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To Dick and Maria Incremona, who are dear, dear friends of Graziella and incredible disciples of the Lord Jesus

Many years ago, Dick and Maria urged Graziella to record her memories of St. Pio. Without their encouragement and support, her memoirs would have never come to light. Slowly and steadfastly, she wrote all her recollections in Italian. Dick and Maria then published the first edition of this book. We are forever grateful for their kindness and witness to the Lord. Maria went to her eternal reward on March 9, 2019. Please offer a prayer for the repose of her soul.

We’d like to remember John Moorehouse, editor for TAN Books, who worked on this book with us and also had a great love for Padre Pio. He was suddenly summoned by the Lord; we remember John, his dear children, and his wife in our prayer.
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Foreword to the Second Edition

St. Pio was canonized by Pope St. John Paul II on June 16, 2002, and we were given an incredible grace to be able to travel to our hometown of Pietrelcina with Mom and Dad, Graziella and Andre Mandato. They were so thrilled, along with all relatives, friends, and fellow citizens, to attend the canonization at Saint Peter’s on that day. In the words of St. John Paul II, “We thank the Almighty Father for sending us, in our own times, this giant of a saint: Padre Pio of Pietrelcina.”

One day before the celebration of the sacrifice of the Mass at Holy Cross Parish in Rumson, New Jersey, my friend, Alexandra Daras approached me and asked for a copy of Mom’s book about her experiences with St. Pio. She and her family have a great love for Padre Pio. I told her that it was out of print and only a few copies were floating around. To my delightful surprise, she then volunteered to help publish a new edition of the book. Her dear sister Monica supported the idea and also became totally involved in this enterprise. They not only helped but also spearheaded the entire endeavor.

It was Alexandra who contacted TAN Books and began negotiating the publication of the second edition. We eventually signed a contract with TAN, updated the book, since both our parents Graziella and Andre went to the Lord in 2014, and worked on this second edition.

In this new edition, we have added two new chapters with an addendum. The first is a summary of Graziella’s last days on this earth and her death and birth into eternal life. The second new chapter at the end of the book is a reflection on Padre Pio as a spiritual father and the practical principles he taught to his spiritual sons and daughters. The brief addendum contains Andre Mandato’s experience with Padre Pio.

We are most grateful to TAN Books for printing this edition of our mother’s book and for promoting the life and witness of St. Pio. We are also very grateful to Alexandra and Monica, her sister, for their invaluable and incredible dedication in bringing this project to fruition. The Lord bless you all!

Father Pio Mandato, FMHJ





Foreword to the First Edition

Bishop James C. Timlin

It is a pleasure to write a few words of introduction for the book by Graziella DeNunzio Mandato about Blessed Padre Pio.

Pope John Paul II, in his homily during the beatification of Blessed Padre Pio on May 2, 1999, said, “By his life given wholly to prayer and to listening to his brothers and sisters, this humble Capuchin friar astonished the world. Those who went to San Giovanni Rotondo to attend his Mass, to seek his counsel, or to confess to him saw in him a living image of Jesus Christ suffering and risen. The face of Padre Pio reflected the light of the resurrection. His body, marked by the stigmata, showed forth the intimate bond between death and resurrection, which characterizes the paschal mystery.”

The Holy Father stated that Padre Pio’s face reflected the light of the Resurrection. His very physical being, although scarred by suffering, radiated a life from the beyond, a human life that was transformed by God.

It was my great privilege to visit San Giovanni Rotondo in the winter of 1949 when I was a seminarian. I went to Padre Pio for confession and, along with the men in the sacristy, served his early morning Mass. It was a very moving moment, one I will never forget. Men and women are drawn to the saints because they reflect our earthly journey, the life of glory we all desire. May all those who read Graziella DeNunzio Mandato’s personal encounters with Blessed Padre Pio increase in their desire for God and his kingdom.

______________________
Father Pio Mandato, FMHJ

Dietrich von Hildebrand once wrote that in the lives of the saints, we see Christ. He shows himself. “He who has seen me has seen the Father,” Jesus told Philip (Jn 14:9). In the saints, we not only see Christ, but we also touch him and are touched by him. My mother’s beautiful experiences of her life, lived under Padre Pio’s fatherly protection, point to and affirm this truth. Not only she but multitudes have encountered the living Christ in the life of St. Pio of Pietrelcina.

Growing up in an Italian household in which faith in the Lord was very real, concrete, and never questioned—“Is he there or not?”—and where Christian life was as natural as the air one breathes had a lot to do with the figure and personality of Padre Pio. I met him when I was a young boy, along with my brother Vincenzo, and we were privileged to receive First Holy Communion from him. More than my encounters with him, it was the influence of parents, grandparents, relatives, and friends, all who knew him very well, which helped to form us into Christian followers of Christ.

My mother’s recounting of her experiences with Padre Pio reads like the Fioretti of St. Francis. In Franciscan history, the Fioretti is a very popular account of the episodes of the life of St. Francis. It is not a strict historical study or the facts of St. Francis’s life but rather a “telling” of stories, experiences, and anecdotes of the Poverello’s life. Like the Gospel stories, it is more popular than an academic presentation. It is closer to life.

I think this type of storytelling makes a story very attractive and enjoyable to read. Primarily, it contains the God-human encounter. God does love us, does guide us, and does intervene in our daily lives, as Padre Pio’s life so clearly shows.

In reading my mother’s account, one is drawn into the fiber of her life, and it is easy to see the Lord acting in and through Padre Pio. In addition to encountering Christ through his servant Padre Pio, another truth is revealed to us. Our Lord not only wants to be seen but also wants to guide us. He wants to be our Shepherd.

Fyodor Dostoevsky, in his classical work The Brothers Karamazov, says that a spiritual father is “a man who takes your soul and your will into his soul and his will.” This is precisely what Padre Pio did with hundreds of thousands of people who met him in life. He led and bound them to Christ if, of course, they were willing to be led.

My mother’s encounters with the Padre exemplify this relationship between a spiritual father and his daughter. My mother asked Padre Pio to be her spiritual father when she was still quite young. He agreed and never let her go. She often called him mio padruccio, “my little father.” The following pages display that, even to this day, he continues to guide and lead her in the Christian life, as well as prepare her for the kingdom of the Father.

A final word about the section of this book concerning dreams. My mother recounts many dreams in which she believes that Padre Pio came to enlighten, assist, or warn her. I remember a wise philosophy professor, Father Joseph Occhio, SDB, who would tell us in class to “ask the Lord to come to you and speak to you in your dreams.” Yet, this doesn’t mean that all “religious dreams” are a clear intervention of God’s Spirit. Discernment is always needed. Dreams can be an expression of an inner life and desires and nothing more. They can be of a diabolical nature or they can be of God.

My mother’s life and devotion to Christ, and Padre Pio’s presence in her life, demonstrate that the Lord can and does use any means to speak to us and lead us. The fruit of her dreams truly shows that Padre Pio spoke to her and guided her during his lifetime and after his death. God, our Father, never abandons us and is forever inviting us into his eternal love.





Prologue to the Second Edition

Graziella’s Final Days and Birth Into Eternal Life

“The angel of God has passed; do it with the blessing of God.”

Our dear mother, Graziella, died on July 16, 2014, the feast day of Our Lady of Mount Carmel. She followed our dear dad, Andre, who died in February of the same year, just six months earlier. My brothers and I decided to put Padre Pio’s words on their tombstone with a silhouette of the Padre and an image of Our Lady from Pietrelcina. Padre Pio spoke the mysterious above words to Mom in confession when he revealed to her that she and Andre were destined by the Lord to marry.

Padre Pio definitely heard an angel “whisper” this message from the Lord into his ear while Mom was kneeling before him in confession. Padre Pio’s life was a living icon of the Lord in order to make real the Lord’s presence in the lives of his sons and daughters. In the Padre’s life, people were able to hear, touch, and “see” the Risen Lord. This is important to ponder, for the Lord was “speaking his Word” through Padre Pio, words which would affect our parents’ whole lives.

After our Father’s death, as Mom began to experience greater debilitation, my brothers and I sensed that she too was approaching and being called by “Sister Death,” as St Francis would call the reality of death. My brother Vincenzo describes the detailed events:


In the spring of 2013, Mom developed an illness. She was diagnosed with cancer. She underwent treatments. She accepted her illness. She would say that “this is God’s will.” Her faith was tested, but she never gave up her trust in God. She continued to always pray to St. Pio for guidance and help. Every day, she would go to Mass and receive the Eucharist.

Eventually, the cancer caused complications. Her most difficult was the swelling she developed in her lower extremities: stomach, thighs, legs, and feet. The swelling caused her great pain and difficulties with walking. My wife, Diane, and I spent a lot of time with her as we watched her suffer. Diane would massage her swollen legs; this gave Mom great relief from pain. Despite all her difficulties, Mom never abandoned her prayers. Her rosary beads were always in her hands. Her prayer books at her side. She had photos of St. Pio and the Blessed Mother at her side.

One night, Diane was concerned that Mom was really deteriorating, so I went over to stay with her. I noticed how weak and frail she was, and I was afraid that she was getting close to passing away. I remember helping her to get into bed. I was at her side as she said her nightly prayers. I was familiar with all of them, except for one that she said as her last prayer: ‘Ecco la Croce del Signore, fuggiti Spiriti maligni, Cristo, Re di Israel, Figlio di Davide ha Vinto, Alleluia, Alleluia.’ (‘Behold the Cross of the Lord, Flee evil powers, the Lion of Judah, the root of David, has conquered, Alleluia.’)

That night, I slept in her bedroom next to her. Because of her condition, I feared that she would pass. I would try to listen to see if I could hear her breathing.

“The next morning, I awoke fearing that she may have passed, when all of the sudden I heard her walking down the hallway to the kitchen by herself. Despite her frailness and weakness, Mom was in the kitchen making breakfast for me! After talking with my brothers, we decided it was time to place Mom in hospice.



In her last weeks, we were able to spend a lot of time with her, and to this day, I marvel at the kindness, generosity, and peacefulness that she displayed. Her spirit was joyful, and though she suffered terribly and her body was overcome with pain, she constantly had a smile on her face.

As she was deteriorating physically, we noticed that she was filled with a deep spiritual life, and she exuded a radiating peace even in the midst of anguish and pain. Frequently, she would say thank you to those around her for any slight act of assistance given to her. As she was preparing to meet her Lord in death, her spirit was alive and strong. St. Paul writes, “Though our outer nature is wasting away, our inner nature is being renewed every day. For this slight momentary affliction is preparing for us an eternal weight of glory beyond all comparison, because we look not to the things that are seen but to the things that are unseen; for the things that are seen are transient, but the things that are unseen are eternal” (2 Cor 4:16–18).

These incredible words of St. Paul sum up the authentic life of a follower of the Lord Jesus; Padre Pio lived these words every day of his priestly and religious life, and this is the message he imparted to his spiritual children such as Mom. It’s a tough message and often rejected in exchange for a softer spirituality and morality that is so prevalent in today’s pagan culture.

The message of St. Paul is to daily live out the passion of the Lord so as to share in his risen life. If there is no suffering, if there is no “wasting away” of the outer self, if there is no “momentary affliction,” there will not be an “eternal weight of glory beyond all comparison.”

Mom made the truth of these words real in her life, especially as she was dying; Padre Pio, her padre spirituale (spiritual father), had formed her well. Her outer life was being destroyed, her inner renewed, and I saw this so clearly in Mom—though she had dentures that caused her immense pain and discomfort, she still had a radiant face and smile.

She could not walk due to her swollen legs, yet would be in the kitchen. One day, I too, as my brother Vince relates above, found her in the kitchen by the stove. She could hardly stand and was making sugo con spaghetti (fresh sauce with spaghetti)—I still taste it. She constantly prayed the Rosary and was filled with gratitude even though she was severely suffering.

As she was dying, my brother, Vincenzo, found a box in her closet of photos from her childhood and of her courtship with Dad, some of which we had never seen. As Mom lay semi-conscious in a hospital bed in the living room, we spent time with her and reminisced. We were fascinated by the newfound photos of her, our dad, and dear family members. It was a revelation of life. We were able to see her whole life in these photos at this precious moment as she was being called by the Lord.

When Mom and Dad began attending daily Mass in 1973 when I entered the seminary with the Capuchins, they received an everlasting grace. For decades, they were daily nourished by his Word and on his life in the Eucharist. The inner life is so mysterious and hidden and hardly noticeable, yet in Mom’s last weeks as her external life was being destroyed and eventually death took hold of her, her inner life burst forth in a remarkable and unbelievable way.

Our mother was deeply united to the Lord, and her relationship with him was real and vibrant, which spilled into our family’s faith life. My brothers and I were baptized and raised in the Lord’s family, we received the Eucharist, went to confession, and were taught the Word of God and his commands. From an early age, we got to know the saints and angels. We would pray the Rosary before going to bed and would blow a kiss to all the saints in the room—via their photos that were on the wall of our bedrooms. Our Catholic identity overflowed into all we did, whether it be our studies, our athletic endeavors, our social lives, and now our contemporary vocations.

Our love for the saints began with Mom’s love for the saints. Mom loved St. Michael the Archangel, St. Ann, and St. John the Baptist, whom she prayed to when she had headaches. “Mom, he’s not the patron of headaches,” I would say. “Yes he is! He had his head chopped off, and that would give you a headache.” I couldn’t argue with that!

She loved and daily prayed to St. Joseph Moscati, the famous doctor and saint (especially for my brother Vincenzo). Often she reminded us that she had visited his house in Benevento where he was born. Of course, she loved St. Francis and was a Third Order Franciscan for most of her life. She also had a great devotion to St. Anthony of Padua. His prayer of exorcism was constantly on her lips, in Italian of course; both Mom and Dad daily recited the prayer countless times.

She had great devotion to Sts. Cosmos and Damian, Sts. Dymphna and Lucy, and St. Maria Goretti. We prayed and had Mass at St. Maria’s tomb together in Nettuno, Italy. St. Maria was very special to her and she loved going to St. Maria Goretti Catholic Church in Hatfield, Pennsylvania, not far from her home. Mom would touch the bare feet of the saint’s statue and hope her feet were not cold!

A short time before her death, she was sitting in her chair in the living room and she fell asleep. She told us that a lovely young girl dressed in white came to her in the living room and walked towards her. When Mom asked who she was, “I’m Maria Goretti” was the response. Behind Maria was another unrecognizable young girl.

The day before she was called by the Lord is described by Vincenzo:

“The night of July 15, Father Pio (my brother), my son Pio, and I finished saying prayers at her bedside. Mom was lying in bed with her eyes closed, breathing. She was not speaking. It was early morning on July 16, around 1:00 a.m. I told my brother and my son to go to sleep and that I would stay at Mom’s side. I said I would wake them if I saw her vitals drop. They went to bed. I sat on a sofa next to her bed. I watched and listened to see if her breathing slowed down. Around 3:00 a.m. I noticed that her breathing was not steady, and at times she would not breathe at all.

“I went to wake my brother and son, telling them she was getting close. They quickly came to her at her bedside, and the three of us waited, watched, and prayed. Suddenly, her breathing became normal. The Lord was not ready to take her yet. After I promised to call them if things changed again, Father Pio and my son went back to bed. I laid down on the couch next to her bed. I remember praying to Mary and asking her to take Mom. My heart was sad, but I did not want her to suffer any more. I felt she was ready to go. I closed my eyes and listened to her breathing. Around 5:30 a.m. I got up and stood next to her. Her pulse was weak, and as the sun was rising, Mom began to breathe slowly. I was thinking of waking my brother and son. I decided to wait this time.

“As I watched Mom, I held her hand and prayed the Hail Mary. Suddenly she appeared to stop breathing. I checked her vitals. She took her last breath. Mom had passed away. It was very peaceful. At her side, on her shoulder, we had a photo of St. Pio and his relic, a photo of Our Lady, and a photo of St. John Paul II. Around her neck was the Scapular of Our Lady of Mount Carmel.

“I looked at the time, which was 6:08 a.m., just after sunrise. With tears in my eyes, I ran to wake my brother and son. As Fr. Pio led us with some more prayers, I remembered that this day, July 16, was the feast of Our Lady of Mount Carmel. Sister Theresa’s prediction was correct. Sister Theresa May, a dear friend, had spent some time assisting Mom and was inspired to say that Our Lady would come for Mom on her feast day. Mom had such a devotion to the Blessed Mother, and Mary came to take her home to Our Lord at sunrise.

“My brother, Father Pio, then offered the Sacrifice of the Holy Mass at the foot of her bed for the repose of her soul.

“Our Lady of Mount Carmel had a special connection with Mom. While going through Mom’s things after her death, I discovered an envelope she had addressed to us. The note said that she was a Third Order Franciscan, and when she died, she wanted to be buried with her habit of the Third Order of St. Francis and with the scapular of Our Lady of Mount Carmel, which she always wore.”

With his relic near to her at her death, Mom’s great friend and spiritual father and companion Padre Pio was ever present to her, even when she complained about him being distant. On the back of her funeral card, we quoted a conversation from her diary that she had with Padre Pio in 1955:


“Padre, after we are married, I have to go and live in Bologna. I must leave my family for a new place, pray for me.”

“Very well, I will remain close to you,” he said.

“Grazie, Padruccio” (Thank you, my dear father), I contently replied.

He touched my head and wished me well for my upcoming wedding. I heard Padre Pio whisper “my daughter,” and again I was filled with the familiar scent of roses.







Chronology

1930 (November 1) - Graziella DeNunzio is born in Pietrelcina to Paris and Maria DeNunzio.

1940 - Graziella’s father takes her for the first time to meet Padre Pio at San Giovanni Rotondo.

1945/1946 - Graziella visits San Giovanni Rotondo for several weeks at a time. She attends Padre Pio’s Masses and he hears her confession frequently. Padre Pio accepts Graziella as his spiritual daughter.

1948 - Padre Pio consecrates Graziella to the Mother of God on her eighteenth birthday.

1953 (August) - Padre Pio chooses Graziella’s future husband, Andre Mandato.

1955 (August 11) - Graziella and Andre Mandato are wed at Our Lady of the Angels in Pietrelcina, the church where Padre Pio celebrated his first Mass. The following day, the newlyweds meet with Padre Pio and receive Holy Communion, a marital blessing, and congratulations from him.

1955 - Graziella and Andre move to Bologna in Northern Italy.

1956 (February) - Pregnant with her first child, Graziella and her father go to San Giovanni Rotondo. Padre Pio instructs her to name her first son Pio Franceso.

1956 (July 6) - Pio Francesco is born on the feast of St. Maria Goretti.

1957 (December 25) - On Christmas morning, Graziella gives birth to her second child, Vincenzo Nazzareno, who was also named by Padre Pio.

1960 (August) – Four-year-old Pio Francesco meets Padre Pio and receives his blessing and embrace.

1961 (July) - Graziella is pregnant with her third child and Padre Pio appears to her in a dream advising her she will have another boy and to name him Pietro.

1961 (December 15) - Graziella gives birth to her third son and names him Paolo Paris.

1964 (October 3) - Pio Francesco and Vincenzo Mandato receive their First Holy Communion from the hands of Padre Pio.

1964 - Graziella and family immigrate to the United States and settle in New Jersey.

1968 (September 22) - Graziella dreams of Padre Pio informing her of his impending death.

1968 (September 23) - Padre Pio dies.

1973 (Fall) - Pio Francesco, at the age of seventeen, enters the Capuchin Franciscan Seminary in Newton, NJ.

1975 - Graziella and her three sons visit Italy for the first time since their move to the United States. With her parents, they travel to San Giovanni Rotondo and pray at Padre Pio’s tomb.

1980 - Graziella and Andre travel to Italy to celebrate their twenty-fifth wedding anniversary and pray at Padre Pio’s tomb.

1985 (May) - Padre Pio appears to Graziella in a dream and invites members of the family to Pietrelcina and San Giovanni Rotondo for their son to celebrate a first Mass.

1985 (June 8) - Pio Francesco Mandato is ordained a Capuchin priest in Hoboken, New Jersey.

1985 (August 3) - Accompanied by his parents, Father Pio Mandato celebrates his first Mass in Pietrelcina at Our Lady of the Angels. Two days later, he celebrates Mass in the little chapel in San Giovanni Rotondo, where Padre Pio had celebrated Mass for so many years.

2002 (June 16) - Padre Pio is canonized by Pope John Paul II.

Until her death - Graziella places herself and her family under the protection of Padre Pio. She is blessed by his presence as her spiritual father in dreams and by his fragrance of sanctity, especially in moments of need.

2014 (July 16) - Graziella peacefully departs from her earthly body to be united with God and once again with her spiritual father, St. Padre Pio of Pietrelcina.1

__________

1 The chronology was done by Marlene Burke, a dear friend of Graziella Mandato.





Introduction

My name is Graziella DeNunzio Mandato and I live in Pennsylvania. My husband, Andre, our three children, and I immigrated to the United States of America in 1964 and settled in New Jersey.

I want to tell of all the encounters I have had with Padre Pio from the time I was a little girl living in Italy until my departure from my homeland.

I was born in Pietrelcina, Italy, in the province of Benevento. Pietrelcina is a small agricultural town with a population of about three thousand. In May of 1887, it became the birthplace of Francesco Forgione, who was to become beloved and renowned as St. Pio of Pietrelcina, the first stigmatized Capuchin priest.

My mother’s name was Maria Pennisi and my father’s, Paris DeNunzio. Our house was located in the center of town on a street called Corso Padre Pio. The big parish church of Our Lady of the Angels could be seen from our home, and this is where the beautiful statue of La Madonna della Libera, the protectress of Pietrelcina, is still venerated. It was in this church that Padre Pio celebrated his first Mass on August 14, 1910, after his ordination in Benevento.

As I completed my testimony to Padre Pio, I was struck by the thought that never in my life have I ever considered writing a book. Maria Incremona, a good friend, once asked me, “Graziella, why don’t you write your testimony about Padre Pio? You have had the great privilege of coming from his hometown. You knew him personally and have had the wonderful blessing of being his spiritual daughter.” I responded by telling her, “It is impossible. I could never write such a book.”

As the days passed, I began to reflect on the first time my father took me to meet Padre Pio in 1944. Then I remembered the diaries I used to keep. I had recorded my confessional experiences with him as well as the counsel he gave me over the years. I had also written down the words he gave to me through my father when we came to the States. I had kept everything. Even the many stories my father had told me of the Padre were all written down and saved.

Padre Pio was always spoken of in our home. Friends of my father often visited, and each one would tell of their experiences with him and of the counseling they received when they visited him in San Giovanni Rotondo. In our town, Padre Pio was called Il Monaco Santo (The Holy Friar)

As a young girl, I listened to everything that was being said about him. We all knew one another in town, and we all had great pride in being Padre Pio’s paesani—that is, Padre Pio’s townsfolk. My father worked in the city hall, and during his free time, he often went to visit his close friend, Padre Pio.

I gathered this material together and placed it on the dining room table to study. Slowly, I began to believe that a book might actually become a reality. In front of me rested the beautiful picture of Padre Pio, smiling. I stared at him and asked, “What must I do? Do I have to write this book? If you help me, I will try.”

I would like to thank my son, Father Pio Mandato, for his time and patience in translating my “spiritual encounters” with Padre Pio and Bishop Timlin for his kindness in taking an interest in writing the foreword.





PART ONE

Early Encounters with Padre Pio

“I went to San Giovanni Rotondo to visit Padre Pio and how my heart throbbed with joy seeing Padre Pio and speaking with him. An unforgettable day, a day of complete Divine love. I felt close to Jesus.”

—Graziella Mandato, June 18, 1954





CHAPTER 1

Testimony of My Father

When Padre Pio was still known as Francesco Forgione, the Padre and Zio (Uncle) Mercurio Scocca became childhood friends. Both grew up in Piana Romana on the outskirts of town. Mercurio’s family had a little farm adjacent to that of Padre Pio’s family. Mercurio and my father became close friends too. As an adult, Mercurio had a house next door to ours.

Mercurio spent a lot of time at our house and talked of his companionship with the Padre. They were so close that Padre Pio even baptized two of his sons. He described the Padre as being very affectionate, gentle, and prayerful even as a child.

He also told us that one day Padre Pio’s father, Orazio Forgione, wanted to dig a hole for a well in Piana Romana on their family farm. When the well was completed, no water was found. Francesco, who was a very young boy at the time, said, “Papa, why don’t you dig another hole in this place?” Orazio responded in a serious but joking manner, “Francesco, if there is no water there, I’ll throw you into the hole.” After Orazio dug the hole, water flowed and Francesco remained safe!

Years later, one morning in the summer of 1943, my father turned to my mother and said, “I am going to San Giovanni Rotondo to visit Padre Pio.” Whenever he went to visit the Padre, he would always bring broccoli from his farm in Pietrelcina. That morning, he did not have any. So he went to the town square and bought some broccoli that came from a nearby town. When he arrived at Padre Pio’s, he was very happy to see him and said, “Father, I brought you broccoli from Pietrelcina.” Padre Pio looked at him and said with a smile, “Paris, thank you for your good intention, but this broccoli is not from Pietrelcina.” My father was amazed and did not know what to say. The Padre embraced him and took him upstairs to his room, where he asked many questions about his beloved Pietrelcina and the townspeople.

Later in Padre Pio’s cell, the Padre noticed that my father, who stood close to his nightstand, took some handkerchiefs and a glove that Padre Pio used to cover his wounds. The Padre asked, “Paris, what are you doing? Are you a thief too?” My father put those mementos into his pocket as Padre Pio smiled and said nothing else. When he returned home, my father placed the handkerchiefs in a drawer. But the glove was left on the dresser to be venerated.

Whenever I met people who were devoted to Padre Pio, I would cut off little pieces from the glove and give them out, especially to the sick. When my father found out what I was doing, I had to run and hide from him.

A story my father once told me took place in the early ’60s. My father and some friends were driving to San Giovanni Rotondo from Pietrelcina, a drive of two and a half hours. The exhausted driver struggled to stay awake, and he eventually fell asleep at the wheel.

My father was frightened. He invoked Padre Pio and prayed, “Help us!” The road that climbed up the Gargano to San Giovanni Rotondo was steep, winding, and dangerous. The car veered off the road, but the driver woke up at the last second, in time to control the car. My father kept on repeating, “Padre, help us!”

When they arrived at the friary, they went upstairs to see Padre Pio in his cell. My father said, “Padre, at last we are here. We were frightened.”

Padre Pio asked, “Paris, you were afraid?”

“Yes, Padre,” he replied.

Padre Pio questioned, “Who do you think was driving the car? Didn’t you know it was I?”

“Thank you, Padre Pio!” they all replied.

Again in the ’60s, my father went to Padre Pio with Mercurio and another friend. When they arrived in San Giovanni Rotondo, they rented a room for the night. My father slipped on the floor and injured himself. In fact, he could not move and had to rest in bed. Zio Mercurio and the other friend went on ahead to see Padre Pio. Before they had a chance to inform the Padre of my father’s fall, he asked, “And where is Paris?”

“He couldn’t come,” they replied. “He fell.”

Padre Pio said, “How it disappoints me. He is a holy man.”

The following day, my father had recovered sufficiently to visit Padre Pio. As soon as the Padre saw my father, he warmly embraced him and my father quickly felt better. My father then thanked the Padre for his help and kissed his hand.

Another time when my father was visiting Padre Pio, he found the Padre surrounded by many friars, doctors, and friends. Everyone was speaking. My father watched Padre Pio and thought to himself how he would love to kiss his hand, but the Padre was in such demand that my father could not get close enough. Meanwhile, Padre Pio looked over at him and said, “Paris, there is no need to think about it. Come and kiss my hand.” My father was elated. Padre Pio not only let him kiss his hand, he also read his thoughts.

A priest’s hand is normally venerated because it is the instrument that changes the bread and wine into the Body and Blood of Christ. In Padre Pio’s case, his hands also bore the wounds of Christ. It was for this reason only, and not for personal aggrandizement, that he allowed his hands to be kissed.





CHAPTER 2

My First Meeting with Padre Pio

All of these beautiful accounts of Padre Pio fascinated me, and a desire grew within me to meet him. Until this time, I had only seen him in photographs, but when I was ten years old, my father told me, “I will take you to San Giovanni Rotondo.”

We traveled by train from Benevento to Foggia and from Foggia took a bus, which brought us to San Giovanni Rotondo an hour later. In all, the journey took three hours.

Arriving in San Giovanni Rotondo, we went to the friary church, the small original church of Our Lady of Grace. On the right side of the main altar, I saw a door surrounded by a group of women. I was in the back of the group and, being small, could only see Padre Pio’s head. While everyone was kissing his hand, I looked up and noticed Padre Po staring at me. He extended his arm over some of the ladies and allowed me to kiss his hand as well. His eyes made an intense impression on me, and for the first time, I smelled the scent of perfume that would always be associated with him.

When we returned home to Pietrelcina, I continuously thought about Padre Pio and had a great desire to visit him again. I would return innumerable times, just to be close to him, and sometimes these trips would last for several months.





CHAPTER 3

Padre Pio and Pietrelcina

When I was in elementary school in Pietrelcina, my teacher was Graziella Pannullo, the niece of Father Salvatore Pannullo, Pietrelcina’s parish priest. During class, she would speak to us about Padre Pio. In school, she led us in the daily Rosary, and we prayed for Padre Pio and for his mission at San Giovanni Rotondo. Many of the stories Miss Pannullo repeated were from her uncle. Padre Pio had lived in Pietrelcina from 1909 to 1916, and he was very close to Father Salvatore.

After completing school, I went to the religious sisters to be taught embroidery. We spoke of Padre Pio there as well and often went with the choir to sing in the main church, where Padre Pio had been known to pray for many hours.

When Padre Pio was a young boy tending the family sheep as they grazed in the pastures of Piana Romana, his neighbors often saw him on his knees with a rosary in his hands. He was also known to make small crosses out of wood at that time. People who knew him then often remarked that young Francesco was a little saint.

Father Salvatore loved Francesco like a son, and when Francesco came home from the seminary, where he was studying for the priesthood, they often visited with each other. The young Padre was known to pray for hours in the church, and Father Salvatore would customarily leave him there. Returning much later, he would often find the Padre in ecstasy.2

After Padre Pio was ordained a priest on August 10, 1910, he remained in Pietrelcina for seven years because of poor health. One of the most incredible stories Miss Pannullo shared with my classmates and me was about the wounds suffered by the young Padre in 1910. Padre Pio frequently went to Piana Romana. Here he would spend his days in the open air with Jesus and the angels. His favorite place of prayer was sitting on a big rock under a certain elm tree. He referred to this rock as la mia poltrona, which means “my armchair,” for it was here that he liked to sit.

It was during one of these dialogues with Jesus that he felt a puncture in the middle of each hand. Padre Pio went to Father Salvatore and told him about his wounds, and Father Salvatore advised him to have them examined by Dr. Andrea Cardone.

The doctor didn’t know how to explain this phenomenon. However, when he pressed his fingers into the center of Padre Pio’s hands, it caused the Padre great pain. Padre Pio joked with the doctor and asked, “Are you trying to be like St. Thomas?”

Padre Pio was embarrassed to be noticed by the townspeople. He prayed to Jesus that the wounds would become invisible. Though they remained invisible for eight years, the pain from these wounds continued to cause him a great deal of suffering.

Later, a chapel dedicated to St. Francis of Assisi was built in Piana Romana alongside the elm tree where Padre Pio received his wounds in 1910. Today, the trunk of this same elm tree is preserved, enclosed, and protected from devoted relic seekers.

Lucia Iadanza, a spiritual daughter of the Padre, once told my young classmates and me that on December 24, 1922, she went to San Giovanni Rotondo for Christmas simply to be near Padre Pio. He was her confessor and she was very devoted to him.

Since it was Christmas, the friars brought a brazier into the sacristy. There were three women waiting for Padre Pio’s midnight Mass to begin. The women eventually fell asleep, but Lucia remained awake and continued praying the Rosary. Suddenly, Padre Pio came into the sacristy from the friary stairs. He stopped when a ray of illuminating light appeared. Inside the light was the Infant Jesus, who eventually settled himself into the arms of the Padre. Padre Pio’s face reddened, then radiated. When the Infant Jesus disappeared, Padre Pio realized that Lucia was watching him with awe. He came close to her and said, “Lucia, che hai visto?” (What do you see?)

She replied, “Padre, I saw everything.”

Padre Pio became very stern and said, “Do not say anything to anyone about what you saw.” It was many years later that she finally told this story.

__________

2 Ecstasy (Ecstatic Union) is the state of being beside oneself through some overpowering experience. Many saints have received ecstasies as a supernatural gift from God, although ecstasy of itself is not a criterion of holiness.





CHAPTER 4

Mary Pyle

I met Mary Pyle in Pietrelcina in 1943. We called her “the American” because she was born in Morristown, New Jersey, in 1888 to a wealthy Protestant family. Mary was a highly intelligent woman who could speak fluent Italian, French, German, and English. She was also a student of music.

Mary came to Italy and met Dr. Maria Montessori, who resided in Rome and was a devout Catholic. Eventually, Mary converted to the Catholic faith. Hearing about Padre Pio, she went to San Giovanni Rotondo in 1923 with the decision to live near him. She built a large house for herself, not far from the friary, and became a Third Order Franciscan. She wore the brown habit and white cord of St. Francis.

During World War II, she was advised to go to Pietrelcina. She lived there from 1941 to 1943 in the house where Padre Pio was raised. It was during this time that my mother had a dream about Padre Pio in which he asked her, “Why don’t you go and visit Mary Pyle, the American sister?”

My mother responded, “I am too shy.”

Padre Pio said, “You go and tell her that I sent you.”

She decided to go and took me along as well. When my mother told Mary of her dream about Padre Pio, Mary became overwhelmed with happiness and began to cry. She had my mother recount the dream two more times. She then asked me my name, embraced me, and said, “Whenever you come to San Giovanni Rotondo, come visit me.” I was still only ten years old at the time.

Often, when I went to see Padre Pio after his Mass, Mary would lean on my arm as I accompanied her home; then I would stay for dinner at her house. Since she was very hospitable, her home was always filled with frequent guests. It was in this home that I saw the room where Padre Pio’s mother, Giuseppa DeNunzio, usually stayed and where she eventually died in 1929.





CHAPTER 5

Recollections of Padre Pio’s Family

I remember the friendship that existed between my family and that of Zio Michele, Padre Pio’s brother. Zio Michele often came to our house. He was a man who always wore a smile, and we had great affection for each other. He loved playing cards with my father while my mother served him coffee. He told us numerous stories about his brother.

One story took place when Francesco Forgione was ten years old. His father took him to a nearby sanctuary where the feast of San Pellegrino was being celebrated. When they entered the church, Francesco noticed a mother crying and praying out loud to God. It seemed her child was very ill, and Francesco began to pray for the child. It was understood by all that the child recovered!

I remember another story Zio Michele told that took place when Francesco was twelve years old. Young Francesco developed an intestinal disturbance and became ill. The doctor was called and gave him medication, but the doctor was not hopeful that the boy would recover. Francesco asked his mother to take him to Piana Romana where they had their little farm which produced crops of grain. Once there, Giuseppa Forgione prepared a large dish of spicy fried peppers for the farm workers. Young Francesco went to bed while everyone else remained out in the fields.

Eventually, he got up and saw the fried peppers. He ate a fair amount of them and then went back to bed. He then began to sweat profusely. When Michele came in and saw his brother’s condition, he became very concerned. Francesco asked him for water to quench his thirst. Sometime later, when his mother came in and noticed the missing peppers, Francesco admitted that he had eaten them. After this, his intestinal problem completely disappeared.

There were other members of Padre Pio’s family with whom we were friendly. Pia Forgione, Zio Michele’s daughter, was my godmother for Confirmation. My mother asked Pia Forgione if she would be my godmother and she readily accepted. I was confirmed by the bishop of Benevento and was very happy that my godmother was one of Padre Pio’s relatives.

Ettore Masone, the son of Padre Pio’s sister, Felicita, was another family friend. He would come to visit and spend a good deal of time with our family.





CHAPTER 6

Healings

My mother’s cousin, also named Maria Pennisi, had Padre Pio’s mother as her godmother. Maria was a teacher and had great affection for me. She told me of her many experiences with the Padre.

One story she told my mother was of her diagnosis of tuberculosis in 1926. She was under the care of a famous doctor, Giuseppe Moscati from the University of Napoli, who was beatified by Pope Paul VI in 1975. Maria’s situation was hopeless. She battled high fevers and hemorrhaged a great deal. Maria’s father, Uncle Carmine, and her mother took her to San Giovanni Rotondo to see Padre Pio. As soon as he saw her, he placed his hands on her shoulders and silently prayed. When they returned to Pietrelcina, Maria found she was completely cured. She lived until 1990, sixty-four years after she was originally diagnosed.

Another story of Padre Pio’s abilities, one which was a popular discussion among his friends, centered on a young girl named Gemma Di Giorgio. In 1933, she was born blind, having no pupils in her eyes. On the advice of a religious sister, her grandmother took her to see Padre Pio. She was seven years of age at the time, and during this visit, Gemma went to Padre Pio for confession. He blessed her and made the sign of the cross over her eyes. Gemma received an unbelievable grace; she was able to see normally despite the fact that she had no pupils. I marveled when I heard this story.

The story of yet another healing, performed by Padre Pio in 1950, was told to my mother by Anita Nardella. Anita’s son, who lived in Northern Italy, had friends whose son was mute from birth. He was only eight years old, and the many doctors who saw him offered the parents no hope. The boy’s mother wanted to take her son to San Giovanni Rotondo to see Padre Pio, but her husband refused. After much persistence, the father, who was a non-believer, finally gave in. However, he made the condition that he would not enter the church when his wife and son were to meet with the Padre. When they arrived at the Capuchin friary, the mother and son entered the church while he waited outside in the piazza underneath a tree. Padre Pio was hearing confessions, and after some time, he motioned to the boy to come over to him. The boy approached Padre Pio and heard him say, “Go outside and call your father.”

The boy immediately went outside and spoke for the first time saying, “Papa, Padre Pio told me to tell you that you have to go inside.”3

Sometimes, Padre Pio was the recipient of blessings as well. The famous Italian tenor Beniamino Gigli visited with Padre Pio one day. As they walked in the garden at the friary, the great tenor asked the Padre if he would like to hear a song. He replied, “Yes, sing the song Mamma.” The Padre listened and was deeply pleased.
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Graziella in San Giovanni, 1950.
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Graziella with brother Antonio and their friends in San Giovanni Rotondo, 1950.
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Graziella receiving Holy Communion from Padre Pio after her marriage, 1955.
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Padre Pio blesses Graziella and Andre, touching their heads with his wounded hands; he congratulates and wishes them well, 1955.
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Graziella and Andre receiving the Blessed Sacrament from Padre Pio after their marriage, 1955.
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Andre receiving Holy Communion from Padre Pio, 1955.

[image: images]

Padre Pio with Paris DeNunzio and, to their right, Padre Alessio Parente and Mercurio Scocca, 1967.
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Padre Pio joking with Graziella’s father, Paris DeNunzio, and, to their right, other childhood friends, Antonio Sagliocca and Mercurio Scocca, 1966.
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Paris DeNunzio receiving communion from Padre Pio, 1964.
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Maria De-Nunzio receiving communion from Padre Pio, 1964.
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Pio Francesco and Vincenzo Mandato on the day of their First Holy Communion, San Giovanni Rotondo, 1964.
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Graziella with her mother and boys, San Giovanni Rotondo, 1964.
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Graziella kissing Padre Pio’s stigmata.
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Graziella’s sons, Pio Francesco and Vincenzo Mandato, receiving First Holy Communion from Padre Pio, 1964.
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Vincenzo Mandato receiving First Holy Communion, 1964.
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Communion certificate signed by Padre Pio.
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Graziella DeNunzio with her godmother, Padre Pio’s niece, Pia Forgione, on her Confirmation Day.
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Salvatore Scigliuzzi, the blind man who was blessed by Padre Pio and was enabled to see Padre Pio’s face for a few seconds, 1958.
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Giuseppa DeNunzio Forgione, Padre Pio’s mother, 1952; Grazio Forgione, Padre Pio’s father, 1952. Courtesy: Abresch Federico Photographers, San Giovanni
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Padre Pio with his brother, Michele Forgione, San Giovanni, 1958.
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Graziella with Padre Pio’s shoes.
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The second rosary given to Graziella by Padre Pio.
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La Madonna della Libera being carried in procession from the Church of Santa Maria degli Angeli, Pietrelcina, 1987.

[image: images]

Father Pio Francesco Mandato celebrating his first Mass in the Church of Santa Maria degli Angeli, 1985.
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Father Pio Francesco Mandato with his maternal grandparents, Paris DiNunzio and Maria Pennisi, in the Church of Santa Maria degli Angeli on the day of his first Mass, 1985.
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Father Pio Francesco Mandato celebrates Mass in 1995 at the altar where Padre Pio celebrated his first Holy Mass in 1910.
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Graziella DeNunzio Mandato with her husband, Andrea, and their family.
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Graziella with her family at the canonization of Padre Pio on June 16, 2002.
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The tombstone of Graziella and Andrea with the words spoken to Graziella by Padre Pio.

__________

3 The boy’s father was converted.





CHAPTER 7

My Second Visit with Padre Pio

I was fifteen years old the second time I went to San Giovanni Rotondo, again accompanied by my father. When we first arrived, we went to a small hotel to reserve a room for the night, since we planned on leaving the next day.

As soon as I entered the room, I felt ill and had to rest in bed. My father said, “Graziella, you rest and I’ll go visit Padre Pio.” It was still afternoon, and I did not tell my father the nature of my discomfort.

My father went to the friary garden and found Padre Pio surrounded by many people. Padre Pio spotted my father and he called to him saying, “Paris, where is your daughter Graziella?”

He replied, “Padre, she had to go to bed because she was not feeling well.”

Padre Pio said, “Don’t worry, for she has the same concern that all women have.” My father became embarrassed.

When he returned to the hotel, he asked me, “Why didn’t you tell me the reason you weren’t feeling well?”

I answered, “I felt that I could not discuss such personal matters.” Padre Pio, however, knew all things.

The next day, Padre Pio heard my confession. I knelt in front of him while he was in the confessional. He extended his hand for me to kiss and gave me rosary beads, as well as a small medal. The rosary had large beads, which were a beautiful gray color, and they emitted a fragrant aroma.

Later, my father went upstairs to Padre Pio’s cell to speak with him. There was a distant family relationship between my grandfather, Antonio DeNunzio, and Padre Pio’s mother, Giuseppa DeNunzio. Padre Pio, as always, asked him many things about Pietrelcina. He loved my father, and there was a wonderful closeness between them despite the fact that my father was nine years younger than the Padre.

When we returned home, I immediately showed everyone the rosary beads Padre Pio had given me, and all were surprised at the sweet scent of roses emanating from them. Every evening, we recited the Rosary in our home and our neighbors frequently joined us. My mother was very devoted to La Madonna della Libera. Sometimes, Our Lady came to her in dreams.

Once, Padre Pio came to my mother in a dream and asked, “Maria, after the Rosary, why don’t you recite the Hail Holy Queen?”

My mother responded, “I don’t remember it.”

Padre Pio then said, “Well, I’ll recite it, and you say it after me.” When she awoke in the morning, she knew the prayer by heart.

For two years, I cherished the rosary beads Padre Pio had given me. Then I gave them away as a gift to Antonio Sagliocca. He was a friend of the family and a benefactor from New York. It was Antonio who would have a convent built for the sisters in Pietrelcina.

During a visit to my parents’ home, he stayed to pray the Rosary with us. He became moved at the sight of my rosary beads and asked if I would give them to him. I agreed because he was so generous with the sisters. Antonio then said, “I’m grateful to you, but I wouldn’t have given them away for a million dollars.”

Everyone told me I should have kept them, but because of my act of gratitude toward Antonio, Padre Pio eventually gave me another pair. Antonio Sagliocca has since died, and at times I wonder where those beautiful beads are and if they still give off a pleasing fragrance.4

__________

4 Fifty years later, in a lovely twist of events, Mom happened to locate Antonio’s daughter living in New York, and she inquired about Antonio—who had died—and the whereabouts of those rosary beads; they were found and mailed to Mom, and she saw this as another touch from the Padre.





CHAPTER 8

My Third Visit to San
Giovanni Rotondo

As we were preparing to leave for my third visit with the Padre, my father and I happened to be walking by the home of Dr. Andrea Cardone. He was a good friend of both my father and the Padre. Since he was the town doctor and Pietrelcina was like a large family, he was friendly with everyone.

We were about to catch a bus to go to Benevento and then on to San Giovanni Rotondo when Dr. Cardone saw us. He said to me, “Graziella, as soon as you see Padre Pio, tell him I send my greetings.”

When we arrived in San Giovanni Rotondo, I went to Padre Pio for confession. Confession with the Padre was always a moving experience. Padre Pio didn’t give you a chance to speak because he was the one who said everything; he told you your sins. I always responded by saying, “Yes, Padre.” Then he would give me absolution.

After confession, I knelt as usual, facing him, for his blessing. He said, “So you didn’t tell me that you saw Dr. Cardone this morning in Pietrelcina and that he sends me his greetings!”

“Oh, Padre, please excuse me. Yes, he sends his greetings,” I said. Padre Pio smiled and extended his hand for me to kiss. Seeing that I was upset with myself, he gave me a small religious medal with Our Lady’s image on one side and St. Michael’s on the other.

Dr. Cardone was the same doctor who, at the insistence of Father Salvatore Pannullo, examined Padre Pio after he received the invisible stigmata while in Piana Romana. The Padre had great respect for Dr. Cardone, who would often visit with the Padre at San Giovanni Rotondo. Dr. Cardone was born in 1876 and died in 1969, the year following Padre Pio’s death.





CHAPTER 9

Padre Pio and Bilocation

In moments of important decisions, my family always sought the counsel of Padre Pio. One would usually seek advice from him during confession, but Padre Pio was close to us in many other ways. An example of his “closeness” occurred in our home in 1945.

Our home was a stone house with four large rooms upstairs. One evening, while I was downstairs in the dining room embroidering, my parents had just gone upstairs to retire and say their prayers. Suddenly, they heard three knocks on the roof. These three knocks brought my parents a sense of joy. At first, they didn’t tell me anything about this to protect me from being frightened.

On another evening when I decided to retire early, as I reached the top of the stairs, I heard three loud knocks. I went to look outside on the balcony and saw nothing. I then went into my parents’ room and saw that they were in good humor. I told them what I had heard, but they said, “Graziella, don’t be afraid; it’s nothing.”

Shortly afterward, my father went to visit Padre Pio. He said, “Padre, when we retire at night, we hear a loud knocking on the roof, and it brings us joy. Is it you coming to greet us?” Padre Pio laughed and didn’t respond, but my father understood it to mean that it was indeed the Padre.

This confirmed our original belief that it was Padre Pio greeting us through the gift of bilocation during one of his mysterious trips to various places around the world.5

__________

5 Bilocation is the actual presence of one finite person in two places at the same time. Explanation taken from The Catholic Encyclopedia (Thomas Nelson Publishers, 1976), p.75.





PART TWO

San Giovanni Rotondo

“I was able to go to confession with my Padruccio (my dear little father). How my heart explodes with admiration just looking into his eyes.”

—Graziella Mandato, June 18, 1954





CHAPTER 10

Living in San Giovanni Rotondo

My mother’s dear friend, Angelina DeStefano from Pietrelcina, came to visit. She told us that she had just built a house in San Giovanni Rotondo. It was near the friary and close to Mary Pyle’s home. Angelina wanted to live near Padre Pio. She invited my mother to visit her, and my mother asked if I could go alone and spend some time there. Angelina said that she wanted to ask Padre Pio about it first.

One day, while the Padre was hearing her confession, she told him that Graziella, daughter of Maria and Paris DeNunzio, wanted to spend some time with her. She asked him for his opinion. He replied, “Indeed, have her come. She will be good company for you.”

I was overjoyed at the thought of being near Padre Pio and having him hear my confession frequently. It was during my second visit to the Padre, when I was fifteen, that my desire to be near him increased. My first stay with Angelina was for two weeks. During another visit, I remained for a month.

It was at the end of one visit, right after confession, that I knelt in front of Padre Pio and asked, “Padre, will you accept me as your spiritual daughter?” He placed his hand on my head and said, “Of course, I accept you as my spiritual daughter! Behave well.” Then he blessed me. I was very moved and kissed his hand.

Afterwards, I went to Angelina and told her. She said, “Very good. How blessed you are. Padre Pio has taken you under his protection. From now on you must obey all that he tells you.” This I did willingly. That evening, Angelina led me in reciting the fifteen decades of the Rosary.

Every morning we rose at 4:00 a.m. to go to the front of the chapel of St. Francis and wait for the doors to open for the Padre’s 5:00 a.m. Mass. This took place in the friary church. We literally ran to get close enough to the altar whenever he celebrated Mass. Then everyone knelt and remained in silence for an hour and a half.

Angelina often said, “Padre Pio knows all,” and told me “We must be good, even in our speech. If not, he will reprimand us.” Sometimes when she and her friends gossiped a little too harshly, she heard about it from the Padre during her next confession. He would say, “Will you stop criticizing others! You should want to be good and pray.”

Many people went to visit Padre Pio, and after attending his Mass, the crowds would gather in the piazza outside the church and sit beneath a big tree. During these moments, everyone took turns describing personal encounters with the Padre.

Once, a woman began crying, and I asked her why. She said sadly, “Padre Pio didn’t give me absolution because I had an abortion.” Normally, a priest does not refuse absolution for regretted sins. However, Padre Pio, with his gift of reading souls, would know when a penitent did not recognize the gravity of his or her offense and would refuse absolution to lead people to true repentance. He always prayed and suffered greatly for such penitents, and most, of course, re-ordered their lives as a result of his own intervention. These people were either drawn back to him for another confession or went to another priest for absolution.

There were two lines leading to his confessional. One line was for foreigners or people from out of town. The other line was for the townspeople. It was on the latter line that I waited for confession every week. I noticed how my joy increased all day because I was able to be around the Padre. When he listened to the women’s confessions, the confessional remained open. We could see him and he could watch us at the same time.

Directly after Mass, Padre Pio heard the men’s confessions. Later, from 9:00 a.m. until 11:00 a.m., he heard the women’s confessions. After my confession was heard, I remained in the church to pray the Rosary and attend other Masses.

Padre Pio once said to me, “You were just here two days ago.” “Padre,” I said, “I came to kiss your hand.” He let me kiss his hand and said, “These Pietrelcinese!” By saying this, he conveyed to me that people from Pietrelcina were highly regarded by him.

On another occasion, Padre Pio reached into his pocket and gave me some candies that had been given to him. I still have them preserved as a memento. I have also saved the medals of Our Lady and St. Michael that he gave me on other occasions.

One morning, prior to Mass, I was able to get close enough to the altar to kneel at the altar rail. Everyone was kneeling silently in prayer. As the Padre approached the altar, his face became reddened, then illuminated. Tears started to fall as he began Mass because he was gazing on the Living Christ.

Everyone was able to see the mystical suffering in Padre Pio. The Holy Spirit was upon him and his face took on changes even as we watched him. At the beginning of Mass, his face was red. During the celebration, he was transformed and his face took on the features of suffering and became pallid. He prayed for those who asked him for help and for those who were far from home. He also prayed for the sick and for the diseased.

Sometimes, he would rest his elbows on the altar, motionless. His Mass lasted about an hour and a half. Everyone watched him with intense emotion, and only those who have the privilege of attending his Masses can truly understand what it was like. By the time Mass was over, he was totally absorbed in it. One could see the stigmata on his hands because he did not wear gloves during the Mass.

On another occasion as he descended the altar, I arose and drew close to him and was able to kiss his hand directly on the wound. He looked and said nothing. I was filled with happiness, and for the rest of the day, I smelled the scent of roses.

After Mass, we would wait in church until he heard confession, then he would give us Holy Communion. Before Vatican II in Italy, Holy Communion was distributed after Mass. In the evening, we went to church for the Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament officiated by Padre Pio. After supper, again, we went to the friary where Padre Pio peered out of the window in his cell and waved to us with his handkerchief. We all shouted, “Buona notte, Padre!” (Good night, father).

I developed many friendships in San Giovanni Rotondo. One was with Gaitanina, the niece of Brother Gerardo who was the porter, or church doorkeeper. He often let us enter by the side of the church. Once, when Padre Pio walked past us, I said, “Padre, I call you Padruccio.” Padruccio is a term of affection that means “Little Father.”

He responded kindly, “One doesn’t need to be a fortune teller to know that.” He loved to joke, and it was his way of telling me that he already knew. From then on, I openly called him Padruccio.

On November 1, 1945, I truned eighteen. Shortly afterwards, I went to confession to the Padre on December 8. I knelt before him saying, “Padre, today is the feast of the Immaculate Conception. Will you consecrate me to the Madonna?”

Padre looked gently down on me and with both hands, touched my head and said, “Yes, I will consecrate you to her.”

I was elated when he consecrated me to the Mother of Jesus, and from that day on, I have always felt her presence within me. I have such great devotion to her that when I see images of her, I am moved to tears, and just thinking about her brings me pleasure. Padre Pio used to say, “Love the Madonna, and bring others to love her.”

From the day that Padre Pio consecrated me to the mother of Jesus, I have recited the Rosary daily. In the beginning, I prayed it at home with my parents, and later in life, I prayed it with my husband and three sons.





CHAPTER 11

The Gift of Another Rosary

One evening, while having supper with Angelina de Stefano in her house in San Giovanni Rotondo, I heard a voice shouting my name from outside. “Graziella! Graziella!” I went outside and saw Petruccio Cugino, who was blind. I used to see him at the side of the altar when Padre Pio celebrated Mass and I knew him well.

“Petruccio, what is the matter?” I asked.

“I have a gift for you. The Padre has sent you a rosary,” he replied. I happily took the rosary and thanked him. I told Angelina and then thought about the other rosary I had given Antonio Sagliocca. I still have this second rosary and every day I pray on it to our heavenly Mother.

The Padre would frequently say, “Our Lady wishes to be served by praying the Blessed Rosary in order to give us graces and blessings.”





CHAPTER 12

My Mother Confesses to Padre Pio

In 1942, my mother went to confession to Padre Pio. He told her, “Maria, you have to have another child.”

“Padre,” she said, “I have already had seven and now I am thirty-eight years old.” When she admitted to no longer having full union with my father, he corrected her and advised her that they both needed to fulfill their marital obligations.

In 1943, my mother gave birth to a boy whom they named Pio Francesco. Padre Pio was delighted, especially when parents named their child after him.





CHAPTER 13

A Dear Friend - Cosimo Iadanza

Cosimo Iadanza, another good family friend from Pietrelcina, was told by the Padre that his wife, Grazia, was pregnant. Padre Pio asked, “Cosimo, do you like my name?”

“Yes, Padre,” Cosimo replied.

“Then give him my name,” said the Padre, since he already knew it was to be a boy. He was born the same year as my brother Pio.

A number of years later, Cosimo brought his son Pio to meet the Padre. After being introduced, Padre Pio said, “This boy will one day be mayor of Pietrelcina.” This prophecy was fulfilled and Pio held the office of mayor of Pietrelcina from 1986 to 1997.

A number of years after the birth of little Pio, Cosimo’s wife became pregnant with another child. Cosimo went to Padre Pio and asked for his blessing on her new pregnancy. Padre Pio told him, “All will go well. You will have two little girls, and they will both become religious sisters.” This prophecy was fulfilled as well, and indeed, they both became religious sisters. I see them every year when I return to Pietrelcina, and both are filled with goodness.





CHAPTER 14

My Brother’s Confirmation

My father became friendly with Count Giovanni Telfener, a noble person who, for love of Padre Pio, settled in San Giovanni Rotondo with his wife. When my older brother Antonio asked if he would be his godfather for Confirmation, he said he wanted to ask Padre Pio before responding.

The Count found the Padre, who was surrounded by friars and friends, and stated, “Padre, there is a young man, Antonino DeNunzio from Pietrelcina, who has asked that I be his godfather.”

Padre Pio said, “Of course you must be his godfather. Antonio is a relative.”

I remember the Count coming to Pietrelcina, staying at our house, and going to the cathedral in Benevento for my brother’s Confirmation. Whenever we visited him in San Giovanni Rotondo, we always found him to be of a kind nature.





CHAPTER 15

Family Experiences

I wanted to spend Christmas of 1946 in San Giovanni Rotondo. Beautiful stories had been told to me of Padre Pio’s celebrations at Christmas, especially when he carried the Baby Jesus in procession.

San Giovanni Rotondo is known to be cold and windy in the winter because it is located in the mountains. When I mentioned the weather to Padre Pio, I simply stated, “Padre, it is very cold.”

He laughed and responded, “If you are cold, light a fire and you will warm up.”

My brother Antonio came a few days before Christmas that year to bring me home, and we went together to see the Padre. I told Padre Pio my brother wanted to take me back with him to Pietrelcina but I preferred to stay here in San Giovanni Rotondo.

The Padre smiled and said, “You tell him.”

“Padre,” I asked, “may I kiss the wound on your foot?”

He said, “What do you think, that I am going to take off my socks and sandals so you can kiss my foot!” He placed his hands on my head and in a fatherly way, he drew me to his chest. I smelled a strong perfume, like roses. I thought to myself that this scent must come from the wound in his side. I wept with joy because of his paternal love and affection for me. My brother kissed his hand as well, and Padre Pio wished us both a safe journey. Then we left for Pietrelcina.

Antonio was a tall and attractive young man who was encouraged by friends to go to Rome and seek a career in acting. In fact, he had already been accepted by an acting school and wanted to go. First, however, he went to Padre Pio for counsel. The Padre told him, “What! You want to become an actor so you can lose your soul?” Antonio changed his mind and dedicated himself to more academic studies.

I have another brother, Mario Pio. He wanted to become a professional cyclist when he was seventeen years old in 1956. He trained hard and won many races. My mother counseled him and told him to ask the Padre about his career choice. So he cycled from Pietrelcina to San Giovanni Rotondo. This took many hours of grueling hills and winding turns.

Arriving at San Giovanni Rotondo, he went to Padre Pio for confession and told him, “Padre, I want to become a cyclist. I love bike racing.”

Padre Pio said, “No, because of hunger you will lose your sight.” He meant that because of this passion of my brother’s, he might lose his vision of reality.

He listened to Padre Pio and put the bike racing out of his mind. He never returned to San Giovanni Rotondo on a bicycle. In our family, we never made any major decision without first asking for counsel from our spiritual father.





CHAPTER 16

Another Counsel

My mother and I were in San Giovanni Rotondo in 1949. On the day prior to our departure, my mother told Padre Pio that we would be leaving the next day. Padre Pio told her, “No, tomorrow you must not leave.”

My mother said, “Very well then, we shall stay longer.” We always listened to the Padre. The following day, we heard that the train we were scheduled to take from Foggia to Benevento had collided with another train with terrible consequences. We wondered what might have happened to us if we had taken that train as originally planned.

Our dear Padre had advised us before the incident. With tears in her eyes, my mother went to thank him. Whenever we departed from San Giovanni Rotondo, I always smelled a strong perfume, like a fragrant wind that came and went. At times like this, I would say to myself that the Padre is near and watching over us.





CHAPTER 17

Giuseppe DeNunzio

Padre Pio was in Pietrelcina for about six years after his ordination because his poor health prevented his return to the Capuchin community. His superiors thought the native air would agree with him. Every morning, he celebrated Mass. His Masses were always very long, and the people who had to go to work would grow impatient.

While in Pietrelcina, everyone approached him for help in all matters. Zio Giuseppe DeNunzio, my uncle, recalled that as a boy, he suffered from paralysis of the legs, and Padre Pio had visited him and placed his hands on the powerless limbs with great compassion and prayer.





CHAPTER 18

Padre Pio’s Ordination

When Padre Pio was ordained in August 1910, he had to go to Benevento for the ordination. At that time, there were no buses or cars, so he went by horse and buggy. Padre Pio’s mother, his parish priest, and a few friends accompanied him. The driver of his vehicle was Alessandro Mandato, the grandfather of my husband, Andre.

Padre Pio’s first Mass was celebrated in the parish church of Pietrelcina, Our Lady of the Angels. The ceremony took place on the main altar of La Madonna della Libera on Sunday, August 14, 1910. There were great celebrations in Pietrelcina for our new priest. My father was sixteen years old at the time and remembered the occasion well.





CHAPTER 19

Testimony of My Cousin
and Padre Pio’s Parents

In 1915, when my mother, Maria Pennisi, was ten years old, her mother took her to visit Padre Pio at his family home. His sister, Graziella, accompanied them. When they entered the house, Maria said they saw Padre Pio sitting on a bed wearing his Franciscan habit, and his face was like that of Jesus. Maria said, “He looked at us and gave us three holy cards. We will always remember his face looking like that of Jesus.”

Maria also told us that Padre Pio’s mother, Giuseppa DeNunzio Forgione, was a very good woman. In December 1928, Giuseppa wanted to be near her son at San Giovanni Rotondo, and so she stayed with Mary Pyle. Every morning, she went to the friary, attended her son’s Mass, and received Holy Communion from his hands. She would, at times, come close to her son in order to kiss his hands like the others did, but Padre Pio would withdraw them from her. She became upset, and once, with tears in her eyes, said, “I’ve been here twenty days, and I can’t kiss your hands.”

Seeing her discomfort, Padre Pio said to his mother, “When is it ever seen that a mother has to kiss the hands of her son?” From that day on, she no longer attempted to do so.

Because of the terrible cold, Giuseppa caught pneumonia and had a high fever that confined her to bed. Padre Pio often went to visit her, and sitting by her bed with great emotion, he administered the sacrament of the sick to her. When she died on the third of January in 1929, he kissed her forehead and cried. In fact, he was so distraught that he could not return to the friary and stayed at Mary’s home for several days. He kept repeating, “My mother, my beautiful mother, how much you loved me.”

Orazio Forgione, the Padre’s father, died on the seventh of October in 1946. He also stayed at Mary Pyle’s house while Padre Pio assisted him for four days and nights until he died. His father died in the same room as did his mother. The Padre again suffered intensely and cried over and over, “My father, my father.” He was thinking about the sacrifices his father had made. He especially remembered his father going to the United States to make money so that he could attend seminary school.

My father met up with Padre Pio shortly after his father’s death and found him grieving in the choir loft. My father came close to him and offered his condolences and those of the entire town.





CHAPTER 20

Dedication of the
Pietrelcina Convent

In 1951, the superior of the friary in Pietrelcina was Father Alberto D’Apollito. He accepted a group of us into the Third Order of St. Francis of Assisi. I remember there was a great ceremony for the dedication of the friary in Pietrelcina and many came from all over the world to join in the celebration. The friars were present along with the provincial, who was the bishop of the region, as well as many others from San Giovanni Rotondo. Mary Pyle, the great benefactress of the friary, was also there.

I entered the Church along with the Sisters of the Precious Blood. We felt raindrops and believed them to be Padre Pio’s blessing since he wanted to come but was unable to do so. The Mass was beautiful, but the joy was lessened because of the absence of the Padre.

A number of days after the dedication, Zio Mercurio and my father were telling Padre Pio about the dedication and how it would have been better if he had been there. The Padre told them, “But you don’t know anything! You don’t even know how many steps there are in front of the friary.” He told them the exact number of steps: nine. They were speechless because it was an accurate number. It was also the Padre’s way of causing them to understand that he was present, through bilocation, for the ceremony. We felt this confirmed our feelings about the raindrops being a blessing given from the Padre.





CHAPTER 21

A Cross in the Sky

When construction on the Church of the Holy Family began, the entire town of Pietrelcina was enthusiastic about the project and became actively involved. Both men and women volunteered their time to work, whether it meant gathering stones, mixing cement, or doing anything else that was needed.

One night, a luminous cross appeared over the stones near the construction site. It was as high as the stars and remained immobile for half an hour before it slowly rose and disappeared into the sky. The elderly continue to tell this story to the young so that it will never be forgotten.





CHAPTER 22

Padre Pio’s Gift of Reading Hearts

A good friend of Padre Pio, Nicola La Banga, also from Pietrelcina, knew him as a young man. Nicola was a shoemaker. One night while Padre Pio was in San Giovanni Rotondo, Nicola experienced a terrible pain in his teeth and began to complain. He was barely able to speak.

In the bedroom, a picture of the Padre hung on the wall. Nicola’s wife said, “Nicola, invoke Padre Pio’s name and pray, and you will get better.” Nicola became angry, and while lying in bed, he picked up a shoe and threw it at the picture of the Padre. He mumbled, “What! I have to invoke his name too!”

Close to a year passed, and Nicola found himself in San Giovanni Rotondo going to Padre Pio for confession. After confession, Padre Pio asked, “Nicola, what else do you have to tell me?” “Nothing else, Padre,” he replied. Then the Padre said, “When you threw the shoe at my picture, did you think that you would be able to hit me all the way from Pietrelcina? Your teeth were hurting and you took it out on me.” Nicola turned pale, wondering how Padre Pio was able to know about something that had occurred a long while ago and from such a great distance.





CHAPTER 23

My Grandfather,
Antonio DeNunzio

Never having been sick in his life, my grandfather was ninety-three years old when he became ill on a Sunday in May. My father and Uncle Alessandra called Dr. Andrea Cardone to examine him. My grandfather’s breathing became labored and it seemed evident that his end was near. On that same day, my cousin Felice DeNunzio was able to be married. All the wedding preparations for both the church ceremony and the home reception had been made well in advance.

That same morning at 8:00 a.m., Silvio Scocca came to visit us. He was the son of Zio Mercurio Scocca and had been baptized by Padre Pio. He asked if we had any messages for the Padre since he was on his way to San Giovanni Rotondo. We explained the situation to him and asked him to tell the Padre to pray for our dying grandfather.

At 11:00 a.m., Silvio met Padre Pio and embraced him affectionately, saying, “This morning I was with Paris and he wants you to pray for his father, Antonio DeNunzio, who is dying. Also, today, the family is preparing for a wedding to take place.” The Padre responded by saying, “I will pray.”

At that exact moment, 11:00 a.m. in Pietrelcina, to the surprise of all of us, my grandfather sat up in bed. He looked at each of us and seemed completely well. Even the doctor was amazed.

My cousin’s wedding took place as planned. Throughout the five hours of celebration, my grandfather remained a part of the festivities, eating everything, even the sweets, even though he was confined to his bed. When the wedding feast concluded, my grandfather died. We all thanked the Lord for this time of grace and we thanked Padre Pio for his help too.





CHAPTER 24

Silvio Scocca

Silvio came to our house one morning and told us that he was on his way to visit Padre Pio. He sat down while my mother gave him coffee and wrote a note for the Padre. She placed it in an envelope and gave it to Silvio to give to the Padre.

As soon as he arrived in San Giovanni Rotondo, Silvio went to confession. When he was finished, Padre Pio asked him, “Do you have anything else to tell me?”

“No, Padre,” he replied.

Padre Pio then told him, “This morning you went to visit Paris and Maria, and you had coffee with them. You are forgetting to give me Paris’s greeting and the note Maria gave to you.”

“Oh, yes Padre,” responded the absent-minded Silvio, “Here is the letter!” When he returned to Pietrelcina and told us what happened, we marveled. Silvio said, “Padre Pio knew all the details of the note beforehand.”

Another time when Silvio went to visit Padre Pio, a woman from Pietrelcina entrusted him with a box of candy to give to the Padre. Traveling by train, Silvio became very hungry and ate some of the candy but carefully rewrapped the package.

When he arrived in San Giovanni Rotondo and met with Padre Pio, the Padre asked, “Silvio, how was the train ride?”

“It was good, Padre,” he responded, then handed him the pack of rewrapped candy.

Padre Pio looked at him and asked, “Silvio, how many candies did you eat on the train?” Silvio didn’t know what to say. He told us that one cannot hide anything from the Padre.





CHAPTER 25

Mercurio Scocca and
Padre Pio’s Armchair

As was mentioned earlier, when Padre Pio lived in Pietrelcina, he often stayed in the country on his parents’ little farm. There, in the middle of a field, he would sit on a rock that he called his poltrona or armchair. It was there that he read, studied, and prayed.

Long after Padre Pio left Pietrelcina, Silvio Scocca decided to move the rock onto his own property. Using a long chain pulled by a horse, he tried to uproot it, but it wouldn’t budge. After much effort, he finally gave up. When he visited Padre Pio sometime later and went to confession, the Padre asked him, “Silvio, what did you want to do with my poltrona? Did you want to take it? It will not be moved from its place!”

Silvio remained silent. This rock, which many have gone to see, is still in its original place in Piana Romana. It remains near the chapel that was constructed by the elm tree where Padre Pio received the invisible stigmata in the fall of 1910. These wounds became visible in San Giovanni Rotondo on September 20, 1918 in front of a crucifix. They bled for half a century.





CHAPTER 26

Padre Pio’s Messages

When people from Pietrelcina went to visit the Padre, he would always ask, “What are my paesani doing?” Then he would add, “I have many times raised my hands in blessing and presented everyone to Jesus Christ and St. Francis.”

During World War II, the Germans came through Pietrelcina and everyone was worried. Some people went to the Padre for words of comfort. He told them, “Be tranquil. Pietrelcina will be protected like the pupils of my eyes.” The next day, the soldiers moved out.

Padre Pio was often heard saying, “Pietrelcina is totally in my heart.” Although he lived fifty-two years in San Giovanni Rotondo, he remained tied to his native town. Once he said, “In Pietrelcina, Jesus came and everything happened there.”





Part Three

Under Padre Pio’s Guidance

“My eyes were filled with tears. ‘Padre,’ I said to him. ‘We need to purchase a home; provide for us, we are your children.’ He responded, ‘Let’s hope, let’s pray.’ After speaking about some other things, he addressed me with warm affection ‘my daughter.’”

—Graziella Mandato, June 18, 1954





CHAPTER 27

San Giovanni Rotondo Again

After a visit with Padre Pio, I always left with a special feeling. The memory of his visit and his presence remained with me for a long time. Whenever I thought of him, I felt protected and secure. To me, he was both a father and a mother, and I ran to him for advice on many matters.

One day, I wasn’t feeling well. I was suffering from stomach pains and I told him of my problem. “My daughter,” he replied, “what do you want to do, go to heaven with sandals on?” He meant that suffering is a part of life and in order to enter heaven, one must bear one’s cross with courage.

There were numerous times when many people would gather around him as he passed by and they would say out loud, “Padre, I have a sick son,” or, “Padre, my husband is ill. Help me!” Padre Pio would usually respond, “You pray, and I will pray.”

I remember the many women I got to know who attended his Masses at San Giovanni Rotondo. I noticed that when the Padre ended his Mass and left the altar with his hands uncovered, revealing his wounds, women would go and pick up the scabs that had fallen from his hands. I, too, joined them and picked up those precious relics.





CHAPTER 28

Testimony of Ettore Masone

Ettore Masone, the son of Padre Pio’s sister Felicita, lived at Mary Pyle’s house. We often went together to visit friends from Pietrelcina, and he would often speak of his uncle. His nickname was Ettoruccio (Little Hector), and he had the privilege of being baptized by his uncle.

Ettoruccio told me that when he was young, Padre Pio had needed to be operated on for a cyst. The doctor performed the minor surgery in the friary. Naturally, no one was allowed in the room, but Ettoruccio hid himself and quietly watched. He heard his uncle speaking and joking with the doctor.

When the procedure was finished, Ettoruccio came out of hiding and asked the doctor to check his tonsils since they were causing him pain. During this examination, Padre Pio, with his great sense of humor, began to tease him, “Ettore,” he said. “Where were you hiding? Look at this, he slips into places to hide!” Padre Pio had a great affection for his adventurous nephew.

Ettoruccio’s aunt, Graziella, another sister of Padre Pio, eventually became a nun in the Order of St. Bridget and was called Sister Pia. The Padre accompanied her to Rome in 1913 when she entered the convent.

Soon after Padre Pio left Pietrelcina for the last time, Ettoruccio’s mother died on September 23 in 1918, exactly fifty years prior to the day of her famous brother. When his sister died, Padre Pio had only just received the visible wounds of Christ. Although he was in bed with a high fever and in great pain, he managed to write a letter of comfort to his parents. Ettoruccio’s father was Vincenzo Masone, who was a cousin of my future mother in law, Angela Masone Mandato.





CHAPTER 29

Padre Pio Chooses My Husband

There were three young men who expressed an interest in me and who wanted to explore the possibility of marriage. When I was nineteen years old, one young man became interested in me, but I would not respond to him until I first spoke with Padre Pio. I went to confession and told him of this young man. He was a teacher and seemed to be a good person. Padre Pio listened and then asked, “How do you know what clothes he wears?”

I wondered what he meant by those words. So my father decided to look into the young man’s background and discovered that he was a communist. He carried a communist card and wore the emblem of the party. Also, he was not a Catholic. My mother said, “This is what Padre Pio means by his words.” Soon after, I told him I wasn’t interested in seeing him again.

Another time during confession, my mother told the Padre that there was a second young man interested in me. This time he was a Catholic and came from a good family. Which man would Padre Pio advise me to marry? The Padre responded, “No, it is still early for Graziella.”

My mother then said, “But, Padre, she is twenty-one years old.”

“No,” the Padre said, “she is still twenty.”

On another occasion, a man from San Giovanni Rotondo pursued me. He wanted to meet my parents and get to know them. I told him I needed some time to think about it. Since I was in San Giovanni Rotondo, I was able to speak about it with the Padre. After confession, I very shyly told him about it. Padre Pio began to laugh and said, “You don’t want to settle here on this mountain.”

By these words, I understood that this young man was not intended for me either, nor did the Padre believe I would settle in San Giovanni Rotondo. I would have enjoyed remaining there, as some from Pietrelcina had done. For instance, Padre Pio’s niece, Pia Forgione, married a man from San Giovanni Rotondo and settled there just to be near her uncle.

A number of years later in 1953, Padre Pio chose my future husband. Andre Mandato was from Pietrelcina and had moved to Bologna to open a tailor’s shop. Since we were both from the same town, we already knew each other.

Andre asked me to marry him. I told him that I needed time to think. Without telling him, I decided to go a second time to my spiritual father for advice about my future. Andre wanted a response by August of that year. This was when he planned to visit Pietrelcina.

In May of the same year, I went with my mother to Padre Pio for confession. I said, “Padre, I am in need of your help and counsel regarding the choice of a husband.”

Padre Pio listened attentively and said, “Good, tell me whom you are thinking about?” I told him of the first young man. Padre Pio asked, “Who else?” I told him of the second and again Padre asked, “Who else?”

“Andre Mandato,” I replied. He said, “Certainly, a good artist. The angel of God has passed by. Marry with the Lord’s blessing. Amen.”

I kissed his hand and went to sit directly in front of him as he continued to hear confessions, I watched him and thought about what he had said: “Andre is a good artist (tailor).” I didn’t expect Andre as the Padre’s choice because I still preferred the first young man.

I wanted to discuss this matter with my mother, but she and many were waiting for the Padre to hear her confession. I decided to wait until we could talk outside.

My mother suddenly noticed Padre Pio motioning her to come to him. She thought he was motioning to someone else, but again he repeated the gesture. She then went to him, knelt directly in front of the confessional, and confessed face to face. Since she didn’t have to wait on the line, she was quite content and became aware of the scent of roses.

We went outside after we received Holy Communion from the Padre since my mother wanted to know what he told me. I answered, “Padre Pio told me to marry Andre.”

She picked up on my disappointment and said, “You have to listen to what the Padre says. He is your spiritual father and you must obey.”

In August 1953, when Andre Mandato returned to Pietrelcina, he wanted to know my answer. I told him that I had spoken to Padre Pio about him. Andre was happily surprised, since he never thought that I would consult the Padre about this matter. He was deeply moved that Padre Pio had chosen him with the blessing of the Lord.

We became engaged and I told Andre that if he wanted to please me, he had to go to Padre Pio for confession and ask to be accepted as a spiritual son. “Yes, to please you, I will do this,” he replied.

After several days, he went along with my father to visit the Padre. While Padre Pio was hearing his confession, he asked to be accepted as a spiritual son. Padre Pio replied, “Yes, but behave well.” Andre began to have a great devotion to him as well.

After a two-year engagement, Andre and I accompanied my father on a visit to Padre Pio. Andre asked the Padre when we should get married. The Padre replied, “Quickly, for I don’t like things to drag on.” After we married in August 1955, Uncle Alessandro DeNunzio died. We believe his death was the reason why Padre Pio told us to marry quickly. Otherwise, there would have been a death in the family and the marriage would have to be postponed.





CHAPTER 30

Our Nuptials

Two weeks before our wedding, I went to San Giovanni Rotondo to be near Padre Pio. This was in July 1955. I had the great fortune of speaking with him alone. This meeting was arranged by a Capuchin priest, a friend of mine. As soon as I saw the Padre, I told him that on August 11, the feast of St. Clare of Assisi, I was to marry Andre in Pietrelcina.

“Padre, I want a memory from you on that day,” I told him.

He replied, “Very well, I will tell Padre Carmelo to send you telegram. This way I will send you my best wishes and a special blessing.”

I said, “Thank you, Padre. Then after the wedding, we shall come here to see you.”

“Certainly,” he responded. “You have to come so both of you can receive a blessing.”

“Padre,” I added, “after we are married, I have to go and live in Bologna. I must leave my family for a new place. Pray for me.”

He said, “Very well, I will remain close to you.”

“Grazie, Padruccio,” I contently replied.

He touched my head and wished me well for my upcoming wedding. I heard Padre Pio whisper “my daughter,” and I again smelled the familiar scent of roses.

Andre and I were married on August 11, 1955 by the local pastor in the beautiful church of Our Lady of the Angels. This is the same church where I was baptized and where Padre Pio celebrated his first Mass. The church is just one street away from where I lived with my parents.

I wanted Padre Pio to marry us, but we couldn’t travel to San Giovanni Rotondo because Andre’s father was not well. Instead, on our wedding day, we received a telegram from Padre Carmelo De Sassano on behalf of Padre Pio saying, “To the newlyweds, Graziella and Andre, Padre Pio wishes you a long and holy life. He sends you his humble blessing.”

We received another telegram from my husband’s aunt, Rosinella Mandato, who lived in San Giovanni Rotondo, with further blessings and prayers from Padre Pio. That night, I dreamed Padre Pio gave me Holy Communion and allowed me to kiss his hand. He showed me just how close he would remain with me.





CHAPTER 31

Married Life

The day after our wedding, we left for San Giovanni Rotondo where the friars had arranged a meeting for both of us with Padre Pio. We met him at the altar and received Communion from him. Afterwards, he told us, “Congratulations to you. Be happy. Love each other and form a beautiful Christian family.” He touched our heads and we each kissed his hand.

We experienced tremendous joy when his beautiful eyes gazed upon us, showing us his paternal affection. We were filled with the wonderful scent of roses and I wept like a child. Afterwards, we gathered outside. Many of the townspeople came to congratulate us, including Aunt Rosinella and my godmother Pia, who invited us to her home. We visited with her and her husband, Mario, for a while.

We also went on to visit Mary Pyle, who embraced us with affection and gave us a gift. It was a rather large framed portrait of Padre Pio celebrating Mass. We later had Padre Pio bless it, and we continue to cherish the beautiful memory it invokes.

Soon after, I accompanied my new husband to Bologna. We lived in the center of this big, medieval city, and I liked it very much. There were lovely churches which I visited every day.

In October 1955, I learned that I was pregnant and was excited at the thought of becoming a mother. The following February in 1956, my father and I went to San Giovanni Rotondo. I had a tremendous desire to see the Padre.

When we arrived and entered the church, he was already hearing women’s confessions. Since his confessional was open in the front, he could look out and see people as they entered. I sat near him and began to pray. I knew I couldn’t go to confession due to the fact that one needed to reserve a spot days in advance. Many people from all over Italy and the world came to receive the sacrament of Penance from him, and there was not enough time to accommodate all of them without a reservation. So I simply looked at him while his eyes remained fixed on me. I was inwardly moved. Was he reading my thoughts once again?

Somehow, I received the courage to go toward his confessional without a ticket. The woman who was at the head of the long line and next to see the Padre let me go in her place. As I entered the confessional, Padre Pellegrino immediately arrived. He was responsible for checking the tickets and maintaining order on the confessional line. Padre Pellegrino approached Padre Pio and said, “Padre, Graziella entered the confessional without a reservation.” To which Padre Pio replied, “And when she did, who were you watching?”

I made my confession and afterward knelt in front of him and told him I was pregnant. “Padre, what name should I give my child?”

“Call him Pio Francesco,” he replied. I kissed his hand and he blessed me. I returned and sat by his confessional and waited to receive Holy Communion.

I was very happy to know that I would give birth to a boy and that I should name him Pio Francesco. On July 6, 1956, the feast of Saint Maria Goretti, Pio Francesco was born.

My Aunt Rosinella went to the Padre and told him that her niece had given birth to a son and that the baby had been given the name of Pio Francesco. Padre Pio sent his greetings and blessings for little Pio and me. He also sent along a little medal for the newborn with the image of Our Lady on one side and St. Michael on the other. My aunt sent this to me as quickly as she could.





CHAPTER 32

Padre Pio Meets Pio Francesco
and the Birth of Another Son

In August 1960, when Pio was four years old, we went to visit Padre Pio. My father went with us. He took his grandson to the Padre’s room, where there were other friars. After Pio kissed the Padre’s hand, Padre Pio asked the boy, “What is your name?”

“I’m Pio Francesco,” the boy replied.

Padre Pio said, “Bravo! Bravo!” He embraced Pio and pulled him to himself and blessed him. Afterward, Pio told his grandfather that a beautiful perfume came from the Padre’s tummy.

During Easter, 1956, I received a letter from Angelina de Stefano. I had stayed with her while I was in San Giovanni Rotondo between 1947 and 1955. She went to Padre Pio and asked him to send me some counsel. He replied, “May she imitate Jesus crucified, live for him in order to rise with him for eternal glory.” What beautiful words Padre Pio sent me that Easter.

While living in Bologna, we took off every August and went south to Pietrelcina to visit family and friends and to celebrate the feast of the Madonna della Libera, the patron saint of Pietrelcina. The journey to Pietrelcina took eight hours by train. Of course, I always went on to visit with the Padre at San Giovanni Rotondo.

In August 1957, I went with my father to visit the Padre while my husband remained in Pietrelcina with our son Pio Francesco. Soon after arriving in San Giovanni Rotondo, I had the opportunity to let Padre Pio hear my confession.

After receiving absolution, I went before him and said, “Padre, I am pregnant again and would like to know the name I should give my child.”

He replied, “Give him your father-in-law’s name, Vincenzo.”

I said, “Very good,” remembering that my father-in-law was displeased that we did not name our first born after him. We believe that Padre Pio had the gift of understanding this situation without ever being told.

On December 23, 1957, I went shopping in Bologna with Andre and young Pio Francesco. The sidewalk was very wet, and I slipped. I was nine months pregnant. I avoided falling on my stomach by landing on my hand, but I dislocated my wrist and the pain was intense. However, I did not want to get it checked since I was due to give birth and I did not want a cast on my hand. I invoked Padre Pio and said, “Now, you must help me.” In a short time, my wrist felt better.

On December 24, my mother arrived from Pietrelcina after having traveled all night by train. That Christmas Eve, we prepared a festive meal. Before we could enjoy it, I went into labor. My husband said, “What a beautiful Christmas Eve. We can’t even eat!” We took a cab to the hospital where I spent the entire night in labor.

By Christmas morning, our second son was born. We named him Vincenzo because Padre Pio advised us to do so. However, since he was born on Christmas Day, we gave him Nazzareno as his middle name, after Jesus of Nazareth. The doctors and nurses came to congratulate me and gave me a small statue of Baby Jesus.

On December 26, St. Stephen’s Day, a telegram arrived from San Giovanni Rotondo with the words: “A little gift for the newborn. Greetings from Padre Pio.” It was signed by Padre Carmelo. I have kept this letter as one of my many mementos. Again, we had not had the time to inform Padre Pio of Vincenzo’s birth, but through his gift of prophecy, he already knew.
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Salvatore Scigliuzzi’s Story

In Bologna, there were many people devoted to Padre Pio. One day, Salvatore Scigliuzzi and his wife, Germana, came to visit us. They had been in San Giovanni Rotondo and happened to meet up with my father, who told them that I was now living in Bologna. They were pleased to find us living there.

Salvatore lost his sight after the Second World War as a result of an illness. Often, he and his wife visited Padre Pio. They had three sons. Their youngest son, Albert, received his First Holy Communion from the Padre’s wounded hands on the eleventh of August in 1958.

Albert once asked the Padre about his father’s blindness. “Padre,” he said, “you are able to perform so many miracles. Why can’t you obtain the grace for my father to see?”

Padre Pio looked at him and said, “Ask your father. He didn’t want the grace.”

Albert went to his parents and told them that he had spoken with the Padre. “I asked for the grace of your sight, but he told me to ask you about it,” Albert said.

The father began to weep and said, “It’s true. I said no to the Padre because I heard a voice inside me saying that I should offer up my blindness to Jesus.”

Sometime later during a visit to San Giovanni Rotondo, Salvatore was in a crowd of people waiting to go to confession. Noticing him, Padre Pio came down the stairs that led into the church and approached Salvatore. The Padre looked at him, and for a few moments, Salvatore was able to see Padre Pio’s face clearly. Then the Padre tenderly touched Salvatore’s eyes. Salvatore was deeply moved that Padre Pio allowed himself to be seen, even for such a brief moment.

Salvatore offered up his blindness and it had a powerful effect on the city in which he lived. There were many communists in his city and many of them knew him. They were touched by Salvatore’s faith and peace, but they were especially moved by the serenity with which he accepted his loss of sight.

He organized many religious groups which resulted in lives being changed for the better. He brought many men to San Giovanni Rotondo to Padre Pio. In Bologna, Salvatore and his wife were frequent visitors to our home. He even became godfather to our third boy, Paolo Paris.
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Birth of My Third Son

In 1961, I was pregnant for the third time. I often visited a nearby church and attended daily Mass. Afterwards, I would light a candle before a beautiful statue of Our Lady portrayed as a young girl. Since we already had two boys, I prayed for the birth of a daughter.

In July of that year, six months before the birth of my child, I had a dream about Padre Pio. In it, he said, “Graziella, resign yourself, for the child to be born will also be a boy. You will call him Pietro.” I quickly awoke and told my husband about the dream. I then resigned myself to the Lord’s will.

On December 15, 1961, I gave birth to a boy and we named him Paolo Paris. This was the only time that I didn’t listen to Padre Pio. Our friends Salvatore and Germana Scigliuzzi wanted us to name our son Paolo since they too had a son named Paolo, and we added the name Paris in honor of my father. Later, when I visited Padre Pio to my show him my third son, the Padre placed the palm of his hand on Paris’s head and caressed the side of his face.

Once Padre Pio asked my father, “Paris, why don’t you change your name? What kind of a name is it, a French name?”

My father said, “Padre, this is the name they gave me.” Padre Pio simply smiled.





CHAPTER 35

Laurentana Carretti

Laurentana Carretti, a schoolteacher from Bologna, had a great love for my family and me and a special fondness for Pio Francesco. Once, Padre Pio appeared to her through bilocation.

In 1948, she became so ill that she remained bedridden, unable to move and no longer able to teach. Since she was devoted to Padre Pio, she prayed to him for his intercession and asked for a healing. One day, Padre Pio appeared to her in her bedroom through bilocation. As she lay in her bed, he drew close to her and touched her shoulder with his hand. Then he said to her, “You will be healed. You will be healed,” and disappeared.

Laurentana was surprised and overjoyed at having seen Padre Pio. She called to her husband from another room, and in a loud voice exclaimed, “Come quickly, for I have seen Padre Pio.”

“It’s impossible,” her husband said.

“No, you have to believe me. Padre Pio touched my shoulder,” she responded.

Her husband looked and noticed drops of fresh blood on her nightgown. He couldn’t believe it and remarked, “This is a miracle. Padre Pio has been to our house through bilocation.”

Laurentana was healed, and there remained an aroma of perfume in the room. She put the piece of blood-stained cloth inside a gold medallion and wore it around her neck for many years. Eventually, she bought a glass encasement in which she placed the gold medallion. She kept it as a relic, believing the blood came from the Padre’s wounded hands. In 1968, when she was seventy-five years old, she prayed to Padre Pio and asked him what she should ultimately do with the medallion. She considered this to be her greatest treasure. Padre Pio came to her in a dream and said, “Leave the medallion to Graziella.”

While living in the United States, I received a letter from Laurentana recounting the entire experience. My brother Pio, who was then living in Bologna, picked up the relic from her house to give to me. Now I have this beautiful treasure of hers, which I keep with great devotion.

Thank you, Padre Pio!





CHAPTER 36

The Healing of My Son Pio

In 1962, our son Pio became ill. He developed an infection around his mouth and ran a high fever. Even though the doctor gave him medication, his condition did not improve. My aunt, Rosinella, happened to be visiting her family in Pietrelcina. She ran into my mother who informed her that Pio was not well.

When she returned to San Giovanni Rotondo, she went to see Padre Pio and asked him to pray for my son. Padre Pio replied, “Well, what can we do? Let us give thanks to the Lord that all has passed. Let’s send them a paternal benediction.”

As soon as I received my aunt’s letter with the news of Padre Pio’s words, my son became completely healed. The Padre had prayed for Pio and his prayers were answered.





CHAPTER 37

My Sons’ First Communion and
Our Move to the United States

My husband, Andre, was invited to work as a specialized tailor in a factory owned by my uncle, Umberto Pennisi, in New York City. Andre accepted the invitation, and we decided to immigrate to the United States. In May 1964, my husband left for the United States to prepare a home for us while I temporarily moved back to Pietrelcina. We intended to follow him within five months.

I wanted my two older sons, Pio and Vincent, now almost eight and seven, to receive their First Holy Communion from the hands of Padre Pio. I spoke to the Capuchin friars in Pietrelcina, who immediately set up a date with the Capuchin friars in San Giovanni Rotondo.

My sons were prepared in Catholic doctrine by the same woman, Graziella Pannullo, who taught me when I was a young girl. Lucia Iadanza assisted her. Both women, who were dear friends of the Padre, loved my children.

My parents, my brother Mario, my children, and I all left for San Giovanni Rotondo. On October 3, 1964, Padre Pio celebrated Mass at 5:00 a.m. It was the Transitus of Saint Francis of Assisi, which is the celebration of this death. The friars prepared seats in the sanctuary of the church for my family. After my sons received their First Holy Communion from the hands of Padre Pio, the rest of us received as well. After Mass, he approached the children and said, “Congratulations, boys. Always follow the way of the Lord and may your last Communion be more beautiful than your first.”

I cried and was filled with gratitude. I thanked the Lord for this beautiful gift that my sons had received from Padre Pio. Padre Vincent, a Capuchin of the friary who had a fondness for our family, invited us to meet with Padre Pio again.

We were in the hallway, and I was holding two-year-old Paolo Paris in my arms. Then I said to Padre Pio, “Padre, this is my third child.” He blessed him, caressed his face, and gave each of the boys a little medal. Then I told him, “Padre, this month we are leaving for America. Will you bless us?”

He blessed us saying, “Our Lady will accompany you.”

My father then asked him, “Padre, how do you counsel them to travel, by airplane or ship?”

He replied, “By airplane.”

I thought then of my husband, Andre, who was already in the United States and could not be present for our sons’ First Holy Communion. I told my father, and he went upstairs to visit the Padre in his room to ask for a pair of rosary beads for my husband. My father did as I asked, and Padre Pio gave him rosary beads for Andre.
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Arrival in the United States

Our journey from Rome to New York’s Kennedy Airport went well. My husband had already begun his work as a tailor and had found an apartment for us in New Jersey. I told Andre that Pio and Vincenzo had received their First Holy Communion from Padre Pio. He was overjoyed to hear about this. Then he reflected that both boys had benefited from the gift that was Padre Pio, but Paolo Paris would not have the same opportunity.

Soon afterwards, my husband dreamed of Padre Pio holding Paolo Paris in his arms. My youngest was three at the time. In the dream, Padre Pio approached Andre and requested to hold Paolo. He said, “Give me this boy. I will take him with me upstairs. Your other boys have received much from me, but Paolo Paris has not.” Reflecting upon this dream, Andre understood that the Padre knew of his concern and was reassuring him that Paolo was also under his protection.

After my arrival in the United States, the first few months were very difficult ones for me. I missed my family, and I didn’t speak English. Above all, I missed Padre Pio. I called my father and asked if he would go to the Padre to request a blessing for me. Soon afterward when he was able to go and ask him, the Padre asked, “How many times do I have to bless her?”

That Christmas, my aunt, Rosinella, told Padre Pio that she was planning to write to me and inquired if he had any message for me. He replied, “Tell her that I bless her with all my heart. May Jesus, along with the heavenly Mother, assist her and all her family.” I was fortunate that my father and my aunt could send me greetings from the Padre.

In 1966, I received another letter from my aunt. She mentioned that her godson, Padre Alessio Parente, and another friar who lived with Padre Pio often visited her when they had some free time. He told her that he and Padre Pellegrino were taking care of Padre Pio and were with him constantly. This was two years before his death, and the Padre was suffering terribly. He could no longer stand on his wounded feet and would tire very easily.

During one of Padre Alessio’s visits with Aunt Rosinella, he asked her if she was in need of anything. My aunt replied, “Yes, I have to write my niece, Graziella, in America to wish her a happy Easter. Ask Padre Pio for some words and a blessing for her.”

Padre Alessio went to the Padre and put the request before him. The Padre said, “Tell Graziella that I always have her present in my prayers and I am united to her whole family.” Then he added, “Tell her to always live in holiness, in union with her husband and in the Lord.”

In her letter, my aunt added, “I hope you are happy with the words the Padre has sent you.” I was thousands of miles away in another country, but my spiritual father was still very close to me.

In May 1967, Padre Pio’s brother Michele died. My father wrote to tell us since he knew I had a great affection for Michele. Michele was always one of the frequent visitors in our home and I have many fond memories of him.

During the funeral Mass held in the Church of Our Lady of Grace in San Giovanni Rotondo, Padre Pio sat in the choir loft. After Mass, my father approached the Padre to express his condolences and those of the people of Pietrelcina. The Padre’s eyes filled with tears and he expressed his gratitude.

Shortly after this sad event, my father went with his good friend, Zio Mercurio Scocca, to visit Padre Pio again. The Padre was content to see them again and said, “Look who is here. Come into my room so we can talk.” On entering the room, Padre Pio sat down as my father knelt beside him to show him a picture of my three boys. The Padre looked at them and blessed them. Zio Mercurio, as always, spoke of Pietrelcina and Padre Pio’s spirits rose.

In 1968, Zio Mercurio died at the age of eighty-one in Pietrelcina, the same year that Padre Pio died.





CHAPTER 39

March 1968

In March 1968, I wrote a letter to Padre Pio. However, I sent it to my father and had him personally bring it to my Padruccio. The letter read: “Dear Padre Pio, we have been living in an apartment for four years. We would like to buy a home and we are relying on your prayers so that all turns out well.”

When the letter was presented to him, Padre Pio read it, blessed it, and said to my father, “Send this back to your daughter.” My father mailed me the letter which I have kept as a remembrance. Two years later, in 1970, we found a lovely house on a nice piece of property in North Plainfield, New Jersey. Everything, indeed, turned out well.

Soon after we moved into the house, we smelled a beautiful fragrance, the same fragrance that was common around Padre Pio. It was his way of showing us that he remained close to us. This made me feel very protected and at peace.
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Padre Pio’s Death

On September 22, 1968, I dreamed of Padre Pio. In my dream, I was in the church of Our Lady of the Angels, the mother church of Pietrelcina, and Padre Pio was there. He called me, and when I approached him, he said, “I have come to say goodbye because I am going up there.” Then he pointed to the sky.

I cried, “No, no, Padre Pio, you cannot leave us. We need you.”

Then he said, “I am tired of suffering, I wish to give you a remembrance of me.” He took my hand, placing his on mine, and gave me a piece of the scab from his wound. He embraced me and departed.

Then I dreamed that I quickly went to my mother and told her that I had seen Padre Pio in church and showed her what he had given me. As I opened my hand, blood flowed out. She said, “That is a sign of blessings.”

When I awoke, I recounted everything for Andre. Together we tried to figure out the meaning of this dream, but it puzzled us. Perhaps we didn’t want to understand it.

Later, I turned on the radio to the Italian station, just as they were announcing that Padre Pio had died. This was September 23, 1968. I could not believe it. I suffered intensely and wept copiously saying, “My dear little father, my spiritual father has left us.” My husband tried to console me.

Then I recalled another spiritual daughter of the Padre who once asked him, “Padre, when you are no longer here after your death, will you continue to assist us?” He had responded simply, “If I have helped you in life, how much more will I help you after death?”

I was encouraged by this thought, for I knew that in heaven he would be even closer to me. In fact, since his death, and up to the present time, he has visited me in dreams, offering me consolation and help in difficult moments.





CHAPTER 41

Padre Pio’s Protection

During the night of June 12, 1972, I dreamed of Padre Pio. I was in church with the Padre when he took my hand and said, “Come with me. Kneel down, and let us pray together.” I knelt by him and we prayed. He blessed me and I awoke. The following morning, I went to Mass. It was the feast of St. Anthony.

That afternoon, I was driving my car. My son Pio was with me. We were crossing an intersection when a young man, driving rapidly, failed to stop at the stop sign. I veered to the right, but he hit us. The car was totaled and we were taken to the hospital. Thank God, we were unharmed. I thanked the Lord for Padre Pio’s prayerful intercession, for he showed us just how carefully we were protected.

Many years ago, I dreamed of Padre Pio telling me, “Graziella, you have to dedicate yourself more to praying before the Blessed Sacrament.” The Padre was correct. I had many devotions to Our Lady and the saints but few to the Blessed Sacrament. I realized that Padre Pio knew everything, even how I prayed.
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Padre Pio Helps Andre
Stop Smoking

I once had a dream in which Padre Pio spoke of Andre’s smoking habit. He told me, “Graziella, tell your husband, Andre, that if he wants to live, he must put cigarettes aside and stop smoking. On awakening, I told my husband, but he refused to believe me. Then I said to him, “You may believe what you wish, but what I told you is what Padre Pio said.”

One week later, to my astonishment, my husband stopped smoking. Padre Pio helped him quit. In fact, when he went for a physical, the doctor was happily surprised that he had stopped. He told Andre that his lungs were clean, amazingly better than they were before. My husband thanked the Padre for his warning and his help.
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His Continued Guidance

In 1973, Padre Pio spoke to me in a dream, “Graziella, what a joy it is to see your sons, Pio Francesco and Vincenzo, serving Mass.” I was very happy when I awoke. It was true! Pio and Vincent had been altar boys for a number of months.

The same thing happened with Paolo Paris. In my dream, the Padre approached us while we were seated in church and invited Paolo to accompany him to the altar to serve at Mass. At the time, Paolo Paris was an altar boy as well.
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Graziella

In 1974, my father wrote me a letter that said my mother was suffering intensely from colitis. Her blood pressure was low, and she battled with fevers. My very concerned father began to pray to Padre Pio and even placed a picture of the Padre on my mother. She quickly sensed Padre Pio’s presence and felt his touch. The pain instantly disappeared. Both gave thanks to Padre Pio.

In 1974, my three sons and I returned to Italy for the first time since our move to the United States. In Pietrelcina, Padre Lino Barbati, the superior of the friary and a good friend, greeted me warmly and persuaded me to go to San Giovanni Rotondo. Accompanied by my parents, we traveled to San Giovanni Rotondo. While praying at the tomb of Padre Pio, I thanked him for all of his favors. We all smelled the lovely fragrance coming from his sanctified body. Through this sign, the Padre allowed us to understand that he continued to offer his protection.
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Returning to San Giovanni
Rotondo on Our Twenty-
Fifth Wedding Anniversary

On our twenty-fifth wedding anniversary, in August of 1980, Andre and I went to Italy to celebrate in the town where we were married. Only our youngest son came with us. We had a Mass said in the Capuchin’s Holy Family Church, celebrated by Padres Gianrico Tanno and Mario Mancanelli. We renewed our vows among family and friends.

The following day, we traveled to San Giovanni Rotondo, and by late morning, we were praying at the Padre’s tomb. All was silent and we were enveloped by a powerful peace.

Suddenly, I heard my name being called. Thinking it was my husband, I turned to him because he was kneeling beside me. However, he was praying and said that he had not called me. I then turned to my son and realized it couldn’t have been him since he would have called me “mom.” I realized it must have been Padre Pio letting me know he was near.

My husband soon turned to me and said, “Let us go attend Mass, it’s the last Mass of the day.”

He too felt inspired by Padre Pio and heard him saying, “Andre, Andre, go to Mass. It’s the last Mass of the day; otherwise, you will miss it.” We went upstairs to the big church and, indeed, it was the last Mass. In San Giovanni Rotondo, there are daily Masses each hour until noon. We then greeted Brother Modestino, a dear friend from Pietrelcina. He took us upstairs to visit Padre Pio’s room and invited us to go inside. We saw everything that was once used by Padre Pio and we were allowed to touch his many articles. I became very emotional and smelled the strong scent of roses mixed with violets.

Blessed Padre Pio is truly a special saint. For fifty years he bore on his body the stigmata, the open wounds that bled, that no doctor nor medicine could heal. From his person emanated the different scents that people could smell for miles away. He had the gift of bilocation and the ability to read hearts and souls, and he worked countless miracles. He often repeated the words, “I am a mystery to myself.”

When people thanked him for a miracle they received, he would respond, “Don’t thank me, but thank our Lord Jesus Christ.”
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My Son Enters the Capuchins

In 1973, our son Pio Francesco decided to enter the Capuchin Franciscan seminary in Newton, New Jersey. He wanted to become a Capuchin priest.6 We were surprised and happy at his vocation, but we advised him to complete high school first. He was sixteen years old and doing well in school and soccer. Yet his desire was very strong.

We accompanied him to the seminary in the fall of 1973. It was a high school seminary for young men interested in the religious life run by the Capuchins. I was sad because I wanted him home for a while longer, but I prayed to Padre Pio to accompany him. The Lord, indeed, gave me a great grace to be the mother of a priest, especially a Capuchin.

I have always loved the Capuchins. Padre Pio was a Capuchin Franciscan and I grew up around them in Pietrelcina. Often their friars came to our home to visit with my parents.

On the sixth of July in 1983, the birthday of my son Pio Francesco, I dreamed of Padre Pio. He inquired, “How is Pio Francesco?” I quickly told him that he was still a novice, but after he completed his studies, he would be ordained. Padre Pio told me, “You are mistaken. He is not a novice, but is studying theology. He has made me happy by becoming a priest.”

When I awoke, I realized the mistake I had made. Pio was indeed studying theology and not in the novitiate. Padre Pio corrected me even in my dreams.

__________

6 Capuchin Franciscans are a reform order of Franciscans adhering closely to the original rule of St. Francis of Assisi.
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Padre Pio’s Assistance with
My Son Vincenzo

In the early months of 1982, my son Vincenzo applied to medical school in Philadelphia. Although he did very well in his studies, there was considerable competition and a complex selection process was in effect.

On the evening of April 23, 1982, I dreamed of Padre Pio. This was the evening before my son expected the results from his application. Padre Pio embraced me with a smile and then blessed me.

The next morning, I interpreted this to be a good sign for Vincenzo. When he phoned me, I quickly told him that he would have good news from the school. Vincenzo inquired how I knew. I then told him about my dream. I had asked for the Padre’s intercession and the Padre had prayed for him. When Vincenzo returned to his apartment, that very day, he found the letter of acceptance in his mailbox.





CHAPTER 48

Preparation for Suffering

The Padre is near all his children in their joys of life, as the previous stories have shown, but he is even closer to them in their sufferings.

On September 23, 1983, the fifteenth anniversary of his death, Padre Pio came to me in a dream. He told me, “You have to prepare yourself for a suffering.” The following morning, I became preoccupied with the possible meaning of this dream.

The next day, I broke out in hives all over my body. The pain was terrible, and the hives itched incessantly. Neither doctors nor medicine helped me. Then on the feast day of St. Martin of Tours, November 11, my problem completely disappeared. This is how it was meant to be: purification through suffering. Padre Pio had come to warn me before it all started.

When my youngest son, Paolo Paris, was in college, I went through a difficult time. My husband was at work, and I too desired to find employment. I dreamed of Padre Pio and drew close to him, confiding my intentions. He replied, “Stay at home. If not, who will cook?” When I told my husband of the dream, he was very pleased. He laughed because he did not know how to cook.

In 1978, when my son Pio was in seminary college, the Padre came to me in a dream and told me, “Prepare to cook many pasta dishes. Now many friars will be coming to your home.”

This indeed happened. Throughout the years, I have been in the kitchen a great deal of the time preparing pasta dishes for the friars who have come to visit us. My dream of Padre Pio had a touch of prophecy to it.





CHAPTER 49

My Son’s First Mass in Pietrelcina

Shortly before my son Pio Francesco was ordained a Capuchin priest in May 1985, the Padre again came to me in a dream. This time he came with other Capuchins. He said, “I am very happy that your son will be ordained. Come to Italy with your husband and Pio so he can celebrate his first Mass in Pietrelcina in San Giovanni Rotondo.” I told my husband what Padre Pio said and later told my son. We decided to accept our beloved Padre’s “invitation.”

Pio Francesco Mandato was ordained on June 8, 1985 in Hoboken, New Jersey at St. Ann’s Church. Bishop Lawrence Graziano, OFM, officiated at the ordination. At the end of July, Andre and I accompanied our son to Italy.

The Capuchin friars prepared a beautiful Mass in the church of Our Lady of the Angels. Padre Mario Mancanelli was the pastor, and Padre Gianrico Tanno was the superior. The friars were happy that Pio was celebrating his first Mass in Pietrelcina on August 3, 1985. There was a festive procession with many children in native costumes, along with brothers, priests, and seminarians.

Relatives and townspeople participated. The procession began at my parents’ home which is in the center of town and made its way to the Church. It was there that the townspeople would wait for the celebration of the first Mass of the newly ordained.

The Mass was celebrated at the altar of the Madonna della Libera, where Padre Pio had celebrated his first Mass on August 14, 1910.

We were all moved by the poignant ceremony. Both my husband and I wept with joy and thanked Our Lord for such a wonderful gift—a priest for a son!

Two days later, we went to San Giovanni Rotondo. It was here that Pio celebrated Mass in the little chapel where Padre Pio celebrated it for so many years. The friars received us with great hospitality. We prayed at the Padre’s tomb, thanking him for his paternal affection and enlightening me through dreams.





CHAPTER 50

My Father’s Death

On October 15, 1985, my brother called me from Italy telling me that my father had died. I became filled with tremendous sorrow. He had been hospitalized for about a week, and we had just been together in Italy during August when my father saw his grandson celebrate his first Mass.

I shed many tears of profound sorrow, but Padre Pio came to me in a dream that night. He drew near as he sat down in my home and said, “Graziella, don’t cry. I know you are sad about your father, but you have to realize that he had (reached) a good age.” He embraced me and I woke up. I was greatly consoled by the Padre and thanked him for his comfort and paternal affection.

What Padre Pio pointed out, regarding my father’s advanced age, was true. He was ninety years old, and the time had arrived for him to go forth into God’s kingdom and be near the Padre who loved him so much.

On October 14, 1985, the day before my father’s death, my brothers were with him in the hospital. My father told them, “Please, thank the beautiful woman who stands by me and holds my hand throughout the day and night.”

My brothers exchanged glances and said, “Papa must not be in his right mind.”

My father overheard them and said, “My mind is clear. You must believe me.”

My brothers saw nobody present who matched the description of the beautiful woman he described. However, they realized that possibly he was describing Our Blessed Mother who had come to assist him. Both of my parents were very devout, and my father had faithfully recited the Rosary every day of his entire life.





CHAPTER 51

The Hundredth Anniversary
of Padre Pio’s Birth

The centennial of Padre Pio’s birth took place on May 25, 1987 in Pietrelcina. My husband, our son Pio, and I went together to participate in the festivities. Many came to Pietrelcina from all parts of the world. Hierarchy, clergy, pilgrims, townsfolk—all gathered to celebrate the gift of Padre Pio.

A solemn Mass was held outdoors in the soccer stadium. Preceding the Mass, there was a long procession in which the lovely statue of La Madonna della Libera was carried. Over one hundred roses were on the altar and imbued the air with a lovely fragrance. At one point, two local planes flew over the stadium, dropping leaflets printed with the words, “Congratulations, Padre Pio. We love you.” It seemed as if they fluttered down from the hands of angels. It was a very moving day, and we all thanked the Lord for giving Padre Pio to Pietrelcina.

The statue of La Madonna della Libera was also solemnly venerated and her face seemed to express joy and tenderness. Padre Pio always addressed her as the Tender Mother, and he would often say, “Tell everyone that I grew up at her feet.”

The feast day of La Madonna della Libera is celebrated every year in Pietrelcina on the first Sunday in August. All those who emigrated from Pietrelcina return home to celebrate. We too return each August to celebrate, as well as to visit my mother.

Today, thousands go to Pietrelcina to visit the home of Padre Pio, to see where he was born and raised. They visit St. Anne’s Church where he was baptized. They go to the place where he meditated and prayed in Piana Romana and where he received the stigmata in 1910.

What a great joy it is for all his spiritual children to know that he is now beatified. Upon the formal recognition of sanctity, he will be referred to as St. Pio. Churches may then be dedicated to his name and heavenly protection. It is especially joyous for those of us who knew him in Pietrelcina, where he was born, and in San Giovanni Rotondo, where his mortal remains rest.

In the Capuchin friary in Pietrelcina, there is a museum dedicated to Padre Pio. It was set up after his death and many precious relics are on display. A shirt containing the blood from his experience of flagellation7 is on display, along with the handkerchiefs he used to staunch the blood from his hands and feet. Padre Pio suffered all the wounds of Christ, including the Crown of Thorns, visible only to a select few. A naive visitor once inquired if these wounds were painful. The Padre responded in Pietrelcina humor, “Do you think God gave these to me for decoration?”

Also on display are the liturgical vestments, Franciscan Capuchin habit, and other objects that Blessed Padre Pio used. I went often to visit the museum and contemplate the significance of all these relics.

__________

7 The scourging of Christ, prior to his crucifixion, is referred to as the Flagellation, where his back and shoulders were an open wound of exposed and bleeding flesh.





CHAPTER 52

My Grandchildren and Padre Pio

In May 1990, my daughter-in-law Susan, the wife of my second son Vincenzo, was pregnant with their first child. I prayed to Padre Pio for a safe delivery. On May 22, my son called me and gave us the news that she had delivered a boy. They named him Pio Francis, Padre Pio’s very name, and we were surprised that they selected that name. I knew how happy the Padre became when children were named after him.

In 1994, when Pio Francis was four years old, I dreamed of Padre Pio. I was attending a Mass celebrated by my son Pio, and my mother, husband, and grandson were with me. Padre Pio came near us and asked, “What is your grandson’s name?”

I told him, “He is Pio Francis. They gave him your name.”

He replied, “Good, good,” and placed his hands on the little boy.

Every night, my Pio Francis and his younger brother Andrew pray to Our Lord and Our Lady. They ask for Padre Pio to help them.

The Padre also drew near when my son Paolo Paris and his wife had their children. In April 1996, my daughter-in-law Shela was in the hospital experiencing some difficulties with her pregnancy. We decided to ask the Padre to intercede.

On the night of April 29, 1996, Padre Pio came to me in a dream. He was smiling, and I interpreted this as a good sign and a blessing. At 7:00 a.m. the next morning, Paolo Paris called to tell me he had just become a father. They had a little girl and named her Grace, after me. I was deeply touched by their gesture and appreciative that all went well. I told my son, “This is a blessing that has been given,” for she was born on April 30, the feast of St. Pius V.

Padre Pio also advised me when Paolo had his second child. In August 1997, I was in Italy with my husband. We were attending Mass in Pietrelcina when, after Communion, I smelled a strong scent of perfume. It came twice. I knew it was Padre Pio’s odor of sanctity, and I knew a blessing had been given. After Mass, when I went to my mother’s house, Paolo Paris called and told us that Sheila had just given birth to a son, whom they had named Paolo Paris.

On March 24 2001, my daughter-in-law Sheila gave birth to her fourth child, a healthy baby boy. I asked my son, Paris, “What name have you given your newborn son?”

He responded, “Pietro Pio.” I paused and thought for a moment, and it occurred to me that Padre Pio had once told me to name my third son Pietro. I then asked Paolo if he remembered that Padre Pio wanted me to name him Pietro. Paolo responded, “Mamma, Sheila is the one who chose the name Pietro and she had no idea that Padre Pio had wanted me to be called Pietro.” I couldn’t believe it! I felt that Padre Pio confirmed his intercession by the scent of his perfume at Mass.





CHAPTER 53

Padre Pio’s Presence in Dreams

As all my accounts have shown, I have felt Padre Pio’s presence throughout my entire life. Many times, he has come to me in my dreams. Other times, I have been blessed by his fragrance of sanctity. When Padre Pio was alive, I was fortunate enough to visit him in person. However, after his death, he has still spoken to me in dreams. Whenever I have invoked his protection, I have felt him near, especially in moments of need.

I am grateful to have kept a record of all my visits with the Padre, going back to the first time I met him, and even more grateful to be able to witness these events myself. On May 31, 1992, Padre Pio came to me in a dream. Along with my husband and mother, I found myself in the church in Pietrelcina. On the left side of the church, I saw Padre Pio lying on a bed in great pain. Next to him was Our Lady of Sorrows, dressed all in black. They were speaking to each other and looking at me. Both were very sad. When Our Lady left, I saw that Padre Pio’s stigmatized feet were bleeding profusely. My son Pio was next to Padre Pio.

The following morning, I was preoccupied about the significance of this dream. My husband simply said that Padre Pio’s bleeding stigmata was a sign of grace. Later that morning, I decided to go shopping, and as I entered the store, I noticed that the front section was wet. I slid and in an instant, fell to the ground. As much as I tried, I failed to get up and remained on the ground, immobilized. An ambulance came and brought me to the hospital, where they discovered a small fracture. I had to have physical therapy, and after some time, I began to improve.

The Padre and Our Lady showed me through the dream that I was about to undergo a terrible moment, but they were also there to help me. Padre Pio’s bleeding feet were indeed a sign of grace, as my husband had said. Although I had to experience this mishap, I believe I was protected from something much worse.

In May 1993, the doctors discovered that my husband had prostate problems and would require surgery. We were both very distressed. Our son, Vincenzo, knew of specialists in Philadelphia and we decided to go there for the surgery. I again turned to Padre Pio, asking him to intercede.

On June 20, he appeared in my dream and simply looked at me with a smile. The next day, June 21, when my husband had his surgery, all truly went well. My husband said afterwards, with tears in his eyes, “Padre Pio was near.” Together, we thanked Padre Pio for his intercessions with Our Lord.

In March 1998, I was not well and began to suffer much. I prayed and asked for relief. After falling asleep, I dreamed of Padre Pio, who was sitting on a chair in Pietrelcina. I saw him and went to him. He said, “I can’t do anything for you.” However, he allowed me to kiss his hand.

The whole day I tried to understand the meaning of his words. I cried, “Oh, Holy Padre, what must I do? Is this suffering allowed by the Lord? If it is, I must accept this suffering and do God’s will.”

For comfort, I called to mind some of the Padre’s sayings, one of which was, “Suffering is a gift from God. Blessed is he who is able to profit by it,” and another which was, “Pray, hope, and don’t agitate your spirit. Anxiety doesn’t lead to anything. God is merciful and will hear your prayer.”





Conclusion

Thanks be to God and to Padre Pio that I have been able to complete this writing. I will never tire of thanking God for the great gift he has given to the world in our times, a friar who has become for all a protective father.

My dear spiritual father, Sunday, June 16, 2002, you will be canonized by our Holy Father, Pope John Paul II. May our Lord be praised. Thank you, dear spiritual Father. You have loved me while you were on this earth and you have loved me even more now that you are in heaven.

In union with my whole family, we place ourselves under your protection.





APPENDIX 1

Padre Pio as a Spiritual Father

By Father Pio Mandato, FMHJ

“All of his words continue to sing in my ears. His sweet fragrance of sanctity overwhelmed my person. This was a symbol of grace and faith. The Lord is benevolent towards me: by attending Padre Pio’s Mass, I was absorbed with joy.”

—Graziella Mandato, June 18, 1954

When Padre Pio celebrated his fiftieth anniversary of being a Capuchin religious, he penned these lovely words:


Fifty years of religious life. Fifty years mystically united to the cross of the Lord. Fifty years of a devouring fire for the Lord and his redeemed. What else does my soul desire if not to bring everyone to you, O Lord. And to patiently wait for this devouring fire that burns all my insides in the ‘Cupio Dissolvi’ (“desire to be dissolved”) completely in you?8



This little poem gives us a glimpse of Padre Pio’s inner life. It is very difficult to understand the heart and thoughts of another person, to enter into the inner core of another so as to perceive how the person thinks and lives. The closest we can get is through the person’s own reflections and writing.

When Padre Pio penned the above words, he was a mature man and a transformed Christian, and he gives us profound insight into his life of the Lord. At the very center of Padre Pio’s life was the Lord Jesus. The Risen Lord Jesus and the Padre participated deeply and mystically in the Lord’s profound offering of himself on Calvary to his eternal Father.

St. Paul sums up this central dimension of Our Lord’s life by the following words:


Though he was in the form of God, [he] did not count equality with God a thing to be grasped, but emptied himself, taking the form of a servant, being born in the likeness of men. And being found in human form he humbled himself and became obedient unto death, even death on a cross. (Phil 2:6–8)



Padre Pio lived his whole religious and priestly life in this reality by identifying himself completely with his Lord and God. Padre Pio humbled and emptied himself daily, and he became a slave and even died on the cross. All this was activated by his daily celebration of the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass.

The words on his anniversary card confirm this essential element of the Padre’s life: he bore in himself a devouring fire of love for the Lord and for all men and women. He poured himself out and longed to be united to his Lord and God.

Padre Eusebio, a Capuchin priest who lived with Padre Pio (and cared for him for a number of years), once told me that Padre Pio was a “mystical giant.”

Through the gift of reading hearts, Padre Pio knew people from the inside, and people felt known and loved while being around him. He would often say, “Jesus gave you to me before you were born,” or when a person met him for the first time, “You have finally arrived. I’ve been waiting for you,” or, “I know you better than you know yourself.” In the Padre’s own words, “I am Jesus for my children, whether they are close or at a distance.”

While in San Giovanni Rotondo after my ordination in 1985, I met a blind man, Enzo Mercurio, who attended the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass I was offering in the little chapel where Padre Pio used to celebrate Mass. Enzo, who was a professor, had intimately known Padre Pio. After the Mass, I sought him out in the old sacristy, greeted him, and introduced myself. He was grateful, and he told me that the Padre would often repeat the following phrase to his spiritual children:


I always have one eye on my children who are near me, but I have two eyes on those who are at a distance from me. And woe if someone touches even one hair on their heads; they will have to deal with me!



Powerful and consoling words from a spiritual father!

The devouring fire that consumed Padre Pio affected and touched all those who met him, even if they could not speak with him. A visiting American soldier during World War II could not speak Italian and only looked into his eyes. The soldier described that his whole interior life changed just by the glance of the Padre’s eyes.

Nina Campanilla, who lived in San Giovanni Rotondo, went to speak to Padre Pio; she lost a brother in World War I and asked about his salvation. Padre Pio told her that he was saved, though he needed suffrages—prayer and reparation—in order to be freed from purgatory. From that moment on, she was unable to detach herself from the Padre; he was twenty-nine, she twenty-three. They became lifelong friends.

Padre Gerardo, another confrere, writes:


Without any trace of human respect, without hesitation or euphemism, he spoke with authority. He was certain of the efficacy of the solutions he suggested. ‘This is the truth and the whole truth’; ‘this is the entire truth and the only truth’; ‘believe what I say, for I have spoken on Jesus’s behalf’; ‘my admonition does not come from myself but from Jesus.9



In the original foreword of Mom’s book, I described that when a spiritual father embraces you, as Padre Pio did, he “would never let you go.”


Padre Pio’s method of his spiritual direction was carried out in freedom. He never imposed himself on others, nor did he bind people to himself; he would embrace his children and help and guide them as a loving father.10



People would leave everything and travel great distances just to be with him. He knew the secrets of their hearts and would clearly see their motives, thoughts, and the deepest aspirations and sins in their lives. He would at times see the past as well as future events in those around him, sometimes even forecasting when someone would die.

The Lord imparts his life to his children, both natural life, and supernatural life. Parents participate in this process of life with their children, and so do the saints. Padre Pio was a spiritual father who walked with us; Mom would call him Mio Padruccio, “my little father”!

His lovely promise made shortly before he died, that he would not enter paradise but wait at the gates of Heaven for all his children, expresses this love and fatherly concern for his sons and daughters. He offered his companionship and friendship to all who came to him and invited all to live like him before and in the Lord Jesus. He was a living icon of the Christian life, and his main mission was to impart and share the life of the Lord with others. He had the ability to bring peace and tranquility to the soul, to enlighten and breathe holiness into the lives of others.

“I have blessed you in the silence of the night while in my little cell,” was a tender prayer he repeated. To those who became his spiritual children, he would often say, “Don’t embarrass me,” or in other words, don’t betray the life of the Lord within you.

His method of spiritual direction was very unique and evangelical. Generally, he did not spend a lot of time trying to figure things out or get involved in long conversations with his penitents. He was so filled with the fullness of the gifts of the Holy Spirit that generally his discernment was instant. He would tell people very quickly what they needed to hear and carry out.

His main mission was to “sanctify himself and to sanctify others.”11 These are words spoken to him by our Lord, and powerful words for us to hear and act on, for we can only be effective in helping others and in leading them to the Lord to the extent that we ourselves are deeply living in the Lord.

Padre Pio was a master of the spiritual life. His whole life was immersed in the Lord Jesus and in devotion to Our Lady and to the angels and saints, and he was an instrument of the grace he received.

In this section, I’d like to reflect on the basic essential elements of Padre Pio’s spiritual direction with his spiritual children and what he would tell penitents as a confessor. We too can participate by listening to his counsel and teachings and by practicing them in our own lives. Even more than reflecting on his teachings, we can invite him to be our spiritual father as part of our own response in following the Lord Jesus. The saints are ever present to us and so is Padre Pio, who eagerly awaits to hear or please so that we may be aided and inspired by his counsel. His intercession continues to this day; invite him into your life and all its complex situations.

Padre Pio’s Spiritual Direction Based on His Life and Writings

Padre Pio’s inner life consisted of deep immersion in the life of the beloved Son of the Father, and he teaches us how to live as he lived. I’d like to offer a summary of the twelve principles of spiritual direction taken from Padre Pio’s guidance of his sons and daughters. Firstly, they are summarized in the context of his own life in the Lord, and then they are expanded and explained by his own words, primarily taken from his writings.

One: In baptism, Padre Pio was consecrated to the Lord; he chose daily to belong completely to the Lord and lived out consecration.

Every morning, fall on your knees before an image of the Lord and make the sign of the cross. Renew your consecration to the Lord. Live your day in the Lord: be immersed in divine love. In baptism, we belong to him and we are set apart from the world, the flesh, and the devil.


He was five years old when he had the idea and desire of consecrating himself forever to the Lord.12



The Padre writes:


As a result of our consecration at Baptism we all belong to Jesus Christ. Hence every Christian soul ought to be familiar with this saying of the holy apostle: ‘to me to live in Christ’ (Phil 1:21). I live for Jesus Christ, I live for His glory, I live to serve Him, I live to love Him.13



Elsewhere, he writes:


Yes, the Christian is raised up in Jesus at baptism. He is lifted up to a supernatural life and acquires the splendid hope of occupying a heavenly throne in glory.14



And again:


The Christian acquires the splendid hope of occupying a heavenly throne in glory. What an honor! His vocation demands that he aspires continually to the home of the blessed and consider himself as a pilgrim in his land of exile.15



Two: In the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass, Padre Pio daily touched and received the Lord and his life.

Worship the Lord every day! If possible, go daily and celebrate the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass, the high point of Padre Pio’s daily life. It pours forth abundant spiritual and material graces.

The Padre writes:


During my Mass in the morning I was touched by a living breath, I cannot convey the slightest idea of what happened within me in that fleeting moment. I felt completely shaken, filled with extreme terror and I almost passed away. This was followed by a state of total calm such as I had never before experienced.16



Padres Pio writes on how to properly attend the Holy Mass:


The Divine Master calls the church the house of prayer. In order to avoid irreverence and imperfections I exhort you in the Lord to: Enter the church in silence with great respect. Take the holy water and make the sign of the cross carefully and slowly. Before God in the Blessed Sacrament genuflect devoutly. At your pace, kneel down and render to Jesus the tribute of your presence. Confide to him all your needs, and those of others. Speak to him with filial abandonment, give free rein to your heart and give Him full freedom to act in you as He pleases. Be very composed when standing up, kneeling down, and sitting. Carry out every religious act with the greatest devotion. Be modest in your glance. Don’t turn your head here and there to see who enters and leaves. Don’t laugh. Don’t speak to anybody, except when requested for charity or other strict necessity. Say the words distinctly, observe the pauses, and never hurry. Behave in such a way that all those present are edified by you. Don’t leave without asking Jesus for his blessing and forgiveness for your shortcomings. Leave the Church recollected and calm.17



Three: Padre Pio received and adored the Lord in the Eucharist. Through the Eucharist, he renewed his entrustment to the Lord and poured grace into the hearts of others.

Nourish your soul by receiving the Eucharist and adoring him. The Eucharist is the bread of life and Our Lord’s Body, Blood, Soul, and Divinity; strive to receive the Lord with purity of spirit and of body, and then efficacious graces from above will be poured into your life and that of others.

The Padre writes:


Mass being finished; I was with Jesus during my thanksgiving. Oh, how sweet was the conversation held in paradise this morning! It was such that, although I wished to try and tell Him everything, I was not able; there were such things that cannot be translated into human language without losing their profound and heavenly meaning. The heart of Jesus and my heart, if you will allow me to use the expression, fused together. No longer two hearts were beating, but one alone. My heart disappeared, like a drop of water in the sea. Jesus was its paradise, its King. The joy in me was so intense, so profound, that I could contain it no longer, the most delightful tears streamed from my eyes.18



Four: Padre Pio intimately knew Our Lady as his mother and felt her companionship when he called upon her.

Be consecrated and devoted to the tender virgin who is your Mother; daily pray her Rosary and carry the rosary with you, for Padre Pio said the Rosary triumphs over everything and everyone.

The Padre writes, “Ah you are my children? Then be good Christians, always pray the rosary and no one will ever harm even one of your hairs.”19

Once, Padre Pio was asked why he prayed the Rosary, and he responded, “Because the Madonna has never denied me a grace asked by praying the rosary.”20

He also attests:


This most tender Mother in her great mercy, wisdom, and goodness, has punished me in a most exalted manner, by pouring so many great graces into my heart that when I am in her presence, or that of Jesus, I am compelled to exclaim, Where I am? Who is near me? I am all aflame. I feel myself held fast and bound to the Son by means of his Mother.21



Once the Padre was asked, “What will we do when you are no longer here with us?” He replied, “Whenever you pray the rosary before Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament, you will find me together with the Madonna and St. Joseph.”22

Five: The Holy Spirit was Padre Pio’s life breath in prayer.

Plunge into mystical prayer every day! This prayer occurs when one is constantly receiving the inspirations and movements of the Holy Spirit; prayer in deep faith touches the risen Lord, and of course, he touches and speaks to us.

The Padre writes:


Prayer is the best weapon we have; it is the key that opens God’s heart.

I am consumed by the love of God and love for my neighbor. God is continually fixed in my mind and imprinted on my heart. I never lose sight of Him. I have to admire His beauty, His benevolence, the agitation He causes, His mercies, His vengeance.23

As soon as I set myself to pray, I immediately felt as if my heart has been engulfed by the flame of a living love. It is a delicate and sweet flame that gives no pain. It is so sweet and so delicious that the spirit finds a great satisfaction in it.24

This volcano, which is constantly burning and which burns me. Jesus put it in this tiny heart of mine, and I can neither describe it nor quench it. The explanation is simple: I am devoured by the love of God and the love of neighbor. God is always fixed in my mind and imprinted on my heart. I never lose sight of Him. I admire His beauty, His smiles, and the troubles He has given, His mercy, His vengeance, or better the rigors of His justice.25

At first my soul felt his presence, without being able to see. Then, I would say, he came close to the soul that it fully perceived his touch. This is just as it happens, to give a comparison, when our body touches another body. I don’t know what else to say, only to confess to you that I was at first seized by the greatest fright, that slowly became a Heavenly rapture.26

It is true that God’s power triumphs over everything, but humble and suffering prayer prevails over God Himself. It stops His hand, extinguishes His lightning, disarms Him, and vanquishes and placates Him and makes Him almost a dependent and a friend.27

If Christians understood the great secret of the Christian life, prayer, Christians would “obtain everything they needed, forgiveness of their sins, grace and holiness, eternal salvation and the power to fight and overcome themselves and all their enemies.”28



Six: Padre Pio exhorted sacred lectio (reading) of God’s Word so as to be directed by the Lord’s wisdom in daily life.

Fill your mind and heart by sacred reading a half hour every day.

The Padre writes:


The apostle (Saint Paul) wants God’s law and Jesus’ doctrine to be and to dwell abundantly in us. Now all this cannot come about unless we apply ourselves to reading Holy Scripture and books dealing with divine things, or else listening to God’s word as expounded by holy preachers.29

Listen to the way the Holy Fathers express themselves when they exhort us to apply ourselves to this type of reading. St. Bernard … recognizes four degrees or means by which to reach God and perfection, namely, reading and meditation, prayer and contemplation. As proof of what he says, he quotes the divine Master’s own words: “Seek and you will find, knock and it will be opened to you.” (Mt. 7:7; Lk 11:9). He goes on to apply these words to the four means or degrees of perfection and says that by reading Sacred Scripture and other holy and pious books we are seeking God; by meditation we find Him, by prayer we knock at the door of His heart and by contemplation enter the theatre of divine delights which has been opened to our mental gaze by reading, meditation and prayer.30



Seven: Confessing and repenting of one’s sins was an essential pillar of Padre Pio’s teachings.

Be washed of all sin and healed from the effects of sin in confession—once or twice a month go to confession; this will allow you to go deeper and deeper into conversion and become mature in the Holy Spirit.

The Padre writes:


The effect of the Sacrament of reconciliation, our justification, is a marvelous miracle. That sacred Scripture compares it to the resurrection of the Divine Master (Rm 4:25). Yes … the justification of our impiety (Godlessness) is such that it can be said that the Lord demonstrates his power by our conversion, because it is greater than creating the sky and earth out of nothing, there is a greater distance between sin and grace than from being and non-being. Non-existence is closer to God than the sinner. Nothingness is the privation of being, it cannot resist the will of God, whereas the sinner is a living being with liberty who can resist the Divine will; creation is a natural act, being justified of sin (wickedness) is a supernatural and Divine act.31



Eight: The Padre renounced Satan and sin and invoked the angels and saints.

Steadfastly reject the devil and his snares every day and invoke your guardian warrior angel, who stands with you day and night.

The Padre writes:


The devil assiduously makes a deafening noise and roars around my poor will. In this state I can do nothing other than say with a firm resolution, though without resentment, ‘Long live Jesus! I believe!32

I spent a terrible night. … Those “demons” did nothing but strike me continually from towards 10 o’clock, when I went to bed, until 5 o’clock in the morning. They put many diabolical suggestions before me: thoughts of desperation, of a lack of trust in God. But long live Jesus! I protected myself by saying again and again to Jesus: vulnera tua, merits mea (Your wounds are my merits).33

During the night, on closing my eyes, I see the veil which covers paradise lower itself down. And made joyful by this vision I sleep with a smile of sweet beatitude on my lips, in a perfect calm, waiting for my little companion (Angel) to come and wake me so that we can sing together the morning praises to the delight of our hearts.34



Nine: The Padre considered cultivating peace of heart and rejecting anxiety and worry to be a foundational element of the interior life.

“Pray, hope, and don’t worry. Worry is useless,” the Padre would often counsel. Firmly and instantly reject anxiety, worry, and fear. These negative emotions damage and corrupt the inner life of a person; one must strive heroically to cultivate peace of heart, as this is indispensable in order to grow and mature in the Holy Spirit. “Padre Pio was a defender of cultivating interior peace and a serene spirit.”35

The Padre writes:


An essential step in order to grow in sanctity is to be liberated from anxiety and agitation for they are plagues to the soul (le peste della vita del spirito)….

The spirit must fight eagerly and without rest to obtain a mastery over the self in order to be liberated from anxiety, anguish and agitations for they are plagues of the spirit and originate from the “Master” of fear.36

In battles and when one is immersed in darkness and the trials of life one must be tranquil: Jesus is present even if He sleeps on Peter’s boat, He will rise and restore calm.

Walk on the stormy sea amid the strong wind and waves but with Jesus. What is there to fear? If fear does take hold, with St Peter loudly call out, “Jesus save me” and He will extend His hand. Hold tightly and walk with joy.37

Strive to obtain peace in your heart and to have a balanced temperament amidst the affairs of daily life.38

You know the remedy I gladly give you: it is to have tranquility of spirit, and I always forbid overwhelming solicitude (worry).39



Ten: Padre Pio, by bearing the wounds of the Lord, taught that the agony of suffering and pain can be transformed into joy when submerged into the Lord’s sacrificial love.

Learn to seek the joy beneath the sufferings of life! Joy in suffering? This is the secret to Padre Pio’s understanding of Christian suffering: it is to surrender and abandon all that assails a person, whether desolation, aridity, agitation, bitterness, or whatever disturbs the spirit, it must be submerged to God the Father’s divine providence.

The Padre writes:


How to act when immersed in suffering, pain and darkness? The key is to ‘discover the designs of God.’ Indeed, pain can lead to despair or martyrdom but one realizes and tries to understand that when something is willed by the Lord it is embraced with love and this is enough.40

Our Lord, the beloved Son, cried for relief to His Father in the garden, but He understood that the Father would not grant this. He bravely and courageously undertakes the work of our redemption. In moments of extreme discomfort, you also must pray that your Celestial Father will comfort and console you; If He does not wish to do so, you must not think about it, revive yourself again with courage and undertake the work of your sanctification on the cross, as if you were never to descend even if you were to never be filled with the breath of serenity again. … “I belong to my lover and my lover belongs to me” (Cant. 2:16).41



Eleven: The Padre poured out his love onto others and he participated in their liberation from evil and sin.

Love others “as I have loved you” (Jn 13:34). This is Christian love that liberates and brings the other into the Lord Jesus.

The Padre writes:


I am consumed by love of God and love of my neighbor.42

I am carried away by an overwhelming desire to live for others.43

If I see a person afflicted either in soul or body what I wouldn’t do before the Lord to see that person liberated from her ills? To see her healed, I would willingly take on myself all her afflictions, giving to her all the benefits of such suffering. If our Lord would permit it.44



Twelve: Padre Pio had a heart filled and saturated with gratitude to the Lord and expressed it: Deo Gratias!

On your lips, always pray, “Deo Gratias.” Blessed be God! Padre Pio teaches us to always, always give thanks no matter what happens, and do not curse! Gratitude towards the Lord wards off evil and expels demons.

To one of his spiritual daughters:


You must thank God for everything that happens to you in life.45

Infinite praise and thanks be to you, O my God. You hid me away from the eyes of all, but already at that time you had entrusted a very great mission to your son. A mission that is known to you alone. … O God! Show yourself more and more to this poor heart of mine and complete in me the work you have begun. I hear deep within me a voice which says to me repeatedly: sanctify yourself and make others holy.46



__________
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APPENDIX 2

Andre Mandato and Padre Pio

“Padre Pio changed my life.”

—Andre Mandato

Included here are some reflections from Andre Mandato, Graziella’s husband, on Padre Pio’s spiritual influence on his life. Just as the Padre was present to Graziella and obtained many graces for her, his fatherly care extended to her husband as well.

On confession:


I had been going to church every Sunday, but I had no strong belief in confession. I went very seldom. I started to believe in confession only after I went to Padre Pio. The first time I confessed to him, he told me what sins I had committed. He knew everything that I had done. Padre Pio asked, “Have you done this? Have you done that?” He told me, “You swear.” I said, “Yes, Father.” “Then you ask God to forgive you. That’s not enough,” he said. This shocked me. As soon as I left the confessional (and this I can’t forget as long as I live), I felt inside of myself something crushing me. I started to cry, cry—I couldn’t hold my tears. For the first time, I really understood what it means to offend God. I do not swear anymore. This is a grace I got from Padre Pio. Never again will I sin and then close my eyes and do nothing more than say, “God forgives me.”

Priests today give you a penance of a Hail Mary or an Our Father. Padre Pio would make you do penance for thirty days! The sins I confessed weren’t big, but he gave me one month! It was a good lesson for me not to offend God anymore. That was his purpose—to make me understand.



Memory on seeing Padre Pio at the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass:


At the beginning of the Mass, his face was really pale, just as if he were carrying our suffering, our pain, and our sin. Then at the Consecration, his face underwent an amazing change. It seemed to be transfigured with radiant light. From the very first time I went to Padre Pio’s Mass, I realized that the Spirit of God was there.



Another experience of Padre Pio’s guidance:


I had been a tailor in Bologna. In 1961, I decided to come to the United States, and Padre Pio helped me. One night, I dreamed of him. With great clarity, he made me understand that my application for admission to the United States had been rejected. I told him that it meant a lot to me to come, and he told me to try again, that I should submit my petition again with a new sponsor and that all would go well. When I awoke, I did not know whether or not to believe this dream. But the suspense was not long. That afternoon, I learned that my request to emigrate had been rejected. Soon afterwards, I applied again and was given a visa for myself and all my family.



Recalling a joke of Padre Pio’s:


Here is one of the stories I remember. A lawyer died and went to heaven. But he got tired, because after two months, he didn’t have any cases. Then one day, he came up with a case. He said, “I don’t think St. Peter should have the keys of heaven.” Someone asked him why. The lawyer answered, “St. John the Baptist should have St. Peter’s job. St. John was the cousin of Jesus. He was Jesus’s precursor. He has the right to the keys of heaven.” Everybody began to agree with the lawyer. The talk about this went all over heaven. The heavenly Father heard the commotion and said, “What’s going on here?” They told him the story. He said, “Let’s take it to court.” St. Peter stood there with the keys in his hand, and the lawyer was on the other side. The Father said to the lawyer, “What do you have to say?” The lawyer said, “St. John the Baptist is the cousin of Jesus, your own Son. John was his precursor, the one to talk about Jesus’s coming.” His words were eloquent. The Father nodded as if to say yes. St. Peter got scared. He thought, “I’m going to lose my keys.” The keys dropped from his hands onto the ground. Then the Father said to the lawyer, “What you said sounds right, but that is not what my Son did. What he did stands forever.” Then St. Peter picked up his keys and said to the lawyer, “You are the last lawyer to come to heaven. After this, no more lawyers get in!”



On San Giovanni Rotondo:


In San Giovanni Rotondo, Padre Pio made all the people equal. The rich became poor; the poor became rich. That is San Giovanni Rotondo, where you can talk from your heart. You can share your problems with somebody else. Nobody boasts, “I am so-and so.” No! Everyone says, “I am a poor man, too, in search of peace.”







Powerful Novena to the Sacred
Heart Prayed by Padre Pio

The Friars at San Giovanni Rotondo would gather in the Chapel every evening before Supper in order to pray Vespers (Evening prayer) and the Rosary, the Friars also added another prayer led by Padre Pio.

Sitting in his place in the old Choir before the Crucifix that gave him the Sacred Wounds and in the Silence of the chapel, the Padre would recite the Irresistible Prayer to the Sacred Heart of Jesus by memory. His voice filled with great emotion echoed throughout the little Church: the Sacred Heart of Jesus by memory. His voice filled with great emotion echoed throughout the little Church while the Friars and spiritual children present would pray with him. We, as well, unite ourselves to his intercession and pray:

I. O my Jesus, you have said: “Truly I say to you, ask and you will receive, seek and you will find, knock and it will be opened to you.” Behold I knock, I seek and ask for the grace of …. (here name your request)

Our Father …. Hail Mary …. Glory Be to the Father …. Sacred Heart of Jesus, I place all my trust in you.

II. O my Jesus, you have said: “Truly I say to you, if you ask anything of the Father in my name, he will give it to you.” Behold, in your name, I ask the Father for the grace of …. (here name your request)

Our Father …. Hail Mary …. Glory Be To the Father …. Sacred Heart of Jesus, I place all my trust in you.

III. O my Jesus, you have said: “Truly I say to you, heaven and earth will pass away but my words will not pass away.” Encouraged by your infallible words I now ask for the grace of …. (here name your request)

Our Father …. Hail Mary …. Glory Be to the Father …. Sacred Heart of Jesus, I place all my trust in you.

O Sacred Heart of Jesus, for whom it is impossible not to have compassion on the afflicted, have pity on us miserable sinners and grant us the grace which we ask of You, through the Sorrowful and Immaculate Heart of Mary, Your tender Mother and ours.47

Hail, holy Queen, Mother of mercy, hail, our life, our sweetness and our hope. To thee do we cry, poor banished children of Eve: to thee do we send up our sighs, mourning and weeping in this vale of tears. Turn then, most gracious Advocate, thine eyes of mercy toward us, and after this our exile, show unto us the blessed fruit of thy womb, Jesus, O merciful, O loving, O sweet Virgin Mary! Amen.

St. Joseph, foster father of Jesus, pray for us.

__________

47 Fr. Alessio Parente ofm Cap., “The Holy Souls: Viva Padre Pio” National Centre for Padre Pio, 2213 Old Route 100, Barto Pa. 19504. Page 213.
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Shortly before Padre Pio died, our grandmother, Maria DeNunzio, visited Padre Pio and tried to go to confession. He said to her, “You don’t need to go to confession.” He added, “Can’t you detect anything?”

“Yes, I hear it in your voice,” said Maria.

Padre Pio said, “I have prayed much for your children, now you must pray for me.” They looked at each other, and she knelt before him and kissed both his hands. She said his face was beautiful.

Visit: www.padrepioandthereliefofsuffering.org for prayer and intercession with Padre Pio.

Additional Resources

www.padrepio.com
www.padrepio.org
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