
 

 

I’m going to tell you a true story that I heard as a child.  It’s about Tarcisius a 12 

year old boy who was a Eucharistic minister during one of the fierce Roman 

persecutions of the third century.  At one point there were not deacons to carry the 

Eucharist to the Christians condemned to die for their faith.  On the way he was 

stopped by boys his own age who were not Christians but they knew him.  They 

knew he was carrying something and they knew he was a Christian.  They wanted 

to see what he was carrying.  When he refused to show them, out of fear they 

would destroy the Eucharist, the crowd of boys turned on Tarcisius with fury.  He 

went down under their blows.  A fellow Christian carried the mangled body of 

Tarcisius back to the catacombs but on the way he died – a martyr for the 

Eucharist. 

 

On the night of the Last Supper Jesus took bread, blessed and broke it and said to 

His Apostles “Take and eat, This is by Body.” “This is My Blood, take and drink.”   

The next day He bled to death on the cross.  His lifeless body was placed in the 

tomb.  On the third day He rose again to life.  A dead man came back to life.  He 

who was dead is alive. 

 

At Mass we are not watching a magic show.  We are entering into, participating in 

the dying and rising of Jesus and we are being given a tremendous opportunity.  

We are being invited by Jesus to bring our lives, our joys and sorrows, our 

successes and failures, every bit of our lives, to unite our lives to His dying and 

rising.  We offer our lives through, with and in Jesus to God our Father in unity 

with the Holy Spirit, and our lives become holy, sanctified.  

 

We are one with Jesus.  The Eucharist is the dynamic presence of Jesus uniting us 

to God and each other. 

 


