him, trying to make him show them what 
he was carrying. Tarcisius refused. He guarded the Eucharist 

with his life. Somehow, the group of boys became a mob and they 
turned upon Tarcisius. He died a martyr, holding the Eucharist 

to his heart.   
 
CARLO is quiet, struck by the sad story.  
 

CARLO 
Wow.  

 
 



FR MARIO 
St. Tarcisius didn’t convert those boys, but he became a saint 

and an example for people like you and me. People he never met.  
 

CARLO 
I want to become a saint quickly, like him! 

 
FR MARIO 

You can, Carlo, with grace and the sacraments and perseverance. 
Don’t be discouraged! 

  


