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    I wish to thank the Lord for having given us dear Padre Pio,


    for having given him to our generation in this very tormented century.


    In his love for God and for his brothers and sisters,


    he is a sign of great hope.

  




  

    – Pope John Paul II

  




  

    INTRODUCTION
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    God has raised up different saints in different eras, according to the needs of the Church and the errors of the times. Quite often, they are present in the darkest moments of human history to stand as witnesses to God’s loving presence in the world. In the 1st century, St. Paul of Tarsus was chosen to spread the message of the Gospel of Christ. In the 5th century, St. Augustine, as Bishop of Hippo, fought the heretical beliefs that were current at the time, especially Donatism. He also helped bring about the transition from paganism to Christianity with his book, The City of God.

  




  

    St. Benedict in the 6th century established his brand of western monasticism that formed the foundation of monasticism in Europe. St. Bernard of Clairvaux in the 12th century helped establish the Cistercian reform of monasticism and through his writings, gave us true devotion to the sacred humanity of Jesus. His mystical treatises won him the name, “Mellifluous (Honey-Sweet) Doctor of the Church.”

  




  

    St. Charles Borromeo in the 16th century, single-handedly brought the Council of Trent to a successful conclusion and spent the rest of his life in northern Italy and Switzerland putting into effect the decisions of the council through Synods and Visitations. In the Age of Enlightenment, when reason was supreme over faith, God sent an unlettered saint, St. John Vianney, to confound the wise.

  




  

    In our own time, we have been blessed with the witness of Pope John Paul II and Mother Teresa. Toward the end of his life, Pope John Paul II bewailed the state of the sacrament of confession. He maintained that our culture was losing its sense of sin.

  




  

    Padre Pio (St. Pio of Pietrelcina) had a special vocation and calling to reach out to the sinful and the lost through the sacrament of confession. He spent many hours each day bringing forgiveness and healing to those who sought to be reconciled with God. People came to him from all parts of the world, seeking his spiritual counsel. As a confessor, St. Pio was unique in many ways, especially for his ability to read hearts and for his profound insights into the human soul.

  




  

    A lawyer from Milan once made his confession to Padre Pio and told him that he no longer attended Mass. St. Pio then asked him to leave the confessional. The lawyer became indignant, but as time passed, he came to understand that Padre Pio was right. Missing Mass on Sunday was indeed a grave omission. Not only did he return to the sacraments, he became a daily communicant.

  




  

    Padre Pio’s life was completely dominated by his love for God and neighbor. Even so, he was sometimes criticized for his strictness in the confessional. On one occasion, he responded by saying, “I have never lost a single one of my spiritual children. I follow them all with my prayers.” And it was true. Padre Pio’s prayers, and often his voluntary mortifications and sufferings, brought the lost sheep back into the fold. One is reminded of the first recorded words of Jesus in the gospel of Mark: The time is fulfilled, the kingdom of heaven is at hand. Repent and believe the good news.

  




  

    Today, we hear many beautiful and inspirational stories of Padre Pio’s life and spirituality. It seems that they increase with the passage of time. Witness this present book, lovingly compiled by Diane and Ron Allen through their years of contact with individuals who had visited San Giovanni Rotondo and had met Padre Pio.

  




  

    One last observation. Although Padre Pio had experienced advanced mystical states of prayer, his favorite prayer was the Rosary which he prayed continuously. He once said that he prayed 35 rosaries a day. When asked how it was possible to do so he said, “I am able to do more than one thing at a time.”

  




  

    It is my fond hope that this book will bring many closer to St. Pio, and through him, to God.

  




  

    Reverend Father Edward Steriti, O.C.S.O.


    St. Joseph’s Abbey


    Spencer, Massachusetts

  




  

    O my Lord, where can I better serve you, than in the cloister, beneath the banner of the poor man of Assisi?

  




  

    - St. Pio of Pietrelcina

  




  

    CHAPTER 1

  




  

    Padre Pio - A True Son of St. Francis
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    Francesco Forgione (Padre Pio) was born in Pietrelcina, Italy on May 25, 1887 and was baptized the following day. His birth was registered in the town hall in Pietrelcina and signed by two witnesses - the shoemaker and a local farmer. Francesco Forgione’s father, Grazio Maria Forgione was present, but could not be an official witness because he was illiterate and was unable to sign his name.

  




  

    When Francesco was just five years old, he dedicated his life to God. As a child, Francesco was serious, meditative, and above all extremely sensitive to spiritual things. As a youth, he assisted the parish priest in Pietrelcina as an altar server. He was diligent and conscientious in his service to the church.

  




  

    Francesco’s parents, Grazio and Giuseppa Forgione, were both deeply religious and they made a great effort to instill spiritual values in their five children. Later in life, Giuseppa reminisced about Francesco and said, “As Francesco grew older, he never did anything wrong. He was never any trouble and he always obeyed me.”

  




  

    Francesco felt the call to religious life at an early age. As a boy, he heard a sermon on St. Michael the Archangel preached by Father Giuseppe (Peppino) Orlando. He was deeply inspired by Father Orlando’s words. Later in life, Padre Pio was to say that the sermon was one of the compelling factors that led to his decision to become a priest.

  




  

    Francesco decided to apply for admission to the Capuchin Order, a branch of the Franciscan Order that strictly adheres to the Rule of St. Francis of Assisi. There was a Capuchin monastery in the town of Morcone. It was only twenty-five miles away from Francesco’s home in Pietrelcina but it was considered to be a long distance at the time.

  




  

    Padre Pio’s uncle spoke to the parish priest of Pietrelcina, Father Salvatore Pannullo about the matter. Father Pannullo wrote a letter to the provincial of the Capuchin monastery in Foggia and learned that the Capuchin novitiate of St. Philip and St. James in Morcone was full. Francesco’s uncle then advised Francesco to apply to the Benedictine Order in Montevergine. He also suggested to him that he could apply to the Redemptorist Order in Sant’Angelo a Cupola. But Francesco had his heart set on becoming a Capuchin. He decided to wait until there was an opening in Morcone.

  




  

    On the Feast of the Epiphany, January 6, 1903, fifteen-year-old Francesco Forgione entered the Capuchin novitiate at Morcone to begin his formal training in religious life. He was assigned to cell number 28 and above the door of his cell were the words from Scripture: You are dead and your life is hidden with Christ in God (Colossians 3:3). The words symbolized Francesco’s new life. He had chosen to die to the world and all worldly concerns. In the cloister at Morcone, he would remain hidden with Christ. He knew the value of a hidden life. It was what he had been longing for. He was handing over his life to God now. It no longer belonged to him. His ties with the world were being severed forever.

  




  

    On January 22, he was vested in the religious habit of the Capuchin novice. He exchanged his secular clothing for the brown Franciscan habit with hood and scapular. He would wear the Capuchin habit for the next 65 years. At the time of his investiture, his baptismal name was changed. Francesco Forgione became Brother Pio of Pietrelcina.

  




  

    The year-long novitiate at Morcone was a testing period and a time when the superiors of the Capuchin community scrutinized the novices to see if they had a vocation to religious life. It was also a time of discernment for the novices as they prayed and meditated about their own calling.

  




  

    The novices in Morcone studied the Rule of St. Francis, Sacred Scripture, and the Constitutions of the Capuchin Order. In the middle of the night they arose for community prayers in the choir. The Divine Office was recited seven times a day. In the evening after night prayers, the students gathered for meditation before the Blessed Sacrament. Brother Pio always chose the Passion of Christ as the source of his meditation.

  




  

    Life in the Capuchin novitiate at Morcone was austere and uncompromising. The community followed a literal approach to the Franciscan way of life. Anything that lent itself to poverty of spirit, penance, and self-denial was encouraged. The rigid program was difficult and demanding and it served to separate the weak from the strong. Many of the novices found the rigors of the life too difficult and left on their own accord.

  




  

    The monastery at Morcone was unheated, and in the winter months the students suffered from the cold. It was not unusual to wake up in the morning to see the water frozen solid in the wash basins. The novices were allowed only one woolen undershirt under their habit and one blanket for their bed. Later in life, Padre Pio would reminisce and say that for him, the cold was the hardest part of the novitiate to endure.

  




  

    At Morcone, the manual labor and daily chores were performed in strict silence. Although there were several periods set aside during the day when the novices could converse with each other, silence was observed the greater part of the time. A quiet environment was considered to be of great importance in order to preserve the interior spirit of prayer and communion with God. A large sign inscribed with the word Silence hung over the doorway in the corridor of the monastery. It was to be a constant reminder to the novices. Brother Pio had always felt an attraction to interior solitude and he thrived in the silence of the monastic enclosure.

  




  

    In regard to the prayerful silence of contemplative life, one is reminded of the beautiful words of St. Paul of the Cross:

  




  

    

      Remember that your soul is a temple of the living God. The Kingdom of God is within you. Night and day let your aim be to remain in simplicity and gentleness, calmness and serenity, and in freedom from created things, so that you will find your joy in the Lord Jesus. Love silence and solitude, even when in the midst of a crowd or when caught up in your work. Physical solitude is a good thing, provided that it is backed up by prayer and a holy life, but far better than this is solitude of the heart, which is the interior desert in which your spirit can become totally immersed in God, and can hear and savor the words of eternal life.

    


  




  

    Father Tommaso of Mount St. Angelo was the Novice Master at Mor-cone. He considered Brother Pio as a role model for all the other novices. Brother Pio was mature, pious, responsible, and dedicated. Even as a student in the novitiate, he seemed to be advanced beyond his years in the religious life. Father Tommaso said of Brother Pio:

  




  

    

      He was an exemplary novice. He was punctual in his observance and exact in all things so as never to give the least motive for reproof. He was quite different from the other students.

    


  




  

    Father Tommaso worried about Brother Pio’s health. He was sickly and very thin. Father Tommaso was also concerned about Brother Pio’s poor appetite and insisted that he eat more. In general, the meals at the monastery were quite frugal. Nevertheless, Brother Pio had a hard time eating and going to the monastery dining room for meals proved to be a real trial for him. It was almost impossible for him to finish the food that was set before him. No one was quite sure why. He often tried to give part of his meals to the other novices and he attempted to do so without letting the superior see.

  




  

    At Morcone, Brother Pio was assigned to help one of the younger students in the novitiate, Brother Angelico. Every day for three months, Brother Pio visited the novice in his cell and instructed him in the Rule of St. Francis and the Constitutions. He tried to the best of his ability to help Brother Angelico because he realized that he was wavering in his vocation. The young novice, who was fifteen years old, found it difficult to adapt to the monastic way of life. Brother Angelico wrote:

  




  

    

      I waited with eagerness for the hour set by the Master of Novices for Brother Pio to encourage me with the words of a good confrere . . . I still keep in my heart the memory of the kindness and affability of Brother Pio, who since that time has presented himself to me suffused with a deep and unmistakable piety that is able to win the hearts of others . . . He impressed all of us novices by his faultless behavior and by the attraction that he exerted on all who came into contact with him.

    


  




  

    Through the help of Brother Pio, the young novice persevered in his studies. He was eventually ordained to the priesthood and was given the name Father Angelico da Sarno.

  




  

    Brother Pio also encouraged another novice to persevere, Giovanni Di Carlo. Giovanni had decided that life in the novitiate was too hard, too austere, and was making preparations to leave. Brother Pio spoke to him and encouraged him to stay. He reminded Giovanni that many people had made sacrifices so that he could enter the novitiate at Morcone. He told him to think about his family and the desire they had for him to succeed. “With the help of the Virgin Mary and St. Francis, I know that you will get used to this life,” Brother Pio said. Giovanni reconsidered and decided not to leave. After his ordination to the priesthood, he would remember Brother Pio’s words of encouragement and feel deep gratitude.

  




  

    On January 25, 1904, at the end of his one year novitiate, Brother Pio was sent to Sant’Elia a Pianisi where he continued his studies for the priesthood. He had six years of academic classes ahead as he moved through five different monasteries of the Capuchin province. They were years of formation, study, training, and purification. The prescribed curriculum included courses in logic, rhetoric, canon law, sacred scripture, philosophy, ecclesiastical history, and theology.

  




  

    Brother Raffaele was an aspirant at Sant’Elia a Pianisi when he first made the acquaintance of Brother Pio. They remained in the same monastery together for one year. Later, Brother Raffaele reflected on his time at Sant’Elia and said:

  




  

    

      Young as I was, I didn’t know much about virtue, but I saw in Brother Pio something which distinguished him from the other students. Whenever I met him in the corridors, in choir, in the sacristy, in the garden, he was always humble, recollected and silent and there was no danger that he would speak an unnecessary word.

    


  




  

    Although Brother Pio was reserved, he was by no means gloomy. His fellow Capuchins observed that he had a fine sense of humor, and enjoyed participating with them in a good practical joke from time to time. He was also approachable and friendly.

  




  

    Father Leone looked back on his time as a Capuchin student and wrote:

  




  

    

      While we were students in Sant’Elia, Brother Pio always kept to the genuine spirit of the novitiate . . . I never heard him complain of the poor food, although the friary could have given us something better. He never criticized the actions of the superiors and when others did so he either rebuked them or else left their company. He never grumbled about the cold which was really severe or about the few blankets we were given. However, what struck me most about Brother Pio was his love of prayer.

    


  




  

    Father Leone observed that Brother Pio always completed his assigned lessons on schedule. He often wondered how Brother Pio found the time to study. It seemed as though he was always praying. Father Leone said:

  




  

    

      Using one excuse or another, I would go to his cell and almost always I would find him on his knees in prayer, his eyes red from weeping. I could say that he was a student of continuous prayer. It was enough to look at his eyes to understand that tears were normal to him.

    


  




  

    Father Antonino, one of the teachers at Sant’Elia a Pianisi also noticed that Brother Pio shed tears during the period of prayer. Brother Pio kept a handkerchief with him in the chapel and it was generally wet with his tears. Father Antonino wondered why the good Brother cried. Father Antonino asked him for an explanation but he avoided answering the question. One day, Father Antonino pressed him for an answer. Brother Pio finally said, “I weep for my sins and for the sins of all men.” His fellow classmates were well aware of his tears and some of them teased him about it.

  




  

    Brother Pio’s health steadily declined during his years of formation for the priesthood. He suffered from high fevers, chest pains, headaches, bronchial trouble, dizziness, a chronic and severe cough, intestinal trouble, weakness, and more. Often the symptoms of illness appeared suddenly and then vanished as mysteriously as they had come. The medicines that were given to him did not bring any relief. Neither did the bed rest that was prescribed. His doctors were never able to find a satisfactory explanation or come to any definite conclusion about his sickness. Many years later, Padre Pio confided to Father Agostino Daniele, “My illnesses in my youth stemmed in part from a kind of spiritual oppression.”

  




  

    Brother Pio became so ill that his religious superiors were convinced that he would not live to see his ordination day. “I never wanted to be anything except a priest,” Brother Pio said. “But if God is calling me out of this life, I will accept it.” Because of his poor health, his superiors frequently sent him back to his home in Pietrelcina for a temporary reprieve. It was hoped that the native air and his mother’s tender care might help him regain his strength. During his absence, his teachers and fellow students missed him and waited expectantly for his return.

  




  

    Brother Pio continued to make a favorable impression on those he came in contact with. Father Bernardino, one of his professors said:

  




  

    

      I had Padre Pio as a theology student at Montefusco. He had an average intelligence. He distinguished himself by his conduct. Among his fellow students who were lively and noisy, he was quiet and calm, even during recreation. He was always humble, meek, and obedient.

    


  




  

    While his teachers and fellow students admired Brother Pio for his many virtues, they were not aware at that time of the supernatural dimension of his life. He made an effort to keep his mystical experiences hidden and he evidently succeeded. Later in life, Padre Pio was questioned by Father Agostino regarding his heavenly visions. He told Father Agostino that many of the extraordinary experiences began shortly after he entered the Capuchin novitiate.

  




  

    When Brother Pio was eighteen years old, he had his first experience of bilocation. At the time, he was assigned to the house of studies in Sant’Elia a Pianisi. One evening he was praying in the monastery chapel when he suddenly found himself at the same time, in a far away city, at the bedside of a dying man. Brother Pio prayed with the man and offered him words of consolation. After a time, he found himself back in the monastery chapel. He was confused by the experience and could come to no conclusion as to what had actually occurred. As time passed, he would grow in understanding. There would be many more experiences of bilocation in the future.

  




  

    Also, there is evidence that the first documented miraculous healing through Padre Pio’s intercession took place during his days as a Capuchin student at Montefusco. It involved the instantaneous cure of Daria Scocca, the mother of Mercurio Scocca, one of Brother Pio’s best friends. Daria had known Brother Pio since he was a child and she was also a friend to his family.

  




  

    Since there were numerous chestnut trees near the monastery of Montefusco, Brother Pio occasionally brought a bag of chestnuts to Daria. Because Daria had such a high regard for Brother Pio, it was her habit to save the bags that the chestnuts came in. One day, Daria had a terrible accident in her home. Some gunpowder that was kept in the house, exploded in her face, burning her chest and head. Daria was in excruciating pain and in a near panic. She ran and got one of the chestnut bags and touched it to her face. Immediately the pain vanished as well as the burns on her skin. After Brother Pio was ordained to the priesthood, there would be many more testimonies as to his gift of healing.

  




  

    Brother Pio continued to apply himself with great diligence to his studies. Although his health remained unstable, he persevered. On January 27, 1907, Brother Pio made his solemn profession of vows. In so doing, as a Capuchin Franciscan, he made his final, permanent commitment to God. He said:

  




  

    

      I, Brother Pio, vow and promise to almighty God, to the Blessed Virgin Mary, to our holy Father St. Francis, to all the saints, and to you, Father, to observe all the days of my life, the Rule of the Friars Minor, confirmed by Pope Honorius, living in obedience, without property, and in chastity.

    


  




  

    Many years later, Padre Pio looked back on his calling to follow the Capuchin way of life. He reflected on his vocation to the priesthood and wrote:

  




  

    

      My heart has always been on fire with love for him, my All, and for all men. Innocently and unwittingly, I used to pour out my love on those for whom I cared, then he who always watched over me would reproach me in a fatherly manner . . . It was the voice of a kind Father who intended to detach his son’s heart from everything belonging to earth and the mire, in order that I might devote myself entirely to him. With sweet and tender words, he called me to himself to make me entirely his . . .

    




    

      He seemed to smile and invite me to a different life. He gave me to understand that my safe haven, my peaceful shelter lay in the ranks of the clergy. O my Lord, where can I better serve you than in the cloister, beneath the banner of the Poor Man of Assisi? Then I felt within myself two forces wrestling with each other and tearing my heart asunder: the world that wanted me for itself and God who was calling me to a new life.

    




    

      Dear God! Who can imagine the interior torment I experienced? Although twenty years have passed since then, the mere recollection of that interior combat makes the blood freeze in my veins. You know, O my God, that I always wanted to obey you and that I would rather have died than refuse to answer your call. You know the state of abandonment to which I was reduced at that time and how you stretched out your strong hand and led me firmly to the place to which you had called me. For this I offer infinite praise and thanks to you, O my God. You hid me away from the eyes of all, but even at that time you had entrusted to your son a very great mission, a mission that is known to you and myself alone.

    


  




  

    Twenty-three-year-old Pio was ordained to the priesthood by Most Reverend Paolo Schinosi in the chapel of St. Mary in the Benevento Cathedral on August 10, 1910. It was the feast day of St. Lawrence the Martyr. Padre Pio’s mother, his uncle, and the parish priest of Pietrelcina, Father Salvatore Pannullo were present for his ordination.

  




  

    Brother Pio, who, from that time forward, would be known as Padre Pio, returned to Pietrelcina in the afternoon. As he entered his hometown, he was greeted by the citizens of Pietrelcina who had assembled along the streets to await him. In their enthusiasm, they broke out into joyful cheers. A band which had been hired by his sister-in-law, began to play music in his honor. That evening the celebration continued. Giuseppa lovingly prepared a fine meal for all those who were gathered. For the rest of his life Padre Pio would remember with great joy, the “beautiful day” of his ordination.

  




  

    Padre Pio’s brother Michael and his father Grazio were unable to attend his ordination. They had both emigrated to the United States. Grazio was working there so that he could earn the needed money to pay for his son’s priestly education. Padre Pio was always deeply grateful for the sacrifice that his father made for him. He often related the fact to others and said, “My father crossed the ocean twice so that I could study for the priesthood.” Whenever he shared the story, his eyes would fill with tears.

  




  

    Grazio was with his family in spirit on his son’s ordination day. He organized a celebration with his friends who worked with him in Jamaica, New York. They played the mandolin, sang Italian songs, and shared their joy together in honor of Padre Pio.

  




  

    On Sunday, August 14, 1910, Padre Pio said his first Mass at Our Lady of Angels parish in Pietrelcina. Father Agostino preached the sermon that day. As a souvenir of his ordination, Padre Pio passed out holy cards with a sentiment that he had inscribed:

  




  

    

      A souvenir of my first Mass - Jesus, my breath and my life: Today with trembling hands, I elevate you in a mystery of divine love. May I be with you for the world - the way, the truth and the life, and for you, a holy priest, a perfect victim.

    


  




  

    The words that Padre Pio wrote on his souvenir card for his first Mass are in many ways, prophetic. He prayed not only that he would be a holy priest for Jesus’ sake but also that he would be a victim, a “perfect victim.” We know that Jesus accepted the offering that he made. Just one month later, in September 1910, Padre Pio received the invisible stigmata. He experienced the pain of Christ’s wounds for the first time. Sometimes the marks of the crucifixion were visible on his body, but at other times they were not. In 1918, the wounds became permanent.

  




  

    Jesus knows that my entire life has been consecrated to him and to his sufferings.

  




  

    - St. Pio of Pietrelcina

  




  

    Prayer was the key to Padre Pio’s existence and the guarantee of his mission. Prayer was his daily activity. He also dedicated many hours of the night to prayer. It was the task which he felt was particularly his own, and which drew upon him the attention of the whole world. At the altar, in his cell, or in the monastery garden, with his hands folded in prayer or holding his Rosary, his world was God - to be contemplated, to be praised, to be entreated, to be propitiated. More than anything else, his was a life of prayer, of uninterrupted conversation with God.

  




  

    - Father Fernando of Riese Pio X

  




  

    CHAPTER 2

  




  

    Anecdotes of Padre Pio - Part 1
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    When Padre Pio (Francesco Forgione) was a child growing up in Pietrelcina, he and his family lived in a very small house, number 32 on Vico Storte Valle (Crooked Valley Lane). It was a stone house with a reed ceiling, very much like all the other houses in the neighborhood. It was the house of poor people, who often struggled in order to survive.

  




  

    The Forgiones also had a small landholding in the countryside of nearby Piana Romana. It included a vineyard and several fields. One day, Francesco’s father, Grazio Forgione, decided to dig a well on his land in Piana Romana. He dug three meters down but was not successful in finding water. Grazio became more and more frustrated in his attempts. Francesco, who was just a boy at the time, watched his father’s futile efforts. Finally Francesco said, “Father, you are not going to find water there.” He pointed to an area a short distance away and said, “But if you dig in this spot, you will find water.”

  




  

    Grazio was doubtful that Francesco’s words were true. “Son, why should I believe what you are telling me? How do I know that I will find water there?” “You will see,” Francesco replied. Grazio realized that he had nothing to lose, so he decided to follow his son’s advice. Soon water started gushing from the exact spot that Francesco had pointed to. “Son, how did you know that water was there?” Grazio asked. “Jesus told me,” Francesco said simply. As time passed, the well continued to produce a steady and abundant supply of water, more than enough for the needs of the Forgione family.
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    Shortly after obtaining his license to practice medicine, Dr. Andrea Car-done of Pietrelcina became the family doctor for Francesco Forgione (Padre Pio) as well as the entire Forgione family. In the early days, Dr. Cardone had no idea of the worldwide fame that Francesco would one day receive.

  




  

    Dr. Cardone remembered that as a boy, Francesco would go to the parish church in Pietrelcina every day. Dr. Cardone sometimes watched young Francesco as he climbed the stairs that led to the church. Even before entering the church, Francesco was already recollected in prayer. He always kept his eyes lowered when he walked through the streets of Pietrelcina on his way to school. Some of the local children were without parental supervision and frequently used bad language. Dr. Cardone remembered that little Francesco would cry whenever he heard their profanities and would run away.

  




  

    When Padre Pio was a young Capuchin monk in Pietrelcina, Dr. Cardone treated him for his many ailments. Often, Dr. Cardone was at a loss as to how to help him. Padre Pio had a chronic cough and was extremely thin. Many people in the town believed that he had tuberculosis. For that reason, some people avoided him, thinking that his condition was contagious. Dr. Cardone tested him on numerous occasions and was relieved to find out that he did not have tuberculosis. He accompanied Padre Pio to Naples in order to consult with Dr. Castellino, the leading physician of that time. But no matter what remedies were given, his health did not improve. His frequent fevers too, were mysterious. Dr. Cardone confided to a friend that he believed that his fevers were of a supernatural origin.

  




  

    Dr. Cardone remembered that just before Easter, Padre Pio used to gather the youth of Pietrelcina together at his home. He went over the scriptures that would be read on Good Friday and taught them the songs that would be sung between the Passion prayers.

  




  

    On one occasion, Dr. Cardone was very ill and burning with a high fever. Padre Pio appeared in bilocation at his bedside. He took Dr. Cardone’s wrist in his hand, as though checking his pulse. Dr. Cardone was instantly healed. After that, Dr. Cardone often said, “Padre Pio is a patient who heals the doctor.”

  




  

    In 1910, Padre Pio received the first signs of the stigmata on his hands. He told the parish priest of Pietrelcina, Father Salvatore Pannullo that he became aware of the painful wounds on his hands at the moment when Jesus and Mary had appeared to him. It was referred to as the “invisible stigmata” because the marks would alternately appear and then disappear. Dr. Cardone was one of the few people who saw the red, puncture-like wounds of the stigmata on Padre Pio’s hands at that time. In 1918, when Padre Pio was thirty-one years old, the wounds became permanent. Dr. Cardone also examined Padre Pio’s stigmata after it became permanent and left a written statement regarding it. He wrote that the wounds “pierced the palms of his hands completely through, so much so that one could see light through them.”

  




  

    Through the years, Dr. Cardone always felt the beautiful impression of Padre Pio’s goodness, his sweetness, his superhuman modesty, and his many other virtues. Like a number of the other citizens of Pietrelcina, Dr. Cardone said that he felt honored to have Padre Pio as a personal friend. He also felt it a great privilege to be his doctor. “We of Pietrelcina are proud of the divine grace which works through Padre Pio and spreads so much good throughout the world,” Dr. Cardone said.
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    Due to Padre Pio’s fragile health, after his ordination to the priesthood, he remained in his hometown of Pietrelcina for more than six years. It was a great disappointment for him to have to be separated from his religious community, but he did his best to accept it. During his years in Pietrelcina, his reputation for sanctity grew. The citizens of Pietrelcina nicknamed him, “our saint.”

  




  

    Padre Pio found many ways to improve the lives of his fellow townsmen in Pietrelcina. A large number of the citizens who lived there had never had an opportunity to get an education. It was not unusual to see Padre Pio out in the fields with the local farmers and day laborers, instructing them in basic reading and writing. He also taught mathematics to the local people. He organized wholesome games for the citizens to participate in and directed a boys’ choir at the parish.

  




  

    Padre Pio had only been a priest for several years when a local farmer of Pietrelcina summoned him one day. Insects had infested the farmer’s crops and fruit trees and all seemed doomed for destruction. The farmer asked Padre Pio if he would be willing to go with him to his fields and bless them. Padre Pio agreed to do so. He made the sign of the cross over the man’s land and prayed fervently. Shortly after Padre Pio has blessed the crops, the farmer was amazed to see that the insects had all fallen to the ground. The word spread rapidly among the townspeople. The other farmers decided to ask Padre Pio to bless their crops as well. That year the harvest in Pietrelcina proved to be excellent.
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    In the early days of Padre Pio’s ministry, a person once asked Padre Pio to come and bless their family home. Padre Pio agreed to do so. He got as far as the kitchen before he stopped. “I cannot go any farther,” he said, and he turned around and walked back out of the house. “The family who lives there spreads rumors,” he explained to his companion. “We can have no dealings with them.”

  




  

    Padre Pio knew of a priest who used to visit the family. He warned the priest and said, “I would advise you not to go to that home any more. The people who live there spread lies and rumors about others.” On another occasion Padre Pio said, “When you spread rumors about someone, it means you have removed that person from your heart. When you take someone from your heart, Jesus also leaves with them.”

  




  

    Countless people were inspired by the reverence and the intense devotion that Padre Pio exhibited whenever he celebrated Mass. He meditated deeply on every word of the Mass. He often shifted on his painful feet and he paused many times to pray in silence. At the Memento - the prayers for the living and the deceased - his voice sounded weary and strained. At times he trembled and wiped the tears from his eyes with a handkerchief. He once said that during the Mass, the Lord allowed him to mystically see all of his spiritual children - those who were living as well as those who had already passed away.

  




  

    During the Mass, Padre Pio’s eyes remained half-closed. If he opened his eyes at all, it was only to look at the altar. He appeared not to notice the people in the congregation or the priests and altar boys who assisted him. On one occasion, he spoke about the Mass he had just celebrated and said, “I almost forgot being in this world.”

  




  

    The mayor of San Giovanni Rotondo, Francesco Morcaldi, once asked Padre Pio to celebrate Mass in front of the town hall. When the local citizens as well as people from the surrounding areas heard that Padre Pio had accepted the mayor’s invitation, they were filled with enthusiasm. On the day of the Mass, huge numbers of people descended on the town. The square in front of the town hall as well as the adjacent streets were completely full.

  




  

    After the Mass, the mayor accompanied Padre Pio back to the monastery. “It was such a wonderful turnout,” the mayor said to Padre Pio. “Did you see the crowds who came to attend your Mass? Did you notice that the streets were full to overflowing?” “No, I did not notice the people,” Padre Pio replied. “As a matter of fact, I was not aware that I was celebrating Mass in the open air. I became so absorbed in the prayers that I did not notice anything.”
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    There was once a man from Turin, Italy who had a great desire to speak to Padre Pio. He wanted to seek Padre Pio’s advice on a personal matter that was of great importance to him. Every time he tried to plan a trip to San Giovanni Rotondo, his way was blocked.

  




  

    The man was finally able to visit Padre Pio but unfortunately the trip had come too late. “I am so happy that I could discuss my situation with you and receive your advice,” the man said to Padre Pio. “But I am sorry to say that time is against me. The information that I discussed with you needs to be received in Turin almost at this very moment. Even if I were to send a telegram, it would not make a difference now. The deadline has come,” the man said.

  




  

    “Don’t worry about the deadline,” Padre Pio replied. “Write a letter immediately and take it to the post office as fast as you can.” The man did what Padre Pio suggested even though he was convinced that it would do no good. Miraculously, the letter was received in Turin in a half-hour’s time. The postmark was clearly visible on the envelope. The letter had traveled a distance of more than six hundred and fifty miles in thirty minutes. The man was incredulous and also greatly relieved; the information had reached its destination on time.
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    On one occasion, one of Padre Pio’s spiritual daughters wanted to give him a gift. After thinking about it for some time, she decided to give him two canaries. One day, with her bird cage in hand, she boarded a train to San Giovanni Rotondo so that she could present him with the unusual gift.

  




  

    When the woman arrived at the monastery door, she was greeted by the porter. The woman told him that the canaries were a gift for Padre Pio. “We are not allowed to keep anything for ourselves unless we have the permission of our superior,” the porter explained. “There is a strict rule in place regarding gifts of any kind.” “But couldn’t you please try to do something to help? I traveled a long distance by train in order to come here and I have a great desire to give Padre Pio these birds.” The porter then took the birdcage from the woman. He told her that he would let Padre Pio know about her gift.

  




  

    The porter took the birds to his own cell temporarily. Soon he heard a knock at the door. To his great surprise, Padre Pio was standing there. “These birds just arrived,” the porter said. “A woman brought them for you and she has a great desire that you receive them.” Padre Pio went over to the birds and for a few moments began to play with them. “Please do me a favor,” Padre Pio said to the porter. “Take the cage over to my cell. I would like to keep the birds for an hour or so.” The next day, the porter told the woman that Padre Pio had enjoyed the birds, even though he could not keep them. She was very happy to hear the news and very satisfied.
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    Alfonso De Rosa was one of Padre Pio’s spiritual sons. One day, he had the overwhelming urge to see Padre Pio. He could not stop thinking about it. Alfonso decided to make the journey to San Giovanni Rotondo. He felt blessed that he was able to attend Padre Pio’s early morning Mass. After the Mass, he asked the Father Guardian if he could visit Padre Pio in his cell but he was denied permission. Alfonso went back into the church to pray. Later that day, he spoke to the Father Guardian again. For a second time, he asked if it would be possible for him to speak to Padre Pio and for a second time the Father Guardian said no.

  




  

    Alfonso was very disappointed. He returned to the church once again to pray. He tried to resign himself to the fact that he would not be able to speak to Padre Pio that day. He had done all he could but he had not been able to change the Father Guardian’s mind. While he was sitting quietly in the church, a stranger approached him. “Are you the man who has a great desire to see Padre Pio today?” the stranger asked. Alfonso replied that indeed he was. “Follow me then,” the man said.

  




  

    The man led Alfonso to the sacristy of the church. Alfonso was very surprised to see that the gate near the sacristy was unlocked. He proceeded to follow the man through the gate. The door which led to the monks’ private quarters was also unlocked. The man opened the door nonchalantly and motioned for Alfonso to follow him. They then entered the corridor that led to the Capuchins’ cells. At that point, the stranger disappeared from Alfonso’s view. Alfonso simply could not figure out where he had gone. He was there one moment and gone the next.

  




  

    Two Capuchins who were standing in the corridor looked surprised when they noticed Alfonso’s presence. Alfonso knew that they would probably demand that he leave the area at once. He could not allow that to happen. He ran the rest of the way down the corridor to Padre Pio’s cell. Padre Pio was standing at the door of his cell, saying goodbye to several American priests who were taking their leave. Padre Pio then saw Alfonso. He welcomed him lovingly and gave him a blessing. It was what Alfonso had been hoping and praying for all day. Alfonso’s joy was so great that he could not contain himself. Unashamedly, he began to cry.
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    Michael Conistabile had often heard people speak of Padre Pio and his remarkable spiritual gifts. He listened but he did not believe. To Michael, the talk about the miracles and healings associated with Padre Pio seemed to be pure fantasy. As far as Michael was concerned, there were a lot of fanatical people in the world with overactive imaginations. He remained skeptical about Padre Pio.

  




  

    After a time, the discussions that Michael heard about Padre Pio began to arouse his curiosity. In June 1950, he decided to take his wife and his one year old son, Gianfranco, to visit Padre Pio’s monastery in San Giovanni Rotondo. He wanted to find out for himself the truth about Padre Pio.

  




  

    Michael found a hotel for his family about one-half mile from the monastery. The next morning, when Michael and his family arrived at the church for Mass, Padre Pio was already at the altar. When the Mass began, Michael had a chance to look at him closely. “He looks just like any other Capuchin,” Michael said to himself. Michael saw nothing singular or special about him. But as the Mass progressed, Michael witnessed something extraordinary.

  




  

    As the congregation prayed the Our Father, Michael noticed that the palms of Padre Pio’s hands were shining. The wounds in the middle of his hands were a very bright red, a brilliant red. The brightness dazzled Michael’s eyes. He shut his eyes momentarily and then opened them. He looked at Padre Pio’s hands once again. He wanted to make sure that what he had seen was not a hallucination. He knew that it was not. The light from Padre Pio’s hands continued to shine with great intensity. It was as if Padre Pio’s wounded hands were illuminated by a thousand electric lights. Michael lowered his eyes and then knelt down. He felt completely confused by what he had witnessed.

  




  

    The next day, Michael took little Gianfranco with him to the monastery. He was walking down one of the corridors when, much to his great surprise, he happened to see Padre Pio. With little Gianfranco in his arms, Michael greeted Padre Pio and asked him to give his young son a blessing. “Please pray for my little son so that he may someday become a missionary,” Michael said. “But why a missionary?” Padre Pio asked. “Let him be what God wills him to be.” He then placed his hand on the head of Gianfranco and blessed him. He gave Michael a blessing as well. He spoke to Michael about the nearby shrine in Monte Sant’ Angelo which was dedicated to St. Michael the Archangel and encouraged him to take his family there for a visit.

  




  

    Every morning at the monastery, Michael went to the sacristy before Mass and waited for Padre Pio. He helped Padre Pio put on his priestly vestments before Mass. When Padre Pio returned to the sacristy after celebrating Mass, Michael was there to assist him. He and his family were able to spend more than a week in San Giovanni Rotondo. Michael had come as a skeptic. He left as a believer.
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    Teresita De Vecchi went to San Giovanni Rotondo on one occasion in order to make her confession to Padre Pio. As she waited in the confessional line, she was able to see Padre Pio clearly. She noticed that his customary half-gloves covered his hands completely. Teresita had a great desire to see the wounds in his hands. At the very moment she was thinking about his hands and wishing that she could see them, Padre Pio slowly pulled up one of his gloves so that his entire hand was exposed. Teresita noticed that his hand was very white and smooth. In the center of his palm was a large crust of clotted blood which reached almost to his fingers. After a moment, he slowly pulled the glove back down over his hand.

  




  

    Teresita made her confession to Padre Pio and before she left the confessional, she kissed his hand. She became instantly aware of a strong smell of carbolic acid. After she left the confessional, it lingered in the air around her for several hours. When she returned to her home, she could not get the thought of Padre Pio out of her mind. She kept thinking about the intensity of his dark and piercing eyes and the terrible wounds in his hands.

  




  

    Several weeks later, Teresita was on a train trip to the city of Lugano in Switzerland. As she passed through a mountainous region, she looked out the window and saw the town that she had grown up in. A feeling of homesickness swept over her. Her heart was aching as she thought of her dear family. Precious memories of days gone by flooded her mind. Suddenly, she noticed the same smell of carbolic acid that she had perceived when she kissed Padre Pio’s hand in the confessional. She knew then that Padre Pio was near and was aware of her sadness.

  




  

    Not long after, Teresita traveled to San Giovanni Rotondo again. She attended the early morning Mass and afterward she waited in the corridor in order to greet Padre Pio. For some reason, when Padre Pio stepped into the corridor, he looked altogether different from the way he had looked when he was at the altar that morning. He seemed to be much taller. He looked luminous and majestic. As he passed down the corridor, he left a trail of perfume behind him.

  




  

    On another visit to San Giovanni Rotondo, Teresita obtained a ticket for Padre Pio’s confessional. She waited three weeks but still her name was not called. Finally, having a family commitment to attend to, she could wait no longer. She had to return to her home.

  




  

    Before leaving San Giovanni Rotondo, Teresita decided to go to the monastery one last time and wait below the little window where Padre Pio appeared each afternoon to give his blessing to the faithful. Just as Teresita got to the area below Padre Pio’s window, she learned that he had already given his blessing for the day. The little window was closed and locked. “Padre Pio has now retired for the day,” Teresita was told. “He will return again tomorrow afternoon to give his blessing.” About twenty people were still standing below Padre Pio’s window, praying the Rosary together. Teresita decided to stay and pray the Rosary with the group.

  




  

    As Teresita prayed the Rosary, she sent up her fervent petition to Padre Pio. She prayed, “Padre Pio, soon I have to catch a train and return to my home and my family. I waited three weeks to make my confession to you but I was not able to do so. My number was not called. Before I return to my home, I ask you to give me a blessing, a big blessing!”

  




  

    The little Rosary group continued with their prayers. About ten minutes later, much to everyone’s great surprise, the little window of Padre Pio’s cell opened once again. Padre Pio appeared at the window and looked out on the small group. For the second time that day, he gave his priestly blessing. Afterward, he started waving something in the air. It was not the customary handkerchief that he normally held in his hand each afternoon when he waved to the crowd. It was something much bigger. Teresita looked closely. Padre Pio was waving a bed sheet! The little Rosary group could not believe their eyes. “What on earth is Padre Pio doing?” they said in unison. They began to laugh. But Teresita understood. It was an answer to her petition. It was the “big blessing” she had been praying for.

  




  

    As time passed, Teresita became aware that Padre Pio was watching over her in countless ways. She had asked him to accept her as his spiritual child and he had agreed to do so. “I will be your father,” he said. “Just don’t do anything to embarrass me!”

  




  

    To meet Padre Pio even after his death is to find heaven, because that is where he will lead you.

  




  

    - Father Joseph Pius Martin

  




  

    CHAPTER 3

  




  

    Anecdotes of Padre Pio - Part 2
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    Pietro (Pietruccio) Cugino, of San Giovanni Rotondo was just six years old when his father took him to see Padre Pio for the first time. As time passed, Padre Pio grew to love Pietruccio with a fatherly affection. He gave Pietruccio instructions in the Catholic faith and prepared him to receive his first Holy Communion.

  




  

    In the early days, farmers brought their sheep, horses, and donkeys to the monastery to be blessed by Padre Pio. Pietruccio often helped herd the animals onto the square just outside the church. When Pietruccio was twelve years old, he contracted an incurable eye disease and lost his sight. Even though he was blind, he still found many ways to assist Padre Pio. He liked picking the special wild herbs that Padre Pio enjoyed in his salad. Twice a day he went to the post office to collect the mail for the Capuchins. He did the shopping for the Capuchins as well. He became so familiar with the monastery and the surrounding area that he did not need a cane to get about. He knew every stone, every turn, every step and incline by heart. He became almost a permanent fixture at the monastery.

  




  

    Padre Pio once said to some of his friends, “Consider the fact that Pietruccio is indeed fortunate. Because of his blindness, he is not able to see the sinful and evil things in this world.” As a matter of fact, Pietruccio used to thank God that he was blind because through it, he felt that he received many extra graces from Padre Pio, graces that were not give to others. He was allowed to go to Padre Pio’s cell whenever he wanted to. He would often visit Padre Pio in his cell in the evening and stay until Padre Pio got in bed. Then he would kneel at his bedside to receive his blessing.

  




  

    Through the many years of their friendship, Padre Pio kept Pietruccio at his side. When he was weak and unsteady on his feet, he used to say to Pietruccio, “You lend me your arm and I will lend you my eyes.” He would lean upon Pietruccio’s strong arm when he walked from the monastery to the church. When Padre Pio became advanced in years, due to his many ailments, he sometimes had difficulty changing his clothing. Pietruccio counted it a privilege to assist him. Each morning, Pietruccio was given a great honor. He preceded Padre Pio out of the sacristy when it was time for the Mass to begin and was allowed to stand very close to the altar for the duration of the Mass.

  




  

    For Pietruccio, just to be near Padre Pio was a great, inestimable gift. It filled him with a deep joy, a joy that sustained him in all the ups and downs of his life. Every morning when Pietruccio woke up, he would reflect on the previous day. In his mind, he would go over everything that Padre Pio had said and done. Because he loved Padre Pio so much, he wanted to savor every memory.

  




  

    The Capuchins trusted Pietruccio so completely that they gave him his own key to the monastery. He usually took his meals with Padre Pio and the other Capuchins in the monastery dining room. A special cell was reserved for him so that in inclement weather, he could sleep inside the monastery rather than return to his home.

  




  

    Once, Pietruccio told Padre Pio that he had a great fear. “Padre Pio,” Pietruccio said. “I feel that as long as you are alive, you will always be near to help me. But because of my blindness, I worry about my future. What will happen to me after your death? Who will take care of me?” “The God who helped us yesterday, helps us today, and will help us tomorrow,” Padre Pio replied. “He wants us to abandon ourselves completely into his care.”

  




  

    A few days before Padre Pio died, he said to Pietruccio, “I am sorry but I have to leave you.” “What do you mean?” Pietruccio asked. “Let us pray about it,” Padre Pio replied. Padre Pio died a few days later.

  




  

    Pietruccio felt shattered by Padre Pio’s death. The thought of never seeing Padre Pio again was almost too much for him to bear. He began to feel, for the first time in his life, the full weight of his blindness. As he reflected on it, he became convinced that when Padre Pio was alive, he had carried the cross of his blindness for him. At that time, it did not seem to Pietruccio that it was a burden to be blind. But after Padre Pio passed away, he truly felt that it was a heavy cross.
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    There was a woman named Michelina who counted herself as one of Padre Pio’s loyal spiritual daughters. She had met Padre Pio for the first time when she was twelve years old. Every year she traveled from her home in Pescara to San Giovanni Rotondo to attend Padre Pio’s Mass. After Padre Pio passed away, she continued to pray to him and ask for his intercession.

  




  

    Michelina had experienced many trials in her life. Her husband passed away leaving her a widow at a relatively young age. Her son Alfredo became deeply involved in the dark world of drugs. His life was going from bad to worse. Michelina prayed to Padre Pio every day to intercede for Alfredo and to cure him of his addiction. In her prayers, she told Padre Pio that if he would help her son, she would walk the distance from Pescara to San Giovanni Rotondo to pray at his tomb and offer her thanksgiving.

  




  

    For six years, Michelina prayed daily to Padre Pio for Alfredo. Finally, one day there was a breakthrough. Alfredo had a fight with one of the drug dealers. He decided to break away from the world of drugs forever. His life underwent a complete transformation and he vowed that he would never go back to his former lifestyle.

  




  

    Michelina was overjoyed. She had not forgotten the promise she had made to Padre Pio. She set off from Pescara to San Giovanni Rotondo with her walking stick and Rosary in hand. She was fifty-six years old.

  




  

    When she arrived in the town of Francavilla al Mare, one of her relatives decided to join her on the walk. He made a good effort but he was not able to continue for very long. Michelina passed through the towns of Termoli, Poggio Imperiale, and San Marco in Lamis enroute to the monastery of Our Lady of Grace. By the time she reached San Giovanni Rotondo, she had walked 120 miles. Her knee was swollen and her exhaustion was great, but other than that, she was in good condition. She felt great happiness when she finally knelt at Padre Pio’s tomb. She prayed in thanksgiving for Alfredo’s deliverance from drugs and for his new beginning in life.

  




  

    Michelina’s relatives, knowing the long and difficult journey she had made, met her in San Giovanni Rotondo. When she finished her prayers and devotions at Padre Pio’s tomb, they offered her a ride back home and she happily accepted.
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    On one occasion, Domenico Savino traveled on business from his home in Velletri to the northern part of Italy. On the return train trip home, he struck up a conversation with one of the passengers, a young man named Victor. Domenico was impressed by Victor’s sincerity and goodness and he liked him at once.

  




  

    As the two men talked together, Victor shared some of the burdens that were in his heart. He had used the last of the money in his family’s savings in order to travel to Milan in search of work. Unfortunately, he was not able to find a job there. His aged parents were in need of care and Victor was deeply concerned for them. He loved them both very much. Domenico’s heart went out to Victor. It seemed that he had more than his share of difficulties.

  




  

    Not long after, Domenico was making preparations to visit Padre Pio’s monastery in San Giovanni Rotondo. On the way to the monastery, he passed through the town of Campania, where Victor lived. He stopped at Victor’s home and invited him to accompany him on the trip. “I assure you that you will feel the wonderful spiritual benefits of visiting the monastery,” Domenico said to Victor. “You can talk to Padre Pio about your many difficulties and ask him to pray for you,” he added. Victor was very happy to accept the invitation.

  




  

    The trip to Padre Pio’s monastery had a transforming effect on Victor. While there, he made many visits to the little church of Our Lady of Grace and spent much of his time in prayer. He felt renewed in body, mind, and soul.

  




  

    In San Giovanni Rotondo, Victor bought two photographs of Padre Pio. He was going to display one of the photos in his home. He decided that he was going to keep the other photograph with him at all times.

  




  

    The days passed far too quickly and soon it was time for the two friends to return to their homes. A month later, Domenico received a letter from Victor. He wrote that he had found work in a mine in Belgium and was doing well. He was very happy because he was now able to send money home to his parents. He told Domenico that he made sure that he had Padre Pio’s photograph with him at all times. It was a spiritual connection to Padre Pio and it filled his heart with a great sense of peace.

  




  

    Some time later, Domenico received another letter from Victor. Victor wrote that a terrible disaster had struck the mine where he worked. He and some of the other miners had been trapped underground for many hours when the mine shaft that they were working in collapsed.

  




  

    During that terrible time of waiting, suspended between life and death, Victor talked to the other miners about Padre Pio. He also had Padre Pio’s photograph with him. It took many hours of exhausting work before the rescue crew was able to bring all of the miners to safety. The words that Victor spoke about Padre Pio, and the photograph which he shared, proved to be a great consolation to all the miners.
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    In November 1965, Archbishop Adolfo Tortolo of Parana, Argentina was able to spend several days at the monastery of Our Lady of Grace in San Giovanni Rotondo. The Archbishop attended Padre Pio’s Mass and during the celebration of the Mass, he noticed a thin line of fresh red blood on Padre Pio’s left hand. After the Mass had ended, he had the opportunity to hold Padre Pio’s hands in his own. Padre Pio’s hands were so hot that the Archbishop described them as “burning like two lighted coals.”

  




  

    Later on in the day, the Archbishop knelt before Padre Pio in order to make his confession. Padre Pio’s face was serene and his dark eyes were deep and very beautiful. “You are a bishop,” Padre Pio said. “You must give me your blessing.” Padre Pio then took the Archbishop’s hand and kissed it.

  




  

    Padre Pio once confided that the wounds of the stigmata were especially painful to him in the late night hours. Archbishop Tortola learned by experience the truth of Padre Pio’s statement. One night, while staying at the monastery of Our Lady of Grace, the Archbishop heard moaning sounds coming from Padre Pio’s cell. The next day, he asked the Father Guardian if he knew what the sound could have been. The Father Guardian told him that even when Padre Pio was asleep, he continued to suffer through the night. He never slept more than a few hours, but even then, he was not able to have any relief from his pain.
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    Giuseppe Bassi, one of Padre Pio’s spiritual sons, used to attend Padre Pio’s Mass when it was held in the small and rustic 16th century church of Our Lady of Grace. At that time, it was Padre Pio’s practice to say his Mass at the side altar of St. Francis.

  




  

    On one occasion, Giuseppe arrived at the church at 4:30 a.m. and waited in the darkness along with many others for the church to open. While they waited, some of the people who were standing in line near Giuseppe, began to converse together. Giuseppe listened with interest to the stories of Padre Pio that the devotees were sharing. One man explained how he had been healed of a very serious back condition through the intercession of Padre Pio. As soon as he finished his story, another man spoke up and said, “That is a lie! I am certain that you were not healed by Padre Pio or by anyone else!” Giuseppe and the others who were present were shocked at the man’s rudeness.

  




  

    The man who made the unkind remark looked to be about twenty-five years old. His skin had an unhealthy, sallow color to it. From time to time, vulgar words would escape from his lips. He did not seem to feel the slightest sense of shame using profanities in such a sacred place. Giuseppe heard the man say that he was from the town of Romagna. That was as much as Giuseppe wanted to know about him. His sarcasm and his anger caused the others who were nearby to feel the same way as Giuseppe did. The man moved about in a nervous way and his body seemed to jerk when he shifted his weight from one side to the other. Among the devout and prayerful people who were gathered in front of the monastery church, the man seemed very much out of place.

  




  

    Before long, one of the Capuchins came out and unlocked the doors to the church. Once inside, Giuseppe quickly made his way to the sacristy. Already, about fifty men were gathered there. Because of his previous visits to the monastery, Giuseppe knew the routine well. A few minutes before 5:00 a.m. the sacristy door would open and Padre Pio would appear. He would then make his way to the side altar of St. Francis where he said his Mass.

  




  

    On that particular morning, as Padre Pio walked into the sacristy, his face was marked by an expression of deep suffering. All of the men who had been waiting to see him, knelt down. Padre Pio dragged his feet as he made his way through the crowd. To some, he would offer his hand, to others, he would not. He had his own reasons for doing so.

  




  

    When Padre Pio saw the man from Romagna kneeling in the sacristy, he paused momentarily and placed his hand on the man’s head. He then gave the man his blessing. From what Giuseppe had already witnessed, the young man certainly needed that blessing. At Padre Pio’s touch, the man’s entire body started shaking. He began to cry. Everyone present could hear his heartbreaking sobs. “Get up, young man,” Padre Pio said to him in an encouraging way. “It is good for you to cry. I know that you are sorry. You must have courage.” When the man finally rose to his feet, he seemed to be at peace.

  




  

    Later on that morning, Giuseppe returned to his hotel. There in the lobby stood the man from Romagna. He had evidently booked a room in the same hotel. He was talking to several people who were standing in the hotel lobby with him. Giuseppe decided to join the conversation. The man from Romagna explained that he had come to San Giovanni Rotondo mainly out of curiosity. One of his co-workers had told him about Padre Pio and he found the information interesting. “As soon as Padre Pio touched me and looked at me with those eyes of universal judgment, I felt terrified. I felt an overwhelming urge to cry,” he explained.

  




  

    Giuseppe noticed that the man’s physical appearance looked different. Before, he looked unattractive and unwell. Not anymore. He now had a glow of serenity and happiness on his face. Those few moments with Padre Pio were enough to bring about a remarkable transformation.
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    There was a woman (name withheld) who worked in Italy for an international Catholic organization. Her job responsibilities required her to spend much of her time in Rome, where she was in close communication with the Congregation for the Doctrine of the Faith. In addition, her job required her to travel to many different parts of Italy. It seemed like whatever city she happened to be in, people wanted to talk to her about Padre Pio. They often encouraged her to visit Padre Pio’s monastery in San Giovanni Rotondo but she had no desire to do so. San Giovanni Rotondo was a small and impoverished village. Looking at a map, it was found on the “spur” of the Italian boot. It was not one of the towns that her organization required her to visit and she saw no good reason to make a special trip there. She began to feel irritated by the constant talk she heard about Padre Pio. She grew to dislike even the sound of his name.

  




  

    The woman observed that most of the people who spoke to her about Padre Pio seemed to be overly zealous and even fanatical in their devotion to him. In her estimation, they were on the wrong track. She thought it was a shame that so many people had put Padre Pio on such a high pedestal.

  




  

    In 1956, troubling developments occurred in the Catholic organization that the woman worked for. Once again, she heard the common refrain, “You should go to San Giovanni Rotondo and ask Padre Pio for advice. He will be able to help you.” To her, the suggestion seemed absurd. Padre Pio was a priest who practically never left the seclusion of his monastery. In all probability, he knew nothing about the Catholic organization that she worked for. He would be the least likely person to know how to advise her.

  




  

    The woman sought the counsel of two priests whom she held in great esteem. They both were very familiar with her organization, having implemented it in their own diocese. Both priests listened with attention as she explained the problems within the organization. They advised her to the best of their abilities. However, her immediate supervisor had a completely different idea as to the solution. The woman, after much thought, finally made her own decision on the best course to take. Nevertheless, she was continually tormented by doubts about the decision she had made.

  




  

    That year, several of the woman’s friends, including one nun as well as a dear friend who was a priest, invited her to spend Christmas in Naples with them. They knew that she was under a lot of pressure from the many responsibilities at her job. She accepted their invitation with gratitude.

  




  

    One day, during the Christmas vacation, her friends announced that they were making a trip to San Giovanni Rotondo. They wanted to attend Padre Pio’s Mass and they also wanted to deliver a number of Mass offerings which they had received from their friends who were not able to make the trip.

  




  

    Although the woman had no desire personally to visit the monastery of Our Lady of Grace or to meet Padre Pio, simply to please her friends, she agreed to go. Even though she had previously thought that it would be futile to talk to Padre Pio about her work concerns, she reconsidered. As long as she was going to be visiting his monastery, if the opportunity presented itself, she would try to speak to him about the matter.

  




  

    At 4:15 a.m. the woman and her little group stood outside of the church of Our Lady of Grace, waiting in the darkness for the doors to open. It was the middle of winter and bitterly cold. When the church doors opened at 5:00 a.m. everyone rushed inside, hoping to find a good seat close to the altar. What the woman and her companions had not bargained for was the conduct of some of the local women of the area. Without regard for anyone, they pushed, pulled, and elbowed their way to the best seats in the church. The kind nun, who was one of the woman’s companions on the trip, had managed to find an excellent seat on the very front bench. Hard to believe but entirely true, the nun was unceremoniously removed from her seat and knocked to the ground.

  




  

    The rude conduct in the church of some of the “locals” had been a disgraceful scene to witness. It was almost unbelievable. The woman not only blamed the locals for their outrageous behavior, she also blamed Padre Pio. After all, he was the cause of all the frenzy.

  




  

    After a time, Padre Pio came out of the sacristy. Silence then descended upon the little church. From his first steps up the altar until the end of the Mass, he remained completely absorbed in prayer. The woman suddenly found herself carried into what she described as “another world.” Padre Pio’s Mass was not what she had expected it to be. She found it to be a “supernatural experience,” and she was deeply edified.

  




  

    The priest who had come from Naples with the woman and her other companions had been to the monastery of Our Lady of Grace several times before. He had even visited Padre Pio in his cell. Arrangements were made so that the woman and her party would be able to greet Padre Pio before they returned to Naples. They waited in the appointed hallway so that they could speak to him when he passed from the sacristy to the door that led to the Capuchins’ cells.

  




  

    As it turned out, some of the local women, who had caused so much havoc in the church that morning, had come to wait for Padre Pio in the very same spot. Finally, the door of the sacristy opened and Padre Pio appeared. The woman was close enough to get a good look at him. Padre Pio’s face was beautiful. It seemed to her to be the most beautiful face she had ever seen. His large, dark eyes, which registered both love and pain, reminded her of the suffering Christ.

  




  

    As Padre Pio drew closer, the locals began to press upon him and crowd him. Not wanting to cause him any more discomfort than what he was experiencing at that moment, the woman drew back. She now stood behind the first row of women in the corridor.

  




  

    Padre Pio then paused and finally stopped in front of the woman’s two companions and spoke to them. The woman realized that she was no longer in a good proximity to speak to Padre Pio. If only she had stayed in the front row with her friends, she too would have had a chance to speak to him. The many problems she faced at her place of employment suddenly flooded her mind. For a long time, her work situation had been a source of mental agony for her. She thought of the important decision that she had to make soon. She regretted that she would not be able to speak to Padre Pio about it.

  




  

    Much to the woman’s great surprise, Padre Pio then looked straight in her direction. He smiled at her with great love and held out his hand to her. She had the distinct feeling that he was aware of all the thoughts that were in her mind at that very moment. As she looked in his eyes, she suddenly knew the right course to take regarding her work. Exactly how this could happen, she did not know. The doubts that had plagued her for such a long time, vanished. Without saying one word, Padre Pio had answered her urgent need. A peace, like nothing she had ever experienced before, swept over her. She was assured beyond a shadow of a doubt, that all would be well.

  




  

    Padre Pio was not a common friar, like all the rest of us, although he tried to appear as such. He had something which was supernatural, which distinguished him and elevated him above everyone else. He had the splendor and the greatness of holiness. Whoever approached him was conquered.

  




  

    - Father Alberto D’Apolito

  




  

    CHAPTER 4

  




  

    Father Alberto D’ Apolito
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    Alberto D’Apolito of San Giovanni Rotondo was a young boy in elementary school when he met Padre Pio for the first time. He and several of his friends had decided to go to the monastery of Our Lady of Grace in order to make their confession to Padre Pio. The year was 1917. At that time, Padre Pio was known as the “holy monk” by the local people of the town.

  




  

    When Alberto and his friends entered the church, they saw Padre Pio sitting up in the choir loft. He seemed to be in a deep state of prayer. Padre Pio heard the loud voices of Alberto and his companions and got up and looked down from the balcony to see what the commotion was all about. He then spoke to Alberto and his friends and asked them to state their business. When they said they had come to make their confession, Padre Pio immediately went downstairs to meet them. He was friendly to the boys and was happy to hear their confessions.

  




  

    During Alberto’s confession, Padre Pio asked him, “Do you often tell lies?” “Yes, I do,” Alberto replied. Padre Pio then became very serious and spoke to Alberto brusquely. Alberto’s pride was hurt by Padre Pio’s stern manner. Alberto made a supreme effort to hold back his tears and he managed to do so. Padre Pio explained to Alberto that lies, even very small ones, were a great offense to God. Alberto never forgot his words. Perhaps if Padre Pio had been more gentle in his approach, Alberto may never have grasped the importance of what he was trying to convey. Padre Pio asked Alberto if he had ever been an altar server at Mass. Alberto told him that he had not. “You must promise me that you will learn how to serve at Mass,” Padre Pio said. “I want you to go to Mass often and to always love Jesus,” Padre Pio added. Then, Padre Pio placed his hand on Alberto’s head and gave him absolution and a blessing.

  




  

    Shortly after Alberto had made his confession to Padre Pio, he took it upon himself to take instructions in how to serve at the Mass. Young Alberto had been impressed by Padre Pio’s encouraging words regarding attending daily Mass. After he received the proper training in altar serving, he got up very early every day and served at the morning Mass at his parish before going to school.

  




  

    Two years later, Alberto’s uncle, Father Clemente Centra, who taught at the Capuchin seminary in Montefusco, took Alberto with him to San Giovanni Rotondo to pay a visit to Padre Pio. When Father Clemente and Padre Pio saw each other, they embraced with affection. They had both been in the Capuchin novitiate together in preparation for the priesthood. Father Clemente explained to Padre Pio that Alberto was his nephew. “Would you like to be a Capuchin friar like your uncle?” Padre Pio asked Alberto. “No, I would not,” Alberto replied. “Why is that?” Padre Pio asked. “It is because I want to be a Salesian priest,” Alberto said. “And why would you prefer to be a Salesian priest?” Padre Pio asked. Alberto explained that he wanted to be a Salesian priest because he wanted to live and study in Rome.

  




  

    Padre Pio told Alberto that some of the students from the Seraphic Boarding School were in the monastery garden playing games. He suggested that Alberto go over and join them. Alberto went to the garden and watched the students at their recreation. Shortly after that, he returned to his uncle who was still talking to Padre Pio. When it was time to say goodbye, Padre Pio gave Alberto a blessing and said to him, “Someday you will become a Capuchin friar just like your uncle. I await you in our school here at the monastery of Our Lady of Grace.”

  




  

    Alberto was too young to seriously contemplate Padre Pio’s words or to truly understand the implications of a vocation to the priesthood. However, when Alberto completed his elementary school studies, he did not enter the Salesian school but rather, he enrolled in the Seraphic Boarding School in San Giovanni Rotondo. At that time, Padre Pio was the spiritual director of the school. He also taught several of the classes. Later, he would become the principal of the school.

  




  

    The small Seraphic Boarding School was the equivalent of middle school/ high school and the students who attended were preparing to enter the Capuchin novitiate when they reached age fifteen. The boys were housed at the monastery of Our Lady of Grace.

  




  

    The students had a well-rounded education which included academics, religious studies, spiritual formation and recreation. During recreation, the boys loved to play with a pinata. Blindfolded and with a stick in their hand, they would try to break the pinata filled with candy. Padre Pio derived great enjoyment from watching the boys at their games and had great affection for them. He cared about all of their needs, both great and small, and did not want them to lack for anything. He confided to a fellow Capuchin that he was worried because one of the students possessed only one pair of shoes. The boy was the young son of a widowed mother.

  




  

    Padre Pio wanted the students at the Seraphic Boarding School to lead good Christian lives and to give a good example to others. He also wanted them to succeed in their academic studies. When the boys misbehaved or when they wavered in their vocation to religious life, Padre Pio suffered. He was prepared to make any sacrifice in order to help them.

  




  

    Padre Pio’s love for the boys and his desire for the spiritual success of the school was expressed in a letter to Father Benedetto. He wrote:

  




  

    

      I have a keen desire to offer myself as a victim to the Lord for the perfecting of this school, which is very dear to me and for which I do not spare myself any pains. It is true that I have good reason to thank the Heavenly Father for the change for the better in most of the students, but I am not yet satisfied . . . Jesus will give me the strength to bear this fresh sacrifice.

    


  




  

    One day, Padre Pio appeared to be very sad. He was taking a walk with the boys when he suddenly began to cry. “One of you pierced my heart today,” he said. The boys did not know what to make of his words. Padre Pio then explained, “This morning one of you made a sacrilegious Communion at Mass. I know this to be a fact. I also feel bad because I was the one who distributed Holy Communion.” At that moment, one of the boys in the group spoke up and admitted that he was the one at fault. With tears in his eyes, he apologized to Padre Pio and said that he was sincerely sorry for what he had done. Padre Pio asked all the other boys to leave momentarily and he then heard the confession of the young man.

  




  

    Father Federico of Macchia Valforte attended the Seraphic Boarding School in his youth. He left a beautiful written testimony of his impressions of Padre Pio. He wrote:

  




  

    

      Padre Pio was always praying, night and day. His main teaching place for us was the choir, where he spent long hours of the day on his knees as a faithful worshiper of Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament. In our midst he prayed and responded, always holding his Rosary in his right hand. In the refectory, after he had hurriedly and listlessly taken a few mouthfuls of food, he continued to pray. He used to say “I wish the day had forty-eight hours in which to pray.” In fact, he never left the choir until midnight. When he went to bed, we felt him to be always keeping watch. His whole day was a continuous dialogue with God.

    


  




  

    On one occasion, during recreation time, nine of the boys who were enrolled in the Seraphic Boarding School asked Padre Pio for permission to climb the mountain that was directly behind the monastery. The superior of the monastery was away at the time and had left Padre Pio in charge. Padre Pio gave the boys permission to climb the mountain on condition that they come straight back to the monastery in the afternoon.

  




  

    Padre Pio grew worried when the boys were late in returning. They had been gone for more than two hours and already the sun was beginning to go down. Padre Pio wished that the monastery had a telephone so that he could notify the authorities, but at that time, in 1919, the monastery did not possess one. A terrible anxiety gripped his heart and he began to cry. He did not know what to do. He spent the night in front of the Blessed Sacrament, tearfully pleading with Jesus to protect the boys and return them safely to the monastery.

  




  

    The next day, there was still no sign of the boys. Alberto’s uncle, Antonio Centra, was at Our Lady of Grace monastery that morning. When he greeted Padre Pio, he noticed that his eyes were swollen and red from crying. Padre Pio then sent one of the Capuchins to the police station to notify the Chief of Police. The Chief of Police sent a telegram to all of the other police headquarters in the surrounding areas. Finally, a telegram arrived in San Giovanni Rotondo saying that the boys had been found. After climbing the mountain, instead of returning to the monastery like they were supposed to do, they had decided to walk to the monastery of Vico del Gargano. They spent the night outdoors on the steps of a church in the town of Carpino. They reached the monastery of Vico del Gargano late the next afternoon.

  




  

    The event had been so traumatic for Padre Pio that he wrote a letter to Father Benedetto, expressing his deepest feelings. “Only God knows how much I cried and how much I suffered. If I did not go crazy and my heart did not break, it was because of divine grace.” As it turned out, none of the nine young aspirants to the Capuchin order ever completed their studies. Each of them, at one time or another, made the decision to leave the seminary. There were two other young men who did not go mountain climbing with the group that day because they were both ill. They were the only two in the class who would eventually be ordained to the priesthood.

  




  

    As a student in the Seraphic Boarding School, Alberto counted it a privilege to daily receive Padre Pio’s blessing and to kiss his hand. As was the practice of the other boys in the school, Alberto would lift up the edge of the glove on Padre Pio’s hand and kiss the wound of the stigmata.

  




  

    As time went by, Alberto became very close to Padre Pio. Alberto enjoyed running errands for him and helping him in many different ways. He was happy that Padre Pio allowed him on occasion to clean and tidy up his cell. When Padre Pio was sick, Alberto would sit at his bedside to keep him company.

  




  

    Alberto was visiting Padre Pio in his cell on one occasion when the administrator of the Seraphic Boarding School, Father Romolo Pennisi, stopped by. At the time, Padre Pio was ill and was burning with fever. Father Romolo took Padre Pio’s temperature and was shocked to find that it registered a dangerous 114 degrees.

  




  

    On another occasion, Padre Pio was very ill when Father Michaelangelo visited him in his cell. Padre Pio’s condition was so bad that the doctor had to be called in. After the doctor examined Padre Pio, he wanted to take his temperature. “Do not do it,” Padre Pio warned. “My temperature is so high right now that the thermometer will break if you attempt to get a reading.” The doctor had told Father Michaelangelo on a previous occasion that he wanted one of the broken thermometers to keep as a relic. He took Padre Pio’s temperature and the thermometer broke instantly.

  




  

    At times, Padre Pio felt an intense heat in his body during the celebration of the Mass. He referred to it once as a “fire which burns my whole being.” He wrote a letter to Father Benedetto on one occasion and said, “Sometimes at the altar my whole body burns in an indescribable manner. My face in particular seems to go on fire. I have no idea, dear Father, what these signs mean.” On another occasion he wrote to Father Agostino and said, “I felt a mysterious fire in my heart which I could not understand. I felt the need to put ice on it, to quench this fire which was consuming me.”

  




  

    On one occasion, when Padre Pio was ill, Father Romolo Pennisi offered to share part of the burden. “Why don’t you let me take some of your suffering upon myself? You have had to endure it for such a long time,” Father Romolo said. “It is not possible,” Padre Pio replied. “If you had even one-hundredth of my suffering, you would die instantly.”

  




  

    One day, Father Romolo approached Padre Pio and said to him, “Padre Pio, we are both almost the same age. Which of us will be the first to pass away?” “We are both going to live a long time, but I will die first,” Padre Pio replied. “Will I pass away shortly after you do?” Father Romolo asked. “It has been determined by God that you will be very old when you die,” Padre Pio replied.

  




  

    Father Romolo wanted to be able to impart Padre Pio’s priestly blessing to the pilgrims who visited San Giovanni Rotondo after Padre Pio’s death. He asked Padre Pio for permission, and was given it. Father Romolo lived to be ninety-five years old. Numerous times each day and for many years, he gave Padre Pio’s blessing to the pilgrims. Father Romolo passed away in 1981.

  




  

    As the spiritual director of the Seraphic Boarding School, Padre Pio used to tell the students that he wanted them all to be “worthy sons of the Seraphic Father, St. Francis of Assisi.” He gave conferences to the boys every Saturday evening. The conferences included such topics as the Eucharist, the Passion of Christ, purgatory, devotion to the Blessed Virgin, the spirituality of St. Francis of Assisi, and more.

  




  

    After the Saturday evening conferences, the boys would go to Padre Pio’s cell for confession. Even if the sins they confessed were small, Padre Pio took it very seriously. To him, sin was sin. It was that simple. Padre Pio would go to great lengths to counsel the boys. He explained to them that even small sins were displeasing to God and had to be rooted out completely. He encouraged them to attend daily Mass and to pray the Rosary. They would often ask him for a signed holy card after they made their confession and he was happy to give them one.

  




  

    Once, Alberto was present when Padre Pio chased two boys out of the monastery. They were both wearing shorts. The Capuchin superior called Padre Pio to task about his action. “Do you know who the two visitors were that you chased out of the monastery?” the superior asked. “They were the relatives of a very important ecclesiastical prelate!” Padre Pio was not sorry for what he had done. He insisted that people be dressed appropriately when they entered God’s house. “Like the church, the monastery is a sacred place,” Padre Pio said to his superior. “It should not be desecrated.”

  




  

    On one occasion, when Padre Pio spoke to the boys at the Saturday evening conference on the subject of purgatory, he shared an experience that had occurred just a few days previously. It happened to be winter time, and Padre Pio had gone to the fireplace in the monastery to warm himself. He was surprised to see four Capuchin priests sitting on benches around the fireplace, warming themselves. He greeted them but they made no reply. They all had the hoods of their Capuchin habits pulled up on their heads. Padre Pio looked intently at the priests but he did not recognize them. He was certain that he had never seen them before. The expression on their faces was one of sadness.

  




  

    Padre Pio then went to the superior, Father Lorenzo, and told him that four priests whom he had never seen before were downstairs, seated around the fireplace. Father Lorenzo could hardly believe it. He told Padre Pio that no visitors would be coming to the monastery in such bad weather. Besides, how could they have possibly entered the monastery without any of the Capuchins being aware of it. Father Lorenzo and Padre Pio went downstairs together to investigate. When they got to the fireplace, the priests were no longer there. It was then that Padre Pio understood. The four priests he had seen were actually the souls of four deceased Capuchin priests. They were experiencing their purgatory in the place where they had offended God. Padre Pio stayed up all night praying for them and begging the Lord to free them from purgatory.

  




  

    Another interesting story that Alberto heard from Padre Pio regarding the souls in purgatory concerned a young man who took Padre Pio by surprise one evening at the monastery of Our Lady of Grace. On that particular night, Padre Pio was all alone in the church saying his prayers. Suddenly, he heard footsteps. A moment later, it sounded like the candles that were in the sanctuary of the church were being moved. Padre Pio called out and asked who was there but no one answered. A few minutes later, Padre Pio heard a loud noise. It sounded as though the candle in front of the statue of Our Lady of Grace had fallen to the ground.

  




  

    When Padre Pio got up from his place of prayer to investigate, he saw a young man cleaning the altar in the semi-darkness. Padre Pio had never seen him before. “What are you doing there in the darkness?” Padre Pio asked. “I am cleaning the church,” the young man replied. “Who are you?” Padre Pio asked. “I am a Capuchin novice,” the young man said. “I am spending my purgatory here in this church. I need your prayers so that I can be released from purgatory.” With that, the young man disappeared.

  




  

    Padre Pio then understood. Many years before, Our Lady of Grace monastery had been a novitiate for young Capuchins who were studying for the priesthood. Evidently, the novice that Padre Pio had seen in the church had lived at the monastery many years before. Padre Pio prayed for the soul of the young man with great intensity, asking the Lord to release him from purgatory.

  




  

    Padre Pio eventually became accustomed to such visitations. After a time, apparitions of the dead were no longer disturbing to him. “I have seen so many souls of the dead that they do not frighten me anymore,” he told one of the Capuchins.

  




  

    On occasion, Alberto and his companions at the Seraphic Boarding School were witnesses to the evil spirits who attacked Padre Pio in cell number five, the cell that he occupied for many years. Alberto and the other boys would sometimes be awakened in the night by strange and eerie sounds within the monastery. At times they heard frightening noises coming from Padre Pio’s cell. If the boys had to use the washroom in the middle of the night, they were too scared to go alone. The washroom was right next to Padre Pio’s cell. They would wake each other up and walk down the hall together, trembling all the while. The long hall was lit at night by a small oil lamp. The flickering light of the oil lamp caused shadows to dance on the dark walls, making the walk to the washroom even more frightening.

  




  

    Father Emilio Matrice recalled that when he was a student in the Seraphic Boarding School, he was once awakened in the night by the sound of jeering laughter and the clanking of chains. Young Emilio was terrified and tried to hide under the bed sheets. The next morning, he noticed that one of Padre Pio’s eyes was painfully swollen. When pressed for an explanation, Padre Pio admitted that he had received a beating from the devil the previous night. It happened when one of the students was undergoing a strong temptation. In his great need, the student prayed to Padre Pio for his intercession. Padre Pio stormed heaven for the boy and was relieved that the boy had been given the strength to overcome the hard trial. The devil, who hated to be defeated, had unleashed his fury on Padre Pio.

  




  

    Padre Pio knew that the boys were often afraid in the night and he felt sorry for them. He told them that the devil would never be able to hurt them and he explained to them that they had nothing to worry about. One of the boys once said to Padre Pio in jest, “Send the devil to me and I will be able to make him leave at once.” “I see that you do not understand anything,” Padre Pio replied. “If you saw the devil even once, you would die of fright.” Finally, one day Padre Pio told the boys that they would never again hear any terrible noises in the night coming from his cell. To their great relief, the boys never heard the frightful sounds again.

  




  

    Alberto felt that he owed his religious vocation to Padre Pio. Many of the other boys in the Seraphic Boarding School felt the same. The students were deeply inspired by Padre Pio’s holy life. He lived in the higher spiritual realms, close to God and in communication with the saints and angels. On many occasions, Alberto was blessed to see Padre Pio when his face became luminous, transfigured with an indescribable beauty.

  




  

    In 1922, Alberto left the Seraphic Boarding School in San Giovanni Rotondo and entered the Capuchin novitiate in Morcone. There were five other young men who entered the novitiate along with him. Father Gaetano, one of the Capuchins who was in residence at Our Lady of Grace monastery, asked Padre Pio about the future of the young men. “Will all of the six who are now in Morcone become priests?” Father Gaetano asked. “No, only two will be ordained,” Padre Pio replied. The six young men all received the Capuchin habit in Morcone. Some of them left during the novitiate while others left later in their priestly formation. Alberto D’Apolito and Cristoforo Iavicola were the only two who became priests.

  




  

    During the time that Alberto was in formation for the priesthood, his family decided to move to the United States. The thought of being so far away from his loved ones was very painful to Alberto. He felt a great sadness in his heart and was almost overwhelmed by it. He was free to leave for the United States with his family if he so desired. All of the paperwork was in place for his departure if he chose to go with them. He felt a tremendous struggle in his heart. He decided to visit Padre Pio in San Giovanni Rotondo and talk to him about his inner turmoil.

  




  

    The visit to Padre Pio proved to be very enlightening. Alberto poured out all the pain that was in his heart. Padre Pio spoke to him lovingly and paternally. Padre Pio said to him, “I ask you in the name of Jesus, to make the sacrifice of your family and meet this trial with detachment and renunciation.” Padre Pio assured him of his prayers. After speaking to Padre Pio, peace returned to Alberto’s heart. He remained in Italy to continue with his priestly studies.

  




  

    On occasion, people who were possessed by the devil were brought to the monastery so that Padre Pio could pray for their deliverance. Padre Pio felt very sorry for such individuals. With his prayer book in hand, he would repeat the prayers of exorcism for them. He did not show any fear in doing so. Sometimes it entailed a great struggle, a great battle, in order to free the person from the evil spirits. At other times, all that Padre Pio had to do was to make the sign of the cross, and the person would be delivered.

  




  

    Alberto was present once during an exorcism in which Padre Pio freed a woman from a demon. On that day, Alberto assisted as altar server for Padre Pio during Vespers and Benediction. At the conclusion of Benediction, Alberto and Padre Pio walked into the sacristy. A woman who was known to be possessed by a demon was standing there. When she saw Padre Pio, she began to shout obscenities at him. As she was screaming, Padre Pio opened the book of exorcism and began reciting the prayers. The woman then let out a very loud scream and was suddenly raised in the air to a height of three feet. All who were present in the sacristy witnessed the frightening scene. Everyone ran away in fear. Padre Pio remained calm and continued with the prayers of exorcism. The woman was finally freed of the evil spirit.

  




  

    Once, Alberto went to Padre Pio’s cell to ask him for some advice. He was just about to knock on the door when he heard Padre Pio having a conversation with someone inside. Alberto left and returned about fifteen minutes later. Just as Alberto approached his cell, Padre Pio opened the door. At once, Alberto was enveloped by a heavenly perfume. He noticed that Padre Pio’s face looked beautiful. “What are you doing here?” Padre Pio asked. “I came to ask you for some advice but I heard you speaking to someone in your cell. I also heard someone speaking to you, so I wanted to wait until your visitor left,” Alberto replied. “Oh no, nobody was here,” Padre Pio answered. “I was praying.”

  




  

    Padre Pio prayed by day and by night. He faithfully prayed for the people from all parts of the world who were sending their petitions to him. “Only through prayer,” Padre Pio said, “may I hope to be able to help people. By myself, I can do nothing.”

  




  

    Alberto had witnessed Padre Pio’s profound absorption in prayer on many occasions. Often, when Alberto needed to speak a word to Padre Pio, he would find him praying in the choir loft of the church. Alberto would greet him but he would make no reply. Alberto had to tap him on the shoulder or shake him in order to get his attention. It was the same when Padre Pio was praying in his cell. Sometimes two or three Capuchins would be having an animated conversation in Padre Pio’s cell. If Padre Pio was praying, he often did not even realize that he had visitors.

  




  

    Through the years, Alberto shared many meals with Padre Pio in the monastery dining room. It was common knowledge that Padre Pio was a very light eater. It was amazing to Alberto how he was able to survive on such a small intake of food. He ate one meal a day only, at midday, and rarely took more than just a few bites. He never ate breakfast or dinner. Just a sip or two of coffee or juice satisfied him completely. He received gifts of cookies, candies, and cakes from the pilgrims who visited the monastery but he never ate them. He gave them all away. He enjoyed saving the candies for the children who came to see him. When questioned about his small intake of food, he always claimed that he felt full, too full to eat.

  




  

    One might conclude that a person with such a restricted diet would be extremely thin. Not so with Padre Pio. He was robust and hearty in appearance. He stood 5 feet 8 inches tall and weighed 165 lbs. Dr. Pietro Valdoni stated that Padre Pio lost approximately one cup of blood a day from the five wounds of the stigmata. And yet, he never suffered from anemia due to the blood loss.

  




  

    Padre Pio was nauseated at the sight of food. In the monastery dining room, after the blessing over the food, when the other members of the community began to eat, Padre Pio would continue to pray. The superior of the monastery would have to tell him to unfold his napkin and eat, otherwise he would not do so. Quite frequently, Padre Pio offered his dinner to Alberto who was always happy to accept it. Alberto felt it was a great blessing to receive Padre Pio’s meal. After lunch, Padre Pio used to go to the veranda and pray the Rosary before going to the sacristy to hear the men’s confessions.

  




  

    Padre Pio’s friends and associates as well as the doctors at the hospital were concerned about his lack of nourishment. Mario Nalesso came to the monastery each afternoon from the Home for the Relief of Suffering to bring Padre Pio some jam that was fortified with vitamins and a glass of orange juice. It was always difficult for Padre Pio to consume it. He could never seem to take more than a sip of the juice. Padre Pio used to hand the orange juice to Alberto who was always happy to finish it off for him.

  




  

    Padre Pio would often go to the pantry in the kitchen to look for roasted chick peas or hard biscuits. Taking them back to his place at the table, he would chew them very slowly, giving the other Capuchins the impression that he was eating a lot. Alberto often asked him for the roasted chick peas. “Why do you want them?” Padre Pio asked. Alberto avoided the question because he felt sure that Padre Pio would not be pleased with his answer. Alberto gave the chick peas that Padre Pio carried in his pocket to people who were sick.

  




  

    Knowing full well that Padre Pio possessed the gift of healing, Alberto also knew that people were frequently cured through objects that Padre Pio possessed, even food. A number of people testified to such healings. More than once, people were healed simply by putting Padre Pio’s photograph underneath their pillow and praying for his intercession. Relics too, like his handkerchief, his gloves, or the cloth that covered his side wound, had healed the sick on numerous occasions.

  




  

    While most people considered Padre Pio to be an exceptional priest, outstanding in virtue, not all did. Malicious rumors regarding Padre Pio began to circulate widely in the early 1920’s. Many priests were jealous of his popularity and resented the fact that so many people attended his Mass and sought him out for confession. The Italian newspapers and magazines frequently printed stories about him, adding sensationalism in their reports of his stigmata and other mystical gifts. Padre Pio became a controversial figure in the minds of many. The Holy Office in Rome was scrutinizing the situation.
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