Bollettino Salesiano, August, 2004                      
FRUITS OF THE PREVENTIVE SYSTEM

by Pascual Chávez Villanueva    

DOMENICHINO ZAMBERLETTI

THE SON OF THE MOUNTAINS

The Italian Salesian Bulletin for May 2003, on page 20, carried an article entitled “A Boy from other times,” referring to Domenichino Zamberletti. We reproduce some lines from it in the context of the strenna on youth holiness as the fruit of Don Bosco’s preventive system 

He was born on Sacro Monte di Varese  24 August 1936, in the shadow of the famous Marian shrine, the last of three children. He had an intense love for his family which they returned with great affection, as the expression of an upbringing rich in human and Christian qualities. He had such a great love for prayer that on one occasion he remained so recollected that when a Sister shook him and asked: “Haven’t you finished praying yet, Dominic?” “Is it time to go?” he replied in surprise. “I didn’t notice the time passing.” He had a special gift for music. While still quite small he began practising the piano in the Sacro Monte hotel his father and mother kept and where he was born. At 9 he was the official organist in the sanctuary. One day his father told him that on feast days he should play something new for the congregation, but that during the elevation he should play without following the music, just as inspiration led him, in other words he should let the spirit play  leaving room for whatever his heart suggested. He took the advice. And he must have produced exquiste melodies as on one occasion a lady enthralled by what she had heard asked him for the score. Dominic answered her gently: “I’m afraid I don’t have it. The music just comes to me from the heart…and I don’t remember a note.”  Another of his special joys were the altar servers whom he looked after with great enthusiasm. His greatest desire perhaps was to have the gift of bilocation so that he might be able to play  the organ and serve at the altar.

He had everything easy? Not at all. Dominic knew very well that what come easily doesn’t have  much value: it’s like the things that are cheap, whereas precious things are costly, and how! To remain a good boy cost Dominic a lot: pampered by everyone, treated with respect by the waiters and servants – economically his family were well off being owners of the Sacro Monte Hotel - he could have lived like a lord, But not he! He was always ready to give a hand to the domestic servants  though he was the proprietor’s son. Every day he took the milk float, then the tram to go down to school at the Salesian College in Varese. Intelligent, quick, curious, he was aware of the dangers that surrounded him, but with the guidance of his confessor, with prayer, mortification and the prompt and cheerful fulfilment of his duties he succeded where few others would have done.

In addition to his cheerfulness and even temper, what stood out was a deep interior life and his great charity towards the poor. A number of them came to the Zamberletti’s hotel, and Dominic had arranged for the kitchen to prepare an extra meal for the “hungry Christ.” This is the sort of youthful holiness of which there is urgent need, so as to give to the world, to society, a new Christian face that is so hoped for. 

At the beginning of January 1949, the first symptoms appeared of the illness that was to put an end to his dreams. Pleurisy. He was to be bed-ridden until he died. He prayed and offered up his illness, which was inexorable. He bore great suffering until 29 May 1950, when before breathing his last he said to his mother who was beside him: “Mamma I’m fine, I’m going to heaven.” He was just 13 and 9 months.
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