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FOREWORD
I am happy to present this English translation of 
OLGA della Madre di Dio by Sister Theresa Puray-
idathil to all the Sisters of our Congregation. We hope 
it will benefit everyone to better understand the orig-
inal spirit of our Congregation as presented by our 
Mother Foundress, Maria Oliva Bonaldo, and lived 
by Olga, one of her first recruits. 
The English translation presented here is a readable 
modern style rather than a literal one, being faithful 
at the same time to the original content and spirit. 
On behalf of our Congregation, I express my heart-
felt thanks to Sister Theresa for working tirelessly 
in bringing out this valuable translation and making 
it available to us in print. Our deep gratitude to Rev. 
Fr. Alphonso DeSouza of Bangalore for his dedicated 
assistance in editing the manuscript. Sincere thanks 
also to Fr. Benny Kanjirakatt cmf, Director of Clar-
etian Publications who undertook the task of printing 
this book.

Sister Maria Teresa Sotgiu
Superior General

Daughters of the Church
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THE THREE MOTHERS
I suffered from tuberculosis caused by the anxi-

ety, which had tormented me for twenty years. The 
existence of God, the essence of God, the unhappiness 
of the Godless! These truths learnt from philosophy, 
theology and social sciences, were not just abstract 
truths any more, but my life’s genuine concerns. The 
last of these, namely the unhappiness of the Godless, 
oppressed me like death. All the rest, even my illness, 
seemed of no importance. 

The sociological ideas spread during these twen-
ty years overturned masses of population towards a 
quasi-universal apostasy. The Gospel depicted the 
scene as “wide is the gate and broad is the road that 
leads to perdition and many are those who enter by 
it.” The Mother of God appeared at Fatima in order to 
teach us how to save through prayer those who have 
gone astray: “My Jesus, forgive us, save us from the 
fire of hell, lead all souls to heaven, especially those 
most in need of your mercy.”

I would have broken the walls of my cell to cry out: 
“Stop, O foolish people, you are marching towards ut-
ter ruin! I felt exhausted with fatigue as though I had 
held them back with the effort of my sick lungs.
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Oh! If there could be more of us, we could prevent 
people from going astray. Oh! How I wish to make 
my anguish known to other individuals! But how and 
where do I find them? I then turned to the Crucifix 
hanging on the wall opposite my bed, with Rachel’s 
prayer: “O Lord, give me daughters, or else I’ll die”!

*

While I was preparing thus to becoming a spiri-
tual mother, the Most Holy Virgin was preparing 
daughters for me. The first one was Mary Zolin, a 
worker in the Roi hemp-mill at Vicenza, who had 
known me for years without ever having seen me. In 
the simple notes she wrote under obedience, we read: 

“Since my early childhood, I had wished to be-
come a nun, but illness and family difficulties pre-
vented me from entering a convent. Yet I never gave 
up hope, and begged the Holy Virgin to find a way for 
me. One day, while undergoing a very painful treat-
ment, I saw the crucified Jesus bleeding; and praying 
at His feet was a young girl dressed in white. The 
Blood of Christ was streaming down on her from head 
to foot, and instantly her dress became all red with 
blood. Jesus said to me: ‘Mary, look closely at her: one 
day you will meet her, and both of you will take part 
in a Work that is dear to me.  But the moment you 
meet her, I shall take your mother away.’ Another 
day, while I was meditating, the Crucified Jesus ap-
peared to me again, and, at His feet, there was the 
same young girl in prayer. I heard a sound and saw 
a nun entering the room with a book in her hand. 
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The nun approached the Crucifix imploringly. Jesus 
pointed to the young girl and said to the nun: ‘Do not 
fear, this is the person who will help you and bring 
you many more individuals.’” 

The young girl was Olga.

I had first heard of her in 1934 after a succession 
of events, amiably linked together by the Virgin. The 
superiors, to whom I had always confided my anxi-
eties, agreed to send me for a month to the ‘Caritas 
House’ at Schio and at the same time ordered me to 
put in writing what I had at heart. It was the very 
grace I had sought from the Virgin with endless reci-
tation of the rosary. After that month, I had a secret 
desire to present what I had written to the Virgin of 
Monte Berico on the feast of her Nativity, 8 Septem-
ber, and to beseech her for a person capable of realis-
ing my dream. But to accomplish this, another grace 
would be necessary, because my Mother Superior was 
waiting for me at Treviso on 7th evening.

Oh what a joy! An inconvenience rendered the 
return journey impossible and I had to halt at the 
Holy Cross Convent, Vicenza, on 7th evening. In this 
way, on 8th morning I could truly be at the feet of the 
Mother of God in the shrine of Monte Berico. Sure-
ly, the Great Mother of God could not refuse me the 
person I had asked of her Son. Only she could obtain 
such a grace for me. Obedience prevented me from 
personally looking for such an instrument. She alone 
could make me encounter the one who would carry 
out the project. 
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“Work this miracle for me, most Holy Virgin! I 
ask this of you for the Holy Church; you know that I 
am always ill and cannot do anything. You also know 
that even if I tried, I should be a discredit to that holy 
work... The false social concepts are on the increase: 
Communism, Nazism and many other ideologies 
against the Unity desired by Jesus, lead large num-
bers of people astray. Many of them are already lost. 
Increase the number of your Saints that they may 
oppose this general apostasy. Make known to a zeal-
ous person the anguish of my heart over this social 
perversion. Form around her a little family capable 
of the same passion that was yours and of your Son. 
It is you who instilled in me this passion, Most Holy 
Virgin: You who dwell serenely in the bosom of the 
Trinity and work for the Church unceasingly!”

I prayed thus for a long time, as we sometimes do 
in life, and at the feet of the Virgin of Mount Berico a 
teacher approached me. Could she be the one to carry 
on the project? No. It was Miss Missaglia, through 
whom the Blessed Virgin wanted to introduce to me 
Olga shortly afterwards.

*

Even Mrs. Gugelmo (Olga’s mother) had per-
ceived the celestial plan of the Mother of God for 
her Olga. “At the age of six”, writes Mrs. Gugelmo, 
“she lost her father, and from then on, besides being 
a daughter, she was also a friend and companion to 
me. I would become a child like her and the happi-
est moments were those I spent conversing with her. 
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Our Lady of Monte Berico
Shrine of Monte Berico Vicenza
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Day and night we were so close to each other that 
never tiring of each other did not wish for any other 
company.” 

“When did she receive her call? I do not know, be-
cause this was her secret. She knew that I was proud 
of her, as she was my aspiration and my life’s reward. 
Fearing that I would be troubled, she kept it a secret 
and did not wish to disclose it. On my part I did not 
inquire into it for several reasons: I was convinced 
she was on the right path; I was also pleased to see 
her being different from others; I did not want to ruin 
the high expectations arising from seeing her life take 
a definite shape.” 

With motherly heart Mrs. Gugelmo always ac-
companied Olga in her apostolate that continued 
to grow from 1934 onwards: “She taught in various 
places and soon acquired a bicycle to facilitate her 
movements. She would visit families and spend time 
with those who were suffering; she was attentive to 
those boys who showed an inclination to priesthood. 
She would make quick visits to the sick even at night-
time, and did not mind attending to their cleanliness. 
Once, her parish priest had to exhort her to be more 
prudent and use necessary precautions while visit-
ing the patient affected with tuberculosis. She had a 
good word for everyone. She organized the teaching 
of Christian doctrine in a remote village. At Jesolo, 
in ‘Carmen Frova’ colony she gathered the young 
women of the entire beach for a three-day retreat by 
writing the announcements on the wet beach sand. 
She walked more than forty kilometres in order to 
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spread devotion to the Holy Eucharist, to Our Lady, 
to the Saints and to holy objects. She did all this with 
joy and simplicity. She availed herself of trips, trav-
els and sport at Recoaro, Cortina d’Ampezzo, Tone-
zza, Jasolo, Rome, Lourdes… She never wasted time. 
There was some kind of urgency in her life which kept 
her going without a break.”

Mrs. Gugelmo saw there was a heroic spirit in her 
daughter. One day she would be ready to renounce 
her mother too for God!

The day approached in the summer of 1935 when 
Olga met Mary Z. at Tonezza. The hemp-mill worker 
(Mary Z.) continues in her notes:

“As the doctors had declared that I was not to 
work any longer, I was sent to Tonezza, to a house of 
a Catholic Action. At that time my mother was well. 
The very first evening I saw a face that struck me. 
Gazing at her, I recognized the young girl I had been 
waiting to meet for so long a time. With a heart full 
of gratitude, I went into the Chapel to thank the Lord 
and there I saw close to me the Blessed Virgin who 
said to me: ‘Look, this is the young girl that you saw 
at the foot of the Cross; take her to your Confessor 
and now prepare yourself to suffer’. A few days later 
I received a telegram which brought me the news of 
the sudden death of my mother.”

The orphan girl was sick and all alone now in her 
little house of Monticello, which became the centre of 
activities for Olga. After frequent and prolonged visits 
to this sick friend who greatly resembled the Cruci-
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fied Jesus, Olga would return home with a bright and 
cheerful spirit, ever ready for any further sacrifice.

“She did night Adoration”, writes Mrs. Gugelmo, 
“meditated for long periods, and though she often suf-
fered from severe headaches, always went to bed late 
in the night.”

There was only a single thread that kept her 
bound to the world: the will of her Spiritual Direc-
tor, Fr. Luigi Moresco, who was also the Confessor of 
Maria Z.
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THE DAUGHTER

Fr. Luigi Moresco, the Apostle of our Lady and of 
the poor, often scolded the poor sick hemp-mill work-
er. Intelligent and discerning, he wanted evidence of 
facts to believe in her prophecies, and from 1935 to 
1938 he was rather sceptical about the enthusiasm 
of Olga too. 

The meeting of Olga with Maria Z. was a clear 
evidence. Another sign in the same year was Olga’s 
meeting with me. It was through Miss Missaglia that 
I met her. She kept saying to me: “I will introduce you 
to a colleague of mine who is very fond of Our Lady.”

She said to Olga: “You must meet a nun who al-
ways speaks of Our Lady”. Finally in 1937, after two 
years of facing obstacles, when we met each other for 
the first time, at Caritas House in Schio, it looked as 
though we had always known each other.

The wide plain of Vicenza stretched before our 
eyes, and the shrine of Monte Berico loomed on the 
horizon in gorgeous colours. We relished the immense 
peace rising from the silent earth; we talked of all the 
events and trials of those years and shared each oth-
er’s love and enthusiasm for the great Mother of God 
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and Our Mother, who had predisposed everything, ar-
ranged everything in advance, changed men’s hearts 
and even healed my lungs. Her eyes lifted heaven-
wards filled with joy.

The Blessed Virgin’s ways and thoughts were dif-
ferent from ours. She certainly knew when, where 
and how we should begin our little work of social re-
demption. We had nothing to do but trustfully place 
ourselves in her arms as children do with their moth-
ers, entrust every care to her, and trust in her who 
would surely always take care of us. 

I was moved watching her (Olga). The sense of 
belonging and dependence on the Mother of God 
was the strongest characteristic of her personality; a 
grace she had merited, not an inborn quality of hers. 
It was the sweet effusion that comes through the gift 
of Piety that revealed and made her love the Great 
Mother of God as her own mother.

“Do you know, Mother, that I am called Mary?”

“Indeed?”

“Yes Mother, in Russian Olga means Mary.”

Before parting I promised her: “Your new reli-
gious name shall be Olga of the Mother of God.” 

She smiled as if she had just received a baptism 
of joy. She, then happily descended the hill in order to 
catch the train in time. 

*
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I was also happy. Our project, still in an embry-
onic stage, was already giving signs of life around her. 
She had already spoken about it to two of her friends 
and made good connections with the little groups of 
young girls that two dedicated priests, Fr. Peter Ber-
gamo and Fr. Joachim Scattolon were preparing at 
Treviso and at Crocetta Del Montello. The girls were 
full of fervour and like the blooming spring flowers. 
The providential intervention of His Eminence Car-
dinal Piazza, Archbishop of Venice, had cheered ev-
eryone up. We thought we could begin our Work very 
soon. 

However, the last trial that came up, though 
short, seemed humanly insurmountable. My Supe-
riors sent me again to teach at St. Trovaso’s School 
in Venice, and Olga under obedience was obliged to 
resume teaching at Poiana Maggiore. 

We were again at a standstill as in the preceding 
years; it took another miracle to come out of it. When 
all seemed hopeless, the Blessed Virgin worked the 
miracle. His Eminence the Cardinal Archbishop and 
my Venerable Superior General, Mothor Antonietta 
Monzoni, agreed to try out the experiment at the end 
of the academic year: my Religious Institute would 
give me leave for a year and after its first steps, the 
new Congregation would go on by itself.

This joyful news was conveyed to my first daugh-
ters, who singly or in pairs, timidly approached me.  
They had all been tried, and it seemed they could 
never finish telling me their troubles. During the 
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Holy Week Olga too came for a three-day retreat. We 
met in the cell of my Blessed Foundress, Magdalene 
of Canossa, transformed into a small Calvary. Our 
hearts were full of the Mystery that was before us.

“We were saved by that Heart, my child, by that 
Blood! In the same way we too must save souls. Love 
is sufficient to create souls, but pain is required to 
save them. For their sake, we will ‘complete in our 
body what is lacking in the Passion of Christ.’ For His 
sake, we will continue His pain. This is the essence of 
our mission. The rest is nonessential or a mere illu-
sion.”

The ardent girl was listening to me with an eager 
face; I was speaking to her with the concern I had 
accumulated in twenty years. We had been at the 
same school of Crucified Jesus: I, before the image of 
my Jesus, hanging on the wall of the infirmary and 
she, before the sick hemp-mill worker, who was a liv-
ing image of Jesus. Now we understood each other; 
we agreed upon everything: two souls and one life: a 
mother and a daughter.

*

Beaming with joy, Olga presented herself to her 
Spiritual Director, but he persisted with his indiffer-
ence and made her wait in silence. But at the end 
of May, the situation suddenly changed. My good 
Mother Provincial, Valburga Ricchieri, suggested we 
should try out the Work we had at heart, in Rome, in 
the General House dedicated to Our Lady; the Gen-
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eral Council accepted the suggestion, and I made the 
announcement to my daughters with a ha11e1uiah.

Rome! Rome!  I had never dared or hoped to get 
so far.

Three days later I saw Father Moresco before me. 
Smiling, reserved, precise, he had come to present me 
Olga with two other companions: Mary, a very good 
gir1, and another Mary, who suffered from a heart 
ailment (Mary Z., the hemp-mill worker), if I wished 
to accept her.

“You may send her to me,” I replied, “we begin 
well with an invalid. We will call her Mary of the Cru-
cified Jesus.”

He was obliged to submit to evidence: long before 
Mary Z. had predicted that the Work would begin in 
Rome, in the land of Martyrs.

On Pentecost day, June 5th, Olga, Odilla and 
Mary came to Venice to make the necessary arrange-
ments. We were on the verge of the fulfilment of our 
aspirations and our hearts rejoiced in such a manner 
that the world could not even imagine, for this is pos-
sible only among God’s children; then I had to speak 
with Olga to whom I was to entrust the “little flock” 
after the first year. The others were sent to St. Mark’s 
house.

I observed her anxiously. She was all exuberance 
and life; outgoing and at the same time reserved; quick 
in her movements with amazing power of concentra-
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tion; ready to see the supernatural in the smallest of 
actions, careful not to neglect any of them; idealist to 
the extreme and practical in everything: in business, 
in cooking and in washing. It seemed she was born to 
manage and to rule. But would she have the heart of 
a mother?

‘Veni Creator Spiritus… Fons vivus, Ignis, Cari-
tas ... Come, Spirit Creator of Life….Fountain of Life, 
Fire, Love!’ 

We prayed together as Christ did at the Last Sup-
per, with Mary Mother of Jesus and our Mother; with 
the Apostles, who became spiritual mothers through 
sacramental grace; we prayed for priests that they 
might possess motherly hearts; for ourselves called 
to be spiritual mothers. Together we meditated on 
St. Paul’s Epistles: ‘The greatest among you must 
be the servant of others, and with a maternal ten-
derness they must labour until Christ is formed in 
them. As a nursing mother would cherish her child 
with tender love, so they will be willing to labour and 
toil night and day, and even to give their lives;  they 
will exhort, encourage, beseech all to follow a behav-
iour according to the will of God who called us to His 
kingdom and Glory.’ But first of all, one must leave 
fami1y and all, because it is impossible to become a 
mother of souls, or a fisher of men, without leaving 
father, mother, sisters, brothers, home, lands, native-
country, everything...

“My mother! It would be a miracle if she were not 
to die!” Olga concluded turning pale; she returned 
home, resolved to let her mother suffer as Jesus did 
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with His mother, in order to accomplish His Father’s 
will. 

One day, after one of her usual apostolic trips on 
a bicycle, she vivaciously exclaimed to her mother: 
“Mummy, do you know the pharmacist wants to mar-
ry me?” 

He was a well-bred person, and Mrs. Gugelmo’s 
eyes showed a secret and long cherished hope. 

“Oh Mummy!  Would you give me to a pharma-
cist, and refuse me to the Lord?” 

Those were the powerful words of Boy Jesus (did 
you not know that I was on my Father’s business?), 
and the poor mother, a woman of faith, showed her 
daughter her displeasure by the mere sign of a stony 
silence at the sorrow which almost made her faint at 
the slightest hint of separation.

This painful situation in her family lasted almost 
two months. At the end of the academic year Olga 
left her mother in a heart-rending pain and ran to 
catch the train for Rome, where the Work, which had 
already begun on the feast of the Sacred Heart, was 
waiting for her.

Only God can ask for such a laceration, and give 
strength enough to suffer so much! The generous  
girl calmed herself by giving full vent to her tears in 
the Apennines tunnels, and on her arrival, threw her-
self into my arms, happy to be Olga of the Mother of 
God. 
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THE DAUGHTER OF THE 
CHURCH

Olga began her new life with her eyes fixed on 
heaven. Though she had read many novels and gone 
through some crises, as she candidly confessed to me, 
her heart belonged entirely to Jesus, and the Mother 
of Jesus was her Mother too.

In the small flat in via Appia Nuova where we 
used to meet for our spiritual lessons, she listened to 
me with great attention:

“When we were infants in our mother’s arms, my 
daughters, we all kissed our ‘beautiful Mother’ the 
Blessed Virgin. At catechism, at school and in our 
churches we all learned to know and love her. But 
only through the Holy Spirit can we know and love her 
as our Mother: our Life, Sweetness and Hope. So it is, 
my daughters, with another Mother: the Church. We 
all were reborn of her through Baptism. We all have 
learned from the Catholic doctrine that the Church 
is our Mother. But only the Holy Spirit can make us 
exclaim with the ardour of St. Teresa of Avila: ‘I am 
a daughter of the Church’ or with Little Therese’s af-
fection: ‘1 am a little daughter of the Church … I love 
the Church my Mother.’”
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“Most Holy Spirit, reveal to us by your gift of Pi-
ety this tender Mother in whom Jesus loves us and 
wants to be tenderly loved. Give us an ardent love 
for the sick and departed members of the Church; for 
those who are a cause of suffering for her. Heal them, 
give them a new life and incorporate them too into 
her Body so that soon there may only be one Mystical 
Body with one Heart in which like Little Therese, all 
of us would want to be LOVE.”

On the feast of the Assumption on August 15th, 
in the parlour of “St. Teresa”1  Olga received the 
white dress of the postulant and in all humility and 
patience decided to wait for her day of Pentecost. She 
wanted to be a Daughter of the Church from whom 
everyone could claim love and help, because everyone 
is or may be a member of the Church; she wanted to 
be articulate and faithful to her Baptismal promises 
which were renewed on her entering our religious 
family.

In order to help the Pope, Bishops, Priests and 
Missionaries, and foster the holy work of her Apostol-
ic Mother the Church, she would, above all, love just 
as Little Therese did. But besides love she would also 
give all the collaboration that the Church might ask 
of her. Thus, in addition to the function of the heart 
which is love, in the Mystical Body of her Mother she 
would also have the function of the blood which is ac-
tivated by the heart and reaches all parts of the body 
giving it warmth, and in the process spends itself.
1	 This refers to the parlour of the generalate house of the Car-

melite priests (OCD) in Via Corso, Rome.
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*

Meanwhile Rome broadened our minds and 
hearts further. The frequent audiences in the Vatican 
gave wings to our feet when we ran across the barri-
ers to see the Pope, to touch him and to tell him: “we 
love you, Most Holy Father! We live and suffer with 
you; we want to lead all people to you!” 

 We used to reach St. Peter’s basilica all panting 
and breathless, resolved beforehand to yield the first 
places to no one in that competition of filial love. The 
Swiss Guards did not even try to stop us and the Mas-
ter of Ceremonies would just give us a smile.

At St. Peter’s2  we felt catholic; at St. Paul’s,3  ap-
ostolic; at Colosseum, martyrs; in the Catacombs, one 
with Jesus. The memories of our dear ones and our 
homeland faded away; the daily cares of life became 
less important; the great life of the Church so alive, so 
ardent in Rome was transmitted to our enthusiastic 
hearts, and like little fishes from streams we roamed 
happily in this ocean. A course in liturgy obliged us 
to apply ourselves to study. But how cold the theory 
was as the study of liturgy in Rome was often made 
of rubrics! 

Oh the chant of the Vespers on the Aventino; the 
Eastern rites at St. Andrew’s Church, the Holy Mass 
in the Catacombs as in the days of persecution; medi-
tation on Baptism at the Mamertine Prison; Lenten 

2	 St. Peter’s basilica in Rome.
3 	St. Paul’s basilica in Rome.
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Our Lady of the Help, Gregorian Chapel.
St.Peter’s Basilica, Rome
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stations; beatifications and canonization of Saints, 
the spectacle at St. Peter’s on the death of Pope Pius 
XI and the election of Pope Pius XII; the sight of the 
Vicar of Jesus Christ on earth, blessing the city of 
Rome and the world from the balcony of the Vatican! 

On such occasions Olga would run ahead of all 
others. She would arrive last only when Mary of the 
Crucified Jesus was seized by an attack of asthma. 
Then she would let the others overtake her while she 
assisted her Sister and walked slowly with her. She 
would not let anyone else steal this loving task from 
her. 

*

At home, almost by a supernatural instinct they 
would compete in doing the housework, sweeping, 
washing, ironing clothes or shopping. Assunta took 
away and hid the alarm-clock from the others in or-
der to be the first to wake up in the morning, and 
Olga was the last to enter her cell in the evening.

In her humble and graceful manner she would ob-
tain my permission to keep my office in order, to write 
letters to the Sisters, to compose sacred performances 
or little plays and scenes so as to make recreation and 
the feast days of the little family more cheerful.

“How they love one another! They are like real 
sisters! That is why they are all so young!” the Canos-
sian nuns observed.

People would say to us “you are always so jovial!”
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An extraordinary cheerfulness gained by the little 
reciprocal self-sacrifices erupted into clamorous con-
versations during recreation, and later, all day long 
their faces bore an expression of joy, which cheered 
everyone up. Solitary retirement was not allowed. 
Gina of St. Therese of the Child Jesus who had made 
up her mind to be very reserved in the community be-
cause of her preoccupations, was sent out of the din-
ing room to eat alone. Olga was always glowing like 
Assunta of the Angels. 

In the year 1938, much troubled by the news of 
the War, the first Daughters of the Church – three be-
longing to the upper class and five to the lower middle 
– were reliving the first days of Christianity without 
actually being aware of it, unified as they were, by 
the strength of charity when aristocrats and ordinary 
persons were of “one heart and one soul” in Rome. 

‘Where there is love and unity, there is God’, they 
sang every morning with the chant of the ancient 
agapes to give the flavour of charity to the whole day: 

‘The love of Christ has gathered and united us.

Let us exult and rejoice in Him.

Let us love the living God with all humility,

And let us love one another sincerely.

Where there is love and unity, there is God.’
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THE PURE LOVE
The months were going by and the sky was dark-

ening with clouds making it necessary to urgently 
give the daughters a religious formation. The out-
side world could only sense the joy of our wonderful 
life. There was no developing apostolate, no practical 
initiative; our experiment seemed to have no consis-
tency. Our last savings were fast getting over; every-
thing seemed to forebode failure and great misgivings 
could be seen on the faces of the Canossian Sisters. 

In November I was sent to Milan on a school mis-
sion and my Reverend Mother Superior, more mater-
nal than usual, approached the little group saying:

“Your Work is not succeeding, my daughters. Its 
success is uncertain. If you wish to become Canossian 
Sisters, I accept all of you.”

“It is just a matter of time when everything is go-
ing to be all right”, replied Olga boldly; “trials are Our 
Blessed Mother’s seal.” In this way she declined the 
invitation.

Days of suffering were approaching. On my re-
turn we settled in our small flat again ready to bear 
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all trials with trust and hope in God and to overcome 
them with his love.

“In a short time I shall be obliged to leave you, my 
daughters: without resources, without aid, and in a 
state of inactivity. But ‘fear not, little flock!’ The Lord 
will guide us and we will not lack anything: He has 
placed us in good pastures. He has led us to refresh-
ing waters: he has restored our souls. He has guided 
us in the paths of righteousness for love of his Name.” 

“Even when we walk through the valley of dark-
ness and shadow of death, we shall fear no evil, for 
you are with us. Your rod and your staff will comfort 
us. You have prepared a banquet for us in the sight of 
our oppressors. You have anointed our head with oil: 
and our cup overflows, oh, how delicious indeed it is! 
And your mercy will follow us all the days of our life; 
we shall dwell in the House of God forever.” 

 “Fear not, little flock! A little pure love is more 
precious before God and for the soul itself, and is much 
more fruitful to the Church than all other works put 
together though the soul seems to be inactive. We are 
here, daughters, chiefly for this little flame of Pente-
cost. It is the fire that Jesus came to bring on earth; 
it will not burn if it is mixed with earth. Our task, 
our work is to separate it, to set it free, to purify it 
from self-love. Like Jesus what else could we wish but 
that it kindles and burns? It is the movement of the 
Holy Spirit, which can renew the face of the earth. 
That fire from Little Therese’s heart has warmed the 
whole Church for ‘pure love’ acts even without the 
possibility of action.” 
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Fr. Luigi Moresco, providentially called to Rome 
as a member of the editorial staff of the Osservatore 
Romano, introduced us to Giorgio La Pira, whose let-
ters reached us and were of invaluable encourage-
ment:

“The greatest apostleship lies in this purity of 
love… This is the highest work, the essential Chris-
tian renewal. Further tasks will be determined later 
on: what we must rigorously keep to is this task of 
heavenly purity… In these sad times nothing is more 
effective than an individual capable of falling desper-
ately in love with God. Love must have the suprem-
acy! Mother, you lead those whom God entrusted to 
your care on the right path because the experience 
of life, even the religious one, shows that when ev-
erything collapses there is one thing that never col-
lapses: the interior altar where a flame of an inextin-
guishable love burns.”

*

The spirit of our fledgling project slowly penetrat-
ed into the daughters at the Eucharistic encounters 
and during the hours of meditation; the time of prayer 
always seemed too short for all of them. In such mo-
ments Olga lost herself totally. Heart to heart with 
Jesus, heart to heart with Mary, she was always on 
her knees, apparently without any effort; her face 
often tear-stained and transfigured; her ecstatic at-
titude reminded us of the yearnings of the psalmist: 
“Oh God, You are my God, for you I seek from the 
dawn of the day. My soul thirsts for you, my whole 
being longs for You.”
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“Love does not kindle easily.” Giorgio La Pira 
wrote to us, “and when kindled it does not burn with-
out an interior life of concentration and meditation. 
One must have the courage to stay without indecision 
and without haste at the adorable feet of our Saviour. 
The soul needs much nourishment; much time should 
be spent in this blessed passivity, which enlightens 
the mind and warms the heart, for God’s action in a 
soul requires long and unlimited periods of medita-
tion and contemplation. Happy are those souls who 
understand these delicate mysteries of charity. What 
is all the rest worth? Nothing. May Our Lady grant 
all of us these holy dispositions for a deep contempla-
tion which knows the virgin silence of the heart, the 
most pure lights of intelligence, and the holy intu-
itions of Everlasting Beauty.” 

I asked Our Lady for nothing else and insisted 
on silence which is an element necessary for contem-
plation. From the very beginning Olga understood its 
importance not only as a mortification, a moderation 
and an elevation of social instinct but as a response to 
the demand of Love, which to inflame His creature’s 
heart, wants to find him alone and attending only to 
Him. On this point the virtuous girl was severe on 
herself, on her Sisters and on everybody else.

In times of silence, a sign of the cross on her lips 
with her thumb and the flashing of a little smile was 
her answer to those who had inadvertently spoken to 
her. If a word escaped her, she would suddenly rouse 
herself and recall others too to the duty of the obser-
vance making them think of heaven.
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One evening I happened to see her kneeling at 
her bedside with tears streaming down her cheeks. 
Mary of the Immaculate, who had just arrived to en-
large our little family, had brought her the special 
perfume of her native place and the very sweet echo 
of her maternal voice. On seeing me she smiled in 
embarrassment and showed me the Rosary to assure 
me that she would overcome her sadness. 

The time of silence had already struck.

*

Giorgio La Pira concluded: “The interior life is 
to be our primary concern… but it must be an inte-
riority which is vital, constructive, fecund, destined 
to flow into the souls of our brothers and sisters… it 
must be the disposition to a contemplation which can 
enter into the tumult of actions without losing for an 
instant the freshness of the living water which flows 
inside us with exuberant clarity.”

We needed clear ideas on this relation between 
contemplation and action because our project offered 
the possibility for both as in the life of Jesus, of Our 
Lady and of the Apostles. The desire for contempla-
tion could be a selfish seeking of rest; the ardour for 
action a natural need for activity; the passing from 
the one to the other a mere deception. A famous pas-
sage from St. Augustine brought us enlightenment: 
“Love for Truth seeks a holy quietness; the need of 
Charity, a just work. If nobody imposes this weight 
upon us, we must apply ourselves to look for and ac-
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quire Truth. If it is imposed upon us, we must receive 
it as a necessity of Charity.”

Only a soul already absorbed in God, semper qui-
etus semper agens (ever quiet ever active), can take 
the initiative by itself, as it is directly guided by the 
Holy Spirit. This was the teaching of another great 
Doctor of the Church, St. John of the Cross.  Young 
and inexperienced, the Daughters of the Church 
would let themselves be guided by obedience which 
is the infallibility of beginners and certainty of the 
advanced. Obedience prompted them to all to go out; 
even the two teachers Olga and Irma had to leave the 
quiet of their home when our resources were nearly 
exhausted. We realised that we were going to become 
evangelically poor and were constrained to earn our 
living.

This heroic perspective increased their enthusi-
asm. St. Peter and St. Paul had arrived in Rome with 
some money collected from the Eastern Churches. On 
the steps of the Vatican Basilica, St. Francis had ex-
changed his nobleman’s costumes with the rags of a 
poor man. St. Ignatius had sent the first Jesuits in 
pairs from Rome to their mission in Italy provided 
only with books.

“Send us to work, Mother! Send us to beg! Let us 
suffer hunger!”

From the quiet flat on the Appian Way Olga saw 
the endless stretch of roofs extending up to St. John’s, 
Colosseum and St. Peter’s; then she came and knelt 
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down with the others around me expressing eager-
ness to make any sacrifice. 

“Nothing great, my daughters, nothing heroic. 
You will sell some letter pads with the picture of Our 
Lady, and Our Lady will give you souls and bread.” 

There was a unanimous agreement and they 
began their work without delay. Olga telephoned   
printing houses asking to print letter pads for ten 
thousand liras which they did not have. At last an 
impoverished printer accepted. Thus two by two the 
young women, like the sons of Ignatius began their 
Roman Apostolate from Monte Mario. They started in 
the morning after two hours of prayer and came back 
at noon after half an hour of adoration in a basilica. 
They kept silence and prayed while walking. At the 
entrance of an office or house or shop they discreetly 
showed their letter pads adding a few warm words on 
the Blessed Virgin, Mother of Jesus and Mother of all 
peoples.

Without permission of ecclesiastical or civil au-
thorities, but only with the permission of their direct 
superiors (Superior General of the Canossian Con-
gregation and Maria Oliva herself) they confidently 
entered the ministerial palaces as well as the hovels 
of Trastevere protected by the Angels and the loving 
glance of Our Lady. They never had unpleasant meet-
ings. The money earned thus was sufficient for their 
needs, and many, even those far from God, were con-
soled by His Holy Mother. Once back home, they all 
had some experiences to recall. 
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At the Department of Justice a clerk had frater-
nally accompanied them to all the offices. At a bar-
rack, the officers had lined the soldiers up and ev-
eryone had purchased a letter pad with Our Lady’s 
picture for writing to their mothers. At the Police 
quarters and in the Vicariate the staff and Monsigno-
ri asked for a stack of the letter pad… A protestant 
gentleman was struck by their joy. The child of an un-
believer had insisted on following the “little Sisters”. 
An elderly doorkeeper showed interest in returning 
to the Sacraments. A person suffering from tubercu-
losis asked for the priest after their visit.

They had to bear some humiliations too. A statio-
nery shopkeeper abused them and objected to their 
sale. A policeman in lay dress had followed them as 
far as the tramway with unspoken threats. Poor Olga 
did not even succeed in earning enough to buy her 
return tram ticket… But after so many sacrifices and 
humiliations, tired and weary, how sweet it was for 
them to meet again at home and to spend time in 
adoration before the Tabernacle! “How lovely is your 
Tabernacle, O Lord of Hosts! One day in your House 
is better than a thousand elsewhere. I prefer to be 
the last in the House of my God than dwell in the 
company of sinners. The sparrow herself finds a home 
and the swallow a nest where she may lay her young.  
I rest by your altars, O Lord of hosts, my King and 
my God.”
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THE FIRST LIBERATIONS

The Holy Father was extraordinarily kind when 
he received us; but the Cardinal Vicar would not lis-
ten to the notion of founding of a new religious order, 
and the Apostolic Visitor suggested that we try again 
in Veneto. My maternal task was prolonged to the 
great joy of my daughters, and we left Rome poorer 
than when we came, with a debt of eight thousand 
liras. Only Olga and Mary stayed back in order to re-
tain the right of Roman citizenship for our little fam-
ily. Olga was heart-broken when we left; she followed 
us with tearful eyes and smiles until the train moved 
out of the station. Then we retired for prayer.

We were really poor with no house or money or 
work or any means of living. In Veneto we met not 
only a snowstorm but also a storm of opposition. The 
Bishop of Treviso did not want to hear of a new foun-
dation.  In the mean time I fell ill and was obliged to 
return to my Institute (the Canossian family). During 
the Holy Week three of my eight dispersed daughters 
were homeless with no work or money, and were stay-
ing as guests with the other Sisters. Assunta went out 
offering her services here and there, in order to have 
a bed at night and hurry back to me at the slight-
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est ray of hope. She would say: “Another Saturday of 
sorrow, Mother; but then, you will see what a Holy 
Saturday we will have.”

 Little Assunta had that faith which can move 
mountains. As a matter of fact, on Palm Sunday the 
good Bishop gave me the keys of a small house close 
to St. Stephen’s Church, and on Holy Saturday we 
were able to happily live together again. 

For a while, the hardships seemed to pleasantly 
vanish and everything looked bright and cheerful. I 
was mercifully saved from the danger of a relapse. 
My daughters came back to me joyfully after that 
short period of passion, and the Blessed Virgin had 
prepared a little house which was much to our lik-
ing: Nazarene style on the outside, and the poverty of 
Bethlehem on the inside. 

After giving vent to our initial joy we looked at one 
another. There were nine of us to live in that small 
house but we had three beds only. There was some 
wood in the kitchen but no fireplace; there was a gas-
meter without any burner; there was an electric stove 
without any connection. But there was Jesus in the 
Tabernacle. In the evening we saw the little square of 
St. Stephen’s Church invaded by some delivery vans 
of a forwarding Agency with complete furniture for 
our house.  For a while people were curious and made 
some comments; eventually they asked: 

“Who are they?”

“Some nuns who pray.”
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“Nuns who smile.”

“Nuns who are poor.”

“What do they do for a living?”

We had just eight liras in cash and the pantry 
was empty. Then I opened an envelope from an anon-
ymous sender and found a big banknote in it. We 
had no butter for our Sunday dinner which had to 
be less frugal than on other days, but just then, we 
received by rail a case containing excellent mountain 
cheese. There was no more oil in the jar. “Tilt the jar 
sideways, my daughters; I have no money to buy oil!” 
Tiny drops of oil kept trickling down for three months 
until we could buy new oil again.

One day, after a late snow-fall, we wished to 
have a simple roast bird. But how to catch one? The 
next day nobody thought about it any more and I ab-
sent-mindedly opened a parcel which had arrived by 
post from Montello. “My daughters, my daughters!”, 
I called out. There were thirty-three birds: three 
thrushes and thirty sparrows, all dressed and ready 
for roasting. 

We had been asked to pray to make a threshing 
machine work because the mechanic did not succeed 
in doing it. Then nobody thought of it any longer. But 
the Eucharistic Lord did think of it. To our great de-
light, the threshing machine started functioning, and 
during that whole year and the years following, twice 
every week we received a supply of fresh vegetables. 
Olga was overjoyed by such news in harmony with 
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the Glorious Mysteries, and made of them the object 
of her exultations full of enthusiasm.

Her audience were the young patients of St. 
John’s Hospital in the Lateran where she was obliged 
to spend about a month in the spring of 1939 for 
treating an abscess. Their eyes often turned towards 
the ward of that little nun who was always jovial and 
good, and so edifying when she received the Holy 
Communion. They listened to her eagerly when shar-
ing her joy with them. Nobody could stop her when 
she exalted her Mother, her Sisters who were far 
away, the little paradise at St. Stephen’s, the bene-
fices of the Blessed Virgin who did not allow the little 
daughters to lack anything. Neither the operation 
she underwent without anaesthesia, nor the painful 
treatment afterwards lessened her enthusiasm but 
made it all the more strong. Those poor sick girls suf-
fered less whenever she was in their company and 
they wished that she would always be with them. The 
hospital Chaplain was edified and happy.

*

When Olga came back to us, she was delighted 
with our hermitage, but shortly we would have to 
move out because our family was growing. Days 
passed happily as we moved between the church fre-
quented by the people, and the small dining room ad-
jacent to the kitchen which was also our work-room, 
our study, and conference room where I gathered my 
daughters and instructed them. Some of them cleaned 
and cooked vegetables, others repaired shoes and did 



43

housework, or attended to orders received from out-
side. It was always the poor ones at noon who called 
us to the concrete reality of life.

“How many ‘Jesus’4  today?”

“Three, nine, sixteen…”

Olga descended the stairs rapidly and after recit-
ing the “Angelus” on the landing, distributed plates 
filled with hot soup, with the best of her smiles. Then 
she taught catechism to children for a short while; to 
the aged she spoke about Heaven; she exhorted ev-
erybody to trust in the Holy Virgin and sent them 
away one by one saying: “Good-bye, my dear; May the 
Holy Virgin bless you!” Even the most unpleasant of 
them felt that they had a family. How happy she went 
up again even if she had to empty her own cup of soup 
and fill it with water for herself in order to feed a 
latecomer!

“Are you willing to suffer hunger and leave for 
Oceania?” we asked the aspirants before accepting 
them. To Olga, such a condition was quite natural, a 
logical consequence of the Gospel which tells the Apos-
tles to sell everything and give it to the poor and the 
needy. Her Sisters were often poorer than the poor. If 
she could fill their plates and keep some leftovers of 
the evening meal for her next day’s meal she was glad 
to do it. When with the exclamation Tu autem Do-
mine, miserere nobis in the midst of our meal we were 
allowed to speak, the first to joyfully explode with a 
4	 The Daughters of the Church calls the poor who knocks at their 

door: Jesus.
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supernatural freedom, was Olga whom the Heavenly 
Father nourished as He did the birds of the sky and 
dressed the lilies of the field.

*

In the white dress made by her mother, which fit-
ted her perfectly, and under her flowing veil through 
which her curly hairs peeped out, she really looked 
like a lily of the valley and her whole person seemed 
to blossom in it. It was a remainder of the vanity hid-
den under the religious garb that was present in all 
of them and from which I wanted to deliver them be-
cause even a silk thread can pin down to the earth a 
lark made for the skies.

Providence sent us Mary of the Divine Love, who 
arrived in October 1939, after teaching in a high 
school, and showing off her elegance until the day 
before her joining us. Her friends, past colleagues, 
and pupils could not believe their eyes when they saw 
her in that poor little house in the company of those 
humble “little nuns”, in sagging clothes. When they 
met, some of them pretended not to have seen her, or 
avoided eye contact with her. But she took a liking 
to her new way of life.  What a joy after so much of 
humiliation! What independence! Could she acquire a 
wholehearted freedom in this way?

She was determined to carry on and went out 
with a faded veil, mended shoes and a big shopping 
bag from which some tomatoes rolled out at the feet of 
a lady who came to greet her. Meanwhile her new Sis-
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ters saw her face glow with fervour when she prayed 
and they were glad to compete in practising virtues 
with the newcomer. Olga did not want to be overcome 
in generosity. To secure a small pension for the little 
family she resumed teaching in her village and was 
thus able to stand on an equal footing with Mary of 
the Divine Love who had earlier distinguished her-
self as a teacher and a propagandist of the Catholic 
Action. On each Monday she hurriedly left in an old-
fashioned lay dress and sometimes with the worn out 
shoes of one of her Sisters to whom she had lent her 
own shoes, and always carrying two big empty suit-
cases.

“Is she a nun?”

“Is she unmarried?”

“Is she coming out of a Convent?” wondered the 
people of Piona, while others laughed at her oddities. 
A fortnight later, she returned to St. Stephen’s. Her 
Sisters were eager to welcome her again and open the 
two suitcases filled with a variety of things. Flushing 
with fatigue and joy, she spread all the goods on the 
kitchen table and joined us in laughing at those who 
had laughed at her and then there was a vociferous 
singing of the Magnificat.

Later, she confided her struggles to one of the 
Sisters who was less resolute in detaching herself 
completely from worldly things. Oh yes! She had held 
back many tears at every separation from us; she had 
hidden them under the guise of forced smiles in order 
to conceal her sorrow at the parting from her moth-
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er. The sneers and scoffing words ridiculing her and 
discrediting the Congregation which was the heart of 
her heart, had frozen her blood; but at last she had 
breathed as freely as on a high mountain. Oh, what 
a deep, blessed sigh of relief! And she found herself 
“with the world under her feet”, like St. Therese. 

What a sense of relief and liberation!
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AN  ARDENT  LITTLE  FLAME
Our house had grown too small for us and so we 

were obliged to open another one at Mestre. It was 
named Mother of Christ as we had decided to call the 
new foundations with the invocations of the Litany.

It was a small villa with modern facilities includ-
ing heating which, however, was lighted only once in 
winter when we received His Eminence the Cardi-
nal Patriarch, but unfortunately it filled the entire 
house with smoke. Olga who was entrusted with the 
task of getting the house ready for occupation was 
uncomfortable with its elegance but was soon recon-
ciled when she realised it was only an outward ap-
pearance. In fact until we could bring some of our 
household articles and belongings in January, she 
was the cook with no fireside and storekeeper with 
no groceries and crockery. Hence she could write to 
Igino Giordani:

“Though in principle, order means a place for 
each thing and each thing in its place, in our small 
house there is just one place for five things and we 
lose our heads trying to keep everything in order. Our 
Mother’s room is at the same time a sacristy, a li-
brary, a wardrobe, and a charter room; at night I also 



48

sleep there in a camp cot. Thus richly poor we are not 
even afraid of bombs.”

A picture of Our Lady of the Smile high above the 
stairway created a hospitable atmosphere and filled 
our house with cheer. Above the Tabernacle in the 
Chapel where Olga often lost herself in God, was a 
portrait of the Holy Face of Jesus with lowered eye-
lids radiating boundless love and endless pain. It was 
here that she counselled her Sisters, wrote her letters 
and prepared her lessons. It was here that during my 
visits to the small family we spoke and understood 
each other on everything. She would kneel beside me, 
affectionately look at me and the Tabernacle alter-
nately and opening her little note book in which she 
had written with much care her meditation inten-
tions, her acts of “holy obedience” including the least 
important ones and all her Mother’s wishes, would 
render me account of her shortcomings with the sim-
plicity and precision of a daughter. Out of modesty 
she seldom spoke of her ardour and when she did, it 
was only in monosyllables. When her heart was too 
full for words, she preferred to write.
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Our Lady of the Smile
reproduction of the Statue which smiled to

St. Theresa of the child Jesus - Vicenza  
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-Memory of St. Andrew, a Carmelite 
“Mother of Christ”5 

To my Jesus-Mother,6 

Though I run the risk of earning a “little elec-
tric chair”7, I wish to obey the threefold inspiration 
to write to you my beloved Mother, to Father Luigi 
our brother in Christ, and to His Eminence the Patri-
arch.  I sent His Eminence a simple note with our re-
newed thanks a month after visiting us with the Gift 
of gifts: the sweet Jesus, Jesus our Love. Forgive me 
if I fail to heed your advice about these inspirations. 
To you I must pour out my heart that burns with love 
for Jesus: I feel that I owe all this to our Immaculate 
Mother and to you my Mother in the Lord, who have 
prayed and pleaded for me.

Will I be able to tell you all that I feel within me? 
I do not know, but I will try and with your maternal 
intuitions you will be able to guess the rest. They are 
no longer the moderately pleasant experiences felt at 
Castelnovo on the feast of St. John M. Vianney. It’s 
an intense fire, much deeper and wider dilating my 
heart and soul and almost melting them and trans-
fusing into them a new life both interior and physi-
cal.  Is it just a fantasy? I do not think so because 
I experience it mostly after some physical or moral 
suffering. Oh blessed Christian Unity Octave of 1941, 
the week I spent suffering from influenza and inte-
5	 Mother of Christ - Mater Christi in Latin - is the Marian title 

given to the house in Mestre.
6	 Olga addresses this letter to Mother Maria Oliva in whom she 

sees Jesus.
7	 This was an expression used to mean a reprimand.
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rior struggles! Who can value the immense benefits I 
enjoy now? Last Sunday, on the feast of our Mother 
of Heaven, Jesus rose from my own soul and calmed 
the winds and storms of my life. Since then it is no 
longer I but He who lives in me. This fire woke me up 
many times last night too, and there was a heavenly 
chant in my soul. I could understand the yearnings 
of St. Therese of the Child Jesus “to die of Love”. Will 
you please allow me to die in this way, my beloved 
Mother?

Besides, Jesus wants one more thing: He wants 
me to go on loving to the extent of being ridiculed. 
I am quite far from it as you know, but Love, the 
Blessed Virgin and you my Mother, will surely take 
care of it, won’t you? I beg you not to tell my Sisters 
what I am writing to you because only a mother is 
privileged to know such matters.

I end this letter with these words from the psalm 
that filled my soul with a new light this morning: ‘Oh 
come, let us sing a new song to the Lord; sing to the 
Lord all the earth’ which, in fact, is a universal in-
vitation to everyone to know Love and allow Him to 
direct their lives.  

 How can my humble yearning be compared to 
yours, my beloved Mother? Allow me to pray with 
your heart and please thank and magnify the Lord 
and the Immaculate Virgin for me, a lowly but happy 
creature.

In infinite Charity,
Your affectionate Olga of the Mother of God.
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In her official reports which were more analytic 
than that of her soul, she lauded the personal prog-
ress made by her Sisters, but desiring to remain 
humble she downplayed the progress of the Work. In 
Mestre nobody had invited us and nobody needed us. 
Mother of Christ come up on a path strewn with roses 
with the paternal encouragement of His Eminence 
the Cardinal Patriarch, was in a rather secluded 
place and only the poor and the homeless regularly 
came there to nourish themselves with the noon soup.

The catechism school was hardly able to keep go-
ing. Naughty neglected boys played in the meadows 
among the workers’ new houses. Olga always gath-
ered a troop of them and after a prayer to the Virgin 
of the Smile exhorted them to be good and then sent 
them away with a holy picture, a medal, and a press-
ing invitation to attend the Sunday school at the par-
ish church. Her zeal in this work got its reward at 
least once a week.

The liturgical Apostolate also had a moderate 
success among the fickle-minded students who were 
attracted by the nice little house and the pretty smil-
ing nun who welcomed them at the gate. Taking ad-
vantage of the brief spells of calm in the midst of all 
the noise they made, she succeeded in engaging them 
with the Missal, the Marian Missal, the Divine Office, 
the pastoral letter of His Eminence the Patriarch, the 
Encyclical of the Holy Father, or by the Gregorian 
chant of one of the Sisters. But as the group was not 
organized they dispersed during the summer holi-
days. 
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She could not offer the Catholic Action her ser-
vices as some prejudices and fears came in her way. 
She had to be content with consoling the afflicted and 
keeping vigil over the dead. This particular work of 
spiritual mercy seemed to meet with no obstacle and 
Mother of Christ which was near the hospital mortu-
ary distinguished itself in the Apostolate for the dead.

One evening when the Sisters were occupied with 
their studies, they noticed she had suddenly become 
very pale. She had actually forced me to allow her to 
do all the washing by herself and from early morn-
ing she had been bending over a tub in a cold damp 
room. Then the church bell rang calling the faithful 
to the evening service. Immediately the ever-willing 
girl put on her overcoat and veil and went out send-
ing back the Sister who had volunteered to substi-
tute her and quickly disappeared in the fog. Later, 
while discoursing on the graces which St. John of the 
Cross mentions in the Spiritual canticle, in order to 
encourage one of the Sisters to make sacrifices, she 
confided to her that on that very evening Jesus had 
touched her heart with fire and that she had gone 
into raptures for eight days. Her Sisters who knew 
about her raptures nicknamed her Saint Catherine 
of Mestre, but who would know how many small and 
great virtues were hidden in the splendour of her face 
illumined by an inner light? Who would know how 
much she fought against her own sensitivity during 
that first year of the foundation when she thought be-
cause of her unsuccessful apostolate she had lost her 
first place in my heart? In fact they were all unani-
mous in designating my three favourite daughters 
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and recognized St. John in Mary of the Divine Love, 
St. Peter in Gina of St. Therese of the Child Jesus, 
and St. James in Olga who was the least loving and 
the least zealous of the three. Then she had neither 
the primacy of love nor great zeal. But in those days, 
who would have thought that St. James would have 
the privilege of first martyrdom?

*

I could see that despite a few jolts of sensibility, 
the little boat was sailing along smoothly without 
needing oars, and I kept pointing to new shores fur-
ther and further on. As she was not doing anything 
of importance at Mother of Christ, Olga was pleased 
to get ready for founding Mother of the Divine Grace 
on the Isle of Ischia where Mons. Ciro Scotti, a truly 
holy man, was waiting since long for the Daughters 
of the Church.

I wanted her to accompany me during the first 
trip which was a real trip with Jesus our Love. On our 
way from Rome to Naples we could neither speak nor 
pray any longer. God’s goodness simply overwhelmed 
us. As usual he had prepared everything for us and 
in return he only wanted a little suffering from us as 
people could only be saved through sacrifice. Oh, how 
unusual everything seemed during the crossing from 
Naples to Bale; the sun shining brightly all the way, 
the dirt of the third class travel and the shock of find-
ing our beds infested with bugs!

Before retiring that night we paid our respects to 
the Bishop. I had not seen him for twenty-five years, 
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and his words, which penetrated my soul, had the 
unction of a heavenly holiness. I quietly entrusted 
my daughters to that saintly Bishop. He would cer-
tainly make little apostles of them and thus a great 
desire of my life would be fulfilled. What joy! I was 
simply overwhelmed. Kneeling beside my bed, Olga 
no longer seemed to be in this world and at dawn we 
found ourselves still there and our hearts sang with 
the psalmist: ‘You will make known to me the paths 
of life; in your presence is fullness of joy; at your right 
hand happiness for ever.’ 

Olga dwelt on that Tabor for one year, and Mother 
of the Divine Grace - Ischia became a small but ardent 
Upper Room in the centre of that beautiful island.

“Why did you leave your mother and come to 
live among us?” a young man asked her rhetorically; 
“surely to spread the fire of love on our streets and 
along our pine avenues and also on our dry shores; 
a holy fire emanating from that door where you are 
always ready to welcome everyone… a new Pentecost 
is taking place in Ischia and such fire must surely 
kindle and consume everything.”

The first who came to warm themselves with her 
kind-heartedness were the poor: Michele the little 
porter at the harbour of Naples; Luigi the ship-boy; 
Pasquarella who came before noon every day in order 
to get rid of her numerous parasites; she would hug 
and kiss her liberator while murmuring some incom-
prehensible litany of tenderness in the Neapolitan 
dialect.
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One evening the parish priest sent for Olga and 
asked her to be by the death-bed of the old woman. 
Since I was still there, both of us rushed out with an 
altar-cloth, flowers and candles. The death-rattle in 
poor Pasquarella’s throat was a sign that the end was 
near but her eyes which were almost lifeless instant-
ly recognised the white angel who had provided her 
with a clean mattress and was now placing a pillow 
under her head to help her breathe more easily.

“Pasquarella, Jesus is coming; He is coming to 
take you to heaven.” At that very moment the priest 
arrived with the sacred host. She looked at him and 
also at us. Then with Jesus in her heart she met her 
end.

Mother of the Divine Grace was like a harbour. 
The only room they had was used for receiving girls 
and children of ordinary people, students, young 
women and women of St. Vincent’s Conference, direc-
tors and members of the Catholic Action. The door-
bell always kept ringing and often Olga had to talk 
at the door with some seminarian who had come for a 
book of meditations or a religious magazine or just to 
have a word and above all for a word of fire from that 
nun who loved the Lord so much.

“It is evening”, continues the young panegyrist, 
“the time of conspiracies. How many young folk are 
in danger in those halls! How many people without 
hope in those dirty labyrinths! A light keeps burn-
ing till very late. At Mother of the Divine Grace they 
are awake and praying for their brethren; four semi-
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narians, three nuns, two little sea-men are praying 
together to save the world. They pray, discuss and 
take resolutions. At last an enthusiastic nun stands 
up and announces the password: ‘Go and preach Di-
vine Love’. The door opens and six shadows disappear 
into the darkness to conquer souls.” When after a hec-
tic apostolic day the small family comes together in 
the narrow kitchen which opens on to the sea, Olga 
brightens up the souls and the place with her radi-
ance just as the sun does at its setting.

In exchange for the rationed bread given away to 
the poor in the name of Jesus, the Divine Providence 
had returned large quantities of lemons, oranges, 
tangerines and wine together with freshly caught 
sardines. It had rewarded their spiritual and mate-
rial sacrifices by enabling them to get  closer to peo-
ple; children hurried to the parish church from the 
streets at the nun‘s invitation; girls were saved from 
the dangers of the beach; young women were taught 
to be on their guard against excesses in fashions and 
also some religious vocations, true lily-buds for Jesus.

They had to sing the Magnificat over and over 
again when moths in the old furniture resisted all in-
secticides. And when night arrived, they recited the 
compline (night prayer) after which Olga signalled 
the start of the ‘great silence’ with a nod: ‘In peace 
let us sleep and rest in him’. Thereafter sitting close 
to the Tabernacle she wrote her letters; and the last 
flashes of her heart, burning with love for God and 
others, were for us. 
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Mother of the Divine Grace 
1st Friday of August 1942

           Exposition of the Blood

Dearest Mother,

We think of you all the time and we feel you are 
strongly bound to us in the Bleeding Lamb. Yester-
day, on the feast of the Mother of the Divine Grace, 
we sang with you: ‘It was the virginal blood of your 
heart which gave us Jesus, the Sacred Host of Love’. 
‘Blood of the Covenant’, reflected Mons. Scotti this 
morning in a wonderful meditation on this month’s 
devotion and more particularly on the Daughters of 
the Church (Little Drops, as you call them). How we 
wished you and all our Sisters were here as he nar-
rated the history of the Blood of Christ ‘from eterni-
ty’, demonstrating to us that devotion to the Precious 
Blood is the essence of the devotion to the Heart of Je-
sus which throbs in the Tabernacle, eager to shed on 
all his pure red blood! He exhorted us to be the faith-
ful redressers, ready to gather up the drops of tram-
pled blood, and to offer them to the Father. We shall 
then be the restless ‘little drops’ full of dirt which a 
touch of the Divine Blood purifies and vivifies. What 
an ineffable bliss! Please pray that ‘His Blood may be 
like a gushing spring bringing us everlasting life’. We 
also asked the bishop to pray.

After the exposition of the Blessed Sacrament we 
were eager to plunge into contemplation of the subject 
so dear to Jesus but he wanted a different contempla-
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tion. The army chaplain sent his only cassock to us to 
have it urgently repaired; meanwhile he waited for 
it in his room. So without thinking of our breakfast 
or dinner we worked on it immediately for Jesus and 
by half past twelve everything was ready. We did not 
think we should have refused this service for Jesus 
living in one of our brothers.
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THE  FINAL  LIBERATIONS
The announcement of ‘electric chair’ referring to 

my frank and short exhortations which always ex-
pressed concern for each member, was welcomed with 
much joy in every community. Everyone was happy 
to confide in me their shortcomings and allow them-
selves to be shaken by the thunderbolts of my ma-
ternal tenderness which wanted them to be humble, 
simple and belonging entirely to God.

Punctually I received Olga’s list from Ischia; it 
was plain and schematic:                                                                                                                 

1941:	 Too harsh to Miss X.
	 Lacking in mortification when thirsty. 
	 Not punctual in getting up in the morning 

due to laziness. 
	 Stubborn in my opinions. 
	 Harsh in correcting my Sisters. 
	 Not smiling enough.
1942:	 I broke an electric plug while distracted.
	 I forgot the sign of the cross during Holy 

Mass. 
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	 I spoke of the work and my own self.
	 I neglected an act of mercy. 
	 I made the Sisters notice that I could not 

digest lard. 
	 I had a nervous outburst.
	 I made a remark to Mary A. for moving a 

chair.
	 Careless while washing dishes.

My replies were laconic because it was evident 
that the Holy Spirit wanted to work by Himself on 
this delicate and sensitive conscience. I refrained from 
disturbing His action which had readied the wing to 
take flight into the skies above. With the same preci-
sion she listed the shortcomings of her Sisters who 
could see themselves photographed in her agenda:

	 Intolerant of garlic smell.
	 Impatient with cold.
	 Negligent in observing liturgical signs.
	 Slow to help others. 
	 Self-opinionated.
	 Self-promoting. 

Nobody was really offended because I had asked 
for these reports myself which would allow me to 
keep an eye on the daughters who were far away, 
and correct them when they came to meet me. With 
much regard they would add their own observations 
to those of their young superior and this was a real 
consolation to me.
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	 Mother, Olga thinks only of us and nothing 
else. 

	 She eats in haste in order to serve us.
	 She always serves leftover food to herself.
	 She does not give herself a moment’s rest.
	 She stealthily takes our soiled liner and 

does the washing.
	 She carries wood, pots and tubs single-

handedly.
	 She does the work of a blacksmith, carpen-

ter, upholsterer.
	 She strains her lungs to light the fire.
	 At night she does not go to bed.	
	 And Mother, she always does penance!

On the Feast of the Assumption in 1942, the Holy 
Virgin gathered all of us under her blessed mantle in 
Rome for a retreat to prepare us for a possible great 
separation as I had to undergo a high-risk surgery. I 
was very calm even though our Work was still in its 
first stages. Olga would take my place and her Sis-
ters would accept her as a “little Mother”.  My only 
wish was to leave her a Rule as only Mothers can 
form persons without a Rule; but Providence helped 
me through the retreat preacher, a wise and pious 
Carmelite and also a professor of mystical theology 
(Fr. Gabriel of S. Mary Magdalene, ocd). “Father”, I 
said to him, “a Daughter of the Church should be a 
Little St. Therese in suffering and in apostleship: a 
Carmelite friar, more than a Carmelite nun.”
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The priest understood, and so following the out-
line of a total detachment prescribed by St. John of 
the Cross and made available to the little ones by Lit-
tle Therese, he brought the Daughter of the Church 
to the simplicity of a ‘child of Jesus’. The relationship 
of daughter, sister, bride, may express a greater de-
pendence, confidence, intimacy; the title ‘child’ makes 
one think of the complete abandonment of the child 
into its mother’s arms, and it seems to be more pleas-
ing to God.

After the retreat the ‘children of Jesus’ begged the 
Holy Father to assure them that my surgery would be 
successful and that I would not die. In a spirit of pen-
ance they went on a visit of the Seven Hills of Rome 
diffusing the apostolic yearnings of Little St. Therese, 
as reported by Igino Giordani their brother in Christ. 
On September 7th, wearing small chains and cilices8, 
they accompanied me to the operation theatre.

Olga the ‘child of Mary’ wanted this special grace 
from Our Lady, the most loving, compassionate, con-
descending of all mothers, in whom was poured the 
Infinite Love that had created maternal love. During 
the operation she stood near me, intrepid as an an-
gel, sure as someone to whom God had revealed the 
future. “I know who will die first”, she said to a Sister, 
and raised her eyes to the sky.

My convalescence was to last a year, and my 
daughters requested me to keep Olga as my secre-

8	 Instruments used as penance in olden days. 
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tary. Mary of the Immaculate took her place at Ischia 
where, because of the momentary failure of her ac-
tivity, the removal of the humble girl passed almost 
unnoticed. Olga had perfectly executed my order of 
not allowing semi-bathing costumed girls to enter 
our houses, and in August Mother of Divine Grace 
remained deserted.

The children of the Catechism school had not 
been able to resist the allurement of the beach. Un-
successfully she persisted with Civil Authorities to 
isolate them between two palisades under her vigi-
lance, in order to safeguard them from scandal. The 
dames (young ladies) of St. Vincent’s9, whom she had 
gathered, organized and initiated into works of Char-
ity, going from house to house, took care of the spiri-
tual assistance of the poor sick people. Before leaving, 
Olga entrusted these charity workers to the Superior 
of the Royal Palace10. She left Ischia with the inef-
fable look of the last old man, whom she had angeli-
cally cleaned of all filth in the presence of the dames, 
and with the help of a girl11 who wanted to join us to 
become a religious in spite of her family’s objections.

 “I had expected a wild fire my child”, I said to her 
somewhat disappointed, and entrusted her with the 
task of archivist and correspondent. But above all, it 
was my maternal jealousy which made me decide not 
to send her again to that Land of Fire (Ischia) where 
Monsignor Scotti inflamed all hearts by his holiness. 
9	 The lay apostles of the Vincentian Congregation.
10	Vincentian Convent.
11	Concetta Trani from Ischia.
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I did not fear for the exclusive love the little Bride 
had consecrated to her Bridegroom Jesus. On the con-
trary, the Monsignor would have safeguarded it, as 
St. Joseph had safeguarded Mary’s integrity. I feared 
only that the abundance of the fatherly consolations 
of his spiritual direction would have delayed for her 
the sublime wealth of the divine consolations that 
God usually grants to those who give up all human 
consolation for His sake.

My fear was extended to the others too, and Olga 
herself humorously emphasizes it to the Sister who 
took her place: “At Mother of the Divine Grace the fire 
always keeps burning: we will see whether it keeps 
on when you leave from there. This is our Mother’s 
(Maria Oliva) refrain. And when she says it!” In fact, 
I did not keep it a secret, but to enlighten my daugh-
ters, I told them of my own experiences. “My daugh-
ters, God granted me more joy after the renunciation 
of a spiritual consolation than after much mortifica-
tion. To seek our Lord, we have given up all sensible 
consolations of our dear ones, the intimacy of a home, 
the happiness of a family and of motherhood, the 
pleasures of freedom.” “Let the heart of them rejoice 
that seek the Lord.” 

In religious life we have found a hundredfold: 
a Father and a Mother who take care of our us and 
show us the loving motherhood of the Church; a little 
family of God in which we all feel as sisters; a Bride-
groom, the most beautiful of the sons of men, who 
makes us mothers of souls; the possession of all goods 
because “everything is ours, we belong to Christ, 
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Christ is God’s”; the sense of true freedom, which is 
the freedom of God’s children. 

What consolations, and how many possibilities of 
renunciation, more intimate and sorrowful, because 
they are spiritual! To seek the Lord we left Rome, St 
Stephen’s (Treviso) Mother of Christ, Mother of the 
Divine Grace; we parted soon after we had come to-
gether, some for the North and others for the South 
of Italy: in obedience we gave up our seclusion and 
in obedience we interrupted our apostleship; we felt 
our heart break before the mute Tabernacle and our 
deserted house…

“Seek the Lord and be consoled”. The meek Fr. 
Peter Bergamo, the director of directors; the angelic 
Fr. Luigi Moresco, the apostle of the Blessed Virgin; 
Mons. Ciro Scotti, the Fire of Ischia; the good Mon-
signor who followed us during our first steps, our 
priests, our Bishops, our fatherly Patriarch, all have 
helped, supported, encouraged us… but Love, pure 
Love, perhaps we have not yet found it. “Seek the 
face of the Lord, seek Him continually”. We must ad-
vance, my daughters, we must seek to go farther on 
to the heights or into the depths where human conso-
lations cannot arrive, or can no longer be perceived. 
It is there where Love hides, as gold in the bareness 
of rocks and in the aridity of the sand. Blessed is 
the Daughter of the Church who understands these 
touches of God. And like little Therese she goes even 
beyond her spiritual fathers and mothers to remain 
alone only with Love. “It was but a little that I passed 
from the guards when I found my soul’s beloved.” The 
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‘guards’, explains the Little Saint Therese, are the 
spiritual fathers.

Oh, how much it costs to go beyond this little! 
How easy it is to confuse the actual need of interi-
or direction with the sensible search of a spiritual 
consolation! How difficult it is to submit to the only 
interior direction of the religious rules when Divine 
Providence gives us a Superior or a Confessor ac-
cording to the heart of God and not according to our 
own! It would be the moment to seek with more ear-
nestness the Face of the Lord who is but a few steps 
away from them. Many souls, instead, stop and beg 
for consolations; they do not have the courage to face 
the desert of the heart, to dwell in this solitude, more 
solitary than the Trappe12 or the Carmel, where Love 
surely hides. Blessed is the soul that goes beyond all 
consolations and even leaves its spiritual father and 
mother for Love. In the clefts of the rock, he repeats 
to the soul: “Come”; in the secret corners of the steep 
roads, ‘let me see your countenance, let me hear your 
voice … I remember you, when you walked after me 
in the desert…’

*

To surpass all that was sensible in her affection 
for me, was perhaps what cost her most, because in 
her “beloved Mother” she sensed the heart of the Con-
gregation; it was from there she got the inspiration 
for everything and where she got her Sisters’ hearts 
to converge with an admirable self- forgetfulness. “In 
12	Cloistered order of the Trappists.
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our Mother she saw her heavenly Mother”, says Elisa 
of Jesus. “She wanted all of us to have the same expe-
rience. Recreations with her were very pleasant. She 
always spoke of our Mother, and told us about her 
meetings with her; she increased our desire to live 
near her and learn how to love Jesus, Mary and the 
Church more and more. Her love was quite supernat-
ural and unselfish. She used to read her ‘longed for 
letters’ after leaving them some hours on the altar. 
When our Mother arrived, she allowed her Sisters the 
joy of surrounding her first, of speaking to her, of giv-
ing vent to their joy. When I showed myself thankful 
to her for all the good she had done to me, she parried 
with evident regret: ‘If I did you some good, I did it 
with our Mother’s permission; it’s to her not to me 
that you must be grateful.’ “She was as affectionate 
as little Therese was, but she mortified the sensibil-
ity of her heart so much that she often visibly turned 
pale in attempting to prevail over it and hide it from 
our Mother herself…”  

 I pretended not to have noticed it, even when 
in the interior trials which preceded or followed her 
weeks of ardour, she would kneel down near me and 
accuse herself of her faults, with eyes pleading for a 
word of consolation. And the consolation did not come. 
Something irresistible in me prevented me from giv-
ing it to her.

“My daughters”, I continued, “when Love wants 
us to belong entirely to Him and wants to give Him-
self entirely to us, He silences the consolations on the 
lips of those who love us; and the persons who are 
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dearest to us are those who make us suffer most. In 
spite of my maternal tenderness, I may be compelled 
to lead you on to Mount Oreb where Abraham immo-
lated even his son Isaac to obey God, or to forsake you 
on your cross without any consolation, as the Divine 
Father forsook Jesus. You must go through these wa-
ters, my daughters, to reach the shores of peace. May 
Our Lady give me strength to love you, and give you 
patience to be loved thus.” 

How much it cost me to answer those imploring 
eyes in a dry manner: “Write to the communities of 
Holy Mary (Rome), Holy Virgin of Virgins (Bavaria 
del Montello) and Mother Most Pure (Trivignano - 
VE). With a humble smile and readiness, she set to 
work, bent over a wooden box, writing her letters, 
much more slowly at the end of that 1942. After writ-
ing down what I dictated she would exhort them to 
‘go beyond’ the Father, the Mother and herself. “Dear 
little Sisters, even though lost in the Land of Fire (Is-
chia), we feel you ever so close, ever so poor but ever 
so rich; rich in love, aren’t you? With Him who is all 
for us, we have everything and hence lack nothing.”
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 A  BURNING  FLAME
Her duties as secretary kept her absorbed with 

her work almost continuously during the last year of 
her life, ‘like an Olive sprout at the Table of the Lord’, 
the place and the task of peace that the Holy Spirit 
commits to the Daughters of the Church in psalm 
127: ‘The daughters of the Church shall be like Olive 
branches around the Table of the Lord’. 

Olga plunged herself into the peace announced 
by the angels to men and women of good will, and 
then diffused the peace of Jesus which surpasses all 
feelings: the peace which is the most desired fruit of 
the Holy Spirit. Her letters, unfailingly despatched 
twice a week to all the convents far and near, reached 
them like olive branches and united all hearts in 
peace. 

Sleep often surprised her making her eyes heavy: 
sometimes she was tempted to leave aside her work 
as secretary for an instinctive need of movement and 
apostolic or social action but she suppressed such an 
urge and acted as a true Daughter of the Militant 
Church because Jesus came to bring war and not the 
drowsy peace of the tepid or the illusory state of the 
dissipated.
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To be able to meet the fervent secretary during the 
time of prayer and work, we had to enter the chapel 
and pay a visit to the Most Holy Sacrament. Whenever 
I arrived, she would hand me the Missal, the Divine 
Office, or the biography of the saint she read from 
time to time to keep her spirit in an atmosphere of 
meditation but sometimes it was impossible for her 
to contain the fullness which flooded her heart with 
peace.

“Please listen to me, Mother!”

“Isn’t it beautiful, Mother?”

“I write to my Sisters about these wonders, 
Mother!”

“Mother, we must persuade our priests to read 
Poppe13. If you allow me I shall place his biography 
in the sacristy. He is a true son of the Church”. At 
my whispered consent she answered with a fervent 
and affectionate glance at the Tabernacle. And to 
thank me she kissed my hand. Her letters were also 
full of humour; her radio-chronicles with the deeds 
of omeneto14 - that is of self-love, which is capable of 
acting even as an apostle and a saint in order to be 
distinguished – filled us with delight and amusement. 
Her omeneto even if very small, was very old, as old 
as the homo vetus of St. Paul. Her self-love mistook 
fireflies for constellations. On reading that St. Teresa 

13	Life of a holy priest by name P. Edward, who was then beatified 
in 2000.

14	The term omeneto was used to mean ‘self love’.   
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of Avila in the 40th chapter of her book “Life” foresaw 
a new religious Order to defend the Church, Olga 
thought she had discovered it in us. She loved the 
adorable Mystery of the Mystical Body so much. She 
was ready to spend her youth to make it known and 
loved. Did not the Kingdom of God belong to the little 
ones?

The merry chronicler (Olga) wrote of events both 
important and less important, public and private. 
We all had to know everything in order to take part 
in community life as daughters of a family so as to 
joyously contribute to the expansion of the ‘little 
church’15: a superior instinct, resulting from the 
gift of counsel, corrected the evident imprudence 
and elevated the small and important events on 
the same supernatural level of God’s will, colouring 
everything with an exquisite simplicity. After the 
meetings in the Patriarchal Palace for examining 
our Constitutions, she wrote to her Sisters at Ischia: 
“I will narrate everything in the Chronicles. I am 
eager to write to you. It will be important after three 
patriarchal sittings where coffee was served ‘and the 
lift’… While reading the draft the ‘Professor’ stood in 
front of our Cardinal and turning the pages displayed 
his canonical wisdom. Our Mother just watched 
with a charming smile. She was happy about what 
the Church was doing; she was ready to surrender, 
but her eyes were imploring when they came to 
the main points such as remaining poor and giving 

15	“Little church” here means the small family of the Daughters of 
the Church. The term in Italian is chiesuola.
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everything to the Pope and our Bishops… At the end 
of the revision of the Constitutions our Mother was 
in ecstasy and His Eminence admired the financial 
report … a masterpiece invented by us.” 

Our empty safes made administration easy and 
often obliged us to spread the Word of the Church 
which procured the Bread of Heaven for others, and 
the bread of earth for us. Olga was incomparable 
in these missions. The fervour and delicacy with 
which she surrounded the Eucharistic Body of Jesus 
flowed like a stream of spiritual freshness on to His 
Mystical Body and religious vocations bloomed like 
lilies. Would she know, she had a special ability for 
winning them over and leading them to relish the 
altar of the Lord. St. Ambrose had already depicted 
such an individual in his De Virginitate. ‘If she 
happened to have a suspicion where a virgin was 
hidden (she was beyond measure an expert in such 
hunting) she would carefully trace her in her den: or if 
a bolder one followed her in her flight, she applauded 
by flapping her wings or rustling her feathers; she 
surrounded her with other virgins till allured by the 
white procession and forgetting her own, she hid in 
the fortress of chastity and in the regions of purity.’ 
“Draw me”, she sighed before the Tabernacle while 
embracing it; “we will run after you, after the sweet 
odour of your perfumes”. 

*

The bait with which she enticed individuals was 
Our Lady. Her Eucharistic piety and her apostolic 
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activities were suffused with the joys, the sorrows, and 
the glories of her sweet Heavenly Mother. She relived 
them during her prayer and enabled others to relive 
such experiences with sacred representations during 
the feast days of the liturgical year in the two yearly 
cycles of the Rosary and in the two months specially 
dedicated to our Lady. When it concerned Our Lady, 
especially in times and feast days mentioned above, 
nobody could dampen ‘Olga’s fire’ as our community 
called her exuberance. 

On December 8th 1942, at Mother of Christ, when 
there was place and crockery for just five persons, 
there were thirty five at table including the Sisters, 
postulants and homeless children. The community 
dined on a little platform supported by a shaky basket 
containing firewood. Olga seemed to have developed 
wings. The five plates they had, seemed to fly in her 
hands - from the dish to the table, and then to the sink; 
we all ate in turn much to the pleasure of our guests 
who saw that in reality we were as poor as they, and 
to our own delight with the visible intervention of the 
Divine Providence.

“A dinner for everybody; just think of it! We 
were thirty five”, wrote Olga to her Sisters in other 
convents. “The Providence provided generously, as on 
the eve we had nothing but half a pumpkin.”

On February 11 1943, Our Lady of the Smile 
smiled down upon us; she was splendidly dressed in 
blue and white silk by the fervid daughter (Olga), 
who had devoted much time to prepare her the night 
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before. Jesus in the sacred host was lower down 
Mother Mary like the Divine Child in the crib. 

Kneeling along the staircase with a group of 
young Sisters16, Olga consecrated her heart again to 
the Immaculate Heart of her heavenly Mother who, 
as the liturgy proclaims ‘visited and inebriated her.’ 
Perhaps, that scene, similar to the ancient liturgical 
ceremonies, reminded some of the students present 
there, of the white-dressed virgins with lighted 
candles. Perhaps the children standing at the bottom 
of the staircase, silently admired the faces of the new 
young nuns glowing with innocence and health; the 
heavenly glow on Olga’s face led them to view Our 
Lady and the small Host just as she did. The effects 
of her raptures lasted for weeks. In fact, she always 
seemed to be somewhat in raptures every time she 
spoke of her heavenly Mother and of the ‘the secret 
of her true devotion’ which, as in the case of St. Louis 
Maria Grignon de Monfort, was the secret of her joy 
too.

At first I imposed on her certain liturgical 
restrictions, which are not limitations but 
amplification; and then I set her free to soar in the 
realm of peace. The holy Carmelite theologian who 
had preached the retreat in Rome, had also invited 
us to honour Our Lady through the following means: 
scapular, the secret of St. Louis de Monfort17, Saturday 
16	The term ‘young Sisters’, here refers to the postulants and nov-

ices; the ceremony is of their entry into the religious family.
17	This refers to the book “True Devotion to Our Lady”, by Gri-

gnon De Montfort.
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communions18, reparations19, consecrations20… Olga 
breathed freely in this wide sweep of holy devotion. 
“The devotion to Our Lady”, I added, “is like the 
theological virtues: it fears no excess, because this 
devotion is faith in the Mother of God, hope in the 
Mother of Grace and love for the Mother of Jesus.” 

*

Around noon on one of the first days of March, 
we heard that a film called Pastor Angelicus (Pius 
XII), was going to be screened free of cost for religious 
communities at the cinema hall of Mestre. Wishing 
to be amongst those who would be nearest to the new 
Pope in St. Peter’s, on the night before the election 
of Pius XII, the first Daughters of the Church had 
slept in a small room near Porta Angelica on two 
mattresses placed lengthwise together, with their 
heads and shoulders on the mattress and their feet 
on the bare floor. They would have even slept under 
an open sky to be nearer the Pope on the following 
morning.

The Pope! Olga was excited even on hearing the 
name, and we had no doubt about what we had to do: 
the Daughters of the Church who lived in Trivignano 
would have all rushed together to see the Holy 

18	This refers to the ‘Saturday devotion’ of Olga’s time when the 
devotees used to come together for 15 Saturdays with the reci-
tation of a mystery of the rosary.  

19	Reparations against offences like blasphemy etc.
20	Consecration to the Sacred Heart of Jesus, to the Immaculate 

Heart of Mary etc.
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Father. The news about the film spread quickly in 
the town and a number of girls and children decided 
to accompany us. Olga took the lead to procure free 
entry for everybody; then she reserved the seats in 
the first row and waited cheerfully.

After a few minutes the picture started unfolding 
before our eyes and into our hearts, the blessed 
and the beloved image of the Holy Father, through 
whom Jesus wanted to remain with us as in another 
Sacrament of Love. He was the same we had seen 
before, heard and touched so many times and with 
whom we had spoken like children without fear and 
with much love in our hearts. Olga was the first to 
break our silent contemplation. “There he is, Mother! 
How wonderful!” A solemn hush whistled through the 
silence accompanied by a threatening gesture of my 
hand in mid-air. 

“Oh Mother, there he is!”

“For heaven’s sake, be quiet, Olga. You are worse 
than a child!” 

She knew that there was nothing to fear when I 
raised my voice, and I saw her half standing, with her 
face more expressive than words, urging others  to 
shout ‘long live the Pope’.

“ Olga… where is your religious decorum?” 

But who thought of religious manners on the 
stairs, in the courts and in the halls of the Vatican 
when we rushed to be first to kiss that hand and 
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speak a word to that heart? Priests, monks, nuns, 
everybody ran with the simplicity of children to whom 
everything is allowed in their own house and in their 
own family. And now here in reality, the Pope was 
briskly walking forward, all fatherly and welcoming. 
They were the same halls, the Clementine hall, the 
Tronetto hall: that same room near the large window 
opening on to the Square, where during the last 
special audience given to us on 27 August in 1942, she 
could say in a moment of supreme confidence to the 
Pope who was bending over her as a Mother over her 
child, expressing her great Catholic dream with the 
words of the Little Saint Therese: “Most Holy Father, 
in Your heart which is the heart of the Church, I want 
to be love.”

Waiting for ‘pure love’ she had made a treasure of 
the Mystery of the Communion of Saints and proposed 
to love with the greatest heart in the world, to share 
his apostolic ardour. 

Kneeling with the others nobody had noticed her, 
and only the Sister nearest to her had overheard her. 
The ardent little flame21 would have lost itself in that 
fire of charity in order to inflame everyone with the 
same ardour. The Pope’s deep glance penetrated into 
her with an almost divine affection. 

How could one relive those scenes and memories 
again without a holy excitement? Even the others, who 
on such occasions were not inferior to her, remained 
quite astonished at her exceptional enthusiasm.  
21	It is referred to the person of Olga.
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“I had a sun-stroke”, – she said to one of her Sisters 
later on and the pupils of her eyes disappeared under 
her eyelids as they would do when she wished to hide 
something wonderful known to her alone. 
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DIVINE LIBERATIONS
Since that day her head ached more and more. 

But who could guess it? The generous girl was quite 
an expert in hiding all traces of her sufferings and it 
was difficult to catch her in the act of mortification. 
At table, Olga always ate the tasteless soup prepared 
by Assunta often without any seasoning in her zeal to 
practise poverty; she also ate without any comment, 
if occasionally I placed something special in her plate 
seeing her so pale.  For a long time I had ordered a 
milk-diet for her at every meal with the impression 
that she liked it; it was only after the cure I learned 
that every time she saw it, her stomach revolted. If 
she was unable to hide her mortifications she would 
exhibit her shortcomings. One day we had organized 
a lottery to provide our little convents with some 
supplies for war-time, and Olga collected as much as 
she could, in spite of protests from other superiors 
of smaller communities. When in a moment of 
distraction she succeeded in getting a “yes” out of me, 
she would quickly disappear into the pantry and soon 
her Sisters at Mother of Christ would see her back 
again with bags full of provisions.

She was second to none in providing for them 
everything and taking care of them, and her simple 



82

and natural charity tempted nearly all of us to take 
too much advantage of her.

“Olga! Where is Olga? Please call Olga for me!” 

“Olga, Mother wishes to see you”.

In 1942, she was always on the move, though she 
could hardly keep herself on her feet. For me, for her 
Sisters, for the poor, for our mission, she was always 
burdened with work that only she could do and we 
all thought we had a right to burden her. Since the 
beginning of our Work, our Lord completed and 
brought to perfection her secret immolations by that 
mysterious suffering called ‘the night’ by St. John of 
the Cross. A clear night for her: Illuminated by Our 
Lady and allayed by her love.

“There is a mysterious suffering, my daughters, 
which makes sensibility arid. It is a desert of the 
heart, which has always some oases for others, if 
it is produced by God. This great grace of sorrow 
completes our insufficient mortifications, embitters 
the consolations we have not yet been able to give up, 
extends an undeceiving sense of exile on the world and 
thus helps us to rid ourselves of all that is contingent 
and transitory. ‘I behold the earth’, cries out the arid 
heart to such a light of divine science, ‘and I see it 
is without form and void. I behold the heavens and 
they have no light’. But under the barren desert flow 
the waters of Life and Love; His fortitude, though 
unperceived, sustains the poor heart seeking only 
Him.”
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These painful gifts, as frequent as the joyful ones, 
impressed on Olga’s face the paleness of death, which 
we thought was the consequence of her overwork 
and sleepless nights. We were convinced that the 
‘little volcano’ should always be in a loving eruption, 
and her ever-ready smile, her constant spirit and 
liveliness seemed to confirm it. 

“What a pleasure it must be for you to write to 
Ischia!” - I said to her one evening with conviction. For 
the first time she raised herself up on her cassetta22  
with a certain boldness, and defended herself saying: 
“On the contrary, it costs me much, Mother!” She 
could very well say this to her Second Mother, but 
a thorn pricked my heart. I who measured even her 
very breath, remained disconcerted. 

*
The mysterious suffering which annihilates the 

spirit, summed up by St. John of the Cross in the 
second ‘Night’, was still unknown to her when she 
passed from the Land of Fire (Ischia) to our ‘glacial 
zone’ where, she jokingly said that priests spoke 
coldly even about love. But the cold, the frost, began 
affecting her, making her suffer its rigours and as she 
still had no experience in this trial, she gave the first 
signs of depression, which we thought were signs of a 
nervous breakdown. 

“Olga, you are not well”, I said to her seeing her 
rather restrained in her movements and her face pale 
and drawn.
22	A wooden box where fruits are sold: turning it upside down it 

was used as a stool. 
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“It is nothing, Mother; it is my nerves, my 
indolence.” 

The doctors, whom I had requested in my anxiety 
to explain the unusual slowness and stiffness in her 
walk, had also assured me that there was nothing 
serious; so I gave up enquiring, and thanked Our 
Lady.

 But her suffering was visible. One foggy 
afternoon, opening the book ‘The Dark Night’ of St. 
John of the Cross, Doctor of the Church, she showed 
me a passage and said: “It is this, Mother.”

I read the passage: “In such conditions, the soul 
can do very little, like one shut up in a dark dungeon, 
with hands and feet bound, unable to move, to see, or 
receive any help from anybody.”

Did she wish to divert my anxiety from her 
physical suffering which, owing to the incubation of 
the imminent disease she could not hide, or was she 
simply longing for light and comfort?

It would have been difficult for me to enlighten 
her and even more to comfort her, as the spirit has 
almost infinite possibilities of suffering. In order that 
she might appreciate these great graces of sorrow 
and love, the Mystical Doctor given by God to the 
Church affirms that in this ‘Night’ a soul can find 
neither consolation nor support in any doctrine, or in 
any spiritual master. Hence I answered her briefly: 
“Yes, Olga, this is the state of your soul.”
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The docile daughter, who was used to hearing in 
my voice the voice of the Mother of God, stood the test 
quietly; she neither asked for nor expected any more 
explanation or spiritual direction.

“My daughters, the suffering of the spirit snatches 
the soul away from God’s consolations to establish it 
in his will which is God Himself. The wrench is as 
slow and violent as the separation of the soul from 
the body in agony and in death. Happy is the soul 
thus delivered by God from self-love so much as to 
compel it to groan: ‘There is no relief for me. I am a 
burden to myself!’ Only He can break these invisible 
threads of self-love, these living fibres of our being.”

*

“My daughters, when the sun withdraws, the 
waters of the sea and seashore remain dark, then 
some remnants may be seen, and some driftwood 
may appear here and there where waves had moved 
earlier. When the impact of the fear of God sets the 
conscience into full light, unsuspected elements 
are discovered, and the spirit which thought itself 
flourishing, suddenly finds itself tainted.”

When trials came her way, Olga also discovered 
‘the ugly and vicious moods she had not been able 
to see before’ (The Dark Night, X, 2). The Sisters 
themselves had not discovered any real fault in this 
dear daughter whom the Blessed Virgin had gifted 
to their Mother. And I myself, for lack of substance, 
could never satisfy her longing for correction, which 
had several times thrown her at my feet as a culprit. 
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On the contrary, during the last year under the 
powerful divine rays, the difficult aspects of her 
temper, especially her tendency for insubordination, 
became noticeable to all. Even earlier, when an order 
did not coincide with her point of view or when owing 
to my loss of memory, it contradicted a previous one, 
she turned pale and sometimes an unspoken sign of 
protest escaped from her, but that first involuntary 
movement was erased by perfect obedience later and 
mended with a moving act of humility.

A letter of mine from Monte Berico, dated 1941, 
the only one I could find amid her souvenirs, pointed 
out these imperfections. ‘At the feet of the dear Blessed 
Virgin, who gave you to my heart, I allow you to renew 
your religious vows till September 8th, when we shall 
renew them all together in Rome. Renew yourself 
inwardly in a more generous or rather more constant 
obedience. Your generosity has some moments of 
interior pauses. You keep on obeying outwardly, but 
your inward motives and reasons are tainted, which 
then become painfully evident to your poor Mother 
who is obliged to command in view of our mission. 
Let Our Lady make it possible, through the grace of 
Jesus, what seems impossible to our poor nature. In 
her sweet love.’

In many circumstances her obedience had been 
heroic. During the bombardment of Mestre in 1941, 
she remained two hours struck with terror but without 
moving, in the place where I had placed her small 
community, on a spot which in her opinion was not 
quite safe. In Naples she had to endure bombardment 



87

on a ship since she was not to remain in town longer 
than I had allowed her.

To encourage and help her Sisters, she sat for an 
examination without preparation, and suffered the 
humiliation of being classed on the same level as her 
ignorant companions. 

But in the darkness of the ‘Night’, her paleness 
increased and the withdrawal that I nicknamed  ‘little 
tails’ multiplied. “Please pray for me”, writes the 
secretary at the bottom of her official correspondence, 
“so that I may become more obedient, that I may know 
the right limits. You know that this is my weak point. 
Pray so that I may be converted and receive full light 
on obedience. Our Mother wants us to read for our 
lesson, ‘Christ, the ideal of monk’ beginning from the 
twelfth chapter, ‘the good of obedience’. Our holiness 
is all here: to obey, to die; to obey just as Jesus our 
perfect model did.” 

The resolutions of her retreat days from November 
1942 to March 1943, place much stress on obedience:

1st Friday, November

	 I will intensify my fervour by more frequent 
acts of love.

	 I will obey blindly, generously, without delay, 
without giving my opinion.

	 Intense devotion to Our Lady.

1st Friday, December
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	 The same as the last month. 

	 Obedience without expressing my opinion.

	 Write down my obedience. 

	 Devotion to Our Lady.

1st Friday, February

	 Holy obedience. 

	 Good order in my room.

	 Order in my drawer.

	 I will keep my papers in order.

	 Keep good order in all things at Mother of 
Christ.

1st Friday, March

	 I should refrain from thrusting my opinion on 
others. 

The innumerable tasks she was to do by herself 
and the latent state of her disease, which broke out by 
the end of March 1943, were among the causes which 
led to be withdrawn, but as soon as she remembered 
the promises made to Jesus she would strike her 
forehead and rush out to execute the order. If the 
execution of an order did not go perfectly well owing to 
her natural tendency of analysing everything, which 
a fortunate instinct of synthesis always corrected, she 
would imitate the child introduced as a model by St. 
Therese to the little imperfect souls: a child always 



89

stretches out his hand in an effort to reach his mother 
waiting for him on the landing, but always trips on the 
steps. Would not Our Lord who ‘raised the poor from 
the dust, and made him sit with the princes of his 
people’ descend to lift her from her abject condition? 

“A fortnight before she fell ill”, says Gina of  
St. Therese of the Child Jesus, “I went out shopping 
with her. On our way back home we were speaking 
about the virtues of some of the Sisters and at  
one point I suddenly asked: And how are we two? How 
do we act? Of course, I referred to myself, not to her 
who was very virtuous. ‘Oh dear!’ exclaimed Olga, ‘it 
is really a shame, especially for me who live so close  
to our Mother. Who knows how much suffering I  
cause her! Sometimes, thinking of it, I feel an intense 
pain. I need to be humbled, trampled on. A strong 
hand is necessary to shake up my terrible nature  
and make me more generous. Yet”, she continued  
with a serene and glowing face, “I found a relevant 
passage in a book of Battisti (comment to the Readings 
in the Divine Office). You too must read it when you 
get back to Mother Most Pure. It is a commentary on 
the third nocturne of the second Sunday of Lent; it 
speaks of the struggle of Jacob with the Angel. You 
will see”, she added with ardour and certainty, “that 
this is the conclusion for me” and she repeated the 
phrase: “When God cannot win His creature through 
her own will which He always respects, He assails 
her in her body, as the angel touched Jacob’s nerve. 
Diseases, crosses, sorrows are God’s touches who 
wants to win by love.” 
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‘Yes’, she resumed her discourse, saying: ‘The 
Lord will do thus with me. As I cannot tame myself, 
He will do it for me and in this manner He will seize 
me’. While she was saying this we were passing in 
front of the hospital.” 
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A LIVING FLAME
When she was present at the spiritual lesson, the 

consoling certainty of our incorporation in Christ and 
the accomplishment of Jesus’ pains in ourselves for 
the salvation of sinners, flowed from my heart with so 
much passion and wonder.

“My dear daughters, the physical suffering is a 
great grace, spiritual suffering is a greater grace, 
apostolic suffering is an incomparable grace. The soul 
is the grain of wheat which macerates in dampness 
and darkness before becoming an ear. That is physical 
suffering. 

When it becomes an ear, it is reaped, threshed, 
milled, and apparently annihilated. It is called 
spiritual suffering.

Finally under the action of fire and heat it becomes 
bread. It is apostolic suffering. 

The saints longed to be ears, not to enjoy the sun, 
but to become bread for their brothers and sisters. 
Only they are capable of enduring apostolic suffering, 
which is produced by the Fire of Divine Love that 
divinely nourishes spirits.” 
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Olga listened eagerly ready to give herself. Oh 
would that she were the bread! She would feed others 
with love through her suffering like St. Catherine of 
Siena, just as the great St. Teresa of Avila, like her 
dear St. Margaret Mary, her dear Blessed Magdalene 
of Canossa, and her little Therese of the Child Jesus 
had done. Would that she were to forge ahead!

“My best wishes for a speedy holiness”, she writes 
to her Sisters in her last chronicle. “The Daughters 
of the Church must be wholehearted”, she insists in 
her last letters, “ready for everything, as our Mother 
says, for God and for the souls who are waiting for our 
prayer and our cheerful self-gift.”

Then, her spiritual diary records this final goal 
of her soul: “Souls are instructed by words, but are 
saved by sacrifice” (Venerable Chévrier). 

“My Jesus, forgive our sins, save us from the fire 
of hell, and lead all souls to heaven, especially those 
who need Thy mercy most” (From the Message of 
Fatima).

“Mother of Jesus Love - give me His pain.” 
(Mother).

The desire to become an ear of wheat in full 
milling then becomes a burning obsession. The 
apostolic suffering, the continuation of the redeeming 
pains of Jesus must have been in the last months a 
fixed idea which made her accept and go beyond all 
other forms of suffering, even the most painful ones. 
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“For some days the number of children has been 
increasing and our house has been resounding with 
their bustle, laughter and screams. Thus we are in a 
more intimate union with Jesus, the all patient One. 
There is no time for respite here. Every day becomes 
hectic with new arrivals, departures, of improvised 
beds: a bustle without compare. Even then, we thank 
God.”

“You are not left out of travelling: our national 
tour; our Mother calls us ‘puppets of Jesus’.  What 
else do we need other than this?” 

The example of her Sisters in whom she already 
sees Jesus suffering for the world, stimulates her to 
generosity and it must stimulate others too. “X. is here, 
always lively, and along with X., X., X. constitutes 
the group of the little saints. Our Lord gives us some 
example of heroic sacrifices: let us convert ourselves.” 

Undoubtedly she saw in me Jesus suffering: 
“After your operation Jesus made you a great gift and 
now your capacity for suffering is boundless, as it is 
Jesus who suffers in you.” 

“You cannot imagine how much she suffers for 
X... her heart really suffers the sorrows of Jesus in 
Gethsemane.”

Oh, she also wanted to suffer those pains, she 
wanted  to be baptised with such a baptism! Even the 
apostolate no longer attracted her except as suffering 
because souls are not saved without the shedding of 
blood.
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*

In order to help her back to health, I chose her as 
my companion for a pilgrimage to the sweet Virgin of 
Monte Berico who had given her to me. Meanwhile, 
the number of vocations increased, as well as the 
little homes (convents); the pieces of furniture were 
always the same and religious habits became scarce 
with a possibility of having none, even for a big price. 
It was a great source of joy for the Daughters of the 
Church, who were now forty in number, to have only 
twenty dresses, that is half of the ‘only gown’ allowed 
to the Apostles by the Gospel.

Such a problem should have preoccupied me, 
but I trusted in the Lord and in our Lady and this 
trust took away all my worries. The Blessed Virgin, 
who had sent me daughters, would also dress them. 
I asked Olga to write to Vicenza. Our Lady must 
provide us religious habits.

She trusted in our Lady as much as I did, 
and persistently sent letters by express delivery 
to all textile factories in Vicenza. The Bocchese 
manufacturing company replied affirmatively. This 
was really surprising, considering the war-time 
difficulties: we had only to go there to make our 
choice. This offer took away most of our worries. On a 
bright morning in March, we took the first train and 
two hours later we reached Vicenza.

The sunbeams were already enveloping the entire 
East when we mounted the Shrine hill, reciting the 
whole Rosary. The climb was tiring but not heeding 
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about herself, Olga worried about protecting my 
head from the rays that came through the side of the 
porticoes not shaded by chestnut trees; she supported 
my arm to make my ascent less tiring and kept on 
praying continuously. We arrived at the shrine 
quite tired: she, because of an imminent attack of 
her disease and I, owing to my recent operation.  
We attended the Holy Mass only with our eyes and 
hearts. It was the first time that we contemplated 
together our dear Lady, and we did not know that it 
would also be the last. Without being conscious of it, 
I was giving my daughter back to the Blessed Virgin, 
on the very spot where I had besought her to give her 
to me. Our Lady was preparing for her the grace for 
which progressively all the others received up there at 
Monte Berico had been preordained in God’s designs, 
including the one we were now asking for: a white 
religious habit, simple and of worthless silk, of poor 
value, a symbol of our fellowship with the Angels, and 
of our belongingness to Christ. 

“Mother, she said to me coming out of the shrine, 
you have asked our Lady for the habit and something 
else…”

“Yes Olga”, I replied to her: “what we ask for every 
day during the Holy Mass, between the elevation 
of the Host and of the Chalice, when through the 
sacramental words, the Body and the Blood, that 
Jesus the Victim, received from Mary, is present 
on the altar: The capacity to suffer and die for the 
Church and for the world as He did.” 
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We descended the hill and were then quite 
absorbed in the shop at the foot of the hill. We bought 
six rolls of discarded silk cloth for a very cheap price.

*

To suffer and die for the Church and for the 
world! Olga knew that this sublime grace of suffering, 
the ardent desire of her little soul and of our little 
Congregation, could not come to her but through a 
supreme grace of love and, though as much dejected 
in spirit as to wish for God’s taming strokes, she 
longed for it “as the deer longs for running streams.”

“Such souls”, says St. John of the Cross, “though 
they think themselves mean and unworthy of God 
in their purifying darkness, nevertheless have as 
much courage and boldness as to aim at the Divine 
Union, because it is Love Himself who gives them the 
strength of loving truly, and it is the characteristic of 
Love that he who loves, wants to join, to become equal 
and similar to the thing loved, in order to become 
perfect in love.” 

Olga’s spiritual diary reports these last researches 
and ardent yearnings of hers: “Where there is no love, 
put love and you will obtain love” (St. John of the 
Cross).

“What makes goodness is love” (Jesus to St. 
Geltrude).

“Increase the love in me that I may learn to enjoy 
with my heart how sweet it is to love and to melt and 
swim in love” (Fr. Claut).
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To her resolutions made on the first Fridays in 
1942/43 regarding obedience, she gave an added 
impetus with a resolution surpassing all of them. “I 
will intensify my fervour with more frequent acts of 
love” and repeated it every month. The little light 
hidden under the bushel spreads its intermittent 
sparks. Will our Lord put it on the candle stand of 
the Cross to light up the whole Church? Those who 
saw her suffer, thought of it, because of the sudden 
transformation which made this already very 
generous soul, a small crucifix, obedient unto death, 
death on a cross.

Such an incomparable grace came to her from 
the Blessed Virgin who, on March 25, enlightened 
my words just for her and it was the prize of her 
admirable spirit of faith which made her see in me 
her heavenly Mother.

“My daughters, our holiness, our mission on 
earth is all contained in a little ‘yes’ that our Lady 
pronounced unreservedly: the ‘yes’ of the mind which 
honours the Father; the ‘yes’ of the lips which honours 
the Word; the ‘yes’ of the heart which honours the 
Holy Spirit. Mary’s ‘yes’ glorified the Trinity and 
saved the world.”

Olga’s eyes which had turned red, lost themselves 
in the heavens and dwelt there, as though a new 
horizon had suddenly opened up; but then she was 
obliged to retire; she was exhausted.

At the Holy Mass she had consumed the last Host 
and Mother of Christ was then without a Tabernacle 
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and without our lady of the Smile23, and in great 
confusion, because we were moving into a new house 
gifted by Dr. G. Prosdocimo, in the centre of Mestre.

On Saturday 27th, compelled to stay in bed, she 
thus informed her Sisters: “the sorrowful mysteries 
have been realized completely: the third Mystery 
with severe headaches; the fourth with so much 
running about the house in Carducci street, as if to 
die on the way to Calvary.” Then she makes her last 
appeal: “Blood for blood: our holiness is all here: to 
die, to obey.”

On March 28, the third Sunday in Lent, during 
the Holy Mass in the parish church, she collapsed and 
fell on her left side, deathly pale, damp with sweat 
and her eyes lined with blood. We thought she had 
fainted, but soon she came round. While returning 
home she was exuberant as usual but after some time 
the symptoms reappeared. The doctor who visited 
her, thought she was suffering from an influenza, and 
I had to take her in a wheel chair to the new house 
which the Providence had prepared for us: a house for 
a novitiate, for students and for retreats which she 
had longed for. On his second visit, the doctor spoke 
of gastritis; on the third, he declared: meningitis. 
I was then at Treviso, and Gina the nurse had to 
inform the patient that the doctor had advised her to 
get admitted in a hospital. The virtuous Sister Olga’s 
first concern was not for herself but about obedience 
and poverty:

23	This refers to the statue of Our Lady of Smile.
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“Ah no, Gina, I will not go without our Mother’s 
permission; you know it is expensive.” But after 
my insistence she no longer spoke, and there was 
no sign of agitation on her face. In the meantime 
an ambulance arrived. Olga calmly requested me 
to wash her feet for the anointing of the sick and 
then lay down on the stretcher, smiling. A group of 
people had gathered outside: some women, soldiers, 
and children who had begun preparation with her 
for their First Holy Communion. She heard their 
comforting and sympathetic words: Poor dear little 
Sister! On arrival at the hospital, she overheard the 
doorkeeper’s orders: ‘isolation’, and of course, she 
understood what it meant.

On the first night she muttered only “yes”: a 
soft, sweet “yes” at shorter and shorter intervals. 
The “yes” about her total self-surrender to the Lord, 
because her human nature would not have wanted 
the meningitis, and she intuitively felt it was no other 
illness.

When the Blessed Virgin pronounced her “yes”, 
the Transforming Love transformed her whole 
being. In His creatures who wholeheartedly repeat 
it, God works a similar transformation of numerous 
degrees and shades, but it essentially consists of a 
transformation of their will into God’s will in a loving 
and lasting disposition of abandonment in Him.

Meanwhile I reached the hospital in great 
anguish.
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My eagerness to help her offer the sacrifice of 
her life as a true Daughter of the Church made me 
insensible to everything else, and I felt myself relieved 
of a burden when I was able to say  to her: “Olga, 
Jesus brings you a great gift: you have  meningitis!” 

She smiled at me very calmly. She had already 
anticipated it. She knew it. 

“But our Lady can heal you. We will pray that she 
may to do it, Olga. Leave every care to me: even that 
of the judgement of God. You know that little  people 
are not judged.” 

“Yes, Mother.”

Our Cardinal, who had been immediately 
informed, urged us to pray for a miracle. 

“What do you feel, Olga?” Gina asked her. “Will 
our Lady grant us our desire?” 

“I do not know anything”, she answered with a 
smile, “I haven’t thought about it.” 

During the night vigil at her bed-side, Elisa of 
Jesus was ordered not to speak to the patient; so 
she prayed to our Lady that the virtuous Sister Olga 
would say something which she could treasure always. 
Then, suddenly the patient woke up and whispered 
softly: “I know your desire for a keepsake; here it is; 
do not make excuses under a pretext of obedience. If 
you only knew how things appear different from this 
bed!”
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Gina too wanted a testament. “Obedience without 
pretexts”, she replied, and in tracing a little cross on 
her forehead, lips and heart, she said: “obedience of 
the mind which honours the Father, obedience of the 
lips which honours the Word, obedience of the heart 
which honours the Holy Spirit, and then fervently 
summed up the last spiritual discourse of the Mother 
she had listened to at Mother of Christ.

I noticed at once that having accepted her 
dreadful disease as a great grace, Olga had received 
an extraordinary gift of strength for obedience and 
abandonment to God’s will, which could not be 
explained by her usual virtue. The “imitation of 
Christ” affirms that only a few become better during 
an illness.

“How is it, Olga, that you obey so willingly?”

“It is a grace, Mother”, and then summed up what 
she had confided to Sister Gina twenty days earlier: 
“I had read in a commentary of Battisti that when an 
individual resists God and He wants it at all costs, He 
touches its nerve as He did Jacob’s … and I prayed 
Him to tame me in the same manner.” 

Yes, it was the freeing stroke of God, accompanied 
by a first infusion of transforming love that made her 
capable of suffering as she had longed for, and we 
could see on her face the serenity of the saints.
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THE  PURE  SUFFERING
According to a medieval interpretation, saint 

meant “stained with blood” derived from the Latin 
“sanguine tinctus”: sanctus. A saint is a person 
immolated to God for the salvation of men in the 
incessant struggle against the enemies of God and 
men, for which his life is spent to the last breath. In 
her tranquillity which was already the beginning of 
everlasting life, Olga prepared herself to give blood 
for blood, and stricken in the centre of her nervous 
system, she accepted one by one all her pains as Jesus 
did in his sorrowful mysteries.

She felt the first spasms in the neck which had 
turned very stiff. “I offer it to Our Blessed Virgin 
who is the neck of the Mystical Body” she exclaimed 
after a sharp pain that had stunned her. Then her 
headache became acute. 

“Does your head ache much, Olga?”
“It is splitting”, she answered, “and I am thinking 

of those poor soldiers who received head injuries. 
Poor men! I offer my pain for them.” 

The spasms reached her chest and Gina tried 
to support and comfort her reminding her of our 
particular mission.
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“Gina, my dear Gina”, she exclaimed, suppressing 
a cry of pain: “what a great grace all this suffering is! 
What a grace, what a grace, what a grace!”

In the midst of her acute pains she turned to Our 
Lady with her usual invocation: 

“Mother dear! Mother dear!”
“My Mother, my trust!”
At other times she just sighed: “Passion of Christ, 

comfort me. My Jesus, have mercy on me.” 
In the brief moment of respite that followed, she 

noticed her Sisters in tears.
“Oh you silly”, she whispered with a forced smile; 

“why are you weeping? Is not suffering our vocation?” 
I knew how deeply she was convinced of it; hence 

I frankly told her the truth that the doctors had 
diagnosed her having incurable tubercular meningitis. 
Out of concern for her, the doctors had not revealed 
this to her and her instinct for self-preservation was 
making her regain her cheerfulness.  

“Mother”, she cheerfully said to me, “I received 
the anointing of the sick secretly.” 

“No Olga, only a miracle can save you, and we 
will ask Our Lady for it, but your disease is serious 
and you shall have to suffer much for the Church and 
for the world.”  

Her natural cheerfulness turned into a 
supernatural serenity and the heroic girl accepted 
her bitter chalice again.
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“Yes mother, I am glad, but please pray to Jesus 
to give me the necessary strength.” 

Jesus generously poured it out on her. All were 
witnesses of this: physicians, relatives, nurses, and 
we too.  

During one of her painful attacks she saw her 
own mother, sister and brother coming through the 
corridor. She then asked Gina to pray to the Virgin 
to grant her a little respite from her tortures just for 
their sakes. Shortly afterwards, with much effort, she 
cheerfully entertained them by describing to them 
the noisy recreation of the Daughters of the Church. 
Her chattering seemed excessive to the Sisters since 
it revealed the secrets of her religious family to 
outsiders…

“I do it”, she whispered in Gina’s ears, “that my 
mother may not learn that I am suffering much.”

She continued in the same manner biting her lips 
now and then till her dear ones left.

In the short intervals between the frequent 
recurrences of her pains, she would forget herself and 
show interest in her Sisters.

“Gina, how are you?”
“Rosetta, have you received any news about your 

father?”

“Rosaria, how are your parents?”

“Gina, Maria, Elisa, Giuseppina… take some rest, 
I do not need anything at the moment.” Giuseppina of 
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the Immaculate says: “Sometimes, in order to please 
her I pretended to be sleeping and noticed that she 
would turn from side to side and adjust herself with 
much effort. If I went to help her she would plead 
with me not to trouble myself and I would be obliged 
to obey her lest she should suffer more.”

 A young nurse sympathised with her suffering:

“I know what it means to be confined to bed when 
there is so much good to do. I felt it last year when I 
had Typhoid myself.”

Olga watched her in astonishment and said: 

“But you could have done greater good from your 
bed than by your activity.”

“I understand”, continued the nurse, “we may 
reason with people that way, but if a lively young 
person is forced into inactivity, when there is so much 
to do…”

Olga looked at me in amazement.         

“But suffering is worth much more”, she added 
and dropped the subject. As soon as she was alone 
with me she said rather disappointed:

“No, they do not think as we do.”

As a true Daughter of the Church, she thought 
that in the actual order of redemption, suffering with 
Crucified Jesus surpasses any apostolic activity in the 
redeeming efficacy and that a little pure suffering like 
‘a little pure love’ is more precious before God and for 
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the good of the spirit itself and is much more useful 
to the Church than all other works put together, even 
though the person seems to do nothing (St. John of 
the Cross).

“Illness is to make up for what the passion of 
Jesus lacks, my daughters. We must accept it for the 
Holy Church, which is His Body. It is ‘His hour’ which 
continues on earth. Shall we dare to say? ‘Father, 
save us from this hour?’ No, it is just for this hour 
that we have come.”

She had worked, taught and toiled like Jesus, 
waiting for this hour; for this hour she had become 
a Daughter of the Church, and wanted to live it in 
obedience, without regrets, arbitrary softening of 
pain or useless desires. 

“Olga, try and close your eyes, and calm 
yourself down for a while”, I said to her in a tone of 
exhortation and certainly not a command, hoping to 
bring her a moment of relief. Then I went out. But 
I was called back immediately. The poor girl, even 
though in severe pain, did not want to disobey, and 
was struggling with her eyes which were refusing to 
remain shut. I ran in, and permitted her to writhe 
and groan like a child: “You will soon be relieved, my 
daughter, and you will also earn merit.”

 I had to follow this method to get her to take in 
whatever little she could; and then like a little child, 
she asked me for a citron and some wine. “We can 
only try and lighten her pain”, the doctor had said; 
so it was proper that we tried to bring her some relief 
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knowing she would not have refused even to drink 
gall or vinegar.

In order to relieve her from indescribable spiritual 
sufferings, I brought to her the reverend Professor 
who had known her since the very beginning of our 
Work.

“Why Mother?” She asked me very calmly yet 
showing appreciation for my concern: “The hospital 
chaplain was enough.”

Her only relief was prayer. 
“Say a Hail Mary in a loud voice with me, 

Giuseppina…”
The noise of the outside world was fading away.
“Hail Mary, full of grace…”
 Deeply moved, Giuseppina replied: “Holy Mary, 

Mother of God…”
“Queen of Apostles, pray for us”, added the poor 

sick girl, seeming to move farther and farther away 
from this world. 

“Olga”, “Health of the sick ...” Giuseppina 
suggested. 

No, she did not want to invoke her heavenly 
Mother by such a title because ‘her hour had arrived 
and it was just for this hour that she had waited’.

The large miraculous Crucifix solemnly exposed 
in the Cathedral during the solemn Triduum, was 
going to be carried in procession through the town 
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Miraculous Crucifix of Mestre 
Church of St. Jerome
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after a gap of many years, and everyone expected to 
receive graces from it. Olga washed, enthused and 
fortified by three sacraments, consecration to the 
Immaculate Heart of Mary, had renewed her religious 
vows. Our little lamb was pure, vigorous and ready to 
be immolated. 

“Olga, are you prepared to offer yourself as Jesus 
did, for the sanctification of priests and for the unity 
of all believers, so that we also may be one and Jesus 
the Love of the Father may be in us and in everyone?” 

One after the other, the great concerns of the 
Divine Heart dilated her eyes and heart. She had 
meditated on them during her prayers, in the holy 
hours at night, in her first Friday retreats through 
which she had sought to be intimate and attentive so 
that her younger Sisters might penetrate more easily 
into the mystery of love hidden in that Heart which 
loved them so much. In order to make His concerns 
her own, she had asked Our Lady for a heart similar 
to that of the passionate Heart of Jesus, and had 
succeeded in imitating the meek and humble of heart 
of Jesus. 

Olga lifted up her eyes, and with a clear mind, 
repeated the act of self-offering which laid her on 
the cross as a voluntary victim: “Holy Father, Jesus 
sanctified Himself, that His priests and those who 
through them, would have believed in Him, might be 
holy. With a vow we want to unite ourselves with His 
condition and intention of the Victim. Consume us in 
this unity by making our heart like His, so that, as 
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He did, we may suffer and die for the Church and for 
the world.”

The three nails of the crucifixion were the three 
lumbar injections which followed because of the 
uncertainty caused by the symptoms of cerebro-
spinal and tubercular meningitis, the former being 
curable while the later incurable. Olga, like a sweet 
little lamb, let herself be pierced and she opened not 
her mouth. 

“I thought I was smart, but you have been 
valiant”, said the doctor after the first injection.

She had not said a word; and she remained 
completely motionless; but her pleading eyes fixed 
on me and seeking heaven were filled with tears. 
The second injection must have touched her motor 
nerves because shortly afterwards she went into 
terrible contortions which appeared like a living 
representation of the crucifixion as described by 
Catherine Emmerich. 

“Oh, Olga! May Jesus console you, Olga! All for 
the Church and for the world, Olga.”

In the short intervals between the increasing 
attacks, her frightened face became calm and as 
she realized that she was slowly slipping into 
unconsciousness, her dilating eyes were steadily 
fixed on my lips. The act which still enlivened her 
was the conclusion of our morning offering: ‘For the 
Church and for the world’, the usual expression of the 
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Daughters of the Church before the demand of virtue 
and suffering. 

A feeble attempt to smile and raise her semi-
conscious eyes to heaven was her instinctive reply 
when sudden shooting pains did not pierce her head. 
Then, in a lucid moment the frail and weak forehead 
crowned with pain invited me to go closer to her.

“Mother, I had offered myself for you and for our 
Congregation.”

“When was it, my child?” 

“At Ischia, Mother.”

“Without my permission, Olga?”

“The Bishop also reprimanded me for it, but 
now…”

“No, no: it is not valid, it is not valid…”

Unconsciously the patient repeated her act of self-
offering in the usual spirit of the victim, deaf to my 
protestations and anguish. After the third injection 
she fainted. This time, the pain recurred violently. 
Her face looked gaunt and resembled the Holy Face 
more and more and her outstretched arms gave her 
the look of the Crucified Jesus. Unable to help her, 
I felt as though I myself was dying; she must have 
sensed it as I heard her whispering: 

“It is your conflict Mother!”
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“Mother of Jesus Love, give me His pains.”

 Yes, those were really Jesus’ pains, which poured 
into her poor being and made her cry out like the 
Redeemer: ‘My God, My God, why have you forsaken 
me?’

Some time later as she was slipping into 
unconsciousness, she had the last spasmodic attack. 
She raised herself on her back which had stiffened like 
wood; her blood-red eyes kept moving restlessly; her 
face appeared livid and drawn, and the patient lamb 
gave out a loud cry, the only one during her terrible 
illness, which is called the ‘howl’ disease. Then she 
fell back heavily in my arms and remained motionless 
on the bed. “O my Crucified Jesus”, I groaned. “Olga, 
you are my Crucified Jesus”, I sobbed loudly. She 
slowly opened her eyes, came to herself, and fixed her 
gaze on me for a long time. She sensed I had been 
weeping. Her hapless Mother was devastated. “O my 
little Crucified Jesus”, I repeated pleadingly close to 
her face. “Oh my sorrowful Mother”, she whispered in 
an inaudible voice and smiled at me again. 

*

She had desired much to live close to me, to have 
me near her during her agony. She had prayed to Our 
Lady for it and her wish was indeed granted. The first 
two days, however, we were separated. “I suffer less 
when you are here, Mother.” Then I was obliged to 
obey the doctors’ orders and leave her some nights 
with her Sisters. But when in the morning she saw 
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me coming in through the corridor, her face would 
light up, after which she would rest like a little child. 
A little before she went into a delirium she saw my 
sorrow and gently tried to lighten it. 

“What do you leave to us as a testament, Olga?” 
asked one of her Sisters.

“Obedience, Obedience, Obedience.” 

“And, to our Mother?”  

“Love.” 

A ‘love stronger than death’, because an ordinary 
strength would not be sufficient for me. “You will 
see, Mother, how much strength I will get for you”, 
she had promised me holding my hand and smiling 
sweetly which usually dispelled my sorrow; she then 
added in a reproaching tone:

“Mummy!” 

I too had to be a ‘child of Jesus’ a ‘Mother-child’, 
surrendered to God’s will. If her mission was to suffer 
and die like the Crucified Jesus, mine was to sacrifice 
her as the Blessed Virgin sacrificed her Jesus. But 
I resisted. Although I had understood that God was 
asking me the immolation of my only Isaac for the 
Church, for the Pope, and for our religious family, I 
hoped that an angel’s hand would miraculously come 
up and hold mine back. “Mother, allow me to die”, 
sighed the poor girl after a violent seizure. “No, Olga”, 
I replied, “I only allow you to suffer. But as soon 
as God’s will was evident, I did not hold her back, 
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and like the Blessed Virgin Mary I was prepared to 
sacrifice my eldest daughter ‘for the Church and for 
the world’.

For three days her blood-drained eyes were 
staring at me; three long days of delirium! The sword 
that pierced the heart of the Blessed Virgin pierced 
mine as it did during the three endless hours of 
Jesus’ agony on the Cross. The doctors, the nurses 
and our Sisters were all around that frail body which 
was wasting away like an altar-candle and I was 
watching over her soul which had to go through the 
dreadful darkness of death with the unconsciousness 
of the little ones. I was afraid, because of all that I 
had heard about meningitis and the difficulties which 
nurses had to cope with in that department. On the 
contrary, our Lord spared me the sword, which had 
pierced the Mother of the meek and immaculate 
Lamb, and in her delirium our little lamb manifested 
only purity, obedience and charity till the end. 

 “If I must really be nursed”, she had implored 
at the beginning of her illness, “let it be a Sister, 
and just one.” Now when delirious, with a groan she 
tried to resist the nurse who was trying to provide 
her relief thinking it was already a frail motionless 
body. It was the doctor who had ordered the nurse 
and she had to do it. “Olga”, I cried in a loud voice as 
all the morning she had been unconscious and now 
not aware of the light close to her eyes. “Olga, you 
have always obeyed me; for Jesus’ sake obey me now.” 
The arm she had instinctively stretched out in protest 
went back to rest on her chest. Thus even her state of 
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unconsciousness revealed her tenderness for us. It’s 
amazing how this good girl had understood the Lord’s 
commandment: ‘Love one another as I have loved 
you’. Love one another as mothers love their offspring 
because I have loved you so.  

“Olga we are all here: your Sisters, your Mother.” 

Her pallid pupils could no longer see; our appeals 
did not reach her ears or her heart; but she whispered, 
coaxing, insisting:

“You are all here; the bell has already rung; get 
everything ready; come, today is our Mother’s feast; 
be quick; two sweets each and a little of everything to 
each Sister…” Supernatural and spontaneous charity 
like that of the Heart of Jesus made of flesh and of 
everlasting love, seeking after perfection in unity 
according to the desire of the same Heart. 

On March 25th, the feast of Our Lady, feast of 
the Mother and religious family24, this is precisely 
what she had planned to do, but in the meantime she 
had taken ill and could no longer get up. Now in a 
delirious state she was giving herself to everyone and 
fiddling with my medal of Our Lady of Sorrows like a 
few months old baby. 

One night Giuseppina heard her softly mumbling 
for a long time: “God with the mind, the Word with 

24	Mother and religious family here means Mother Maria Oliva 
and the new Congregation she is founding. 25th March is cel-
ebrated every year as the feast of the Superior General and the 
religious family of the Daughters of the Church.
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the lips, the Holy Spirit with the heart.” Our Lady 
who was still dominating her wandering mind would 
come to take her sweetly as mothers do with their 
sleeping babies, and I prepared myself to hand Olga 
over to her so that the passage at the point of death 
would be less agonizing. We felt something heavenly 
in the twilight of her intelligence and of her life, 
which had brought all of us around her bed, together 
with a priest. 

After the first prayer, she heard almost 
nothing: she answered the litany of the saints in 
monosyllables at some intervals; the last prayers of 
‘recommendation of the soul’ were over; then the little 
flame seemed to be slowly going out. “Just one thing 
is missing”, she whispered with her eyes closed. We 
had always understood each other through spiritual 
communication more than through a sensible liking, 
and I began to sing the ‘Hail Holy Queen’ in a choked 
voice. The pale face of the dying semi-conscious girl 
brightened up, her lips visibly followed the Gregorian 
chant, which like a wave of consolation filled that place 
of suffering, and concluded with the final invocations 
like the longing sighs of an exiled daughter for the 
Mother of God now faintly visible in her heavenly 
home…

Her eyes did not light up again.

*

I did not want to let her die there. I was not 
willing to leave that virgin body which had spent 
itself in long Eucharistic adorations, in a mortuary 
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far from her Tabernacle, from her Blessed Virgin of 
the Smile. So with the doctors’ permission I arranged 
to take her to our new house Mother of Christ in 
Carducci Street. Everything was still upside down 
there, but a temporary altar was prepared in the 
chapel for the first Holy Mass and a smaller one in the 
infirmary for Olga’s last meeting with the Viaticum of 
Love. Saturday, April 10th was the feast of Blessed 
Magdalene of Canossa and after a moving liturgy we 
made a final plea begging the Saint to intercede for a 
miracle. The beautiful picture of Blessed Magdalene 
lost in contemplation before Our Lady of Sorrows, 
was shining amid the lighted candles. Olga, who was 
motionless till then, slowly opened her eyes, lifted 
her head and stretched her right hand towards that 
dazzle of lights and smiled. That was her last glance, 
her last smile. Then I placed in her right hand a small 
statue of Our Lady blessed many times by the Holy 
Father, and the girl in agony seemed not to be aware 
of it, but pressed it to her heart the whole day and 
the day following, till her death so that afterwards 
we had to force it out of her stiff fingers in order to 
recover the precious memento. 

The haggard face of the dear victim, her frail 
body writhing in agony reminded us of the prophetic 
lamentations applied to the Divine Martyr: ‘the 
sorrows of death surround me … the waters penetrate 
my inmost being … I am sunk in deep mire, where 
there is no standing. I am in deep waters and floods 
overflow me.’ But the girl, shipwrecked in that 
bitter sea, tightened her hold on Mary, the anchor of 
salvation, who was certainly waiting there to press 
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her close to her heart for ever. Like Our Lady, the 
Church too was close to her, more loving than any 
mother at a time when her generous daughter was 
suffering and dying for her. A priest brought her the 
Eucharistic Love every day, but could only give her 
a small particle of the consecrated Host whenever 
we detected a small sign of consciousness in her. He 
also administered the sacrament of anointing of the 
sick when her soul could still feel the fortifying wave 
of that blessed oil which ‘corroborates the Temple 
of God’, a sweet return of the ardour by which this 
fervent Daughter of the Church had always attended 
consecration of the oils on Holy Thursday and the 
consecration of the chosen of the Lord on the four 
penitential (Ember) Saturdays.

The absolutions immersed her again into 
the redeeming Blood of Jesus for which she had 
been ardently thirsting during her life while the 
sacramentals, blessings and prayers were multiplied 
for her. Besides her gifts the Church was also 
generous with her consolations. The Reverend 
Archpriest of Mestre paid her a fatherly visit and 
left the hospital edified. His Eminence the Cardinal 
Patriarch promptly sent his blessings, his assurances 
of prayers and a relic of St. Therese hoping to save 
this ardent apostle for the Militant Church. From his 
room in the apostolic palace, towards which we had 
turned our eyes and our hearts so many times during 
our frequent visits to St. Peter’s, the Holy Father 
lifted his hand to bless the dying girl who had always 
desired to be close to his heart; his telegram reached 
us after her death. Those saintly and venerated 
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persons who had brought her consolation were soon 
forgotten and her mind now focussed on us who were 
more tangible, more present and close to her bed 
and her heart. Then we too left and only my voice 
awakened her last echo: “O Mother!” 

The Sisters took turns to spend time in prayer 
with Jesus in the Sacrament of Love and with Jesus 
hidden in the suffering image of Olga. “My dear Jesus, 
how happy I would be if you had impressed upon 
me the image of your sorrows”, Olga had written in 
her agenda.  Now her face, sometimes deathly pale, 
sometimes purple, with eyes half open, lightly framed 
by her frizzy hair in the most impressive manner, 
somewhat resembled the Holy Face “transfigured by 
suffering under the pressure of love” as she had noted 
in her agenda.

We saw the doctors approaching even though 
they were not called. They did all they could and then 
stood around pensively watching her. Next came the 
Sisters, her relatives and her distraught mother too. 
Students, poor people and children kept coming into 
the chapel hoping to keep her back in this world by 
their prayers. 

The next day was Passion Sunday. The images 
of the Crucified Jesus were hidden under the purple 
veils in local churches while, like a little group 
viewing the Pieta, we saw Him still dying in this His 
living image till late into the night.

The priest, like the faithful St. John, never left 
her side, and prayers for the dying began all over 
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again soon after they ended: confident invocations of 
the Militant Church to the Triumphant Church as 
only she could help and sustain her in the instant on 
which eternity depends. That instant seemed more 
and more imminent and I began the litany of our 
Blessed Lady. 

Holy Mary!

Mother most admirable! 

Queen of Angels!

Her breathing became laboured, weak and 
irregular. 

Mary, Mother of Grace, Mother of Mercy, 
protect us from our enemy and receive us in the                                              
hour of our death.

The sweat froze on her forehead. 

Heart of Jesus, health of those who trust in you! 

Heart of Jesus, hope of those who die in you! 

Two drops of tears, for the first and last time 
amidst so much suffering, warned us that Love was 
approaching. 

Hail Holy Queen… after this hour of exile show 
us the blessed fruit of your womb Jesus.

One more sigh; the last one. 

Jesus! Mary! 
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Both Jesus and Mary were there with us. The 
passion flower, all crimson, turned pale all of a sudden 
as in a trans, and after the De profundis (From the 
depths), I intoned the Magnificat as peace began 
diffusing around us.
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MOTHER   MOST  ADMIRABLE 
Olga was 33 years old. Her virginal body, dressed 

in a simple white dress, was laid out before the Most 
Holy Sacrament, on the spot where she had spent 
the most beautiful hours of her life and relished the 
delight ignored by those who do not love the Lord. 
I had surprised her here so many times, her face 
glowing and her eyes brimming with tears, eager to 
“immerse herself into Him as a drop of water into the 
sea, so that no creature might find her” (her agenda). 
Now her heart was immersed in God and her body, 
with the traces of her passion, was resting in peace, 
insensible to all created things.

 What peace was diffusing from the Tabernacle, 
from Our Lady of the Smile, from her face as white 
as wax, slightly lowered as in adoration! Her folded 
hands held a Rosary and the little olive branch which 
she had waved with children to welcome the Lord on 
Palm Sunday of the previous year.

A Mass was celebrated at dawn followed by two 
more. The Holy Church continued to be lavish in 
her maternal service and a feeling of peace spread 
to everyone: priests, nuns, students, children; even 
to the little homeless boys who had always been 
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reluctant to exercise any restraint in their behaviour. 
Those who entered the chapel in the dim and soft 
heavenly light, stopped in the door way, knelt down 
in adoration, then approached our Lily veiled in 
her purity and remained entranced by the gentle 
impression of peace on her face. The little children 
were not afraid either; we were obliged to gently ask 
them to leave and let other people enter on their turn. 

“Mammy I saw Sister Olga” declared one of them 
cheerfully to his mother. 

“Did you? And what was she doing?” 

“She was smiling at Jesus.” 

In her agenda she had noted: He who usually 
lives united with God and acts according to his Holy 
inspirations, spontaneously becomes the living model 
for those who surround him, as he silently says to 
them: ‘imitate me as I imitate Christ.’ 

Olga was saying this even after her death; her 
body was continuing the mission of a Daughter of the 
Church, a little olive branch of peace at the Lord’s 
Table. 

In death she appeared to be in meditation, a 
habit acquired by so many efforts of her virtuous soul. 
She seemed to be listening to mysterious words and 
ineffable melodies. All the wishes expressed in her 
small agenda were now fully realized. 

“Let me walk with my spirit silent and absorbed 
to hear the words of life rising soft and sweet from the 
depths of my being where you dwell” (E. Poppe).
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“Let our Blessed Mother put in my heart so much 
silence and adoration that I may relish some drops of 
the ineffable and heavenly joy which fills angels and 
men with heaven” (La Pira). 

On Passion Tuesday, when a simple fir coffin 
arrived we felt that what was leaving us was not a 
lifeless body but a little ‘Tower of Ivory’, ‘built on 
peace’, where the Kingdom of God of ‘peace and joy 
of the Holy spirit had settled’. I laid her in the coffin, 
committing her to the Angels of Resurrection and to 
our Holy Mother Church which surpasses all mothers 
in her care and concern for her children’s bodies 
destined for glory.

 Her funeral was the poorest and richest one 
could wish for: a simple coffin, a few wreaths, some 
candles and all priests of the town besides two of 
Treviso, representatives of all religious women with 
their school children; the youth and children who 
had frequented our little convents and leading the 
procession with the cross were the ragged group of 
homeless children. 

Who had spread the news of her death? Who had 
called those poor people from St. Julian who lived five 
kilometres away from the town?

Three Masses were celebrated in the main church 
(Duomo) of Mestre where Olga had fallen under the 
cross. Then began the procession through the aisle to 
the cemetery with children dressed in white. The few 
feet of earth to which even the poorest have the right, 
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had not been readied for the poor Daughter of the 
Church. It took some time to arrange everything and 
so we had time to recite the Rosary which Olga had 
recited, meditated and diffused with a filial passion as 
though on an order received directly from the Mother 
of God. Coffin, children and wreaths, all blending 
serenely with white. The angels of the earth made us 
think of the Angels of Heaven and the thought of a 
glorious triumph changed our sorrow into peace.

 When the grave was ready, the Daughters  
of the Church carried the coffin on their shoulders 
and gently laid it in the grave. De profundis (From  
the depths I cry to you, O Lord), intoned the priest.  
Laudate pueri Dominum (O you children, praise the 
Lord…), I intoned immediately after him.  Magnificat 
anima mea Dominum (My soul doth magnify the 
Lord) ... quia respexit humilitatem ancillae suae (for 
he has regarded the lowliness of his humble maid).

Thus she humbly left us, little among the little 
ones; her body lay among the nuns’ graves though she 
was not yet a nun and juridically not a Daughter of 
the Church yet, but in actual fact so completely one 
and with much greater ardour than of all others.

That was her most legitimate and holy desire 
which she renounced with utmost difficulty and great 
sorrow when she knew she was sure to die:

“Ah Gina! I am dying but then approbation [of our 
Congregation] will surely come!”
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Tomb of the Servant of God, 
Olga of the mother of God

Cemetry of Mestre 
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Thus she had renounced everything. The 
inscription on the cross erected on her grave said: 
‘Daughter of the Church grafted in Christ by Baptism.’

“All things are only means, my daughters, I 
repeated during my lessons; only the aim is worth and 
the aim is Love.” Olga was in Love while we are still 
exiles and perhaps still very far from our heavenly 
home! All things in this world, even the holiest, 
appeared to her in their transitory reality of images, 
riddles, mysteries, things and means temporary and 
contingent. She would not have returned to Mestre, 
Mother of Christ to be near her Tabernacle, to be 
with her Sisters, or to be with her Mother! Eternity 
was safer; the Blessed Mother up there was more 
beautiful; God, beheld face to face was truly Love! 

We went back to Mother of Christ with an infinite 
desire of heaven, and even the little homeless children, 
forgetting their supper, returned to St Julian’s, more 
silent than ever.

*                       

She died humble of heart like Little Therese. By 
accepting her oblation the Lord made the prediction 
of Mary of the Crucified Jesus concerning Olga 
unfulfilled: “This is the soul who, after being purified 
by suffering and washed by my blood, will lead the 
Congregation.”

“Oh, the prophesies of Mary of the Crucified 
Jesus!” she said smiling at Gina who was assisting 
her, “and now I am dying!”
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The day after her return to God, His Eminence 
the Cardinal Patriarch, like a loving father, came to 
visit us and after letting me give vent to my sorrow 
said: “She is a passion flower.” Then he told me to 
write down the memoirs of her short life for her dear 
Sisters’ edification. 

I was taken aback and somewhat hesitant. I 
reminded him that our first rule had imposed on us to 
‘write nothing either about us, or about our Work and 
to live hidden with Christ in God’. But he resolutely 
deleted this paragraph from the Constitutions and 
we accepted it remembering St. Raphael’s words: “It 
is good to hide the king’s secret but it is laudable to 
praise and publish God’s mercy.”

Recently, His Excellency the Bishop of Ischia 
asked me to write the biography of Olga for the 
edification of all. ‘I wish you would write the biography 
of that angel of goodness, Sr. Olga, your daughter in 
Christ Jesus, who died in the odour of sanctity. How 
much good that life of hers could do among the young 
folk!’ But that humble girl was not even tempted to 
think of it.

“Come on Olga, try and get well again” said Gina 
to her during the first days of her illness. “You can 
at least help our Mother a little.” The sick girl closed 
her eyes withdrawing herself into the depths of her 
inner recesses. “No, no, Gina”, she answered shortly. 
“I see before the Lord that I have been a burden to our 
Mother and to our Work. Our Mother has been ever 
so good! She has put up with me for so long. By losing 
me our Congregation will be rid of a burden.”
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But in her love, which was stronger than her 
humility, she made a consoling promise before their 
separation: “I will do as Little Therese did.”

‘I feel that I am going to enter into rest’, writes 
the Little Saint, ‘especially I feel that my mission is 
about to begin, my mission to make God loved as I love 
Him, to give the souls my little way. If God complies 
with my desires, I will spend my heaven on earth, till 
the end of the world. Yes, I wish to spend my heaven 
doing some good on earth. That is not impossible, as 
even in the beatific vision, the angels watch over us. 
No, I shall not be able to rest till there are souls to be 
saved. When the angel will say: ‘time is over’, then 
I shall rest, I shall be able to be happy, because the 
number of the elect will be complete, and all will have 
entered the reign of joy and rest.’

Like Little Therese, Olga too is active in paradise. 
We quickly noticed that from her new abode she is 
helping her family, her little Congregation and the 
Church. She works in the depths of her mother’s 
heart. Mrs. Gugelmo’s letters, with much deeper and 
stronger faith, reveal this with the same expression 
as that of her daughter: “I effusively embrace the 
second mother of Olga. I, so unworthy and in the last 
place, am her third mother.” 

Mother of Christ, sanctified by Olga’s suffering, 
flourishes with young folk as a little garden. At our 
Novitiate, through her inspiration, new lilies always 
bloom. Without losing anything of its sweetness, the 
intimacy of our little family is becoming more and 
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more spiritual because we all aim with a more ardent 
desire for the intimacy of the little home that Olga 
went to establish in heaven.

Among the news of her last chronicles was this 
little note: “May be we shall establish a branch at 
Mestre; its name will be: Mother Most Admirable.” 

“Olga”, I said to her in the first days of her 
illness: “If Our Lady works this miracle you will 
be the superior of Mother Most Admirable.” She 
smiled pleasantly. “But if you go to Heaven you will 
establish Mother Most Admirable in heaven and no 
house of ours on earth will be called by that name.” 
She smiled with greater warmth. In moments of calm 
her eyes frequently gazed at the shining sky beyond 
the veranda, and to those who wished her a speedy 
recovery she often replied: “I am going to Mother Most 
Admirable, to Mother Most Admirable!”

Now from her peaceful heavenly home she helps 
her Sisters left behind in this land of exile by inspiring 
recommendations like the ones she insistently 
proposed with such fidelity after my classes: “Let 
us rid ourselves even of spiritual things … We must 
not withdraw into our shell, not even the shell of our 
Congregation … Let us wish for nothing: neither 
house, nor sisters, nor superiors…”

Though she loved us very much, she had a firm 
desire for the ‘Everlasting Hills’ and the fulfilment of 
this wish has now filled her heart for all eternity. 
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“Sister Olga,” said the Archpriest to her during 
a visit in the hospital. “You are ready to work again 
without heeding fatigue; but you are also prepared to 
go to Paradise, aren’t you?” 

“Yes, Monsignor, I am”, she replied calmly, 
“whether I go or remain is all the same to me.”

*

‘We are flesh of the Crucified Jesus’, says St. Leo 
the Great, and for those who wish to save souls there 
is no time to waste, not even in spiritual satisfaction. 
Olga had never found time to withdraw into her own 
self; there were too many to save and she wished to 
save all of them. 

“For whom do you suffer, Olga?”
“For the Pope”, she often answered. 
“For our Cardinal.” 
“For Bishops.” 
“For the sanctity of priests” 
“For unity of the separated brethren and the so-

called united ones.” 
“For the person of…”
“For poor soldiers!”
“For mothers.”
“For sinners.” 
“For communists.” 
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This little Daughter of the Church did not want 
to forget anyone because Jesus died for all. We are 
all parts of the Mystical Body of Jesus some of whom 
are healthy while others are in need of healing: living 
members of the Church or those in need of revival. 
In order to reach out to everyone Little Therese 
had chosen the way of Love that consumed her in 
suffering. 

Olga directly aimed at suffering because “there is 
no greater love than this: to lay down one’s life for the 
loved ones.” 

She could have done so much good in the world by 
her enthusiasm, communication abilities and a knack 
for organization; instead she suppressed them for a 
life of obedience and encouraged this practice among 
her Sisters: ‘The Daughters of the Church shall not 
even do any good without permission because only 
those who obey, work with purity of heart for the 
Church’. 

She could have entered a cloistered Order where 
she would have found means, help, and perfect 
examples of sanctity. On the contrary she preferred 
our little mission where apostolate is an important 
programme and suffering is to be accepted ‘even to 
the loss of health and life’ in imitation of Jesus and 
for His sake. Any Congregation dedicated to apostolic 
works would have opened its doors to her, but Olga 
wanted to join us because there is much more to suffer 
in a new Congregation with privations, uncertainties 
and fatigue in abundance. 
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Not satisfied, during her spiritual exercises 
in 1941, she resolved to follow the programme of 
voluntary suffering suggested to heroic souls by St. 
John of the Cross: 

‘I will always try to be inclined: 

not to the easiest but to the most difficult; 

not to the most savoury but to the most 
disagreeable; 

not to rest but to toil 

not to the most but to the least; 

not to wish something but to wish nothing…’

We all can testify that this form of renunciation 
was her joy and she did not hide it. 

“Do you know that we have twenty orphan girls 
with us?” — She writes from Mother Most Pure. 
“They come from Mestre continuously menaced by 
bombardments. So we offer them our beds and sleep 
on the floor.  What joy!” 

The only suffering she missed was the 
incomprehension of her Sisters and her Mother. She 
could never be without respect:  we all esteemed her. 
She could neither wish to be forgotten because we 
loved her so much. Then she tried to demean herself 
by trying to be one among the rest but that was not 
easy because of her position as secretary and right 
hand of the Mother and an enthusiastic propagandist 
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of our mission. Even then she succeeded in it to some 
extent. ‘Oh my good Jesus’, she writes in her agenda, 
‘oh my good Mediator, teach me to be unseen even 
when I must show myself. My dear Mother, teach me 
to be unnoticed just as you did’. 

Our Lady heard her prayers and depreciated 
before my eyes the help which I had so earnestly asked 
for. Olga was precious… but every work she began 
failed … my right hand that she was did not succeed 
in bringing to completion any undertaking. During 
her last days we closed a convent where there was 
nothing much to do and we opened another one where 
there was plenty to do. This was a trial which made 
her suffer more than anything else, as she confided to 
Sister Gina, when she thought she was suffering from 
gastritis. “I had this problem some years ago after 
a great sorrow, and now it could be the same thing 
because the sorrow I feel in recognizing myself as 
slow in virtue, which doubtlessly makes our Mother 
suffer, is so great that I think it quite natural for my 
body to feel its effects.” Thus she became unseen to 
herself and ‘many pages of her suffering will never be 
read on earth’. 

Jesus however repaid her soon after her death, 
gratifying the two most ardent apostolic desires of her 
heart: to make the Church known and loved; to make 
the Blessed Virgin known and loved: the Anchors of 
salvation. 

“My daughters, the physical body of Jesus was 
Our Lady’s joy; His Eucharistic Body is our joy; His 
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Mystical Body will be our Heavenly Father’s joy, with 
all creation being redeemed and sanctified returning 
to His Heart.” 

“Mother”, Olga interrupted me enthusiastically, 
“let us ask our Patriarch for a Pastoral letter on the 
Church!” 

“Mother, let us write to our Holy Father asking 
him to issue an Encyclical on the Mystical Body and 
on the Mystical Neck (Blessed Mother)!” 

In fact the Papal Encyclical Mystici Corporis and 
its wonderful epilogue on the sweet Mother of Jesus 
and of all people, the path of divine grace and human 
supplications was published on the feast of St. Peter 
and that consoled us as a heavenly assurance that 
our “Passion Flower” (Olga) was dear to the Lord. 

Thus at the beginning of this twentieth century, 
when Pope Leo XIII was consecrating the world to 
the Sacred Heart of Jesus, a little victim was dying 
offering herself for it and God was granting all the 
apostolic desires of Little Therese who offered herself 
to the Merciful Love for the salvation of her brothers 
and sisters. It cannot be otherwise, because a little 
pure suffering is a pulsation of the Precious Blood of 
Christ in the humble creature in whom He continues 
His passion, and is ‘more useful for the Church than 
all the other works put together’.
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A letter (addressed to Mother Maria Oliva) from 
Bishop Ciro Scotti who died on May 5, 1943 in an 

odour of sanctity:

My good Mother,

Today is the feast of Our Heavenly Mother. It is a 
feast though it reminds us of her sorrows, those 
sorrows that no creature ever suffered or will suffer, 
and that qualified her to be “Our Lady of Sorrows” 
and “Queen of Martyrs”. It is a feast explained by that 
of September 15, which reminds us of the glorified 
sorrows of Our Mother. She saw Jesus die, without 
doing anything to save Him. Any other Mother would 
have tried everything to rescue her son from death: on 
the contrary the Mother of Jesus let Him go to death 
because she knew and she saw that the death of her 
“First-born Son” would secure life to her “second born 
children”. Blessed therefore are Our Lady’s sorrows; 
blessed is her First-born Son’s death.

Is it not our joy the most pure, our happiness the 
holiest and the fullest? Our Lady’s sorrows brought 
us joy. Her son’s death gave us life. These are the 
truths that my spirit beholds as a sweet vision, when 
I think of you and Olga.
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You Mother, saw the little daughter of the Church 
die, and she became a great sacrifice herself; our 
little great Olga, grown under Jesus’ eyes, or rather 
in Jesus’ arms was happy to give her life for the 
mission to which she had consecrated all her works - 
physical, intellectual and moral. You suffered seeing 
the good daughter torn from you, but you knew that 
her departure would secure her reward and a special 
protection, a powerful interceding agent for your 
other daughters. 

Olga suffered on parting from you and her Sisters, 
but suffered with heroic courage, with generosity, as 
she thought that from heaven she would be able to 
do more for the holy Institution of the Daughters of 
the Church. And I was glad of her death and of your 
maternal sorrow. In both these I saw a sign of approval 
of the Congregation loved by you and loved by her. I 
was happy and while offering the Holy Sacrifice to 
God yesterday I felt my spirit rejoice thinking that 
now the Daughters of the Church have laid a solid 
foundation to build the house wanted by God. Now 
this house is built on a solid rock. So I am not going to 
offer my condolences to you but my congratulations. 

The letter of the Cardinal Patriarch of Venice gives 
me ample proof for what I have said. Do you not see 
that just when the little sister was being consumed 
by her pains, on April 9th the Cardinal wrote that 
he had come up with a determination to help your 
Congregation?

The cornerstone was being laid for the building 
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of a great Institute destined to become a Religious 
Congregation on receiving official approval.

Let us thank our Lord therefore, who like a Divine 
Eagle pounced on the little Daughter of the Church, 
seized and took her up there, from where she will be 
able to look down on her Mother left behind on earth, 
and the little Sisters she loved so much, to follow 
them every moment, obtaining from Jesus graces and 
help that will lead them on the way traced out for 
them and make rapid progress while waiting to fly 
after the divine eagle.

This is my Easter wish for you, Mother, and for all 
the good Daughters of the Church: may you sing 
Halleluiah for Jesus’ Resurrection and for little Olga’s 
rebirth.

	 Bishop Ciro Scotti


