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Brothers and sisters, we are ambassadors for Christ, as if God 
were pleading through us. We implore you on behalf of Christ, 
be reconciled to God. . .For he says, ‘In an acceptable time I 
heard you, and on the day of salvation I helped you.’ Behold, 
now is a very acceptable time; behold, now is the day of  
salvation. 
                                  2 Corinthians 5:20,6:2 
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The Conversion of Carlo Campanini 
 

Carlo Campanini took several detours on his journey back to God. 
When he met his spiritual father, Padre Pio, he began to see the right 
direction for his life. Padre Pio lead him with wisdom, love and  
sometimes humor. The following is his story. 
 
My conversion experience took place in 1950, but Padre Pio had  
patiently kept his eye on me for eleven years. When I visited him for 
the first time in 1939, I did so for selfish reasons. I thought he was 
some kind of magician or fortune teller, and I hoped to make some 
money by visiting him. As an actor, I toured the world. It was a hard 
life. I traveled all year long and lived like a gypsy. I was married and had 
three children. Since the work I was doing didn’t allow me to have a 
permanent residence, no one wanted to rent me a house. My wife 
worked with me, and we had to leave our children with a sister-in-law. 
 
This kind of lifestyle was hard on me. I really wanted to find a job that 
would allow me to be with my children. I came from a very poor family 
and only went to school until the sixth grade. All that time I was in a 
school run by the Christian Brothers, and we were forced to go to Mass 
every morning before classes. This bothered me so much that I never 
set foot in a church again after I left school. 
 
One day in 1939, when I was talking to a colleague, Mario Amendola, I 
told him, “Once it was easy to believe in God. There were great saints 
like St. Francis, St. Anthony, and St. John Bosco, who performed  
miracles. Saints no longer exist, and there aren’t miracles anymore.”  
Amendola told me that it wasn’t true. “There’s a holy monk in Puglia 
who does extraordinary things,” he said. Amendola told me about an 
incident that had happened to his cousin a few years before. 
 

 

A lot of people complained that Padre Pio was rough on  
sinners and often sent them away. One day I said to him, “Did 
you know that Fr. Leopoldo of Padova spent sixteen hours a 
day in the confessional and never turned anyone away?” “I 
know,” Padre Pio answered. “In fact, he sends the worst ones 
to me.” Then I added, “But you’re taking a big responsibility on 
your shoulders by sending people away without absolution. 
What happens if they die after they leave the church?” Padre 
Pio said, “If I’ve made a mistake, do you think God would make 
a mistake? God will take care of things.” 
 

             Padre Pio blessing Carlo Campanini 



me out of curiosity. A man at the front of the line turned to me and 
said, “Go ahead, sir.” I found myself kneeling in the confessional. 
 
I left a half-hour later with tears streaming down my face. I felt like a 
new man. We celebrated as a family. Joyfully I participated in the  
consecration of our home to the Sacred Heart and went to 
Communion. I decided to visit Padre Pio and let him know that my life 
had changed. Since I had already confessed my past sins, I didn’t need 
to tell him what they were. But when I entered his confessional he said 
to me, “Begin in 1936.” “I just went to confession a few days ago,” I 
protested. “I told you to begin in 1936,” Padre Pio said in a thundering 
voice. He told me that I was a coward if I was ashamed to confess my 
sins when I wasn’t ashamed to offend Jesus. 
 
That confession changed my life completely. When I finished, Padre Pio 
hugged me and kissed me. He gave me a rosary, urging me to pray the 
rosary often. Then he added, “I’ll always be at your side.” It wasn’t easy 
to keep my promise, but I worked hard at it. I haven’t missed daily 
Mass since then. I consider Padre Pio to be my protector. I feel him by 
me every moment of the day, in every situation, especially in the midst 
of difficulties. 
 
Padre Pio liked to tell jokes. He had a knack for being concise and for 
knowing the right thing to say at the right time. One of my friends from 
the theater was being treated by a famous doctor in Florence. One day 
my friend told his doctor, “Tomorrow I won’t be here for my usual 
treatment because I’m going to see Padre Pio.” The doctor asked him, 
“Why are you going to see that hysterical old man? That’s what science 
would call him.  
 
Why, he caused the stigmata to appear simply by thinking so much 
about Jesus on the cross.” When my friend visited Padre Pio and  
finished his confession, he told Padre Pio what his doctor had said. 
“When you see him,” Padre Pio replied, “tell him to think intensely 
about being an ox. Let’s see if he grows horns.” 

“He was poor and out of work. Just to do something, he  
volunteered to fight in the civil war in Spain. When he  
returned, his wife told him, “If you’ve made it back alive, it’s  
because Padre Pio prayed for you. I made a vow to him that 
you would go and thank him.’ My cousin went to San Giovanni 
Rotondo and told Padre Pio about his difficult situation. Padre 
Pio gave him some very precise direction, “Go to Falconara.” 
 
“I can’t,” my cousin answered. “At least I have friends in Rome 
who’ll help me. I’d die of hunger in Falconara.” “Go to  
Falconara,” Padre Pio repeated. My cousin moved there with 
his wife and children. He found his mother there. A few 
months before, she had left Rome so that she wouldn’t be a 
burden on him. Now she was trying to survive by begging  
outside the door of the church. Together, they went through 
two months of incredibly hard times. 
 
One morning a man came from Ancona looking for my cousin. 
He said to him, “I’m here on an assignment for the head of a 
union. He would like to see you tomorrow morning at his 
office.” My cousin went to his office, and was offered a  
contract on the spot for three thousand lire a month. At that 
time people felt they were living well when they made one 
thousand lire a month. 
 
Amendola’s cousin’s experience made a deep impression on 
me. It also made me think. 
 
During Holy Week, I was in Bari with a theater company. They 
gave us two days off. “San Giovanni Rotondo is somewhere 
around here,” I told Amendola. “Why don’t we visit that holy 
monk?” 
 

 



We left on Thursday morning. San Giovanni Rotondo was poor and  
almost deserted. We looked for Padre Pio’s church. “He can’t see you,” 
we were told. “His wounds are very painful. Even though they usually 
bleed all year long, during Holy Week they leave him in a pitiful state. 
For this reason he is unable to see anyone.” Nonetheless, we  
protested, “But we’re actors. We’ve come from far away. We only have 
these two days free. We have to see him.” 
 
We decided to stay and walk around the monastery, hoping to run into 
Padre Pio. Since I was rather frivolous and could only think about  
making people laugh, I was even cracking jokes in the monastery. That 
Thursday afternoon, while Amendola and I were making a lot of noise, 
a friar who looked like a giant walked out of the church and  
complained, “So, you won’t even let me pray these days. What do you 
want?” (It was Padre Pio.) 
 
“Father, we’re two poor actors.” 
 
“We’re all poor,” he replied. 
 
“We want to go to confession to you,” I added, trying to justify our 
presence. “Go prepare yourselves,” Padre Pio replied. “I’ll hear your 
confession tomorrow morning after Mass.” 
 
I remember that Mass as being a nightmare. It never ended. I had to 
stay on my knees the whole time. Otherwise those behind me couldn’t 
see. The pain from kneeling was unbearable. When Mass was over, I 
went to confession. Padre Pio wouldn’t let me speak. Yet he knew  
everything about me. He made me promise that I would change my 
life, and then gave me absolution. I didn’t have the courage to ask him 
for anything. But inside me I kept repeating to myself, “Father, help me 
to find a job near home, even as a shopkeeper, so that I might live  
together with my children.” 
 
 

I went back to Bari and then I went to Rome. They were  
beginning to make a new film, Addio Giovinezza. There were 
four famous actors who were candidates for the role of Leone 
in that film. I was totally unknown in those circles, but for 
some reason that I’ll never figure out, the part was given to 
me. But that wasn’t the end of it. Since that time I’ve made 
106 films, one after another. Now I’m rich and famous. I was 
able to buy a house and live with my children, just as I had 
wanted. 
 
I was leading a dissolute life. I was involved in illicit  
relationships. I wasn’t going to Mass, and I didn’t want to hear 
anything about prayer. Yet, I felt guilty. Padre Pio had  
answered my prayer, but I had deceived him. For this reason,  
I didn’t want to go back to see him. 
 
This was the situation I was in at the end of 1949. I was at the 
height of my fame. I had a custom-made American car.  
Newspapers wrote extensively about me because I was  
appearing in every film. I didn’t lack anything. But morally I 
was destroyed, empty, tired, demoralized, and tremendously 
unhappy. I even envied those people who were brave enough 
to commit suicide. 
 
One evening I returned home and my wife said to me, “The 
assistant priest at the parish dropped by and asked us to  
consecrate our house to the Sacred Heart. The ceremony is set 
for January 8. He suggested that we prepare ourselves  
spiritually because he would like us all to receive Communion.” 
This made me uneasy. I couldn’t receive Communion given the 
life I was living. My wife and even my little daughter were  
insistent that we do this and I couldn’t think of an excuse to 
make up. While I was walking around Rome restless and  
unhappy, I happened to go into St. Anthony’s Church. The 
church was crowded and some people were standing in line to 
go to confession. A lot of people recognized me and were 
watching  


