
St. Tarcisius 

“We are gathered in prayer and to hear your word, Father. “  Although whispering, the Pope’s voice echoed 
slightly through the catacombs.  “We gather here to pray for our Christian brothers and sisters who are in hiding, in 
prison, or have been martyred for their beliefs, especially for the parents of young Tarcisius whose mother  has 
recently joined you in heaven and whose father is in hiding.”  They were among the many other Christians harshly 
persecuted, imprisoned, and put to death during the third century.  As they gathered secretly in the catacombs for 
Mass, they feared for their lives. 

“Although we must hide in fear,” the pope continued, “ our brothers and sisters in prison are already known 
to the soldiers.  In prison, they await their death, but know that Jesus lives in their hearts.  We must find a way to bring 
Jesus, in the Eucharist, to them to give them courage and support in their last moments.” 

The Pope was interrupted by a small voice.  “Holy Father, please allow me to do this.  Although dangerous, 
the soldiers would never suspect a young boy.  I will be safe.” 

Seeing that the young Tarcisius truly felt that he must be the one to bring Jesus to the prisoners and that 
Tarcisius was right that the soldiers would not suspect him, the Pope reluctantly agreed. 

“Do not worry about me.  I will hold Jesus close to my heart; he will protect me.”  With that he left carrying 
his precious cargo. 

Along the way, Tarcisius ran in to some bullies that were already angry with him for beating them the other 
day in a rock throwing contest.  “Hey, Tarcisius, come over here, I want another chance to throw further than you.” 

“I have errands to run, how about another time.” 
“No! I want to beat you now.” 
Another bully chimed in, “Yeah, what could be so important that you won’t throw a couple of rocks?  What’s 

in your hands?” 
“I really must go.” 
“Hey, yeah, what is in your hands?  What are you hiding?  Are you a filthy Christian?” 
“Let’s get him.”  The bullies began to beat him.  Tarcisius began to pray for Jesus to remain safe, that the 

bullies wouldn’t get their hands on the Holy Sacrament.  Tarcisius’ hands, no matter how hard they beat him, stayed 
locked in place, holding Jesus safely between them.  The bullies kept beating him in hopes of opening his hands, but 
no matter how hard they beat him, Tarcisius’ hands remained locked over the Eucharist.  Although Tarcisius’ life hung 
by a thread, his arms over the Eucharist had the strength of steel. 

A soldier came along to see what the trouble was.  As he approached, the bullies ran.  This soldier was a 
Christian secretly and recognized Tarcisius.  “Open your arms Tarcisius.” 

“No, I will not open my arms until I return Jesus safely to the Pope.” 
The soldier carried Tarcisius.   As soon as Tarcisius reached the Pope he died.  Only then did his arms open 

for Jesus to return to the Pope.  Tarcisius died trying to protect the Eucharist from desecration, to protect Jesus from 
people who would mistreat Him.
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