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Bishop Joachim M. Oldo (4)

San Angelo

July 9, 1748

May the Passion of our Lord Jesus Christ
be always in our hearts

Your Excellency,
Last night I read to my edification and devotion your esteemed letter dated June 29, and I blessed the Mercy of God for the great 
piety with which His Divine Majesty visits my poor and most needy spirit by means of your great charity. I will attribute to the 
great glory of Our Lord Jesus Christ my having so often the good fortune to receive your holy writings, which are of no little 
profit to me. The merit to you will always be greater – all the more so for it is a question of visiting one of the most needy sinners, 
such as I am, and “God knows that I do not lie.”
I rejoice in Christ Jesus that the building of the new, holy Retreat is going well. God knows how much I desire that everything 
conforms to holy poverty, according to the Rules. I trust in the Mercy of God that before they do the cells and corridor, I will be 
able, with your permission, to state my position. It is certain that to the extent that the Retreat is built in poverty that it will fit in 
with the holy recollection of the religious and, much more, to the edification and compunction of seculars. So, I have no doubt 
that your zeal will give strong and timely directives that the architect will not make the cells larger than ten palms, or at most 
twelve, and, if possible, even less. As for the corridor, I would have them not surpass six palms, or only a little larger. For the 
love of Jesus Christ and Mary Most Holy, do me the favor of issuing these directives.
With regard to the retreat house, the best plan is to have it the same as the housing for the religious, that is, the corridors should be 
joined except for a door that is closed when there are retreatants so that no one can go in there except the director who takes care 
of them. It might be well, when it is convenient, to have three or four rooms of greater size for any prelates or other personages 
who wish to come to make a retreat. I leave all this to whatever you will decide. Prostrate in the dust, I say with all the reverence 
I can: “Do what is in your heart, for the Lord is with you.”
I already know that by the Mercy of God there will be a large accommodation to give holy retreats to priests and clerics. If my 
boldness is not excessive, and much more my self-love, I ask you to instruct the architect that he first think of cells for about 
twenty religious, and that these be built first so that they may dry out quickly and the foundation can be established soon.
The sweat, labor, diligence, and other holy endeavors of your pastoral zeal toward the sanctification of your diocese have arisen 
in the Divine Presence as pleasing incense, and the work your great piety is accomplishing now crowns all your holy labors. I 
have a strong hope that, if “the Lord will give his blessing, our earth will produce its fruit.” For in addition to missions, there will 
be retreats, public and private, every year at the Retreat, and in the city frequent preaching of the divine word at feasts during 
the year, along with holy preaching and instructions. In that way Terracina will be “the good odor of Christ in every place.” This 
hope is implanted within my heart. Father Anthony utters the truth when he says this Retreat will be the delight of Jesus Christ, 
as the sweet Divine Shepherd will raise up on this blessed mountain holy sheep. In paradise your blessed soul will have an added 
accidental glory because “from day to day” you have been the instrument chosen by the adorable Divine Providence to sanctify 
these souls until the end of ages. So I hope, and I hope strongly, in the loving Wounds of Jesus, our true Life.
It has been years since I read about the foundations established by Mother Teresa of Jesus. However, I did not read them in order 
and not all of them. I want to reread them and make use of her holy counsel.
In order to obey Your Excellency, I say reverently that the sudden death of Bishop Abbati frightened me not a little. Even now I 
cannot forget it. I want to hope for the best. For us it holds beyond doubt a tremendous, hidden judgment. It seems certain that 
on that occasion there is great probability that he had not the slightest thought of death, with which he was suddenly assaulted. 
While I was preaching on the moment on which eternity depends, he was speaking with two priests, one a canon and the other a 
director of a religious congregation that I cannot remember. He was speaking about a litigation he won some years ago in Rome. 
He had one of his servants go to his library to get the printed account of the litigation and was continuing his conversation, when 
suddenly, seeing that he was well enough, flourishing, and in bed only because of a small pain in his big toe, diagnosed by the 
doctor as the beginning of gout, he stopped speaking. Since there was no change in his face, the two priests noticed nothing. After 
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a few moments the canon spoke to him in order to continue the conversation. Since he did not answer, he called out more loudly, 
but to no avail. They shook him, but it was no use. Then overcome by fear, they called for others, but the bishop was already 
dead. Oh, God! what displeases me is that neither of the priests thought to give him sacramental absolution. My hand trembles 
as I write this. I hope he was not in need of absolution. But in that tremendous moment, O holy God! it is a serious thing to come 
before the Divine Tribunal immediately to give an account of the diocese. “The judgments of God are a deep abyss.”
Before the sermon I had the large crowd pray for him, and he was in the moment of his greatest need. He had, in my opinion, 
another half-hour to live. For he died while I was fervently preaching on death, which the Mercy of God made me do with trem-
bling and compunction. After the meditation on the Passion of Jesus Christ, in which the people were in tears, I was given the sad 
news on the platform. You can imagine how I felt. However, I made a strong effort, and God made me restrained, so as to quiet 
the people. I do not know what more to say about this. I want to hope for the best. He was a giver of alms and had cooperated 
much in the foundation of the Retreat at Toscanella, which took place the fourth Sunday of Lent.
You have reason to rejoice much in the Lord. I cannot doubt that your death will be very peaceful and precious in the sight of 
the Lord.
I stand in fear and trembling, but I am not disturbed. I do not know that I have ever performed an act of virtue with due perfection, 
and everywhere I look, I find only defects. But I trust in the Mercy of God.
I am called by the Supreme Good to great perfection, but I have not corresponded, and so I find myself in a great quagmire of 
vices. Bishop, be moved with pity for this poor fellow. I would wish that for once I could put an end to my ingratitude. In your 
charity ask this grace for me from Jesus and Mary Most Holy.
I am loaded, and overloaded, with good occupations, and I have need of deep recollection. I would like to remain in the interior 
kingdom at the depth of my spirit, adoring the All-High in spirit and in truth, in order to make my prayer continuous, to mix, even 
unite, activity with contemplation – but, in my opinion, I am far from that.
I know the saying of a great Father: “The divine status comes to the soul from a continual remembrance of God and earnest be-
seeching him.” However, since this demands great interior purity, which I am far from, I remain buried in my miseries. Oh, how 
much I would like to say! But silence is imposed on me so as not to add greater sufferings.
Be moved with pity for me and help me with your holy prayers and sacred sacrifices so that His Divine Majesty will give me the 
grace to fish well for the true pearls of holy virtues in the sea of the sufferings of Jesus Christ and sorrows of Mary Most Holy. 
I end at the feet of Your Excellency, asking your holy blessing, and with profound reverence I once more affirm that I am and 
will be ever,
Your humble, obligated servant in the Lord,
Paul of the Cross


