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Preface
In volume 1 of the Positio super Virtutibus on Saint Pio of Pietrelcina, there is a section in which is found a presentation of the depositions of the diocesan inquiry for the Canonization and which is subdivided according to the categories of the testimonies. The presentation is accompanied by a schematic evaluation of the quality of the deposits in order to facilitate the task of the Theological Consulters, who would then have had to study the ponderous probative material. In the section reserved to the diocesan priests, we read as follows:
“Keeping in mind the principle pointed out above (the duration of the time spent living with the Servant of God and the importance of the facts testified to de visu), the following graduation can be established: The first place has to be assigned to don Pierino Galeone, whose knowledge of the Servant of God extends for a period of twenty one years (1947-1968). His oral testimony, synthetic but essential, is very much elaborated on in the voluminous attachment where the text runs back over the story of his experience lived alongside Padre Pio. The virtues of the Servant of God are singularly outlined and exemplified in it. He records and transmits edifying anecdotes and precious teachings, includes references to extraordinary events, and individuates heavenly favours with which the Lord wanted to enrich his Servant for the good of souls.” (Positio super virtutibus Servi Dei Pii a Pietrelcina, vol. 1/1, pp. 309-310).

The testimony of Mons. Pierino Galeone, therefore, in the judgment of the compilers of the Positio, are most important in the light of having journeyed next to Padre Pio for such a long time. 
And in all truth, the name of Mons. Galeone is well known to whoever has had anything to do with Padre Pio, both while he was still alive in San Giovanni Rotondo and even after his departure, through listening to the stories as well as the teachings which concern him. As the Prefect of the Congregation of the Causes of the Saints, it was I myself who, on the 16th of June 2002, the day of the Canonization of Padre Pio, read the Petition to the Pontiff with which the supplication to have the Blessed Pio enumerated amongst the ranks of the Saints was made. The name of don Pierino Galeone was therefore not unknown and I had the honour of knowing him personally when, in December 2003, I was called to hold a Conference in San Giovanni Rotondo at the magnificent Centro di Spiritualita Padre Pio dei Servi della Sofferenza (The Padre Pio Spirituality Centre of the Servants of Suffering), the theme of which was “The Gospel of Suffering in the magisterium of John Paul II.” 
The present publication necessarily has an autonomous life apart from the deposit given in the process. Although having its beginning in the same experience of the extraordinary spiritual intimacy lived next to Padre Pio. Numerous treasures of notable value, which for various motives, we maintain merit being highlighted with particular attention, are found in the writings of Mons. Galeone.
First of all, his experience of life alongside Padre Pio encompasses the last twenty years of the earthly journey of the Stigmatized. Regarding this, it is useful to make a technical reference. The common doctrine of the Congregation of the Causes of the Saints was organized systematically by our Magister Prospero Lambertini, already the General promoter of the Faith of the then Congregation of the Rites and afterwards elected to the Pontifical threshold with the name of Benedict XVI. Papa Lambertini in the last ten years of the life of a Servant of God, fixed the duration of time necessary and sufficient to judge the eventual heroic exercise of the Christian virtues of this Servant. In fact, if it is true that a journey of holiness can initially be characterized by an ordinary and even uncertain conduct, it is indispensable that at least in the last decade that its distinguishing feature be the heroic grade of every single virtue. Providence places don Pierino next to Padre Pio really in the acme of his itinerary of sanctity, in the period of full maturity. It is superfluous to underline the value of this experience for whoever today wishes to know the living magisterium of Saint Pio and for whoever had the blessing of it in those years.  
A second reason which motivates our judgement on this written work comes directly from its content. In the draft, the author manifests a spiritual intimacy with Saint Pio which we maintain can be defined as exceptional. Just like a baby next to its dad, don Pierino awaits Padre Pio at every corner of the monastery, scrutinizes him with fear and veneration, prays and suffers, cries and jokes together with him. On the other hand, the welcome given to him by the Stigmatized appears absolutely extraordinary: Padre Pio shows a type of predilection towards the young priest of San Giorgio near Taranto. The special attention given to this son of his even becomes affectionate confidence: “Pieri – Padre” is their ordinary manner of saluting each other. This relationship between maestro and disciple unfolds in a reserved way, almost in secret, in the trustful and discreet sharing of the joys and the pains, of the tenderness and the bitterness of their own hearts. The intimacy matures in the fidelity of always being close to each other, above all in the trials. In his preaching and curing of the sick, Jesus had huge crowds alongside him, in the Upper Room the Apostles, on Tabor only three of his own and on Calvary only one. The profound tie which unites Padre Pio and don Pierino does not appear threatened by any of the adverse circumstances, not even by the real and personal persecutions, but is consolidated by the constant and maternal accompaniment of Mary, in whose school Saint Pio enrols his children. This bond lives out an admirable evolution. If at the beginning of the discipleship, the disciple knows his maestro personally - but not without timidity - with the passing of time the distances lessen ever more until all that remains is the space for the profound and deep reciprocal knowledge, a permanent exchange of gifts and the paternal and filial effluvium of love. 

The third pearl of this writing is the detailed analysis of the singular virtues of Saint Pio, elaborated with a spiritual precision that is almost surgical. In this exposition, don Pierino gives proof of an ascetical and mystical preparation that is uncommon and is evidently bound to a profound personal lived experience, rather than just being theoretical knowledge.   
Another element is the recourse to concrete episodes. It is really in this richness that we distinguish the priceless pearl of this written work. Don Pierino is not only a specially chosen son but is also a known rigorous and faithful scholar. The scarce food rations, the restricted times of sleep, the way of praying, the vivacity of the relationship with people, the caresses and criticisms, all are punctually noted by the Author with precious references to the dialogues and events of the penitents, friends and enemies of Padre Pio. “I have presented the facts”; this is the lapidary expression with which the Author concludes his work. Evidently, the attention to the concrete reality was a precious guide with which he applied his hand to the writing. Furthermore, when don Pierino has to refer to unusual happenings, phenomena which go beyond any natural explanations, he does it with objectivity. We can clearly say that the promise of concreteness has been maintained beyond the greatest expectation.

 With such great richness, a spontaneous question arises: Why not before now? Why did don Pierino want to remain almost distant from the catholic editorial during all these years, right from the beginning? And yet numerous writers, famous journalists and biographers of Padre Pio have drawn heavily from his rich testimonies. We know well that this question can find a response only in the light of his humility. In order to proceed with the publication he certainly had to yield to the constant insistence of the numerous spiritual children scattered throughout the world, and even this is a sign of Providence. Perhaps only today, now that the great clamour of the Canonization has quietened down, is it possible to speak of Padre Pio beyond any suspicion or conditioning. Whoever loves the saint will defend him and will always spread his message. This is all that interests our Author and for this too we thank him wholeheartedly.     
Card. Jose Saraiva Martins

Prefect of the Congregation of the Cause of the Saints

Vatican City, 11 February 2005

Liturgical memory of the Blessed Virgin Mary of Lourdes
Introduction
Padre Pio has been known in the world as the stigmatized friar and will always be known as such. 
The Lord wanted to make the signs of his crucifixion visible in Pio, but he kept his mystery hidden from everyone, even from Pio himself: This is why Pio used to write: “I am a mystery to myself.” 

Padre Pio always tried to hide everything: his stigmata, his wounds, the mystery of his crucifixion and his enormous mission throughout the course of the history of the Church and of the world.

I have seen Padre Pio to cry and to pray, to bleed and to suffer very much, but my eyes were incapable of seeing his spirit immersed in the ignominy of the Cross while he drank the chalice of the passion.
To those who asked him if they could suffer a little with him, he used to respond: “If I were to give you even just a tiny crumb of my sufferings, you would die instantly as if struck by a flash of lightning.”
Nobody, I think, will ever be able to know his mystery in depth; all one will ever be able to do is to point him out as a model disciple of Christ who renounced everything and carried not only his own Cross, but also the Cross of the world, received as a gift from the crucified Lord.

To us, his children, it is given only to point him out, just like John the Baptist did regarding Jesus: “Behold a meek lamb that the Lord has chosen and has associated with the Lamb of God on the altar of the Cross of the world.”

Whoever reads these testimonies of mine, given in the diocesan process for the canonization of Padre Pio, will notice at once, apart from the simplicity of the style, the reverential fear and the filial love, always attentive however to ravish them and, in the heart, to safeguard the precious moments in which he used to speak and pray, suffer and cry. Every effort was made to gather the crumbs which came from his lips when the personal mysterious facts used to escape him.

Jesus was the only One that I saw in him always. I have seen him in front of Satan, I have seen him cry because of sinners and I have seen how he was always paternal in giving relief to those who were suffering in body and in spirit.
John the Evangelist wrote that it was impossible for him to narrate everything that Jesus had said and done. He also affirmed that he had been a witness and had seen the side of his Master pierced open on the Cross.

I would also like to repeat together with him that I too am incapable of narrating everything that Padre Pio said and did during the time in which I have been at his side. However, I can affirm that I have been a witness of the charity of Christ crucified which used to burn in his torn-open chest, which many times I dared to kiss.

Don Pierino Galeone

Part One
The Spirituality of Padre Pio
1
My First Meeting
In February 1945, I became very ill with tuberculosis. I was in the Regional Seminary in Molfetta. From here I hurried away, hiding myself, because of the danger of it being so contagious. For about two years I subjected myself to the pnemo-thorax therapy.
In July of 1947, my mother allowed me to go with the magistrate of the place to San Giovanni Rotondo to ask Padre Pio for the grace of being cured. 

And so it happened.

As soon as I met with the Padre, immediately I had the impression of having met Jesus living in a man, more than just having met a saint. I was most happy.

At every possible moment I was always punctually present at the spot where he used to pass by to descend to the cell and to go back up again when it was time for Holy Mass and confessions.
I never allowed special occasions to escape me, such as those of remaining in the choir to pray with him or in the garden, or on the veranda to converse with him in the company of some friends -these used to come from everywhere to meet him.

In 1947, after a few days, we already thought the most of each other. With only a few words, but with many concrete signs, he let me know how much he really loved me. It seemed to me that he already knew me and understood me. In fact, he asked me many times when passing by next to me: “What’s your name again?” And straight away I’d respond: “Pierino” and he’d say: “But where are you from?” “From Taranto” I would answer immediately. And the Padre, with a contented and joking voice would say: “Ah! I see. So you are Pierino from Taranto?....I see! And from what townland are you?” “From San Giorgio!” “But which San Giorgio?” “San Giorgio Jonico, near Taranto”. “Oh, I see: so you are Pierino from San Giorgio Jonico in the province of Taranto.” 
With my eyes fixed on him, in silence, I took everything he said as approval.

Despite having the health problem, I used to get up as early (4.00 am) and many times I had the great joy of serving the Holy Mass for him. I used to remain in the sacristy to pray until the confessions for the men and the women were finished. I used to hold up the Patten for the Communion for him towards midday; this was when he used to give out Holy Communion after the confessions, before going back up to his cell.
In 1947, I remained in San Giovanni Rotondo for another twenty days. The people, seeing me so close to Padre Pio, used to send me to him to ask him many things: the fate of a loved one sent to Russia by the military, the healing of children, spouses, loved ones who were ill, solutions to family problems, such as peace, work, and the birth of children and so on.

The Padre used to respond to me always with sweetness and love.

He said to me one day: “Whenever you need something, send me your guardian angel and I will answer you.”

One morning, a mother in tears approached me in a hurry, just before Holy Mass, so that I would recommend her son to him. The Padre, in the meantime, had already arrived at the altar so I couldn’t manage to speak to him before the Mass began.

Moved by the tears of the mother and comforted by the invitation of Padre Pio, during the Holy Mass, for the first time, I sent him my Guardian Angel.  I recited the “O Angel of God” and I entrusted the message to him. 

With the Mass finished and after having kissed the hand of the Padre, I approached with discretion and I recommended with affection that same young boy. Padre Pio answered me: “My son, you’ve already told me this.”

 I understood immediately that the Guardian Angel had promptly alerted Padre Pio and the Padre had suitably provided by his prayers.

Humility, sweetness, his paternal sensitivity and his maternal tenderness had subdued me.

I used to see Jesus in him. Everything that he looked at, spoke and did, seemed to me as if done by Jesus Himself. 

His penetrating and profound glance, his firm and thundering voice, his slow, austere and solemn advance used to keep me lovingly anxious and used to make me hold my breath.

I really felt him to be Padre and I used to contemplate him as Sovereign, Dominator and King.

His stigmata wounds were an ineffable sign of love and pain for Jesus and for us. Every meeting was a total immersion in the truth, a sweet ruination in love; just to be near him was like standing next to a shady oak tree near a river: secure, serene and joyful. 
I was so taken by his charm that neither his wounds nor my illness used to block me in any way from the journey of the fusion of our hearts.
I remember having been very bad with a high fever. I was sleeping in a room with Pio Trombetta and Enzo Mercurio. I still hadn’t said anything to the Padre about my illness, and much less about why I really went to him.

It came to his attention that I had remained in bed with the fever, and not having seen me at his morning Mass, he sent for me. 

I, with high fever, went to the convent and asked to go to Padre Pio. They told me that the Padre was also feeling in bad shape and that he was in bed in room no. 5. 

I made for there, only to find Padre Pio dressed with the habit, stretched out on the bed, black in the face and with his eyes closed.

His nephew Mario, to whom I softly said, “The Padre sent for me”, was sitting at his bedside.
Mario didn’t answer me at all but made a sign to show I must wait.

After a few minutes wait, his painful condition had made a deep impression on me. Then, with a sudden movement of the eyelids, but without opening his eyes and with difficulty in speaking, he asked me; “Pierino, how are you?” Then there was silence. I remained a few minutes before going away. I thought to myself: how much he loves me! In spite of having so much suffering, he was thinking of me and worrying himself about a poor son.

Another morning the alarm never rang. I got up quickly but the breathlessness was impeding me from arriving at the chapel on time. At this point I wasn’t able for any more.

I don’t know how but suddenly I found myself beneath the convent. I entered the Church and managed to listen to the Holy Mass of the Padre. 

Still to this very day I have never managed to explain this fact to myself.

In the meantime, the day of my departure finally arrived. Finally, in the sacristy of the Chapel, after the confessions of the afternoon, I asked the Padre to make me well because every month I was forced to leave seminary to go for the cures which were practiced at home. Padre Pio looked at me, put his hand on my chest and slowly moved it around all the chest area until he came to the centre; here he stopped and with the fingers closed tightly together, gave me a thump on the chest and looking at me with pride said: “You may die of everything, but not this.”
But not content with such a gift, I promptly spoke up: “Padre, I want to remain in seminary for the whole year, I want to become a good priest.” “Ah, yes” he answered me “for a month only you will go home.” “No! Padre, not even a day at home, the whole time in seminary.” And he gently said: “My son, in March everybody goes home for the month.”

In July 1947, I spoke with the Padre again. From March 20th to April 20th 1948, all seminarians in the whole of Italy went home for the elections of April 18th of that year.
The following day, after the Holy Mass of the Padre, while he was in the gallery praying, I went to salute him. I was crying. “My son, no crying now or else you will have me at it as well with you.”

We embraced each other and with my heart in my mouth I went away from him.

This was the first meeting. Everything happened just as he had told me.

I remained in good health and stayed the whole year in seminary, except for the one month as predicted.

The elections of April 18th 1948, were most favourable for the Christian Democracy who won the absolute majority.
2
My Impressions
Fear and love were the fundamental impressions I had from Padre Pio and they remain as such up to the present day.
A fear that is not only reverential but is also one of content since he knew everything about me and had no human regard for anyone.

I had a love that was so great that I just couldn’t manage to detach myself from him, neither with the heart nor with the thoughts.
I was completely grabbed by him and I felt myself to be possessed by his love. I used to return again and again to San Giovanni Rotondo, both alone and in company and every time that I saw the Padre, I relived the impressions of the first meeting.
He used to look at me, we used to embrace and with two words: “Padre”, “Pieri”, the meeting used to finish. Padre Pio used to continue about his business and I used to follow him like a baby.

 I served the Holy Mass for him many times. I used to wait in order to salute him and to kiss his hand whenever he was either on his way or returning from hearing the confessions of the men and the women. Whenever I could, I used to work my way into line behind him in the convent; I managed to do it sometimes but not at other times.
I complained of it one time to Padre Pio himself, after I had received a right solemn scolding from Padre Augustine. Pio, with paternal affection said to me: “Have patience, Padre Augustine is good, even if abrupt; in heaven we will all be together and there, there will not be anyone to scold.

In 1948, when close to Padre Pio, I was more self-confident and less timid.

He was always so good towards me. I had little money, just enough for a few days only, so I asked the Padre to let me stay on longer with him. He smiled and provided for me.

Many people, seeing me so close to the Padre, were always sending me to ask him something.

I used to ask him for so many things: prayers, healings, miracles and solutions to situations of every type, even those which I didn’t understand: Padre Pio always responded most affectionately.

I used to run straight away to give the response to those who had asked me and then they, most lovingly, would invite me to lunch, to supper and so on; one time someone even bought me a vest, something which I didn’t have and they could see that I was frozen with the cold.
This is how things continued until I was ordained a priest in 1950. And even then as a priest all I had were the bare necessities.
I was in pain. I used to offer the Holy Masses every time for Padre Pio without any stipends.
One morning he said to me: “Pieri”, would you do me the charity of offering some Masses for my intentions?” “Yes Padre”, I answered. “Celebrate ten Masses for me.”
After a few days he gave me ten thousand lire: “Take this! This is for the Holy Masses which you are celebrating for me.”
I extended my stay in San Giovanni Rotondo for another week. I was so happy. After having returned home, all I had in my pocket was twenty lire but without any debts.
Before leaving, still a seminarian, I went to the gallery in the chapel to salute Padre Pio. Outside of the gallery, upon entering the corridor, with his head bent down, Padre Pio said to me: “Pieri, if you conduct yourself well through seminary, I will give you something nice when you come to me”.

Curiously, I suddenly asked, “What will you give me?” the Padre turned around, embraced me and gave me a big kiss: “This is what I give you”.

I was so happy. I followed him as far as the stairs, I looked at him again and then I left. 

In 1949, I stayed the whole month of July with the Padre. It was a year packed with events.

One morning when receiving Holy Communion, Padre Pio changed in appearance: it seemed to me that I had seen Jesus in priestly vestments.

Another morning, while Padre Pio was confessing Lucifer in the sacristy of the old chapel, I saw him again under the appearance of Jesus.

I will describe these two events further on.
3
The virtues of Padre Pio
The theological virtues
Heroism, for Padre Pio, was the only way to live. He just could not manage any other way.    
Each one of us, upon seeing him, used to say in our hearts: “I would never be capable of doing what he does.” An inevitable question was: “How does this man live in this way? Who gives him the strength to be so punctual with God always, continuously praying and listening to the people, being with them, responding to them with surprising wisdom?”

The faith

His faith was the only response.

In fact, it was faith that united Padre Pio with the thought of God and to his infinite intelligence. It made him know the spirit of God intimately and in Him every other creature as well. He used to penetrate into the life of God, right to the point of tearing open every veil of mystery, especially that of the Son of God, as far as is possible for human intelligence.

Through faith, Padre Pio used to descend into the spirit of Christ, in order to fully know the dimensions of his divine charity and of his salvific sufferings. His great faith used to make him live Christ: through being gifted with it, he knew what Christ knew and loved what Christ loved; he used to suffer the sufferings of Christ, used to live the same life and used to die the same death.

Through faith, Padre Pio used to lose himself in Christ, so that Christ would live in him. Through faith God used to dwell in him and he in God: in fact, it is this that makes the just live, moves sinners to conversion, moves mountains and grants salvation.
By means of the faith, man conforms himself to the image of Christ. To see Padre Pio was the same as seeing the living Christ.

The spirit and the life of God were in him in such a powerful way that, to put it like this, it was not difficult for us to notice the features of Christ, even in the body: the way in which he used to look and his solemn advances, his manner of speaking and smiling, his way of praying and his way of crying.
At the altar, then, it was necessary to battle against oneself in order not to believe that it was Jesus in person that one was looking at, so much did he resemble him.
The faith of Padre Pio was the principle foundation and the root of his divine intimacy. The thoughts, words and works of Padre Pio were nothing other than the thoughts, words and works of Jesus. 

Padre Pio and Jesus were one single thing.

 One morning, after the confessions had finished, I asked Padre Pio to give me a thought of Jesus. He formulated it for me so instantly and so naturally that it left me in doubt as to whether what he was telling me was only from himself or really was from Jesus.
So, I said to him: “Padre, that’s fine! But what you are telling me is your own thought, so now, come on and tell me the one of Jesus”. And he answered: “My Son, the little thought that I have given you is really that of Jesus!”
 I remember how I remained struck by the way that he spoke of Jesus so naturally
One afternoon I asked him in confession: “Padre, is it of Jesus or of the devil that I know what is in the heart of those who come to me?” “It is of Jesus”, he answered, “Actually, the greater the faith you have in the practice of the Word of God, all the clearer will you see into the heart of man.”
Padre Pio had such a great faith that he really knew the heart of Christ and the heart of every man who approached him. He himself confirmed to me that he could see the past, present and future of whoever presented themselves to him.

It was really through his knowledge of the mystery of Christ and of each person, by means of the faith, that Padre Pio was able to find the incentives to love and serve Christ crucified in the brothers and sisters who were the crucifiers; in this way he became the perfect victim, the stamped crucified, the father of many children.

We always saw him as serene, visibly curved under an invisible cross, but happy in the sufferings.

We believed we had met the crucified Christ: we used to feel the desire of heaven, the love of virtue, the horror of evil, the contempt for sin and especially the joyful willingness to suffer.

We never tired of looking at him, of praying together with him or of always being alongside him to discover the attitudes of Jesus in every movement of his. 

We were all convinced that Jesus was alive, present and operating in Padre Pio in such a way as to represent his face and his most authentic behaviour in a singular way in him.

Right words and wise judgements, edifying actions and evangelical scenes were the images and concrete facts of every day. 
The continuous prayer, the assiduous testimony and the generous charity radiated throughout all the days of Padre Pio.
The hope
His solid faith grew in hope and operated in charity with a sustained and constant rhythm.

Apart from being a man of faith, he had become the maestro of our hope: in him we felt the desire of God, the certainty of reaching him in heaven and the serene expectation of obtaining the necessary means to overcome every difficulty, to practice virtue and to even become saints.

Amongst the innumerable adversities he was always supported by a living faith that was profoundly based on the omnipotence and goodness of God; this communicated a firmness to him that nothing could make collapse.

The humiliations, the contradictions and the persecutions never disturbed his peace of spirit or the balanced humour of his behaviour in any way whatsoever.
The love of God - to whom he was united in an indissoluble way - and the desire to save souls, for whom he used to offer his life of victimhood without interruption and with an incomparable crescendo, sanctified him right to the point of being able to merit all those necessary means of salvation for those whom the Lord entrusted to him in the course of the centuries.

Padre Pio knew his mission very well, which was not only limited to the contemporary world, but had such an intense and broad framework that it seemed to surpass all limits of space and time.

Detached from the earth and extended towards the future, he was like a hawk with its eyes fixed on the crucified Christ, our hope; it was He who gave great efficacy to his prayers, an invincible confidence in His presence and an ardent launch for a fruitful and relentless work ethic.
The Charity
He used to avoid the grasp of men so as to remain ever more in the grip of Christ. He paid no attention to the adversities or to the triumphs, driving straight forward amongst the snares and the acclamations, without ever taking his glance away from Christ.
The wounds never caused him to yield; instead, he was attentive to feeling more profoundly in Christ the wishes of the heavenly Father, the desires of the divine Mother, the invocations of the children, the moaning of sinners, the cry of the innocence, the lament of the suffering, and the groaning of the dying.

Padre Pio knew exactly the voice of every child which had been had been generated by him in pain and love, in tears and in blood.
He used to live with us. His living was Christ and in Christ he lived the life of each one of us and of those whom Jesus had entrusted to him.

The continuous gift of self to Christ was nothing other than the continuous gift of self to each one of us: priest in the High Priest, perfect victim, as far as is possible, in the Divine Victim, co-redeemer in the Redeemer so as to be ever more father of the children.

The ardent fire of love used to devour him much more than did the consumption by the suffering and pain. 
The suffering of the crucified Son together with the love of the celestial Father were dwelling in him.

We wanted to see, and in fact we did see, in his unique face, the Father who loves and the Son who suffers.

The generous and relentless, the strong and sweet, the joyous and suffering work rate, were the efficacious signs in him of the presence of the Spirit of the Lord.
His love was tender and paternal and through him one knew the way in which God loves.
He loved his neighbour, just like Jesus did, giving his life for him; he used to see God in his neighbour and strove to do all so that the neighbour would return to God.

His charity was integral: the mind was always directed towards God, the will was in continuous and perfect submission to the will of God, the heart held all affections in subordination to the love of God, and all forces were at the service of God and of neighbour.

Love used to transform his yearning spirit to resemble God, so much that the mystery of the Word was repeated in him: the Life of God made itself visible. God is love and love is the perfection of God, that is, the sanctity of God.

Padre Pio, man made in the image and likeness of God, reached his perfection in love. Perfection, which is found in charity, is the gift of self. The essence of the gift of self is the firm will to give oneself and this requires immolating oneself entirely for God and for his glory.

Charity towards neighbour in Padre Pio was always the unique charity which embraced God, loved for himself, and neighbour, loved for love of God.

Sanctity, and therefore love, is in the gift of self, right to the point of self-immolation for the glory of God and for the salvation of others.
The cardinal virtues and the moral virtues

Charity includes all the virtues, not only faith and hope, but also the cardinal and moral virtues. These last are the head of the four cardinal virtues since they concern the faculties of man and they record his behaviour: the intelligence is regulated by prudence, the will by justice, the irascible appetite by fortitude and the concupiscence appetite by temperateness.

Each one of these cardinal virtues can be considered as a kind from which other species of moral virtues derive: the virtues of religion, of humility and of obedience are species derived from justice; poverty and chastity are species derived from temperateness; patience and constancy are species derived from fortitude; wisdom, equilibrium and dominion of self are moral virtues which derive from the cardinal virtue of prudence.

To speak of these virtues is to describe Padre Pio; whoever knew Padre Pio, recognized these virtues in him.
Prudence

The thoughts, the intuitions and the affections, the sentiments and the wishes of Padre Pio were always wisely balanced by a sane reason, illuminated by a faith that was perfectly conformed to the teaching and to the example of the Lord, and was sustained by a prayer that was never interrupted and was always immersed in God.
People of different races, religions and cultures used to find a unique illuminating force in Padre Pio; he used to examine each request with maturity, resolve it with sensible judgement and used to grant it with modesty and simplicity.
He was a shrewd and resolute man, without prejudices; he operated with prudence, caution and with due precaution. When faced with the unexpected, he didn’t become upset: his constant refuge was prayer. 
His simplicity used to touch the apex of maturity by truly combining together justice and goodness, sweetness and strength, austerity and tenderness - in the care of souls - as well as the exuberant solicitude of love and perfect chastity, the interior life at the highest grade and lucidity in affairs that concerned himself as well as others. 

He used to speak with words and without words.

His humble language was the testimony.

In the confessional he was a judge, maestro, medic and especially father.

On the altar he was priest and victim, crucified and risen, representative of Christ and of all those in exile. He was sensitive and delicate towards neighbour: he respected the reputation and the honour of each of us; better still, he used to help us to recover them if we had lost them.

He was attentive to avoiding judgements and vicious gossip about anyone as this last was something worse.

It pleased him to tease, but he did it with so much sweetness that it was a pleasure to joke with him and above all to see him smiling and amused.
When he engaged in conversation with us he was lovable, while he was prompt and punctual in the service of God.

The Holy Mass and the Divine Office, adoration and the visit to the Blessed Sacrament, the way of the Cross and the holy Rosary were celebrated with assiduous continuity and constancy without defect.

Justice
Jesus communicated to him the joy that comes with self-application to the praise of the Lord in prayer, together with the spirit of victimhood and granted him also to participate in the sentiments of the virtue of religion, enriched by the gift of piety.

Padre Pio felt, with simplicity of spirit, humble submission to God in doing his will, in prayer, in remaining recollected before the altar, in making the perfect genuflection and in the devout bowing before the Crucifix and in front of an image of the Madonna.
Obedience

Equally, he was submissive to the superiors whom he respected and venerated, to the great edification of all who were present.
With just the appearance of the Guardian Father or, even more so, of the Provincial Father, Padre Pio, if he was seated, stood up, if he was walking he never neglected to give a bow towards them, if standing still, he remained in humble listening.

His exterior submission allowed all that was interior to become transparently clear; he submitted everything to the superiors: the will, the mind and his physical behaviour.

To the bishops who used to go to visit him, he used to get down on his knees to ask them for their blessing and they, in their turn, would then ask him for his and afterwards he used to kiss them on the hand devoutly.
Whenever he was not able to kneel down he contritely said, while kissing their hand: “Excuse me if I cannot kneel down.”
In front of all his fellow brothers, younger in age and not always perfect in fulfilling the office of superior, Padre Pio never showed a different behaviour.

 His submission was supernatural in intention, universal in its extension and integral in its execution. Even to the strangest commands he submitted in a punctual, constant and serene way.

He used to teach us by word and example: “Whoever obeys is never wrong”, “Obedience is mother and guardian of every virtue”, “Obedience gives perfect security”, “Obedience transforms every occupation into virtue”, “Whoever obeys, never loses but always wins.”
Submission became complete reduction of his ego to zero. Both in his countenance and in his way of operating, as well as in body and spirit, Padre Pio no longer had anything of himself: “His living was only Christ”.

Fortitude

From Jesus he had an exceptional and supernatural fortitude to pursue the good, to repress every fear and to avoid temerity, and just like Jesus, he too was resolute, courageous and constant.  

Padre Pio gave his attention to sanctifying himself above all and then to sanctifying others; therefore he concerned himself with undertaking and pursuing great and difficult works.

He used to say that for one to sanctify himself it is necessary to know how to suffer, putting up with sufferings, illnesses, and calumny and how to fight against the fear of penances, of dangers, of criticisms and of the displeasure of friends.

He forced himself to imitate the soul of Jesus, both during his hidden and public life, as well as during his passion, death and burial.
He revealed to me one day that he had told Jesus: “Don’t forget! I want everything to be buried with me”. His participation in the sufferings of Christ was total.

 He cultivated the gift of fortitude; this communicated to him the generous disposition to immolate himself for God and to suffer in the slowly burning fire which is a martyrdom that consists in the renewed force of doing everything for God and of suffering everything for his glory and for his brothers and sisters.

Out of love for God and in union with Jesus crucified, he put up with all the physical and moral sufferings with tranquillity of soul. His meditation and contemplation on the passion and death of Jesus made his soul more noble and generous in giving fulfilment to the salvific mission of the Redeemer.

His heroic patience and love for suffering gave birth in his heart to the wisdom of the cross; in this lies the secret of his mission of apostolic redemption until the end of the world.
One day in confession he explained to me the itinerary  of suffering: above all it is acceptance of suffering from God in order to repair the past, to purify the soul and to fight and win against everything that is disgusting; then one has to embrace the sufferings with ardour and resoluteness, with the joy of journeying together with Christ along the painful route of suffering, from the crib to Calvary: one admires, praises and loves all the suffering states of Jesus - the poverty, the exile, the obscure words of the hidden life, the burdensome sufferings of public life and the physical and moral sufferings of the long and painful passion.
The soul feels more courageous when faced with suffering or sadness and stretches itself lovingly on the naked cross next to Jesus, compassionately resting the glance on him, while listening to what comes from his lips: “Blessed are those who suffer for love of justice”.
The hope of participating ever more in glory with Christ makes the crucifixion with him bearable, all the way to rejoicing in the miseries and in the tribulations.

To suffer with Christ is to love him and console him perfectly.

The desire and the love of suffering become ever greater the more the love of Jesus and of souls becomes.

Perfect love and perfect suffering lead the soul to become a perfect victim, disposed to asking for exceptional sufferings, whether to make reparation to the glory of God or to obtain great favours for both the living and the dead.
Padre Pio made known to me that he both asked for and obtained, not only to be a perfect victim, but also to be an eternal victim: that is, to remain a victim continuously through his children with the scope of prolonging his mission of co-redeemer with Christ until the end of the world.
He told me and confirmed to me that he had a mission from the Lord, the mission of being a victim and a Father of all victims until the last day.

Because of this, his constancy knew no yielding, tiredness or discouragement.

Padre Pio knew well that perseverance is a gift from God and he used to remind me of it too; he knew the duration of his life and he never lost a moment of time, suffering while loving and loving while suffering with Christ for his brothers and sisters.
His strong convictions gave him a profound distrust of himself and an unlimited confidence in God.

The secret of his singular fortitude came to him from the devouring fire of his love. This was stronger than death because of his love for Christ and for those of future generations; it even consumed him to the inner depths of his being. Nothing more could separate him from the love of Christ. God was his fortitude and he was ours.
Temperateness 
Temperateness made his fortitude stable and constant.

It brings equilibrium and moderation to the two functions of the organic life: eating and drinking - which conserve the life of the individual - and to the acts which have as their end the conservation of the species.
From the anecdotes which I have narrated I have revealed that Padre Pio used to eat and drink very little. There was no proportion between the calories assimilated and those consumed each day.
He used to sleep very little. He was always awake and used to pray, whether resting on the bed or seated on the couch. He used to recite from fifteen to twenty entire Rosaries daily. And to my question: “Padre, in order to say many Rosaries, do you not sleep at all at night?” And he answered, “Ah, yes”.
Chastity

The chastity of Padre Pio was austere, delicate, dominated by a perfect lordship and made angelic by a special privilege which exonerated him from any disordered motion.

His mortification was total and perfect because of which he managed to discipline and dominate the body and the senses. His chastity, as he declared to me one day, has never been tarnished by any voluntary weakness, not even the least.

Before the normal age of the use of reason, he told me that the Lord never allowed his body to be seen or touched, except by the parents and even then only out of necessity.

Padre Pio defended the virtue of chastity with generosity and firmness, by means of a profound humility which produced in him distrust and the avoidance of all occasions; it also produced the mortification which exposed all evil to the very root, the faithful commitment to all the duties of his state in life - which prevented dangers - and the love of God which did not allow any space for dangerous affections.

In the garden one day Padre Pio said: “Although I am aware of never having committed any sin, I don’t know if I am acceptable to God because I don’t know if I have corresponded completely to the gifts which he has given me”.

He used to say: “As long as there is a drop of blood, it is necessary to always be on the alert and to fight”; “Be persevering in the good”; “Resist the evil one and he will flee away from you all”; “While fighting confidently in the Lord and in the Holy Virgin, the help will never be lacking for you or will never delay in coming!; “Be faithful! After nightfall, the day always comes”.

Padre Pio was affectionate and reserved, austere and lovable, strong and gentle. He used to caress the babies, but never allowed them to hold his hand to kiss it; he preferred to move it away with a delicate briskness, in such a way that only an attentive penitent managed to touch it with the lips.
When close to women he managed to pass by like an angel: the resounding voice, the chord held in his hand, the penetrating and sharp glance kept an eye on whoever was there.

And whenever someone did manage to touch him, as soon as the Padre would turn around to see who had done it, like the woman in the Gospel, she would then tremble with fear for having been so daring. Even myself, one time when I ended up being squashed amongst a throng of women, together with a medic, Doctor Francesco Baisi, I looked at the Padre; loudly, but with a sweet severity, he spoke: “Leave them pass, do ye not see that ye are suffocating them? Immediately, an opening came and we reached the Padre.
His presence was our best defence. 

When we were near him we felt just like babies: the thoughts, the affections and the senses were so ordered that it seemed as if we were in another world.

Whenever we were far away from him, we noticed how ugly the world really was.

 The familiarity with Padre Pio was noble and humble, no showing of affection, but rich in joy: we were near, or better still, stuck to him, to his warm and paternal heart, without feeling anything other than him and his most pure perfume.

 The humility of Padre Pio, together with his distrust of self, was made perfect by the immediate escape of all occasions.

 He used to see everyone, but did not look at anyone. 

At times he used to ask me the name of someone of whom he would give a detailed description, so much so that it used to leave me surprised and in wonder.
He used to walk with his eyes cast downwards always, but whenever he raised them nothing or no one escaped him.

He could see the outside and the inside, the matter and the spirit: without looking, he could see what we were unable to see by looking.

I was praying in the gallery one day with him. It was around midday. 

Then, suddenly, he got up and turning around in a spurt he called me: “Come here” and with a strong tone continued: “Do you see that woman?” “Which one?” I asked. “The one who is on the left of the high altar!” he added. “Yes!” I answered. “Go down and chase her away out of here!”

I went down quickly, went to the presbytery, but found no one.
Desolated I returned to the Padre who, while descending the stairs to go to the refectory, was praying continuously.

“Padre, she disappeared!” “What? How’s that possible?” Did you not manage to chase that scandalous woman out of here?” he said to me quite mortified. “Padre, the presbytery is completely deserted”.
He looked at me in great suffering and lowering the eyes straight away, continued to pray, slowly descending the stairs.

One day, after the confessions, a young nun was waving considerably from amongst the crowd to reach the Padre. She managed to get near and started to ask something.

“Are you going to quit acting the ballerina or not?” the Padre shouted severely. 

The firmness, obviously keeps danger at bay and puts the occasion to flight: virtue and good reputation demand reserve and discretion.

One afternoon we were on the veranda. A man approached the ear of the Padre and whispered something. Padre Pio harshly shouted at him: “Young fellow, have you no shame throwing yourself on someone like that?”

The Padre spared no one. What’s more, he had pity for no one, religious or laity, educated or ignorant, noble or humble.
He confronted every danger without respite and with a determination that could not be appeased. He used to smoothen the road ahead and clean the terrain so that we would be able to meet with Jesus only.

Because of this, being near to him meant we felt only peace and love. His reserved manner of conversation allowed no space for useless conversations. His paternity managed to combine austerity and familiarity together.
The seriousness of the behaviour of the Padre did not diminish the tenderness manifested by the children, but did bring forth a proper veneration which clothed the gestures and words given to him. 
It seems that there is a contradiction in the expressions of Padre Pio: “Since I was fourteen years old, the Lord exonerated me from the temptations against holy purity” and in contrast to this he says: “brute images against purity torment me”; the first one he spoke to me, the other was written by him in his letters.

Now I want to explain how, according to me, there is no contradiction.

The temptation is a solicitation to evil which comes from our enemies: the world, the flesh and the devil.

Temptation is necessary for to merit reward, to purify the soul and to make it progress in virtue.

It is like a providential frustration which wakes one up, it is a school of humility and of love of God.

There are three phases to temptation: suggestion, pleasure, consent.
The moment of suggestion is when the evil is proposed: the eyes, the fantasy and the mind can receive the attractions of the evil in a more or less live way.
The occasion is the beginning of the time of the suggestion.

The suggestion, in spite of all its danger, is not sin. Furthermore, it can be allowed by the Lord to strengthen the will and make the reaction more immediate.

The horror of evil violates the sense of disgust and the more it does so the more instantaneous is the reaction of the will.
The horror of evil, pushed to the maximum grade, leads to the desire of death rather than seeing the evil.

The constant and perfect fleeing from the occasion - Padre Pio used to say to me - grounds the enemy, annihilates to the very root every stimulus to pleasure and eliminates, not only the fact, but also the possibility of the consent to sin. 
Perfect purity is what is verified through the prompt and immediate reaction when faced with an occasion of suggestion.

The horror of evil, the acceptance of torture for the sole purpose of pleasing Jesus, the desire to die rather than to commit a sin, even in the slightest thing, are valid arguments which completely exclude voluntary suggestion in a definitive way.

The devil, however, when he verifies the resoluteness of the will of a soul and cannot find any space in it because of the strict vigilance, he presents impure images in the dreams or even appears himself.

The just, in this case, can be afflicted by indescribable spiritual torments regarding trust in God, peace and simplicity of heart, which even excludes the view of the least shadow of evil.
Padre Pio certainly never committed a sin against purity, neither mortal nor venial, as he used to tell me; he also told me that he had been exonerated from the pleasure of the flesh, even involuntarily; suggestion has never been voluntarily provoked; the involuntary suggestion, in dreams or through diabolical apparition, was what he had but only as torture of the soul and not as a disturbance of the senses.

In a letter of 1910, Padre Pio wrote as follows: “…The demon can’t give himself a moment’s rest from trying to make me lose my peace of soul and diminish in me that great trust which I have in the divine mercy. And this he forces himself to obtain, principally by means of the continuous temptations against holy purity which he tries to stir up in my imagination, and at times even with a simple glance at things which I would say are not holy, but at least indifferent. I have to laugh at all this as things not to care about….However, it does bother me…not being certain if at the first assault of the enemy I was quick with the resistance. Certainly, upon examination of myself right now I would prefer death before deliberately offending my dear Jesus with a single sin, even the least.”

The anger of the devil, the insult of the involuntary suggestions, the scornful indifference of Padre Pio, the pain of not being certain of the instantaneous resistance at the first assault, the desire to die rather than to sin, even in the slightest manner, the will to suffer solely to please God, the need to write to the Spiritual Father and the proposal of a general confession, clearly explain, on one hand, the exceptional anger of the demon who tries every possible means to introduce thoughts of filth and of desperation into the heart of Padre Pio, even altering behaviours of his secular life, and on the other hand, the most tenacious resistance of the mind and heart of Padre Pio, not yet against the insults to the flesh but to the snares in the spirit concerning the certainty of the rejection at the very first assault.

And this is not a doubt about yielding but the desire of perfection.  
Therefore, he writes of his present pains and asks for the general confession in order to be assured in an authoritative way that the serenity which he feels is of God and that the tortures which his soul and not the body feels, come from Satan.

Padre Benedict responds: “A general confession is not advisable….and is by no means necessary. The fear of having committed sins is illusory and is a torment caused by the devil. Forget about him for good….” “Therefore, console yourself with the thought that you are in the divine arms like a child in those maternal arms and sleep sound, certain of being guided to where you will find your greater advantage.”

The humble distrust of self in Padre Pio does not diminish his sincerity of heart in any way, it actually guarantees it all the more.

His pains are real, but are confronted in the light of the profound sensitivity of his soul and of the authoritative witness of his Spiritual Father.

The heroic humility of Padre Pio, who on the date of the letter quoted, the 12th of  April 1911, already had the invisible stigmata, adds greater splendour to his angelic purity as perfect and eternal victim.
Humility
The humiliation of the children and the rebukes by the superiors used to mortify him, but never disturbed him.

Humility did not impede Padre Pio from recognizing and admiring the supernatural gifts received; instead he used to direct all his admiration and thanksgiving to God.
Humility taught him that he was nothing and because of this he used to love being hidden away, loved the oblivion; it reminded him continuously that he was a poor man and was subject to 0riginal sin, just like everyone else, because of which he justly merited all the displeasures and every tribulation.
He used to render ordinary what was extraordinary; in conversation he always left the initiative to the others and only when interrogated did he speak himself.

His laughter was reserved. His laugh was never scornful, noisy or disrespectful.

Also, in speech he was simple and meek; he always conserved the seriousness and the sobriety of the sage.
When walking, sitting or standing on his feet, he was modest and without any affectation.

He was humble and docile in his being and in his way of operating. His humility was the most convincing testimony of always being before God and of always finding himself disposed to every sign of the Lord.
Poverty
Poverty defeats the disordered love of the goods of this world. Padre Pio’s love was God alone; in him there was nothing other than the love of Jesus and of souls. As for the goods of this world, he just couldn’t care less about them, both because his heart was full of love for God and because the use of the goods of this world was so limited that it would not even have amounted to what was convenient or necessary for any other person.

The base occupations, his mending of the vests and the delicacy of not bothering his fellow friars are all signs of profound humility.

One day, while walking at his side, I noticed on the habit of the Padre, on the right of the chest, a large patch which was very badly repaired.

I was struck by it and asked: “Padre, who did that mending for you? How badly it looks on you!” “Be quiet.” He continued to walk along, remaining serene and indifferent, praying constantly.

Having gone out of the gallery, I still hadn’t finished looking at that awfully mended patching and I was thinking: “Even amongst the patches our Padre is royal!”
The Lord however arranged differently.

Padre Pio loved Jesus so much in his suffering brothers and sisters that he gave them the gift of his complete self. In his turn, Jesus gave Padre Pio so many heavenly favours that he made him become the most desired man on the face of the earth.

Spiritual gifts used to come from Jesus, which Padre Pio used to distribute to the needy in both body and spirit. In return, from those brothers and sisters came the charitable offerings which Padre Pio used always and only for those who were suffering.
Padre Pio offered sufferings, Jesus increased his favours and the pilgrims made offerings.

All was consumed in the charity of Christ.

The offerings which came to Padre Pio from every part of the world were so innumerable that they convinced the Vicar of Christ to dispense Padre Pio from the vow of poverty, so as to leave him with greater freedom to use each thing according to the wishes of God.

It was easy for Padre Pio to know the will of God: he used to give his sufferings in charity for those who were suffering, who then used to give charitably for others who were suffering.
On the platform of love and of suffering, Padre Pio mobilized heaven and earth: Jesus used to grant the favours, and men, the charity. Padre Pio was the mediator between Jesus and the brothers and between the brothers and the suffering.

He was consumed on the cross, poor and stripped of everything, so that he would obtain all the more from Jesus; he would then have more returned to him from the brothers and sisters for those who were suffering.  

Padre Pio has been a true Servant of the Suffering of Christ for others.

The house of the Relief of the Suffering has hidden this mystery of the poverty and of the richness of Padre Pio within itself.

He became poor, but Jesus with his gifts, and men with their charity, enriched him so much that he always had what was necessary to give relief to whoever was suffering.

Padre Pio confided in me that, just as he will continue to remain a victim in his children until the end of the world, Jesus too will continue to bestow his favours from heaven and men will continue to offer charity from all over the earth.

The perfect poverty of the crucified Padre has generated in Christ the perennial richness for so many children who suffer.
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The little flowers of Padre Pio
Padre Pio and Padre Augustine

The humility of Padre Pio was such that it united the convinced awareness he had both of his nothingness and of his greatness with a rare simplicity.

Padre Augustine was in his bedroom, suffering as he lay stretched out on the bed. Returning from the confessions, Padre Pio stopped at the door of the cell to salute him and, jokingly, said: “Hey! What are you doing in bed? Get up out of it!”
Padre Augustine, infuriated, shouted: “Padre Pio, quit it! Do you not have any pity for one who is poor and suffering?”

The Padre, pale, remained silent with the eyes downwards. Then, he said: “My brother, how do you feel?” And after a bit, with the head bowed, he went away to his cell.
Padre Pio and Padre Emilio

We were on the veranda one day. The Guardian, Padre Emilio, arrived breathing heavily, stopped right in front of Padre Pio and, with a strong tone, assaulted him like this: “Padre Pio, I told you not to send anyone to me! Why do you send the people to me?”

“Padre Superior, I haven’t sent anyone to you. If you don’t believe me, ask Pierino who has been here with me all the time.”

The Padre Guardian turned on his heels and went off out of sight. Padre Pio, with the eyes low and the face serene, continued to stay with us lovingly. In all truth, he had not sent anyone to the Guardian Padre.

Padre Emilio, the first to die, sent a letter to Padre Pio in which he was excusing himself and asking forgiveness for the bad treatments and humiliations which he had given him in private and in public.  
Padre Pio and Ettoruccio

Padre Pio had just finished confessing and was slowly moving along towards the corridor of his cell.

His relative, Ettoruccio, approached him and started to lament to him of how he is never considered for anything, of how he is always chased away like a dog, of how he can never say a word, and so on, with this kind of tone.

The Padre, tired and curved, was walking along while praying. Ettoruccio, with an unexpected release and with a loud voice, said: “See, uncle (this is what he used to call him), even you don’t answer me! I am right to say that you don’t think well of me! What did I do?”
Padre Pio sweetly responded: “Nothing.” “Well, why do you treat me like this then?” Ettoruccio responded straight away.

The Padre, with sweet humility, said: “My son, do you not see how they continuously put me on the cross? And the strangers, not wanting to take it from me, I vent the anger at you who are a relative and who knows how much I want the best for you.”
Ettoruccio, not sweetened in any way by this, exclaimed: “Uncle, please, vent the anger at the others and no more at me because I’m sick and tired of listening to you.”

I, who from the very beginning used to find myself at the side of Padre Pio and of Ettoruccio, allowed myself to intervene: “That’s enough! Don’t you mortify the uncle any further!” “No, don Pierino”, Ettoruccio responded irritably; “you must understand the uncle who must no longer treat me badly!” 

Padre Pio kept walking along, praying at the same time. On arriving at the cell, he looked at us with sweetness, saluted us, saying: “Fine, I salute you, good bye Ettoruccio, I’ll see you.”

It finished like this.

A sun of humility floods my heart. 
Padre Pio and annoyance 

Another time I found myself at the side of the Padre. From the steps which lead from the small sacristy to the monastery, a man was clinging on to the Padre because there was something that he was asking him.

Padre Pio, lovingly, responded to the request. But that poor man, maybe because he hadn’t been satisfied, repeated again and again what he had already asked, so much so that we couldn’t even get as far as the cell of the Padre.
I will never forget that annoying man who blocked us from even getting a word in to speak to the Padre, and the surprising humility of the Padre. Unable to content that man with what he was still insistently asking, the Padre still didn’t want to leave him upset with an abrupt scolding, which all the rest of us maintained was immanent and certain.
However, it did not happen like this.
Padre Pio raised his eyes up high, smiled, drew a deep breath and looking at that man said: “At the cost of dying, I must be patient right to the very end.” “My friend”, the Padre continued, “it does not depend on me if I cannot content you. It displeases me very much too. I am not the master.”

The humble tenderness of the Padre calmed the speaker and flooded the hearts of all present with peace.

Each one of us, going away from the convent, went away commenting with amazement on the humility and the patience of the Padre; and nobody remembers any longer that man who didn’t even allow us enough space to speak a single word to Padre Pio.
Padre Pio and gratitude

Padre Pio was humble and loved being hidden away but used to expect gratitude. 

A priest, a spiritual son of his, for some time had been verifying that after having administered the extreme unction of the sick, those who were ill were healed completely.

About a year afterwards, when we found ourselves together with Pio again, that priest spoke publicly about what had been happening to him and how, incidentally, he thanked Padre Pio.

Padre Pio promptly responded, “Finally you decided to thank!”

We all remained surprised and mortified, while that priest was unable to find any words to make excuses any more.
Padre Pio and the continuous prayer

I remember having seen Padre Pio always in prayer. He used to speak whenever he was interrogated. And always it was an interruption of some prayer. The first time I followed him to the monastery, I continued to follow behind him, never noticing that he was entering the bathroom.

    I heard his voice and so I was thinking that there must be other people in there as well, so I entered too. However, there was nobody in there.
I found myself just inside the entrance to the bathroom. In the bathroom the Padre was praying loudly: “Holy Mary…” Then he came out and, even while washing his hands, he remained continuously in prayer.
So, I then understood that I had to pray at all times, just as Jesus had recommended to the Apostles.
Padre Pio and the Rosary

He never left the rosary beads out of his hand, or the beads from between his fingers.

Curiously, one day I asked Padre Pio: “Padre, how many Rosaries a day do you say?” “From fifteen to twenty entirely”, he answered.

And I: “How do you do it? Certainly you pray also by night?” “O yes” the Padre replied. “With the litanies?” I continued. “No, without these, otherwise I’d never get through.” 

From that day onwards I too started to recite many Rosaries.

Alone, however, I get tired, but when in company I never get tired.
My most beautiful Rosary

One time, when I was in the choir gallery and couldn’t find anyone to accompany me, it happened to me that because of the tiredness I couldn’t manage to finish a Rosary.
Next morning I got up early for the Mass; I used to go to bed at midnight after reciting many Rosaries.

In confession I told it to him: “Padre, when I say the Rosary, I get very tired but I force myself so as not to fall asleep.” Padre Pio answered me: “My son that is the most beautiful Rosary! Where there is greater effort, that’s where there is greater love.”

And from that day to the present one I recited many Rosaries.

Now, however, Jesus has given me some holy children who help me to recite the Rosary, and because they are good company for me I never get tired.
Padre Pio and prayer for others

At the door which goes from the corridor of the reception area to the refectory, a woman shouted: “Padre, pray for me!” Padre Pio immediately responded: “I do pray for you, but you have to do the same for me.”

Then, turning around towards me, as I was right beside him, he said: “It’s true Pieri, First each one has to pray for himself/herself and then ask others for prayers.”
And I, surprised to have become his interlocutor, hurried myself to quickly confirm: “Yes, this is how it is!”

I learned the lesson. First I have to pray for myself and then I can ask others to pray for me.

Padre Pio prayed always. He slept very little. He himself told me once: “By night I don’t sleep, I pray.”

Padre Pio and food  
He used to eat very little.

One afternoon Padre Pio was in the corridor of the monastery with his nephew Mario. Mario had his little children all gathered around him and the Padre was tenderly watching them.

Pointing the finger at one of them, jokingly accusing him, the dad said: “Uncle, this one is a little savage.”

“Why?” asked the Padre. “Today he ate a full bread roll which was this length and this big”, Mario explained.

Padre Pio smiled. Then asked: “How much did it weigh?” “Certainly half a kilo”, answered the nephew.

The Padre remained in thought for a bit and then said: “In forty years”, Padre Pio was now more than sixty, “I have never managed to eat even half that amount of a bread roll.”
I found myself next to Mario; we looked at each other and it seemed as if we were each saying to each other: “But how does he manage to live without eating?”

During the fifties I managed to bring a crate of white gooseberries that were big and smelled really good.

They were from the Holy Land.

I entered the cell of the Padre and upon seeing me with the crate, asked me: “What is it?” “Padre”, I said, “I have brought you these berries”, and I knelt down in front of him. He looked at them: “They are really beautiful!” he exclaimed.

“Taste them!” I said and straight away I broke off one from the bunch of them. I was thinking of giving him the nicest, whitest and biggest one, placing it in his hand.
“What are you doing?” he asked, stopping my hand with his: “My son, with this you are giving me my breakfast, dinner and supper. Give me the smallest berry!”

I chose one of them which was smaller, but moving his hand around the bunch of berries, he eventually found one which was tiny, really tiny, separated it, put it in his mouth and with great effort he chewed it for some time.
Padre Pio and drink

One August afternoon I went out alone on the veranda, expecting the Padre to arrive there since he usually stopped to spend some time with us there. 

Behind the concrete pillar I found him, while he was drinking a small bottle of orange juice.

Continuing to drink it all in one go, he turned his eyes and saw me. I was thinking: “How good it must taste for him! Evidently he must have a huge thirst.”

Very calmly he put the empty bottle back in the crate, looked at me and said: “Drink.” I took a bottle, opened it and started to drink: it was disgusting, warm and undrinkable. 

“How horrible it is”, I said with a candid frankness. “Drink up and be quiet!” he answered me.

The crate of orange juice had in fact been left on the veranda under the August sun since morning; it had been brought by a capuchin friar to offer to Padre Pio and to all who were present for the occasion of his first solemn Mass.
Padre Pio and the body

One day I presented a companion of mine from seminary to Padre Pio.

My companion, after having kissed his hand, asked him: “Padre, I find it very hard to fight against laziness, would you help to be more generous!”

Padre Pio answered: “The body is like a beast, as you accustom it, thus it remains”.
The rhyme helped me not to forget the response of the Padre, which to the present day I have continued to keep present in life.

Padre Pio - maestro of suffering
As the days were slowly passing by, I used to notice the many virtues which the Padre had in suffering.

Many times I discovered in him, as a combination, the surprising co-existence of constant joy with great suffering.

Many times, after having joked much with us, he used to say that he was retiring because a most terrible suffering had been tormenting him for days and never even left him a moment’s peace.

He seemed to be the healthiest man on earth. But on the contrary, he was an entire wound.

One year, while I was in San Giovanni Rotondo, I had to go to Rome urgently. 
I was thinking of going to visit the Padre’s sister, Sr. Orsolina. When I asked him, he answered:  “Of course, go.”

“Do you want me to say anything to her on your behalf?” I asked him. “Tell her to pray for me as I am totally a wound.”

And yet, he was serene before everyone and always in good humour with us. The occasion for a lovable and witty bit of humour and to crack a joke never escaped him. I remained profoundly impressed by this.

In confession I asked him: “Padre, how do you always manage, while suffering so much, to keep the serene and joyful face, while I suffer only very little and I don’t know how to hide the painful expression on my face?”

He responded: “My son, begin by welcoming the oppositions and afflictions with a sweet resignation and the Lord will not fail to put serenity, peace and joy in your heart and, therefore, blessedness in suffering. I have done just this, so you do the same.” 
The ultimate responses of Padre Pio

In the final years, whenever Padre Pio passed by me, I always asked him: “Padre, how are you?” He used to answer me in various ways: “I am not well”, “I wouldn’t even dare try to talk about it”, “I feel bad”, “Bad.”
The last year, seated on the wheelchair, to my usual question the Padre just didn’t answer anymore and shrugging the shoulders, he left me see the end was not far away.

But I, although I understood, energetically rejected the thought of it.
Padre Pio and seclusion
He knew how to hide his pains, while relieving those of others, none of which was ever hidden from him.

He suffered much and no one noticed anything, even if each of us imagined what he was going through. Rarely did he reveal anything of himself, and if he did it was always with reserved discreetness.
He knew exactly the day and the hour of his death, but when it arrived everyone were dismayed and surprised by it. Not even his closest were prepared for his eminent disappearance.

The Padre never intended to displease anyone, not in life and much less in the hour of death.

He, however, had endless displeasures and they were of an unthinkable gravity.
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Fortitude in adversity

My Judas

A priest had ill advised me to go to Padre Pio in San Giovanni Rotondo. I referred it to him in confession and the Padre, profoundly agonized, said to me: “That one is my Judas. Pray to the Madonna so that his soul will be saved.”
The microphones in the confessional
One afternoon in the first fifteen days of July in 1960, in the corridor of the receptionist area, I saw that same priest, together with a capuchin priest and a lay brother; suspiciously, they were striving to unroll coils of electric filament wire.
“What are ye doing?” I asked. The capuchin padre, with his face turned towards the priest, said: “We can tell him….Pierino is one of ours.” But the priest: responded “It’s better not to tell him. Who knows….”

I remained looking at the men and at the things they had there with them.
The capuchin padre, however, continued: “We are bringing these wire filaments right into the confessional of Padre Pio to conserve in history the advice which he gives to souls.”

“And the secret of the confession?” I asked. “We’ve all received the permission from Rome. Without obedience we would never have been allowed”, the capuchin padre quickly clarified.

On the following day, I departed from San Giovanni Rotondo. After a few months the scandal of the microphones became known. 

I don’t know what suspicions the friars had following from this, but certainly around me the atmosphere was never the same as before.

I attributed the fact to the natural tension which the Apostolic visitation had brought to the monastery, the Church, the Hospital of Relief of the Suffering and elsewhere.
The Apostolic Visitor

A priest had surpassed the limits. He used to ask the women: “Why do you look so intensely at Padre Pio, as if you were someone who had fallen in love with him?”

The environment around the Padre seemed to him to be morbidly equivocal.

The minds of the spiritual children and of the pilgrims were in continuous apprehension. There were those who just wanted “cleanliness” and sided with the prelate and some of the friars; then there were those who maintained that the Padre was holy, and so they prudently observed the behaviour of whoever was around him.
Therefore, the presence of an Apostolic Visitor was unjustifiable.

The two factions were evident. I made sure to be near to those who were around the Padre and also to those of the Authority of Rome and the friars. These, obviously, were not convinced.

Padre Pio was all the more agonized by the whole thing. With bitterness, in confession, he confided in me: “It is just that they come to bring order but they are treating me like a prisoner!”
The secretary of the Visitor

The secretary of the prelate used to deal with Padre Pio as a friar to be ill-treated.

One time, towards midday, the Padre was retiring from the choir. Along the corridor the secretary came up alongside him and, with an air of mockery, gave him a loud pat on the back with the palm of his hand saying in a loud voice: “How are we getting on Padre Pio?” “Just as the Lord wishes”, the Padre sweetly answered.

Everyone was indignant with that disrespectful behaviour by the young priest and were most reddened in the face, confused by the unequalled kindness of the Padre.
Another capuchin padre

Another capuchin priest did the rest.

With determination, he used to oppress whoever was pointed out to him as a defender of the Padre and an opponent of the new course being taken. Unexpected investigators were appearing from everywhere: on the street, in the hotels, in the monastery, in the Church and even in the House of Relief (the Hospital), where they used to tail the visitors and misinterpret the visits to the sick, just as happened to me.

And the ambushes were not lacking.
A notary and an engineer 

A notary and an engineer asked me to go for a short stroll with them. I had neither the desire nor the time.

They convinced me by using many excuses: in fact, they asked me to give some advice on the behaviour, due to the facts that were being verified around the Padre.

They took me by the arm on both sides and, holding me in a tight grip, took me up the hill where the “Way of the Cross” is now situated.

They were speaking to me of the unsustainable condition to which Padre Pio had been subjected. With a strange insistence, they were begging me to do something because, according to them, I was the only one capable of undoing the situation.

Their words, excessively flattering, seemed ridiculous to me: I maintained, and was in fact, a poor priest. The gestures and phrases of those two gave me the clear sensation of I having been fooled by them with their deception.

They repeatedly asked me if Padre Pio had ever lamented over the way he was treated by the Visitor, by the Guardian or by the friars.

From the beginning I eluded the response and then, although I felt in my heart that I now found myself before two doubtful friends, unfortunately, declared that Padre Pio had once, in confession, complained to me.
The price of truth

But the two, shortly afterwards, referred what they had extorted out of me in confidence to the Guardian. In the afternoon of that same day, the Guardian, notified by friar Masseo of my presence in the Church, with a deep breath and with a stiff tone declared to me: “Don Pierino, get away from here! Your presence is not acceptable to the friars.”
I left, without even being able to salute the Padre, who suffered much because of having been informed of the whole thing; it was made known to me by someone who had spoken to him in confession about it.
The following year, as if nothing had happened, I was allowed to enter the convent again.

One afternoon I was in the company of the Padre who, before coming out in the open, stopped at the threshold of the door which, from the corridor of the refectory, led to the garden.

In that moment the notary and the engineer arrived. Padre Pio, seeing them and looking at me said, “Here they are, your two evil doers.” We looked at each other without saying anything.

Padre Pio used to warn me always

Many, so as to win the heart of the friars and to have easy access to the monastery, were becoming squalid informers, without being aware of the evil that they were doing and without verifying the facts which they were referring.
From then on, Padre Pio, with great tenderness, used to keep me informed of the evil which they were inventing about me to the Guardian.
One morning, in fact, having celebrated the Holy Mass, Padre Pio went and sat near the counter of the sacristy to make his thanksgiving. I was standing on the left side of him.

Then, suddenly, he beckoned at me to come close to him, saying: “Come close.” I immediately went near him, but stayed at a respectful distance. “Come nearer”, he said.

I bent down far enough to put my ear really close to his mouth and, with discretion, he whispered to me: “Pieri, they have gone again to narrate more evil about you to the Guardian. Watch yourself!” “Thanks, Padre!” I said to him.
I, however, was thinking much more of how much the Padre thought of me, rather than the evil that the others were speaking about me.

I was thus forced to distance myself from whoever was spying on me in order to do me harm, without ever losing out on any available opportunity to be near the Padre, from whom I received an amount of goodness.
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Charity towards neighbour
The tenderness and firmness of Padre Pio

In him, every virtue was revived. His word, his behaviour and even his penetrating glance, all represented the Lord.
He used to caress and kiss the babies, used to stop close to the sick and used to console those who turned to him in need; he used to listen and respond to whoever he met along the route which he slowly took.

He used to allow them to kiss his hand, avoiding useless delays and freeing himself from pious affection which, quite often, caused sharp aches and pains in his already wounded body.

As it was getting dark, after the Eucharistic Blessing, the Padre, while crossing the short breath of the corridor from the small sacristy to the arrivals area, used often go out into the garden to spend some time with us until the Hail Mary.

One evening, the crowd was so big that it made it difficult for him to make his way. Padre Pio roared so loudly that I became frightened. I heard him from the garden, where I alone was awaiting him.

As soon as he appeared at the door, we looked at each other and smiled, as if nothing had happened.

Having got back my courage again, I asked him: “Padre, you frighten the life out of me when you roar like that.” “My son, due to so much goodness, they cause me so much hurt”, he answered. And I said: “Padre, I don’t understand”.

“Ah, yes!”, he continued, “like a mamma who, out of so much goodness, clasps her baby so tightly to herself that she makes him cry because of the hurt she causes him, crying being the only way available to the baby to defend himself from the tightness of the grip. I too suffer much when I roar. I never like to do it. But, unfortunately, only in this way will they allow me to move along.”
The desire to meet souls

He confided in me one day of being so content whenever people are brought to him.

He asked me one time not to bring him numerous groups by coach, but rather few persons by car; this was so that he could leave each of those who came to see him much more content.
He could never send away with a scolding those whom he was awaiting with prayer and suffering.
Whenever I presented someone to him he was always ready and lovable. He used to scold the indiscreet, and shook the hardhearted, but always with great charity.

His hardness was a necessity which was not always explicable to those present; on the contrary, it even sounded unacceptable at times.

Only those who were interested felt the efficacy of it; the others, unfortunately, even if they couldn’t understand, remained struck by his profound hardness.
Padre Pio and the barber

Each afternoon Padre Pio used to confess the men only.

After having confessed a few of them, one, who was about the fortieth to confess, presented himself to Pio and remained speaking with him a bit longer than the others. Suddenly I heard the Padre stressing clearly: “Either you get out of here or else I’m out of here”.
I was under the doorpost of the sacristy waiting for my turn and when I took a few steps forward I saw, unfortunately, that Padre Pio was getting up to go away and was doing so with an evident bitterness.

I immediately came close to salute him, when, suddenly, he turned his head, looked at me and signalled to me with his eyes to keep an eye on that misfortune who had still remained on his knees.

I didn’t continue any further in my approach to the Padre to kiss his hand, but straight away went to the man and found him abandoning himself into my arms as he was about to faint.

I embraced him, gave him a bit of encouragement and walking along with him, I was hardly able to drag him away.

Naturally I only knew the end of the story, but not the matter that was discussed in the confession.

 He said to me with great worry: “I am unwell. Padre Pio chased me away because I don’t go to Mass. I explained to him that I am a barber. I work on Sundays and I cannot go to Mass. He told me to do everything possible to go to Mass but I insisted that I just will not be able to go. Finally, he got up and left. I feel very unwell!”

Gently I started to calm him down, in order to make him reflect a little. I forced myself to make him understand the gravity of the sin and not only this, but even more, the resistance against changing his behaviour.

“Padre Pio could not accept your excuses”, I said to him, “which, unfortunately, have been making your wrong way of acting become ever more radical, without any sign whatsoever of an amendment or of a proposal to change. The energetic gesture of the Padre had the scope of giving you a good shake up, both for to make you become conscious of the gravity of the sin and to lead you to find, at all costs, the solution to the problem”.

The barber immediately understood. Reasoning it out together, he arrived at the conclusion of opening the barber shop an hour later on the feast day so as to be able to go and participate in the early morning Holy Mass.
The conclusion was then presented by him to the Padre, who most lovingly absolved him. 

“Without this tough blow I would never have understood the importance of the Mass and, much less would I ever have made some sacrifice to go and listen to the Mass”, that man said to me as he was leaving.
Padre Pio and the doctor

I saw a man one day who was crying. I approached him and asked: “What are you crying about?” “This is the seventh time that the Padre has chased me away with a right scolding, I can’t put up with it anymore, I want to do away with myself”.

“But there must be a reason for this”, I told him.

“I am a doctor” he clarified, “and since my first confession Padre Pio has chased me away because, not only was I committing impure acts, but I could never even manage to promise not to do them any longer. It was stronger than me. I was going mad. I wanted to die. What I wanted was to go away from him, but I could never manage it. Now that I am far from him, I feel bad; but when I am near him, he cases me away. I want to die, I don’t want to live any longer!”

“Listen doctor, don’t despair”, I answered, “I will now go to the Padre and I will speak to him about it. Lets pray in the meantime”.

The doctor briskly detained me: “No! Listen. The last time that I presented myself to the Padre in confession, he actually gave me the absolution. However, he told me: “My friend, this time I give you the absolution on the condition that when you return in fifteen days time to confess, you won’t have committed any brutal sin. Otherwise, you are never again to come to me”.
“Happy that Padre Pio was finally about to give me absolution, I accepted the proposal. I got the absolution. Some days afterwards however, I sinned again. I couldn’t manage to stay at home, and here the very thought of presenting myself to the Padre frightens me. I tried to sneak into the monastery by lining up with the others so that I would remain hidden, but as soon as he saw me, without I even saying a word to him, he chased me away with such harshness that even those who were there remained very disturbed by it. 

Someone, truthfully, stood up for me. I, out of shame however, did not explain my situation to anyone and unfortunately went away, leaving the others to misinterpret the Padre’s way of acting. In the meantime I felt crushed by a double shame: that of the horrible filth of the sin and that of having been chased away publicly.   
Besides, I remained convinced that Christ was really living in the Padre. In fact, without I having said anything, he read my heart and had maintained the pact by chasing me away.

I wanted to verify if he really was a man of God. Now I feel like dying: I have had the proof that he is a Saint who maintains the word and now there remains nothing for me to do other than to disappear. I don’t want to go, I want to kill myself!”

After having listened to him attentively: “Ok!” I said, “Now, let me go”.

I went to the Padre and referred everything to him. “Let’s pray a lot to the Madonna”, he said. 

I left that afternoon. After a few weeks I returned to S. Giovanni Rotondo and saw that doctor who had in the past been desperate, but was now so happy and smiling, and coming towards me with his arms open to embrace me.

Padre Pio and the bambino

One afternoon, at the end of the confessions of the men, I went to the friary in the hope of saluting the Padre and kissing his hand.

I arrived at the Chapel of the Sanctuary and found it open. All the pilgrims had in their turn already confessed.

I went into the sacristy and heard the Padre scolding a young boy of about ten years old, while he was getting up from where he had been kneeling down for the confession.

He came towards me, laughing. I was disturbed by this so I said to him in a fairly serous tone: “Why are you laughing? The Padre chases you away from the confession and you go away laughing?”

“He chased me away because I have done filthy things and I was laughing”, he answered me. “And when he rebuked you what did you do?” “I continued to laugh”. He completed the story with this impressing superficiality more than with malicious boldness. Slowly, slowly, then as I explained the gravity of the sin as an offense against God and the cause of the death of Jesus, as well as the punishment of hell, the young boy got rid of the mocking smile which he had on his lips and, having become more serious, said: “And now can I confess again?”.  
“The Padre has got up and left by now, so it would be better if you confessed with another friar”, I told him.

The boy confessed to another friar and the following day with a more serene face, he received Holy Communion.

Certainly it was necessary for the Padre to give the scolding and for the young boy it would have been so beneficial for his whole life.
Padre Pio and the professor

A man, who had his elbows resting on the bench, with his head between his hands, had been in the sacristy for some time. I was beside him, praying.

As soon as he straightened up, I asked him: “Do you not feel well?” “No! I am fine. Thank you!” he promptly answered. “If I can help you, I am at your disposition”, I replied.

After a deep breath, he said: “Padre Pio chased me away from the confession because I don’t want children. I am a professor of philosophy. Apart from the lack of will to bring children into the world, I don’t think it is just for the Church or Christ to come into my home to regulate things that are my own business, not to mention that such a difficult way put to me by a friar, to whom I came to get some peace, is unacceptable to me. I am surprised at the incomprehension and the harshness of Padre Pio regarding me”.

“I am sorry to see you like this and to hear you speak in this way”, I said to him. Then, I reasoned with him in more or less the following way: “The world could not have been made by man, nor could it have made itself. A supreme being has to exist in order to make something from nothing, that is, to create.

This being is whom we call God. Having offered the first material, that is, the being of each thing and having brought it into existence with his work, He is the absolute Master, the Lord of the universe.
Everything belongs to him, even man. He has the right then to dictate laws to each thing so that they reach their proper end. God has the right to dictate the laws of man, who has the duty to obey God and to give an account to him.
Generation is subject to the laws which God has placed in the nature of man. The Church, which has the divine mission of defending and making known the laws of God, has the right/duty of teaching man according to the will of God, of whom he is the promoter.
The priests, charged with the responsibility of speaking in the name of God and of the Church, have the right to ask Christian spouses for their conformity or not to the laws on generation and, at the same time, have the duty to absolve in confession only whoever sincerely repents and promises conformity to what has been established by God.

Padre Pio, therefore, had the right to ask you in confession about the observance of the matrimonial obligations and the duty of absolving you or not according to your behaviour. If he chased you away it is a sign that you have shown yourself to be reluctant in accepting the Christian obligation and, therefore, of not being able to receive the absolution”.

The professor responded: “That’s right! I accepted neither the way proposed to me by Padre Pio, nor the content of the invitation in particular. 
Now I understand. Never did I hear it spoken like this. His hardness of heart shook me terribly and opened my reasoning much more to searching for the truth, to believe it without discussing it. If I am not the master of life, it is just to obey God and the one who speaks in his name”.

He returned therefore to Padre Pio repentant, to confess and received the absolution.
Padre Pio and the State official

I found myself in the square in front of the chapel and a man approached me: “Reverend, I would like to speak to you, please”, he said. We moved away to a quiet spot and he made known to me the painful situation in which he was living. His wife was affected by a malignant tumour in the chest and only had a few days left to live.
The medics, many of whom he had turned to, had definitively done all that they could for her. All care was now halted, except for some drugs that were still being given to her to sooth the pains.

“Science” he said to me, “cannot do any more; my wife begged me to bring her here to San Giovanni Rotondo. I, however, don’t believe”, and he added: “I am an atheist, and a 33rd degree freemason; my name is Giovanni Confetto and I am the director of the pension section of the State’s Treasury Department in Rome. Reverend, I am asking you to speak of my wife to the Padre. To be correct on everything, be sure to tell him that I don’t believe and that I am a mason”. “Agreed, I will do just that and tell him just what you have said”, I answered, without losing any time.

I invited him to follow me because the Padre, already having finished the confessions of the women, I knew would immediately pass along the corridor to retire to his cell.

We managed to get to him just as he was right next to cell no. 5 and we were all alone, the director and I.

Straight away I went up to him and said: “Padre, this man has a very sick wife with a grave tumour. He would like to ask you to pray, however, he told me to let you know that he is an atheist and a freemason.”

Padre pio, sweetly answered: “How can I speak to Jesus if he doesn’t even believe that he exists? First he has to believe in Jesus and then I will speak to him about his wife”.

The director perfectly understood. We saluted the Padre and while going down the steps and all along the way until we reached the sick wife, who was waiting in the square, I urged that man to give up his disbelief, at least for the salvation of his wife. 
Truthfully, he remained disturbed and pale. He then confided in me: “I would like to do as you tell me, but I don’t have the strength. I have something in me which does not allow me to speak. I will try it at another moment”.

I saluted him and the wife and then I left San G. Rotondo.

Three months later I saw him again in the square; he came over to me and, timidly, I was thinking that he was in mourning, so I asked him:

“And your wife?”. “She is cured!” he answered with great happiness. “Well, what about you….have you confessed?” “Oh, yes! Fifteen days after our conversation with the Padre I returned on my own. I saw my wife slowly dying and I was going mad at the thought that if by returning to believing I would save both her and myself. I decided and I came to have confession. Then I said to the Padre: “I now believe, would you speak a word to the Lord on behalf of my wife who is dying?” “Yes”, he responded. I returned home to find that my wife was all cured. We went to the doctor who, dumbfounded, couldn’t stop shouting that it was a miracle. And now, here we are to thank the Padre”.

Our eyes by now were sparkling with the tears that had filled them. 

I saw the wife who, smiling, came towards us. Hiding the crying within me, I said to her with joy: “Congratulations, madam!” “Thanks” she answered, “thanks for what you did for me”.

The Padre had been so good that he not only cured the wife of the tumour, but also the husband of the disbelief.

Padre Pio and Alberto Del Fante

We used to meet in the hotel, but we didn’t know each other.

It was he who broke the silence, presenting himself: “I am the lawyer Alberto Del Fante, from Bologna, an ex 33rd degree freemason, recently converted by Padre Pio; I write books about him”.

Without asking him anything, with conviction, he immediately started to thank the Padre who had given him back his faith and to manifest the joy of having the renewed life restored to him, which he was now spending in favour of his brothers and sisters.

Then, he continued: “My wife was very ill with a tumour, dying, without any hope at all. A friend had spoken to her about Padre Pio, a humble friar of San Giovanni Rotondo, from whom many were returning all healed.

I was at her bedside when, with the eyes filled with tears, my wife asked me to go to Padre Pio to ask him for the cure.

She knew that I was a freemason and ferociously anticlerical. From the very beginning I was hardhearted, actually, I was mocking; I was thinking, science can do nothing and much less will a poor friar be able to anything. Then, seeing her crying and in that pitiful state, I decided to content her by telling her: All right, I will go there! And not because I believe in it, but, as it were, to play the lotto game for the jackpot.
The following day I left and by evening I arrived in S. Giovanni Rotondo. The following morning, having listened to the long Mass, I went in line for the confessions.

When my turn came, I didn’t kneel down immediately but remained standing in front of Padre Pio, asking him if I could speak to him for a moment.

The Padre with harshness roared: “Youngster, don’t waste my time! What did you come here for? To play a lotto game for a jackpot? If you want to confess, kneel down, if not get out of here and let me confess these poor people who are waiting”.

Lightening-struck by the repetition of my expression and shaken by the strange hardness, almost mechanically and without conviction I knelt down.

I was unprepared and couldn’t even manage to connect two words together, and much less could I remember the sins which I wasn’t even conscious of. 

Instead, as soon as I knelt down, the Padre changed voice and tactfully, became sweet and paternal. What’s more, under the form of questions, he gradually revealed every sin of my past life; and of sins, I had more than plenty!

I was listening to the question, with my head bowed, and answered each time: “Yes.” Amazed and emotional, I was becoming ever more immobile.

In the end Padre Pio asked me: “Do you have any other sin to confess?” “No”, I answered, convinced that I had no other sin to confess; after all, Padre Pio having told them all to me showed me how perfectly he knew my life.
“Are you not ashamed?”, he suddenly began with unpredictable harshness: “that young one who, just a short time ago, you left go to America after she had your son? And that creature is your own blood. And you, you wicked wretch, you abandoned both mother and son”.

It was all true. I didn’t answer. I burst out in an uncontrollable cry. I couldn’t do anything else.

While I was crying, curved, and kneeling down with my face hidden between my hands, the Padre sweetly laid his hand on my shoulder and, coming close to my ear, whispered, with a sob: “My son, you cost me the greater part of my blood!”

At these words I felt my heart split in two, as if by a sweet blade.

I remained crying and bent over and raising my tear drenched face, I repeated to him: “Padre, forgiveness, forgiveness, forgiveness!” 

The Padre, who already had a hand on my shoulder, drew me even closer to himself and started to cry together with me.
A most sweet peace pervaded my spirit. Suddenly, I felt the absurd pain transform itself into an incredible joy.

“Padre, I said to him, I am yours! Do whatever you want with me!” And, drying his eyes, he whispered to me: “Give me a hand to help the others”. Then he added: “Salute the wife for me!”

I returned home, my wife was cured”.
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The love for the Madonna
The vigil of the Assumption

It was August 14th, 1958, the vigil of the Assumption.

It was dusk and getting dark and I was still in the monastery, but I had already saluted Padre Pio. I was just about to say good night to the Guardian, Padre Carmelo of Sessano, when he came out of his cell and came to meet me, spurring me on to go to the cell of the Padre with him to ask him a thought on the Madonna. So, the Guardian Padre entered and I followed right behind him. 

Padre Pio was sitting on a couch, with the rosary beads in his hand. “Spiritual Father”, the Guardian asks, “tomorrow is the Assumption, give us a thought on it”.

Padre Pio lowered the head and started to sob and, with a breath, started to say: “The Madonna…” The sobbing turned into crying, then, with force, he started again: “The Madonna…”

Crying his heart out unrestrainedly, shook the Padre, who was only barely able to take out the handkerchief to dry the tears which by now had drowned all his face.

He didn’t even have the chance or the strength to dry himself, as the outpouring of tears was so heavy and continuous. He then left his hands fall down on his knees and, still crying, shouted: “The Madonna is our Mother, the Madonna is our Mother”.
I was kneeling down in front of him. I rested my hands on my knees and started with him. I didn’t notice if I was crying, but certainly I felt like dying.

The Guardian immediately intervened: “Padre, thanks, but don’t cry”.

Padre Pio was still crying. So, the Guardian said in a strong and heartfelt voice: “Padre, please, don’t cry anymore as we feel like dying”.

I was coming ever closer to the knees of the Padre who was now trembling. Then, that was it, sweetly he finished with the crying.

Still there was a few sobs. We kissed his hand, he blessed us and as we were leaving the cell we felt our hearts burning with love for the Madonna, so much so that we said to one another: “I can’t manage to contain the fire of love for the Madonna which the Padre has put into my heart. We asked him for a word and he gave us the fire of love for Our Lady”.
The re-entrance of the portrait of the Madonna to the Sanctuary
In the afternoon, after the confessions of the men, the Padre was going back up into the friary again, from where he would then go to the women’s gallery; he would then remain there until the Eucharistic blessing.

Usually he used to sit near the metal grating so that he could look at the altar of the Most Holy Sacrament and he had a kneeler in front of him where he could rest his arms.
When we managed to work our way through, we were passing by the glass door and, climbing the big stairs, we followed him right to the place where he use to sit. We knelt down behind him and there we remained until he got up again to return back into the monastery.

One Sunday afternoon of September 1965, after the Eucharistic blessing, all the faithful remained in the Church, awaiting the arrival to the portrait of Our Lady of Grace, returning from the town.

Padre Pio too had also remained in his place in prayer.
Then, suddenly I saw him spring up onto his feet, take a step to the right and, with his hands firmly on the railing of the gallery, while looking towards the front door, he began shouting.

I hadn’t noticed either that the portrait of Our Lady was entering nor that the Padre was crying. In truth, I thought that he was scolding someone and was afraid to come near him.
But as soon as I took a good look at his face I saw that he was crying, just like a baby that has been left alone at home and when it sees its mother return begins to cry out; this, Pio was doing, crying out: “My little Mother, my little Mother!”

First out of fear, afterwards out of emotion, I didn’t have the courage to stand up and not even the joy to cry with him.

I remained amazed at seeing Padre Pio, great as Padre close to us, and as little as a child at the feet of the heavenly “little Mother”.
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The charismatic gifts and the extraordinary facts
Padre Pio at the altar

Twice I saw the face of Padre Pio to take on the resemblance of Jesus: on the altar and in the confessional.
One morning the Padre was celebrating the Holy Mass at the high altar of the chapel and I was serving it. At the time of Holy Communion I was on the right; I knelt down on the step of the altar and waited for my turn to come.

Having given the Communion to the person who was next to me, Padre Pio came in front of me and, taking the host between his fingers, he looked at it with such intensity, holding it firm for a while before raising it from the pyx.

The moments of waiting obliged me to look attentively at every moment of the Padre, but to my great surprise, I clearly saw his features change into those of Jesus. He was of normal stature, in priestly garments, serene eyes, a sweet face, and lips that had a hint of a smile.
I saw that hand to move while holding the Host, from being immobile at first, and now slowly coming close to my mouth.

Watching his eyes, I opened my mouth and took the Host: his features were still those of Jesus.

Then I lowered my head, closing my eyes in recollection. But, because of the joy and the surprise, I slowly opened them again in the hope of uniting the joy of the face of Jesus with the delight of the sacramental presence which I felt, without distracting myself.

On the contrary, upon opening the eyes again, I saw Padre Pio taking on his own features again with simplicity, as he passed along with his casual naturalness. 

Nobody noticed anything because no one spoke to me of it. But to the Padre, only a simple thanks of mine crossed paths with his smile. Thus it finished.
Padre Pio in the confessional

After the Holy Mass Padre Pio usually went up to his cell for a while, then he used to go down to the sacristy to confess the men. I only barely had the chance each time to take a coffee and then to run quickly to the sacristy to salute the Padre as he used to pass by.

One morning, after a friar had put the men in order according to their turn, I arrived to salute the Padre while he was going to the usual place of the sacristy for the confessions: a chair, a kneeler and two white curtains which were right angled with the scope of reserving, more than covering, the spot for the confessor and the penitent.

The two curtains did not perfectly meet together; this meant the narrow opening which remained allowed me to see the Padre seated in the corner at the end.

He started to confess and I, reciting the Breviary, was following and looking at the Padre.

All of a sudden, entering the sacristy from the chapel, in through the door on the right of the altar, I saw a strongly built man of about forty years old. He had his hair well groomed, had very black eyes that looked small and intelligent, had a dark jacket and a well ironed and creased trousers.

As soon as he came under the jamb of the door, he stopped still for an instant; then, with a steady walk he started to advance, first casting a glance around at everyone in the sacristy, then fixing his eyes on me for a few moments with scorn and contempt.

He started to pace forwards and backwards in the space between the curtain and the spot where I was standing, skimming close to the corner where the curtains met.

The men for the confessions were entering from the left and exiting from the right. That man however, as soon as the penitent who was inside went out from the right, without waiting for his turn, crossed out in front of everyone else in the queue and entered right through the centre, throwing the curtains wide open and then remained standing upright in front of Padre Pio, who I could no longer manage to see. 
From the first moment of the appearance of that man, I was pushed to follow his every step. At first I had raised my eyes from the Breviary and was reciting it from memory so as to follow him, but now that he had blocked my view of the Padre, I stood there lowering my head to continue the reading.
An interior voice blocked me from doing this: “Watch, watch, look well over there”.

I raised my eyes again from the Breviary and saw that man, with his legs widened, to sink low and disappear. I remained struck by the fact, but not disturbed.

Looking at the Padre, who was no longer hidden from my view, I could see him clearly under the features of Jesus. He was about thirty years old, dressed in the Franciscan habit, long blond hair, a fair and well ordered beard, blue eyes and a lovely oval face. 
The bust was completely straightened up, backwards onto the seat. He stayed like that for a few moments. Then, leaning forward, he started to take on his own appearances again and, straightaway, with extreme ease, he shouted out loudly; “Hey, all you young ones, will ye hurry up and don’t be wasting my time”.
The men, in fact, hadn’t seen anyone come out on the right and that’s why they were waiting in vain on the other side. They were unable to follow, through the split in the curtains, anything of the scene which had unfolded as I had done, since I was the only one directly in front of the opening.

The confessions therefore were regularly taken up again. In my heart I asked the Padre to make me understand, one day, the explanation of the fact and exactly one year later he did this for me.
The following year we were all on the veranda. The Padre was being spoken to about John Papini’s book, Celestine VI, where it is affirmed that some day, after many millenniums of hell, even the demons will go to paradise.

Padre Pio was staying quiet, but he signalled to me with his face that he did not at all agree with what was written in the book.

So, he was asked for his opinion and this is how he responded: “I remember having read that a poor priest was in a sacristy hearing the confessions of the people. Suddenly a man of about forty years old entered who had black eyes, combed hair, a dark jacket, an ironed trousers with the creases and by skipping the queue to come forward he presented himself right in front of the confessor and remained standing upright on his feet. The priest invited him to get down on his knees but that man answered: “I can’t!” Thinking that he must be ill, he asked him immediately to confess the sins he had committed. The man spoke of so many sins that it seemed as if all the sins of the whole world were committed by this man alone. The priest, after having given the suitable advice, extended another invitation to that awfully strange penitent to at least bow his head, now that the absolution was about to given. But that man answered again: “I cannot”. At this point” Padre Pio continued to narrate, “the priest said: “My friend, in the morning when you go to put on your trousers, you bend down your head some bit, don’t you, yes or no?” The man looked with anger at the priest and answered: “I am Lucifer and in my kingdom bowing down does not exist”’.
Padre Pio concluded: “If Lucifer and the demons cannot bow to God, well then the possibility of they ever going to heaven is a lot less”.

After some other natural clarifications, Padre Pio got up to retire to his cell at no. 1. 

Under the jamb of the door I came to him and said: “Padre, that priest that you told us about, and all that happened to him, was actually you yourself. It happened to you below in the sacristy last year; I was there when it happened to you, I saw it”.

Padre Pio became sad and started crying, while answering me: “Yes, it is true, it happened to me also, but the episode that I told you all about is also true; I read about it in a book”.
Padre Pio walking on the heads of the people

After Holy Mass, the Padre usually went to his cell and used to come back down again about fifteen minutes later, to stop a while in the sacristy for the confessions of the men. Therefore, through the little doorway on the left of the altar, he used to come out from the sacristy to go to the confessional of the women.

He used to cross the central corridor of the Church, along which the people usually waited in order to kiss his hand.
He used to remain in the confessional from 7.30 in the morning until 11.30. Before midday he used to give Holy Communion to the faithful and then, through the front entrance, he used to back up into the monastery.

While waiting for the confessions of the men, I used to try to salute the Padre, first of all when he would be coming down and then, even though I could see him, I used to isolate myself in a corner of the sacristy and I used to pray until he would get up to go for the confessions of the women.
Throughout all the time of the confessions of the women, I remained every day near the altar to recite the Holy Rosary.

Sometimes I would go to the right of the altar to pray, other times to the left, until the Padre would return to the sacristy. Here I would immediately approach him to salute him, trying to stay glued to him as far as the door of the main entrance, which I never lost the opportunity to try to pass beyond.

Padre Pio was like a strong wind which dragged along everything and everyone with an irresistible force.

One morning, after the confessions of the men, the Padre went as usual for the confessions of the women. It was the usual crowd, the usual turmoil and then the silence.

The women were alternating, one on the left, and one on the right of the confessional. Padre Pio was not well. Right from early morning he seemed to be tired and wearied.
In spite of his poor health condition, he remained at the confessions punctually until 11.30. 
The people by now had already lined up on both sides of the central corridor, waiting for the Padre to pass by and whenever they couldn’t manage to say some few little words to him, they at least tried to kiss his hand.

I was on the right of the main altar, where I could easily see the Padre as he was getting up from the confessional to begin going towards the central corridor. 

In fact, I saw the Padre standing on the platform of the confessional and then, after having looked around, I noticed that he had levitated about two meters upwards. Tufts of clouds which under his feet, at his sides and on top of his head now started to cover him until they had hidden him completely.
Surprised, I lowered my eyes and there he was making a genuflection at the altar very quickly, and then disappeared. I ran into the sacristy, he wasn’t there.
In the meantime, the people were waiting for the Padre to pass by but there was no sign of him  coming. The friars, who usually accompanied him on his way to and coming from the confessional, were looking around in search of the Padre, but all in vain. Therefore, everyone hurried along the central corridor again, which was now overcrowded, to reach the sacristy in the hope of finding Padre Pio there.

Desolate, they showed up in the chapel and said: “There’s no sign of Padre Pio anywhere, we don’t know where he has ended up”.

That afternoon, in the garden, the friars asked Padre Pio: “Padre, what became of you this morning?” With a big laugh and with a simple and candid face, he answered: “As soon as I stood up after having finished the confessions this morning, my head was in total confusion, so much so that I feared falling to the ground. I prayed gently to the Angels to save me from the embarrassment and they sustained me, allowing me to walk on the heads of the people. Oh how hard are those heads!......even harder than bricks!”.
A big laugh from everyone was the conclusion to the whole incident.
Padre Pio at lunch with me

It was painful to detach from the Padre.

One morning, after having prayed as was normal, at times in the sacristy and other times near the altar, I managed to salute and to kiss the hand of the Padre many times.

After the Holy Communion of the faithful, on a warm day in August, before midday, I entered the friary through the door of the main front entrance. I accompanied the Padre as far as the entrance to the refectory. Here, after having wished him a good appetite, I said to him: “Padre, some friends have invited me to lunch; would you like if I went?” “And why not?” he answered. 
“But would you come with me too? I would be so delighted if you did”, I promptly asked. “Ah, yes. I will come too!” the Padre answered with a big smile as he was closing the door of the refectory.

I went out contented and hurried along the corridor of the main entrance, following the friends who had invited me, from the square all the way to their house. Along the way I tipped them off about the Padre coming also for the lunch at their house.
Shortly afterwards, when we were all seated at the table, we recited the prayer as usual and also the “O Angel of God”, with the intention of letting the Padre know that the lunch was about to begin.
Punctually, he made himself felt. A perfume, which was a sign of his presence, as he himself used to tell me, filled the room and each one of us smelled it just as it had usually warned of him in the past.

We were very happy.
We had eaten a few mouthfuls but the joy and gratitude pushed us to pray. A few bites more and then we no longer smelled the perfume.
We were saddened.

With the lunch finished I went to the monastery. I waited for the suitable moment and I said: “Thanks, Padre! However, it was a very little time that you were with us at the lunch; you left it straight away”.

And he responded, almost with regret; “My son, I willingly came to stay with you at the lunch, but it was so warm that I had to leave and re-enter the friary”.

We smiled. Then the cordial salute and the usual kiss of the hand.
Padre Pio at my priestly Ordination

Before my Ordination to the priesthood I went to S. Giovanni Rotondo. I immediately left the Padre know about the day of my Ordination and the reason for the choice: it was the 2nd July, 1950, the feast of the Our Lady of Grace, titular of the Sanctuary and of the monastery of the Capuchins of S. Giovanni Rotondo. It was also the residence of the Padre and the place where he was living his mission and generating new children for God and for the Church.

My priesthood is a gift of God and the fruit of the tears of the Padre.

I confessed, we embraced, and after he had wished me well, I asked him to come and assist at the sacred rite. Immediately he answered: “Yes!”

The confession, the embrace and the promise filled my heart with joy.

Finally, the 2nd of July, 1950 arrived. The bells for 9.30 were ringing, I was prostrate on the ground in front of the altar, when I found the strong perfume of the Padre. I continued to smell it without interruption throughout the entire celebration of the liturgy. Never before had I found it for such a long period.
I felt happy to donate my priesthood as well as my life to him.

After having celebrated the first Solemn Mass in the town, I went to S. Giovanni Rotondo the following day. As soon as I saw the Padre I came close to him and, kissing his hand, I said: “Padre, I am a priest!”

He immediately took my hand, kissed it and embrace me. And I continued: “Thanks Padre for having come!” And looking at me he responded: “And you are content are you not?”
Padre Pio in the Holy Sepulchre

In August of 1963 I thought of going on pilgrimage to Palestine. However, I wanted to ask the Padre first. Having received his consent, I asked him to accompany me along the journey and to be alongside me during the visits to the Holy Places.

When I arrived in Palestine I was waiting, with particular anxiety, to celebrate on the Holy Sepulchre.

Finally, after a few days, the permission was given to the Italian priests to celebrate: the time was set at a little after midnight.

It was dark. Fearfully, I crossed the threshold of the Holy Sepulchre and immediately I started to vest with the sacred vestments. At the indications of the person in charge of the Holy Place we all went out in procession together from the sacristy and one by one we entered the Holy Sepulchre. 
As soon as the celebration began, punctually, the Padre made himself present with his perfume. When the Holy Mass finished, the perfume ceased.

The emotion was profound.

A few weeks after returning to Italy I had the chance to go to S. Giovanni Rotondo. As soon as I saluted the Padre, I thanked him for his company on the pilgrimage and, in a particular way, for his presence at the Holy Sepulchre.
He smiled at me and asked: “Is it lovely? Did it go well?” “Yes, yes Padre! Thanks for everything”, I answered.

Padre Pio and my grandparents

When I returned from S. Giovanni Rotondo, I told my mother many things about Padre Pio. She was keenly waiting to hear all from me. She had a particular love for her father: he died young because of a fall and with much painful suffering. She said to me: “The next time you must ask Padre Pio where my mother and father are. And woe to you if you forget it!”

A month had barely passed when I returned to S. Giovanni Rotondo again. I met the Padre, but I didn’t say anything. In confession, however, I had the chance to ask him about it: “Padre, my mother wants to know from you where her parents are”. And with sweetness he answered me: “My son, tell your mother that they are in Paradise”.

I returned home and referred to my mother the answer that I had received from Padre Pio. The joy was great.

My father, who was present right there for the story, got really upset with me and started giving out to me: “And does it seem all right to you that you ask Padre Pio about the parents of your mother and not ask him anything about mine? The next time, if you don’t ask Padre Pio about my parents also, it would be a lot better for you not to show up here at home”.

I did my best to calm down my father, assuring him that at the first opportunity that would present itself, I would ask Padre Pio.
After a few months I was in S. Giovanni Rotondo again. I confessed to the Padre and in the confession I said: “Padre, my mother thanks you so much for the lovely news you gave her about her parents, but my father is angry with me and wants to know what became of his parents”.

Padre Pio answered: “They are in Paradise as well. Now my son, lets try to make sure we ourselves get there too”. “Thanks Padre”, I answered.

On my return from S. Giovanni Rotondo, immediately after having saluted my father, I told him the answer that Padre Pio had given me: “They are in Paradise also”. My father started crying.

I never knew my grandparents. I was happy though at the thought of being able to see them some day in Paradise.
The response to a mother about a loved one lost in Russia
In 1947, the Italian mothers were still waiting for their children who were declared missing in action in Russia. From the concentration camps no news at all was leaking out.

The return to Italy of some who had been lost, but who miraculously escaped death, re-ignited hope in the hearts of many mothers and spouses.

Padre Pio was already well known in Italy and abroad.

About ten mothers used to come daily to S. Giovanni Rotondo from all over Italy to ask the Padre for news about their loved ones.

Many times a day I was sent to ask the Padre about the fate of many who were missing. Padre Pio gave me the response for every single one that I asked about and then I would go back and relate it to the families that had sent me to ask.

One mother, in tears, was begging me: “Ask Padre Pio about my son: is he alive?” I asked him and the Padre, with the tears coming in his eyes, answered: “Tell that mother that I myself accompanied him into Paradise”.

I referred the response and the mother immediately exploded into tears unrestrainedly; then, slowly, slowly, she calmed down and then waited to thank the Padre and to kiss his hand as he was passing by.
The response to a magistrate

In 1948 I went to S. Giovanni Rotondo with the magistrate of the town. Upon seeing how close I was to Padre Pio, he asked me to ask the Padre about his deceased sister; the Padre had already told him a year earlier that she was still in Purgatory and that she would still have to remain there for another while. 

I asked the Padre and he answered me: “She is already in heaven!”
The response regarding a dead woman

A young mother had died unexpectedly. Her family members were asking me to ask Padre Pio about her.

As soon as I could, I went to S. Giovanni Rotondo and in the confession I asked: “Padre, a young mother has died suddenly; was she saved?

The Padre asked me: “Did she always go to Mass?” “No”, I answered. Then he responded: “Well then, how could she have been saved?”
The response regarding a professional who had died

A known professional of the place, in 1966, was struck with a heart attack and died. He was very dear to me.

A few weeks afterwards I was in S. Giovanni Rotondo with the Padre. In confession I asked him: “Padre, a friend of mine has died of a heart attack: was he saved? Or where is he?” He responded: “yes he was saved, but he has a really long Purgatory to do. Let’s pray, let us pray a lot”.
Padre Pio predicts immanent death

The Padre not only saw clearly where the dead went to, but he even knew the duration of life of many of the living, the day that they were to die, the duration of the eventual time that they would be in Purgatory, and the moment of the glorious entry into Paradise.

One morning after having celebrated Holy Mass and after finishing the thanksgiving, which he used to do seated in the sacristy, the Padre stood up. He looked around and then called a man to come over to him: “Come up above with me!” 

This was a strange thing. Everyone, moved by curiosity and by holy jealousy, all looked in wonder at that fortunate man who, most contented, was following the Padre.

After a good half hour, I saw him coming back down the stairs very slowly, pale in colour and looking very sad. I approached him: “How are things?”, I asked. He was finding it very difficult to speak. Finally he managed to open his mouth and said to me: “This is my first time ever coming to S. Giovanni Rotondo. I had never seen Padre Pio before. As soon as I entered the corridor, he invited me straight away to enter the cell with him. Then he asked me: “How are you doing?” “Fine”, I answered. Then, with emotion in his voice, he continued: “My friend, one week from now you will leave this world. Don’t fear! Prepare yourself with humility. I will be close to you continuously, and I myself will accompany you into heaven”.
I remained disturbed. I couldn’t manage to utter a single word to him. I looked at him with great affection. Then I took him under my arm and, tremouring, I started to tell him something.

That poor man communicated his news to the whole group of friends who had come to S. Giovanni Rotondo with him. One by one they were all struck dumb and separated themselves away on their own from him.

After about a week I saw his friends when they returned back to S. Giovanni Rotondo again. Straight away I asked for the news and they said to me: “After a few days, that man unexpectedly became very ill and after just one week, exactly as the Padre had predicted, he died. If his death came true, it is certainly just as true that he is in Paradise. Blessed is he!” I also answered: “Blessed is he”.

The people came to know of the fact and then we were all terrified of being called by the Padre after Mass.
The adjournment
There was an urgent telephone call from a distinguished man of Martina Franca; he was pleading with me to go to S. Giovanni Rotondo with him: the wife was affected by a grave tumour in the chest.

We left in the afternoon of the same day. We arrived there that night and got up early the next morning to get close to Padre Pio immediately after the Holy Mass.

I never managed to speak to him that morning. In the afternoon, on the veranda, after having kissed his hand, I asked him: “Padre, a lady from Martina Franca who is affected by a grave tumour is on borrowed time and asks that you pray for her”.

The Padre looked up high, then, along with a hand gesture, spoke the words: “All right then! The Lord is granting her an adjournment”.

I, happily, returned and told the husband the meaning and not the precise words of the positive response. He was so overjoyed that he made me a present of a picture of Padre Pio which I still conserve.

Exactly nine years later, a most urgent telephone from Martina Franca informed me of the unexpected re-appearance and worsening of the illness.

I ran quickly to the Padre, managed to get near him and, without losing any time, told him of the reason of my visit: “Padre, that lady in Martina Franca has become very ill again”. Padre Pio, with sweetness, answered me: “I gave her an adjournment, not a definitive cure”.

I returned and referred to the family members: “Padre Pio is praying for the sick person”. But only I knew the rest of what he said. After less than a month later the lady died.     
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The extraordinary personality of Padre Pio
Padre Po had the gift to cure the incurable and to convert sinners, to postpone the time of death and to know the exact day, to know the place where the souls of the dead went to and, furthermore, to accompany them himself into Paradise. He fought against Satan and chased away demons, scrutinized hearts, gave a good shake up to souls and illuminated minds, more by his witness than by his discourses. 

He knew the life of many, the history of the Church and of humanity. To many he predicted the future. He followed both the good and the bad, those who were close and those far away, the healthy and the ill.

He was alongside the dying, as happened in the case of my own father, and was at the bedside of innumerable sick people: in the hospitals, in private homes, in the concentration camps and in the most unthinkable places.

Padre Pio was an institution of “instant intervention”. He used to drive in the place of motorists who had dozed off, as happened to a friend of mine, and he used to save distracted and imprudent drivers from major embarrassment.

Incidents which would certainly have been fatal, with the intervention of the Padre, were resolved in collisions which were mysteriously piloted and without consequences.

Many times I myself was present when the concerned parties, who were left unhurt, but only because of having got a miracle, used to come to thank the Padre; with so much simplicity, he used to make recommendations like: “Listen sonny, you better be a bit more attentive when you are driving on journeys!”.

To an employee of the Hospital of Relief, still alive only due to a miracle, he said: “Because of having had to remove you from under the car, I’m still carrying broken ribs!”

To an implacable communist convert who, because of a vow, was bringing his friends to S. Giovanni Rotondo on a weekly basis, and due to this was being sabotaged and threatened by his companions, Padre Pio, with a very severe tone of voice, said: “Refer to whoever threatens you that if they don’t quit it, I have the power to make their car capsize, rather than yours”.

With the perfume he used to give warning of his precious presence, even to missionaries of every continent of the earth, just as I heard it from a group of missionaries on their arrival and on their departure for foreign lands.

“He does everything”, they used to say on the veranda, in front of Padre Pio who used to listen: “He protects us, comforts us, opens the roads for us, frees us from dangers and blesses our work. Without him, we would by now no longer even know how to live”.

Just as the disciples referred of Jesus to John, so too have I done of Padre Pio to the Church. I have presented the facts. 
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