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I, the undersigned, Stefano Bovienzo, resident in S. Maria C.V. , Caserta,


I want to testify, in full awareness, the whole story of my wife Angelina Palladino’ s illness. It was spent, moment after moment, in 5 hospitals in Italy. I’ll try to give a short summary of her dull experience.
On 19 June 1992 we were ready to leave for Pesaro, to meet our daughter. We were going to celebrate there our 33rd wedding anniversary.
My wife told me that she had got temperature, may be due to a gust of wind on her way back from the hairdresser.
We consulted the family’s doctor and after he heard what the symptoms were, he hypothesized  it was a flu.
On the third day, the fever was persisting, the doctor came home and immediately noticed that the left lung was full of fluid.
She got checked by the chief physician of Caserta hospital and she was immediately hospitalized there; some liquid was removed from her lung to be analyzed. The first sentence came from the pathologist: liquid with atypical cells of a neoplastic nature. Alarmed by the outcome and for her worsening conditions, my wife was again hospitalized at the Monaldi Hospital in Naples, afterwards her brother’s suggestion, who was at the time the chief physician of S. Maria CV. She remained for about a month where she had the same diagnosis in a more explicit way: hemorrhagic elusion with neoplastic cells, it was a  left lung cancer in a very advanced stage that wasn’t neither operable nor curable.
I was even more disheartened and depressed by this first confirmation of the diagnosis. My wife, under my niece advice, Dr. Carmela Buonomo, pathologist at the Pordenone hospital, who confirmed the diagnosis, was transferred and admitted at the Pordenone hospital where she remained for about a month for a better observation under Carmela direct supervision and care.
My niece hospitalized her in Pordenone also because, in case of chemo , she could have supported by the specialist oncology center in Aviano.
From there, my wife moved to the hospital of Udine, but advised by Dr. Buonomo not to get hospitalized as she said she would have been just a number."
Then she moved to Venice-Mestre, thoracic surgical division for a possible surgical intervention.
She was the only woman in the men's ward: when I asked why she was hospitalized there, I was told that 1 woman out of 300 gets this disease.
This last one hospital, after several highly invasive tests, clearly confirmed the nature of the disease and that without any doubt it was a pleural cancer. A Mesothelioma, which is the most painful tumor, immune to all painkillers, the least treatable with any radiation therapy and which leads to death in maximum three months life from diagnosis. Death occurs by asphyxiation.
Therefore my wife, would have died by December 15, 1992.
Still with light hope, I first spoken to a scientist from Monfalcone, prof. Bianchi and then to prof. Cocco, holder of the chair of the specific subject "Pulmonary Oncology" at the University of Sassari, as well as a lecturer at the University of Houston, which both confirmed the same diagnosis with the addition that it was, at that time, a few weeks of apparent improvement in the disease, but that then, within a few weeks, the situation would fall inevitably.

At this point, crushed by pain, without any hope in science, among dejection and tears, I felt that the only way, the only one, was a miracle that I could ask only and exclusively to Nicola, my friend from 1991, met through friends who gave me his books.
So, on August 28, 1992, the anniversary of his death, I thought of go to Sabaudia ( LT ) on his grave to pray and from there, then to his mother, Mrs. Pina, to whom, in tears, I exposed the whole sad story and the peremptory term of my wife's life (December 15th ) Afterwards, I told her the words that I personally remembered exchanged between me  and Nicola.
Immediately after listening to me she said to her daughter "give Ulzio's water to  Stefano" (Ulzio is near Turin. In a cave where the Vergin Mary appeared, and miraculous water gushes out).
I asked her: “ what happens when this water finishes? Pina said : don't worry we'll go to Ulzio to get some more and Angelina ( my wife ) will come too. I replied : “it's not possible, Angelina can't walk”.
But in 1995, I actually went with Pina and Angelina to the Ulzio cave where my wife climbed more than 300 steps. So Pina asked : "Will you then come to give testimony against the arrogance of the doctors?

Meanwhile, very excited by the immediate, total acceptance of my prayer, with infinite trust and with great hope, I left, together with my friend Agostino Di Lucca (husband of Mrs. Rinaldi of Santa Maria CV, through whom I received Nicola’s books), with an irrepressible joy in my heart that I will never be able to translate into words, the same evening on our return from Sabaudia, I received a call, a reading of the Wonderful message from Nicola which clarified unequivocally to me the miracle obtained on that day, the anniversary of his death, in which he could ask the Lord for everything. .
I cried of joy.
In the meanwhile the days went by, reassured and certain of the great gift received from Nicola. In the middle of November our family’ doctor wanted to take an X-ray check, to bring to the head physician of Mestre who had treated my wife.
He looked at the x-ray and said that the disease was proceeding very slowly and that she would have to be reviewed every month.
Instead of returning to Mestre, I thought of consulting the cancer hospital in Paris where I sent all the medical records and diagnostic tests done by the various hospitals,  appointing a friend of mine from Caserta, a specialist pulmonologist Dr. Alviano Goffredo, who was well aware of the case.
The Parisian hospital decided to hospitalize my wife within a short time, for an interferon- based chemotherapy without however ensuring any results except 3-4 extra months of life.
On the interest and opinion of my pulmonologist friend the date of admission to Paris was also decided by telephone on the 10th of March 1993.
I felt, however, inside, that I would never take my wife to Paris, but I didn't know what to do because I would have meant to disagreed with the medical opinion.
I was feeling too responsible.
Then, I persistently asked Nicola what to do. The answer was immediate: Nicola reconfirmed the interruption of the lethal process, he told me that it was as if a plug had been removed from a socket.
The problem was there but it became harmless and painless.
The days went by and  10th of March 1993 was the date of admission to Paris. That morning I got up and I decided to collect the tickets to Paris.

I exposed to my wife, once again, my will not to go, but she railed badly against me, accusing me for her due death.
It is 7.45 am, I was about to leave the house, convinced to go, the phone rang, it was Ms Pina, Nicola's mother, who read me the message received during the night.
Nicola was clearly telling me not to take my wife to Paris, because it wasn’t necessary. And so I decided not to go ignoring the opinions of all them specialists.
I remember that Nicola told me something like this:
“The subsequent check-ups, all negative to which you were forced to submit your wife, had only one purpose, to subdue the superb arrogance of the luminaries who had decreed her death in a short time. Now you are asking me whether to take your wife to Paris or not? Absolutely not ,and I'll explain why. “
“As long as you are in this life the struggle between the forces of good and evil are always open. In Paris, Satan would throw the ultimate challenge to snatch the victory from me.
So was it for me. I was completely healed from cancer and in a very short time I would have returned to live my life next to my beloveds with a rediscovered faith, but the enemy played the last card and through a new surgery that was supposed to be the removal of the bag and to the restoration of the natural functionality of the intestine, he made a cruel incision causing a fistula which proved to be lethal. Yes, Jesus won over, but you don't know what dangers my soul ran towards. I don't even want your child to go, it would only prolong the state of your anxiety, including your wife’s, and expose your faith to new attacks. Experience the joy of victory just as we live it in heaven “.

Meanwhile, since the liquid had reappeared, I decided to take her back to the Mestre hospital to empty it out, but the specialist who was treating her sent us to the Vittorio Veneto hospital, which specializes in respiratory diseases.
There she was hospitalized on the 12th of March 1993 and discharged on the 3rd of April 1993.
In this hospital, all the diagnostic tests were repeated which they were 'negative' which means that once again the disease was reconfirmed.
All this did not worry me because Nicola, in the previous message, had already predicted that the doctors were not wrong, but the lethal process of the disease had been halted. Since April 3rd, 1993 my wife has been well, except for the recurrence of the same liquid, which gradually increased with all the respiratory consequences: she performed aspiration of the liquid first every six months, then every three months, even more often. On November the 7th, 1993 she was admitted in a clinic in S. Maria C.V. for liquids emptying and she was discharged on November 9th as she was feeling well without coughing and without breathlessness. After this last hospitalization, some subtle doubts aroused: if my wife has healed, why does the fluid came back?
Nicola, promptly, as always, intervened, explaining to me that the spill is like a purging of evil from which the lethal has been defused.
I conclude by stating again that my wife did not die "by December 15th, 1992", as all the doctors told me, but she survived for another 4 years and 10 months, leading almost a normal life even leading us to think that she could have healed completely.
The operations to empty the liquid became more and more often, but she died painlessly, without asphyxiation, with a smile on her lips on 10.04.1997.
In 1995, every month, I brought the X-ray tests provided by Caserta to the Professor of Venice Mestre, in charge of Pulmonary Oncology, to get his opinion: he told me "According to this evolution of the disease we have to review and rewrite all the oncological literature of mesothelioma because it is all wrong".
I report here the statement of dr. Alviano, pulmonologist from Caserta: Caserta declaration 03-05-1994

I, the undersigned Dr. Alviano Glaviano Goffredo, specialist in Physiology and Diseases of the Respiratory System as well as in Allergology and Clinical Immunology, Internal Outpatient Specialist in the branch of Pneumology at the U.S.L. n. 15 of Caserta,
I declare the following.

Since July 1992, as a specialist, I have been treating Mrs. Palladino Angelina (born in S. Maria CV on 4/4/1937 and leaving in Via Mascagni n.20), who came to my observation with a diagnosis of Mesothelioma (malignant tumor of the pleura) located at the left lung base.
On my advice, she was admitted to the 1st Physiological Clinic of the University of Naples (c / o Monaldi Hospital), where this diagnosis was confirmed.
Similar confirmation was obtained at the hospitals of Pordenone and Mestre.
The anatomo pathological consultancy of Prof. Cocco di Sassari was requested, who obtained, via satellite, further confirmation from his colleagues at Houston University. The reason for these repeated confirmations lay in the evident discrepancy between the patient's clinical picture (basal snx pleural effusion with moderate dyspnea, low-grade fever present only at the beginning of the course) and the dramatic evolution of the natural history of mesothelioma, neoplasm for which to date there are no medical or surgical therapies if not scarcely palliative.
Continuing to note this clinical stationarity, and indeed a slow but constant trend towards improvement, I personally took the histological preparations to the Center Hospital Inter-communal to Créteil, near Paris, to be observed by Prof. Bignon, an expert in mesothelioma.
The pathologists of his group confirmed the existence of a malignant neoplasm, but advanced (through Dr. AbdAlsamad) the doubt that it could be an Adenocarcinoma. The patient did not want to go to France for further direct investigations.
Since then the patient has presented: a recurrence of the pleural effusion, drained at the Hospital of Vittorio Veneto, in March 93; another in November 93, drained on an outpatient basis by Dr. Domenico Turco, Primary Pulmonologist indicated by myself for the need; a third and last recurrence on 7/3/94, treated in the same way by Dr. Turco himself.
Beyond these episodes, Mrs. Palladino has always been in general clinical and subjective conditions more than satisfactory, presenting, for example, an increase in body weight rather than a rapid weight loss typical of any malignant tumor, and this in evident  contrast with what was unanimously diagnosed.
Since no type of antiballistic treatment has been implemented (because it is useless against mesothelioma, and because the dubious diagnosis of adenocarcinoma was not subsequently confirmed), the natural history of a neoplasm so slow and above all such as to leave the patient a permanent one has no explanation. and growing condition of well- being and full autonomy in normal daily life.
This is all the more surprising when we consider her relatively young age (57 years) which would suggest a rapid evolution both in a metastatic sense and in terms of poor prognosis. In conclusion, considering that:
pleural mesothelioma has, in the very rare less tragic cases, a maximum quod vita prognosis of one year;
Untreated pulmonary adenocarcinoma has a poor prognosis at 816 months from diagnosis, has a considerable capacity to metastasize, with a consequent severe impairment of the general state;
I can confirm, according to science and conscience, that what was observed in Mrs. Palladino Angelina cannot be scientifically explained.

In faith. Signed by Dr. Goffredo Alviano Glaviano.

Angelina had all the religious comforts.
In those 5 years she found a true faith and therefore, healing in body and spirit thanks to the great gift of Nicola.
Angelina knew about Nicola, at first she was a bit skeptical but then together we went to his grave where we met Don Eugenio Martorano and Father Raffaele Crivello. Angelina saw in Nicola "her intercessor with the Lord".
I was and  I am very attached to the Reinas family. I also met Peppino, Nicola's father, and I had very cordial relations with him.
While Pina was busy with people, she invited me to go for a coffee alone in the kitchen, and she gave me her poems.
When I used to go to Rome I always stopped by, just to have lunch with them.
I also went there 3 days after Angelina's death because I took my son Michele for a competition in Rome on 13.04.1997.
Michele, initially, did not feel like entering the competition as he was so close to his mother but the dear Prof. Turco convinced him.
After taking him to the Ergife hotel, I went to Pina's: I arrived at 12:30; I saw Pina come with Father Raffaele.
They wanted me to stay for lunch: on that occasion I asked Father Raffaele for a prayer for Angelina and he told me "Angelina doesn't need prayers, she is in Heaven" to which I replied “so you allow me to believe that Purgatory does not exist" but father Raffaele was very harsh with me, he raised his voice and said that there was a Purgatory but that I should not stand as Supreme Judge.
The message of faith that Nicholas can give today is extraordinary: "entrust yourself totally to the Lord, to the Saviour, not to human opinions even if they come from luminaries, he is the Almighty."
I have heard rumors against Nicola like: "Nicola's mother wants us to say and believe what she wants". But no! There is evidence that Pina was telling me the truth.
On another occasion, in 1998, this happened: we were in San Giovanni Rotondo where Father Raffaele had been hospitalized.
At lunch, in a restaurant, Pina and I had a coffee and I said to her: "Pina, you told me that Michele's competition had gone well but I haven’t heard anything from them" and she remembered that Nicola had reported that he had passed the competition and that Michele would soon know ”.
After lunch, while we were entertaining ourselves in the hotel lounge, my son Michele phoned me and informed me that he had received a response that he had passed the written tests of the competition.
Subsequently my son Michele brilliantly passed the oral exam of the competition for which I had always been confident in Nicola's promises through his mother.


[16:54, 25/1/2021] Di Filippo Mariangela: Testimony 2. Angeli Maria Teresa

I, the undersigned Maria Teresa Angeli born in Cerreto di Spoleto (PG), resident in Ravenna, profession housewife, mother of a family, I declare that Nicola wanted me for the Grace of God, witness of a wonderful miracle wished by himself … ALL MY THANKS  GO TO MY FRIEND NICOLA!
The meeting with Nicola took place in 2002 on the occasion of a spiritual retreat in Assisi where I met Mariangela Di Filippo. In that occasion also Nicola's brother, Filippo, his wife Anna and her sisters Lalla and Maria were there, but they didn’t tell anything about him.
 
Mariangela was for me a beacon of light, her presence (I didn't know her before) was a balm for my soul because I was going through a very bad period of depression for about twenty years, due to a strong spiritual and existential crisis and also due  to serious financial problems.
My husband Walter and I moved, to Ravenna for work, he is from Rome, I’m from Umbra, at the age of twenty, we found ourselves facing everything on our own starting from scratch. After seven years, the true love of our lives, Sergio, was born,. To face the various needs I had to start working hard, doing several jobs.
in the meanwhile, my mother's sister died, my dear aunt Irene who, not having children, bequeaths me a small house in the Municipality of Cerreto di Spoleto which, being very old, collapsed with the 1997 earthquake in September, finding ourselves facing the costs of the reconstruction to which we were obliged with a small contribution from the state but, which was not enough. After two months we were forced to buy the house where we live still now in Ravenna!
With two mortgages to pay my depression increased: I remember, one night, I couldn’t sleep and I always talked to Nicola and begged him to help me.
I always slept holding his holy card tight my chest, so tight to my heart so much, that I have ruined three of them, they crumbled, because I felt that he Nicola was the link between me and the Heaven!
It was very precious to me the spiritual advice Mariangela who taught me how to pray, gave me. So I started reading the book: MY FRIEND NICOLA so obsessed with Heaven and in those messages where Heaven and Earth are everything, a wonderful  horizon suddenly opened up to me, my faith in Jesus, Mary Most Holy and the all the Saints!
I didn’t feel alone longer and so did my spiritual healing through my constant prayers! Nicola with his divine messages answered my questions, my fears about the afterlife. During that period…I remember I did a very stupid thing because of this fear: I went to "talk to my father" immediately after his death, through a medium, who unfortunately used a tape recorder, so the voice I heard was not my father’s but the enemy’s, a terrible experience fortunately lasted only half an hour in which I almost shattered! An experience to forget. It all happened before the meeting with Nicola. His messages instead gave us joy to live and to love and to thank God the Creator Father!
Hence the desire to know Mamma Pina was so strong to me, she was  an heavenly instrument, Nicola's mother, to whom she dictated the messages., She was already in a  wheelchair and she couldn’t speak, but there was no need, she was all for the Immaculate Conception, and soon after, on July 1st 2010 she flew to Heaven.  But…Let's go back to earth!
In the meantime, luckily, I worked every day as a maid at a Notary’s, long hours but the money was not enough and so through a Franciscan friar friend I found an afternoon job with a good family which almost all of them were doctors. Ms. Milena was an ophthalmologist like her dad.
What a holy family! I was immediately feeling blessed. I took care of her mother ,a 100 years old woman, a very strong woman with a degree in chemistry who spoke perfectly German which allowed her to save so many souls during the war. She has always been  holding the Holy crown in her hands . We kept on praying  the holy rosary every day!
I felt the power of praying. She flew to heaven after three years, at 103 years of a very holy life! Leaving a big void. Her daughter Milena was already eighty years old, she didn't want me to leave her as we  became like mother and daughter, a true love. She asked me to leave my morning job to spend with her all day, but I couldn't because I needed money to pay my mortgages as we lived only with my husband's salary.
In the meantime Nicola was the friend who never left me alone. I talked to him all the time I begged him to help me, I was really tired and sometimes I didn't see a way out. I was afraid of getting sick, of not being able to work anymore, I felt disheartened but that feeling went away almost immediately and I went on trusting in the Lord who never let you alone!
 
Milena's wish became stronger, she wanted me to stay with  her for the whole day! She had a sister, her name was Luciana. Milena was very close to her and Luciana would also do anything to make her happy, so she oﬀered me a loan to pay oﬀ what remained of my mortgage and then she’d  have payed me also the salary I earned in the morning. In this way, with the hours I worked in the afternoon we could pay oﬀ the loan. I told them that it seemed impossible to me to receive such a fabulous proposal, as it would take me two lives to pay her back and it was almost a dream! But they wouldn’t give me any chance to refuse.  I accepted thanking the Heaven for everything it was sending me but  above all my gratitude went to my friend Nicola… BUT  The best wasn’t  yet to come!

So, reading Nicola's messages, I felt the desire to have a prayer group with all my friends . This was happening in October. In the meantime, I started working all day with Milena!
It was November and one day Milena told me that she will probably die soon and that she was so happy that I was with her during the last months of her life, I smiled and I joked saying that if she were to do that she would have left me in trouble and that I would have  killed her by myself . We laughed, unaware that Heaven was preparing everything .  She was very convinced of it and she asked me to help her  to write a will in order  to name her sister Luciana her oﬃcial heir.
I asked for advice to the notary who told me to make a holographic will written by her own hands without erasing anything as it had to be perfect to pull out at the time of her death. It took us 15 days to write it because every time she was making mistakes and kept erasing, it was at times fun and we had many laughters about it. In the end she succeeded, it was hard but she made it, however the ownership was big and so it had to be done properly. 
During her life she gave money away to everyone, remaining broke most of the times, sometimes I "scold her" and she said that she had taken literally the Gospel of making friends in Heaven and not on earth!
One day a bank oﬃcer came to her house to talk to her in private, to be discrete I went out in the garden.
When he left I went  in and she told me that he came to discuss about a redundancy that twenty years ago she put away for when she was old, protected by the signature of her niece. Some money that she had completely forgotten about, otherwise she would have already given them away to church. She never got married, dedicating herself to taking care of her mother.
She showed me to see the letters he left and said that now she could do another kind gesture, the last one! The amount was one hundred thousand euros! She smiled  saying that she didn’t care about the money as she’ll  die. She had never given any importance to money except for the fact that she always used it to donate it.
When I got back (after a quick lunch break) she told me that we absolutely had to go to the bank to withdraw money because she wanted to give it to me since I was always worried about money,   I hug her and told her that I had to give back to her sister Luciana thirty-five thousand euros that she lent me to pay oﬀ the loan and that It was not right, furthermore money were bound by the niece's signature so we couldn't go to the bank to  withdraw! She became sad and she told me that I didn't want to help her make her last gesture of love to bring to Jesus in Heaven! Just to distract her every time I used to say to her: << let's go to see the flowers in the garden>>.
After two days she told me that since I didn't want her money she knew who to give it. She would have left it to my son Sergio to buy a small house and that she wanted to do a will! I told her she couldn’t do this because it took us fifteen days to write it and another will would nullify the previous one, she insisted saying that she would have asked  the notary, then to reassure her I suggested her  to put everything in God's hands and that later, if she
 
really wanted, she could talk to her sister about it.  I thanked her  for her concern because my son needed really it but everything had to happen in the right way. I didn't want her family  might think I was taking advantage of her.

One day,  I will never forget, I received a phone call announcing that my friend Nicola had  a message for me! A message of him made me crazy with joy, It was  March 27th 2010 at 13.50. When I read the message, word after word, he talked a about my whole life, my mistakes my pains…a wonderful thing, It cannot be described by words because what he said through the message was
all real! That holy card was alive and was speaking to me …… I cried so much thanking Jesus and the Celestial Mother. At a certain point in the message Nicola told me: “I am always close to you, I promise you that I will help Sergio.”
I always asked his help for Sergio especially for the university exams and for his future… in the end he also told me: << Nicola is with you. You will  see me	>>.
And again: << Happy Passing! Nicola >>. I asked for explanations.
Does “Good Passage” stands for Happy Easter? Which occurs on April 4th, 2010, you will see me,,, meant I would have seen him physically ?(as many people saw him, I was a witness in Collevalenza when Paola Sustrico, group leader from Spoleto saw Nicola on the Pentecost day), or I would have seen him doing something for me? A visible intervention of him in which I would have recognized his presence?  
XXI it was not longer than a month later the message that, on Easter day, when Milena went to have lunch to some family’s relatives , she came back home, she called me, she was  sick, she told me not to worry, she ate too much, The next day I went to her  house but she  was even worse, her health was very precarious…  day after day until, we were forced to hospitalize her for dehydration,
I thought that in two or three days everything would be sorted but when her nephew doctor came he told me that she would  never come came back home. I started crying, the world collapsed upon me, he tried to comfort me by saying that I made the last year of her life the most beautiful one (he saw us laughing and joking in the garden like two little girls.)

I run to Milena, she hug me telling that she was happy to go to Jesus and hug her loved ones in Heaven again, then she became sad and told me that it was because  I did not want accept her money for Sergio .
My son Sergio came to visit us and when he left, she was still thinking about her idea…. I told her that the most important thing was to have her protection  from the  Heaven.
Meanwhile, I called her sister Luciana to inform her about health conditions… She came very quickly !
The next day the situation got worse, by the time we got there she had on an oxygen mask. In the evening she recovered…  from her semi-conscious state: laughs, jokes and Luciana said she was saying us goodbye: it was an  improvement before death. We would like to stay the night with her but they won’t let us stay. The next morning got   worse and worse again.  Milena had on an oxygen helmet and could no longer talk.
She told us that she was happy to die with the two people she loved the most her sister Luciana and me. I was for her  as a daughter, so we stand on each side of the bed to hold her hands but she didn’t even have enough strength, every now and then she opened her eyes, smiled at us and if we talk loudly she heard us.
Slowly she slept into a coma as the doctors said she would have done. It was three p.m. The night before I prayed with Mariangela and she told me that if they were her last wishes, I should respect them and speak as agreed with her sister Luciana. But I should have done it in front of her consciously, but now I didn’t have the gut to do it.
I didn't even think about it, it would have been what God wished! I put my hand in my pocket and took oﬀ Nicola's holy card, I hold it in my hand I ask Nicola for the strength to face
 
everything, I had never seen a person die and  she was my “mother from Ravenna!” I looked at Nicola and I told him: << please help me! >>. I prayed the Divine Mercy twice, I still looked at Nicola image …and something surreal happened It was as if Nicola began to speak in my head and told me that I had to tell his sister Luciana that Milena wanted to leave her money to my son Sergio and that I had to do it now in front of her because she was still alive. I heard clearly, do it now, do it now! I think “No, no Nicola I'll never make it!” I looked at Luciana,   poor woman, she lost a son, Mattia, nine years earlier in a motorcycle accident, now another pain and I should talk to her about money? “No Nicola I didn't even think about it poor we are poor we remain. What are a hundred thousand euros compared to all this pain? Nicola said strongly: << THEN PRAY! >> I was confused with his holy card in my hands with which I "spoke" but his presence was very strong and I began to say some AVE MARIAs.
A the tenth AVE MARIA SOMETHING HUMANLY IMPOSSIBLE HAPPENED!
Milena, was about to pass away, SHE Sat ON THE BED WITH AN INCREDIBLE STRENGTH, OPENED HER EYES AND WITH HER FINGER POINTED ME AND LUCIANA AS IF SHE WANTED I  SPOKE TO LUCIANA ABOUT IT,
SHE JUMPED FROM THE CHAIR AND ASKED “WHAT IS GOING ON? SHE WANTED YOU TO TALK TO ME TELL ME IT’S IMPORTANT TELL ME! “ SO ALMOST SHOCKED I THOUGHT …

IS IT ABOUT THE MONEY? ABOUT HER LAST WISHES? WHAT IF IT’S NOT? I DON'T WANT TO LIVE WITH THE REMORSE! THEN ALMOST SCREAMING IT I ASKED MILENA JUST TO BE SAFE. SHE WAS VERY AWARE AND LOOKED AT ME WITH IMPLORING EYES! I ASKED HER: << Milena, IS IT PERHAPS ABOUT THAT MONEY YOU WANTED TO LEAVE TO MY SON SERGIO? >> SHE NODED
I ASKED AGAIN AND SHE WAS HAPPY!, VERY HAPPYLY  SHE NODED AGAIN .THEN LUCIANA I SAID: << MY DEAR, DO NOT WORRY I WIILL MAKE SURE SERGIO WILL GET YOUR MONEY, I PROMISE YOU! >>. SHE LOOKED AT US HAPPY I HELD HER HAND WITH NICOLA ’S HOLY CARD BETWEEN MINE ……… NOW SHE RESTED HER HEAD ON THE PILLOW BUT WITH A LIGHT ON HERR FACE!
SHE DID HER “LAST KIND GESTURE” AS SHE ALWAYS CALLED IT.
I tried to explain to Luciana but she stopped me and said I didn't have to explain anything, That was right, I was like a daughter for her. We remained silent, I prayed until shortly after Milena flew to heaven!
Luciana took her gold chain from her neck and placed it around my neck saying:” it's yours, there's the Miraculous Medal and a cross”. Then she said “ You know Maria! I found out that the € 35,000 I lent you was the money I got from Mattia's death insurance! If that was as much as my son's life was worth it .. I DON'T WANT THEM! CONSIDER IT A GIFT.
Exhausted I let myself fall on the chair and while the rest of the family arrived to comfort Luciana, I run to the bathroom and cried my eyes off, I kissed
Nicola's holy card a thousand times, I had no doubts about his aid as he told me in the message of March 27: “YOU WILL SEE ME!”
Milena died on April 14th and her “I PROMISE YOU I will HELP SERGIO OUT “ Now was clear! A Celestial fairy tale that wanted me to be the chief character in which my friend Nicola was my Angel!
This is one of the miracles that Nicola worked up in my life! With the help of the precious Mariangela who came to Ravenna  we opened another prayers group to get Nicola known to as many people as possible.
So the group was born: Maria Santissima Fixed term of the Eternal Council in honor of Dante Alighieri who rests in this city. But Nicola didn’t stop his miracles…and even the members of the group have witnessed his favors, thanks to	such as the beautiful children:
Nicola and Nicole who were born for his divine interventions and we also had a miraculous
 
photo in which Nicola shows himself and also an inexplicable video that testifies his intervention for the faith of Maria Sortino another member of the Group! Then Elisa, Iginio	everyone would have something to tell us. As DON MARIO told us: NICOLA
ANSWERS YOUR FAITH! Yes, every day we experience his intervention in our life! Because Nicola, wants us to KNOW, LOVE, SERVE THE TRUTH !

p.s. ( after various bureaucratic ups and downs, we got the money on August 28th Which is Nicola's anniversary, he died on August 28, 1985) more than that?
Thanks to those who will read and believe my Proof. God bless you! ………





Testimony 3. Sustrico Paola

I Paola Sustrico, resident in Spoleto, declare that four years ago, in 2014, on the day of Pentecost, my friends from Ravenna and my husband went to the Sanctuary of Collevalenza (PG). We attended the Holy Mass: after having made Holy Communion I started my meditation and, raising my eyes towards the altar, I saw my friend Nicola.
He had a long white tunic up to his feet and large wings like those the angels have and he said to me: Paola today the Holy Spirit has descended on you.
I was petrified, I could not even speak, so much was his beauty. Everyone asked me what I have seen but I couldn't say it because I was too emotional.
When I finally managed to tell what happened, my friends also got excited. Thanks Nicola you are always in my heart. My friend!!!

Testimony 4. By Di Filippo Mariangela

I, the undersigned, Di Filippo Mariangela .................., resident in Caserta .......

With this declaration I want first of all to glorify God for his great works, writing about one on them in particular, very special "My Friend Nicola". I glorify God because, as he did with that young sinner, difficult to the supernatural, he continues to work for each of His children and among them myself who from the enchanting reality of Nicola I have even more trust in the Divine Mercy.

If I am asked to speak of Nicola's holiness, or of the virtues practiced by him in a heroic degree, I, who have not known him, even if I have heard about him from eyewitnesses, must necessarily reverse the terms of the problem and say that the proof of this sanctity, for me, is given by the fame of signs, or by documented facts, by favors and graces of which I have been a direct or indirect witness: in a word, by the "fruits" of his sacrifice.
If I got to say “Nicola's is blessed" it is because I applied to his case what in mathematics they call the proof of addition: I am not, therefore, in a position to say, for example, 3 + 2
= 5 but that 5 - 2 = 3 where the "3" stands for "his having practiced the virtues to a heroic degree".

My thought is "If Nicola, still today, is so" alive ", so" operating "and I would add, I was an eyewitness to his extumulation on July 24, 2009, intact in the body after 24 years, despite his corn being already opened in 2003, well! at least one virtue in a heroic degree this young man must have practiced!
I will say more: if, as I have seen with my own eyes, the scar that runs from the sternum through his body to the pubis symphysis was really opened and closed every day without anesthesia for almost three consecutive hours, I would say that for Nicola it was also "martyrdom".
I know that it is customary to apply the definition of martyr to those who, having followed the Lord Jesus Christ more closely, sacrificed their life in the act of martyrdom, shedding his blood: but I wonder "the martyrdom of the Lord Jesus is only that limited to the only act of Passion and death, or is it also that which lasted all life, from the instant of conception in which He, God, Light, sinks, for love, into the darkness of a mother's womb? “.
So it is not difficult to think that even for Nicola martyrdom could have occurred in the soul but also in the body, renewing himself day after day, on his "cross" or the hospital bed.
An eyewitness from the period of the illness, Anna Cabbia, Nicola's sister-in-law tells me. How much blood! ", It seemed to me that he came out of the slaughterhouse after the second surgery!"
After 24 years, I have seen some of that blood that is still on the gauze left in the hole made at the height of the sternum for drainage.
I therefore went back to the goodness of the "Nicola tree" by tasting its fruits: first of all those gained from reading the twelve volumes "My Friend Nicola".
What to say! They are not only tasty but substantial because they allowed me to put on what I call a spiritual backbone by teaching me, in a very simple way, above all the ABC of catechism of the Catholic Church.
In my opinion, if the Evil One is king in today's society, it is precisely because not many priests catechize, but reduced to be merely managers, or, at best, employees. Not furthermore real vehicles of the “ Holy word”.
Yet, what a noble warning comes from Nicola to all those, priests and lay people, scandalized by members of the Church Institution,  I have abandoned her "Mom, remember that one can disagree but never betray!”
From more than two thousand two hundred messages, I have drawn strength, moral vigor, intellectual and also expressive strength not only for me but for those who ask me questions about faith and who, after listening to what I learned from my friend Nicola, amazed they observe "that they knew! " Yet, bitter observation !, it is truly the ABC of Catholic doctrine that the self-styled Christian should know.
From those pages I gained strength: in short, despite having had a Catholic education, despite having always attended the sacraments, before reading My Friend Nicola, I was a "protozoan", without a soft "internal skeleton";
Nicola, on the other hand, puts me on my feet, gives shape to my "spine", teaches me to stand straight, teaches me to walk, to swim in the often stormy sea of life, educates me to sacrifice, to penance, making me understand that I have to subordinate earthly life to eternal life because Hell also exists and that it is not empty at all.
Not only! As a "true friend", Nicola revealed to me the subtle conquest strategies implemented by satan, as well as the dynamics of his criminal actions and dressed me in armor for defense but also with a sword to counterattack.
Is it not enough? Considering that, unfortunately, many priests either underestimate the Evil One, or, worse, do not believe in its existence, I would say no.

Nicola teaches us to "track down", as far as possible, the enemy, in us, in others, in the events, always putting God, the sacraments, abandonment in him in constant and humble prayer and shining the spotlight also in the first place on the veneration of the Virgin Mary.  I started reading books from 27.06.1997: I immediately and completely immersed myself in reading and in a few days I was already at the end of the first volume (about six hundred pages).
Many were my feelings: emotion for the story of Nicola's life; great admiration for his strength of mind in the months of illness and for the faith of his mother Pina; a sense of deep gratitude to God who allowed me to read those wonderful messages whose veracity, from the beginning, I had no doubts.
Reading them was like nourishing myself moment by moment with a vital lymph that has greatly improved the quality of my life and has given me such joy and gratitude as to force me, at times, to suspend reading because I felt I could not bear the devastating intensity and the same pauses became reflection, meditation, interiorization and assimilation of the truths communicated by Nicola which swept away the heavy ballast of the many    concepts that until then I too had considered.
Every word contained in the book was, for me, the step of a ladder that eventually led me to breathe an air of True Freedom and Peace: Nicola guided me and guides me day after day to know, love and serve more and more. God according to the Magisterium and the Tradition of the Catholic Church, making me glimpse the purpose: to enjoy Him in  Heaven.
Many spiritual clouds have thinned allowing me to get even closer to prayer, to the Sacraments, to the SS. Mass and in a very special way to the Most Holy Virgin Mary: everything has acquired a new light which, today, allows me, as far as possible, to give myself answers about the small and big events of daily life. My own life, my past, especially the pain that marked it, have acquired a truly profound meaning: I understood the immense value of the suffering offered, the need to pay all my debts contracted with the Justice of the Father and then allow Him to fulfill my requests both temporal and spiritual. In those books, the Divine sinks into the human, into the human of our age, revealing how God has worked uninterruptedly and continues to operate throughout the history of mankind up to our times and also unmasking, for example, false love. for the neighbor inherent in the donation of organs because it is absolutely in contrast with the saving dynamic of God, except when it is an authentic act of love and does not break the natural laws of the species.
Nicola's books are, for me, the most beautiful grace in that they gave me not "fish to eat" but "I love it to fish”.
Considering the gangrene that corrodes the humanity of our times, I asked myself: are Nicola's books perhaps an extraordinary channel through which the Adorable, Unfathomable Mercy of the Father flows?
Are they a "life jacket" launched by the Unstoppable Love to those who drown in the sea of doctrinal relativism?
Judging by the conversions they produced, by the last minute bailouts they made, I think so. How many conversions? How many bailouts?
Indeed, now, if I were to answer questions regarding people who have been benefited by books, converted to the Catholic faith (such as the Canadian Jewish doctor Joseph Stuckler) or favored by spiritual graces or extraordinary healings through the intercession of Nicholas, I would feel myself drowning in a magnum sea!

As for me, I report a grace received:

8 10 - 1997: I got up at 5:15 am. It was the day of the pilgrimage to S. Giovanni Rotondo (FG). I prepared everything I needed and got out. The initial rain turned into a downpour. Arriving at the church, the parish priest gave each animator, and therefore me too, the program of the day and the list of pilgrims. “My” bus arrived, across the street to check how many seats there were. There were 52: my list is precisely 52 people. I made the roll call and, after the usual tantrums for seats, everyone sat down.
  After having said the Holy Rosary, I asked the pilgrims to give a testimony about Padre     Pio, a lady told me: "You bear witness! This morning you had a grace."
I didn’t understand what it meant, I ask her for an explanation and she continued: "this morning, as I arrived at the place of departure, I saw you cross the road (and I was in fact directed to the bus to check the number of seats) and a car on your right braked, it is true, but none of those who witnessed the scene thought he would make it in time: the road was slippery from the rain and the wheels would have skidded and would hit you fully.
After the lady, the other pilgrims also confirmed that I had had a grace but above all they did not explain how I managed to remain so calm.
I was perplexed to say the least: to be honest, I only remember that, before crossing the street, I looked to my left where there was a car in the distance and then to my right: there was, in truth, a car but I did not see it so close as to think I had to stop and I continued.
I also remember that, while I was crossing, I entrusted the pilgrimage to Padre Pio and Nicola and I felt a protective mantle on my person, something that served as a shield for me. The lady who was driving the car that was about to hit me was right in my bus and told me: "I didn't realize you were crossing, it was still dark and raining and I didn't know how I managed to avoid you.
Suddenly, something told me to brake, I hadn't even seen you but I braked. A few centimeters away from you, I realized you weren’t here. "
When I got home I asked Nicola about what had happened and I open his book: I read   the message in which he tells his mother to pay attention to the brakes of the car   because they don't work, but what left me amazed is the part of the message in which he says that He can stimulate a thought and therefore initiatives: I understood there that it was He who suggested that she had to stop! In fact, the lady driving the car told me: "I didn't notice that someone was crossing but I still felt the need to brake". In addition, the car did not brake but was almost nailed down because the dynamics included a skid. So, not   only did Nicola save me from the fatal accident but he also prevented me from getting scared as I didn't hear any sudden braking and didn't realize what was about to happen.  In the years following the death of Nicola, his reputation for holiness certainly increased and spread further, in my opinion in a fascinating, spontaneous, rapid and composed   way: from 2006 to today, for example, (another fruit) has sprung up in Italy prayer groups coordinated by the Caserta Association, from which testimonies still arrive; the aforementioned fame is not a phenomenon restricted and confined to environments or groups of people more closely linked to Nicola, on the contrary, it can be said to be a popular and ecclesial phenomenon widespread among every category of people; Nicola's reputation for holiness was not created or propagated by the relatives and friends of  Nicola himself: educated, wealthy but many of them are the least attentive, some still  stuck in the memory of pain, others do not want to go further " themselves ”, letting themselves be ensnared by family quarrels and dulled by matters of pride.
The content of this vast correspondence is, I believe, too, a "fruit" in the evangelical  sense: what above gives it "voice" I would say in an "objective" way without being vitiated by my impressions.

So far "the scent of roses" but there is no lack of "thorn pricks": Nicola's detractors. There are those for whom books are a "strange suggestion of poor mad mother". To these I reply: "Heaven would want all the 'suggestions' to have the wonderful effects I see!" I am not surprised, nor am I scandalized, if they do not believe the messages, because it is not a question of dogmas of faith, I would only like less rash in the judgment especially if the books have not been read, all of them.
Let's say, I tell the detractors, that Pina, Nicola's mother, is the victim of a suggestion and that thanks to that "great charisma", which I also recognize her, she managed to "mount" the beautiful found of her holy son.
Now, up to here, we are on a plan of "conception" limited to Pina alone.
However, the real fact of the matter is that it was a really brilliant idea because Pina was able to involve a significant amount of people.
I would like to observe: how can it be that a "delusional fantasy" manages to gather so many people for cenacles of prayer; produce evidence of clinically proven physical healings (and it is not the “small wound") or conversions, increase of faith, prayer, serenity even in the midst of the many difficulties of life or real visions or dreams through which Nicola manifested also to those who had never heard of it and wrote books whose  content is extraordinarily rich in high theology?
And all this has lasted not just but for 33 years.
Reflection: “are we all delirious? What kind of diabolically hypnotic power would Pina have?
Is it really so diabolical if it comes out so well?

Then there are those who told me "Nicola did not convert, he did not need it": he was already "virtuous" therefore he should not have been converted.
I believe that this reasoning is short-circuited due to the word "convert" which is understood in the sense of "changing one's life".
Since one does not find in Nicola someone who was first a criminal and then started to be a good young man, we come to the conclusion that he did not convert because he was always "the good young man".
In this case, I emphasize that the word conversion simply means that in sickness, with God's grace, Nicola was able to turn upward, for love of God, the already existing disposition of the will to conform to the law. moral, his habit of doing good.
Eyewitnesses tell me that, for example, Nicola was already selfless.
Well, I say, but: did he have to be, let's say, 3 times altruistic, if he had the strength to offer himself as a victim and leave, at the age of 31, the wife he loved very much?
The last word he spoke was the name of his "Antonella".


Still some detractors object that Nicola spent a life in indifference and that only at the end of his days and in such a hidden way, did he eventually reach holiness.
They believe that he cannot give an example to today's youth who, on the contrary, would be led to not reflect enough on the value of life by postponing existential questions to the last moment. On closer inspection it is the opposite! Nicola lived in this tragic era, he reasoned, thought, acted how most of today's youth act and think "why think about problems that are not current for now, we will think about them later when the time comes, now we are young, let's have fun, let's love our way, let's live our way ".
But if, as for Nicola, enough comes from above (and sooner or later it arrives!), This reasoning no longer makes sense and everything needs to be redone.
Every saint spreads his light especially in the age in which he lived, becoming a guide and example especially for those who, like him, have experienced his own problems, his own diﬃculties.
The saints of distant times, if in essence, are bearers of the same truths, because the Truth is God himself who is eternal, they communicate little to the man of today who is living different experiences.

The "last" I heard about Nicola came from a girl to whom, for sentimental problems, I had given a holy card and she, after a few days, told me: "No.
It is not possible that Nicola is a saint, I have seen his photo and he is too young to work miracles. It takes someone as old as Padre Pio who has more experience with miracles ”. To which I replied: "Well, then, kindly, give me the holy card because I let him do some practice with someone else".

However, I am relieved to find a common opinion and that is that, today, as regards Nicola is characterized by moderation, by a heartfelt but sober devotion: his tomb in Sabaudia di Latina, a niche, is alien to excesses and superfluity and we, friends of Nicola, we flock there but on the occasion of August 28, the anniversary of his death.
I myself organize for visits to the cemetery, for Holy Mass, always asking for and obtaining regular permits.
During the year, then, I know that relatives or some friends go to the tomb who, even if only passing through, do not fail to go there.

In short, even today, this Nicola "lives", a messenger for the society of our time, hedonist and utilitarian to the nth degree, of "know how to live well die: you will rise to eternal life so as not to die anymore".
For many it is inconvenient, but "Sent" to tell us that it is necessary and we can immediately begin to become saints because holiness is not so much in facts as bilocation or extraordinary charisma but is living in communion with God in the ordinary, even in the silence of a life unknown to others; that "the miracle" is the uninterrupted working of God in our life, with a view to eternal salvation and therefore not necessarily healing from an illness because it is, if one corresponds to the work of Grace, a means of purification.

In my opinion, the ecclesial value of the figure of Nicola is remarkable:
for books whose purpose is to purify theology from enemy infiltrations, to communicate truths that lead to the conquest of Good, to restore serenity, to kindle hope, to stimulate faith;
for his life, testimony of those who have lived the suffering accepted and offered, of those who, with the grace of God, have also seen the friendly face of pain.

An "indicator" of Nicola's holiness is perhaps, in addition to his body, his own face which, on July 24, 2009, I saw covered with a white patina for which the three doctors present were unable to give a explanation.
Nicola's face covered with that thin white layer gave over light and gave me a sense of great peace.
Difficult to translate into words but his face, on which the traits of suffering are still imprinted, is as if he said: "now no one and nothing can disturb my peace".
I heard some of those present put forward hypotheses about that white patina, mine is: "Will it not be a reflection of the glory that Nicola has in Heaven for having been a" host "in imitation of the Immaculate Host?


Testimony5.Toniolo Anna

I, the undersigned, Toniolo Anna, resident in Thiene (VI),

I write to bear witness to events that have happened to me which testify the presence and help of my friend Nicola Reina in my life.

I have already had the opportunity to give testimony of Nicola's incessant work of intercession in my life, through two letters sent respectively to bishop Petrocchi, of Latina in 2004, and to Father Mario Sbarigia in 2007.
For this reason the report of the events up to 2007 will contain some steps of the aforementioned testimonies, then continuing the story of the last few years.

I met Nicola Reina and his story in June 1997, and since then my life has changed.
At that time I was studying at the University of Venice, and my life was as many other girls of my age: home, studying and meeting friends.
I had distanced myself from the Church and from God so much that, despite the insistence of my family, I participated more and more reluctantly and rarely to the Sunday services.
Just talking about matters involving religion used to upset me, and I felt like I was fine that way.
Until the day I was diagnosed with an endometriosis problem in the ovaries, and I needed a surgery as soon as possible.
Then, as the operation was due, I went to see a lady who practiced pranotherapy, in order to remove the inflammation from the area I was going to be operated on.
We quickly became friends, and she closely followed the stages of my hospitalization.   The impact with the pain I had during my hospitalization already began to work on me  and changed  my attitude towards life: it was as if a breach had opened in my armor, and from there a strange sense of anxiety began to bother me, almost like a wait.
A few weeks later, during a chat I said to my pranotherapist "You know, something is changing in me, it's like I'm waiting for something in my life, but I don't know what."    She then gave me some books, advising me to read them because she said they would do me good.

She briefly mentioned the subject they were dealing with, and just hearing that they were about something supernatural, I immediately froze.
Anyway I accepted them, thanked her and took them home. They were the first four volumes of “My friend Nicola”.
My attitude towards those books was very strange for a few days: there was something about them that attracted me and at the same time rejected them.
I had a hard time starting to read them, and even after the first few pages my attitude was one of veiled skepticism.
It was then that a wonderful event happened, which shook me deeply and which I still remember after so many years.
I remember it was June; I was in the parking lot of a supermarket in Vicenza and I was placing some shopping bags into the car.
I was thinking, as always in those days, about Nicola and his book, and still torn between that sense of peace that emerged from those pages and my anxieties, I invoked him.
Then I turned all of a sudden, and looked across the street towards a small wooden building where I often went to buy the newspaper.
It was then that I saw a person who appeared to me for a very long moment as Nicola.

It was a moment, a matter of seconds, I think, but I recognized Him with my heart even more than with my eyes: I was short of breath and I identified Him.
It was him: Nicola.
Smiling as in the photo that was on his book, almost in the same position, one arm leaning against a car which, as I remember today, seemed to be blue.
It was an instant: then, I don’t longer remember how much later and how, He got into the car and left.
From that moment my life changed: it was as if the fog that had enveloped me until then had been swept away, and that I could see more clearly.
The reading of the books went on without stopping, and in the same period I regularly went to Church.
After some time, another episode happened that was very important to me: one night I saw Nicola in a dream.
And I understood that it was not a dream like many others: Nicola was, as I seem to remember, silhouetted against a uniform background. There was only Him, and He spoke to me for a long time.
At the end he said something like: ° 'Please remember what I told you. "

Once I woke up, I very well remembered Nicola and the fact that He had spoken to me, but I did not remember His words.
However, I felt like receiving them anyway.
Besides these two decisive episodes for my spiritual growth, there have been several occasions in which I was able to recognize Nicola's constant presence in my life, starting with the people I met, first of all Mrs. Pina Reina, Nicola's mother .
Since then Nicola has been for me support, help, hope: reading his books is always a strong emotion.
Among those pages I was able to find many answers to my most differences, and through reading I found a way to get closer to Jesus again and in a deeper way.
In the meantime, his support has also made itself clear about my studying. My university process seemed to have stopped: for a year now I hadn't made up my mind to take the exams that still needed to be done to obtain a degree in Architecture.
I was especially stuck in regard to one exam in particular, Construction Science, which I had been taking for three years. Nicola helped me in this: the exam, divided into two  tests, took place, surprisingly, in a calm way and everything went well. Having passed  that fateful exam and trusting in Nicola's help, on the advice of my pranotherapist friend, I faced another very diﬃcult one a few days later, throwing myself into a frenzied and very fast study. It was a single oral test.
The exam, as it had happened for the previous one, went well, and as for the previous one, the mark was 28/30.
Nicola then followed me for the entire duration of my course of study, helping me to overcome emotional blocks, fears and uncertainties, and to face the last, sweaty and terrible exam, Construction Technique 1, to bring me to the coveted degree and to the long-awaited achievement of the professional qualification.
Nicola did not limit himself to this: for some time, since 1997, he accompanied me on a long journey of inner analysis.
By randomly opening the pages of his books, but above all of the first volume, for a long time I have found answers and advice that have directed me on the journey, page after page, answer after answer.
Until the moment in which Nicola "corrected the course" that I was giving to my relationship with him.

At a certain point I realized that approaching the reading of his books had become for me only an incessant demand for immediate answers, and no longer, as Nicola wanted it to be, a careful and meditated reading.
I had come to base my relationship with Nicola on wrong assumptions.
For me it had become more than anything else a leaning on his book that he had always given me so many answers and I firmly believe that it was Nicola himself who forced me to detach myself from his book for a while to open myself instead to a path of personal introspection.
Then I gave up reading for a while, while keeping the book close to me. Until 2003, when Nicola forcefully became the protagonist of my life.
That summer I was with Luca (my boyfriend, now my husband) on vacation in Croatia, in Novigrad.
There we met two couples with whom we immediately made friends.
One day one of these four friends, a girl (who wishes to remain anonymous), in confidence said that she had come on vacation mainly to try to distract her mind from a serious matter that was happening in her family: her brother's girlfriend had been diagnosed with cancer of the walls of the uterus.

I immediately thought to Nicola and, not remembering the exact details, I called my house to have my mother dictate the telephone number of Mrs. Pina Reina which I remembered being printed in the first book.
I recommended to my friend to let the girl know that shortly after (it was August) there would be the anniversary of Nicola's death, and to advise her to go to Sabaudia to pray at His grave.
My friend's mother went to Sabaudia, and I remember that I was told that she had met Signora Pina.
After several months I remember asking about the sick girl, and was told by my friend that that year she had gone on vacation to Corsica with her brother.
I have spoken to my friend on the phone those days: her brother's girlfriend, after chemotherapy, is undergoing other treatments in Milan, she is better, and she told me that the tumor, in her own words, “it's still".
Nicola was and still is an integral part of my life.
I have recognized his support in many small and big difficulties of every day.
He supports me again in my inner journey, since by randomly opening the pages of his book, I find again targeted answers and precious advice.
But it is from a precise moment that his help has proved essential and decisive as regards my personal experience.
After graduation I led a quiet life, without too many shocks: first work experiences, a long- term engagement with my boyfriend Luca Tressi, home life.
Until the summer of 2005, when the relationship with Luca had a very serious crisis: after seven years of engagement we were in danger of separating forever.
Shortly before this circumstance I had dreamed of Nicola: in the dream I had found myself in central Italy (I think Rome, but I don't remember very well) with nothing left to go home.  I had lost my backpack and with it my cell phone and wallet.
A taxi driver stopped and told me not to worry, because He would take me home. The taxi driver in my dream was Nicola.
I later linked this dream to all the events that happened in the following months, and I saw a reassurance from Nicola of the help he would give me.
Despite the pain that involved me and Luca, our feeling was still very strong. I then invoked Jesus and asked for help to Nicola to understand what to do.
I asked Luca to accompany me to Sabaudia to pray at my friend Nicola's grave and he agreed.

We went to Sabaudia on August 28, 2005, the day of the 20th anniversary of his death. It was the first time I went to visit His grave, despite knowing His story since 1997.
From that day on, events for me and for Luca unfolded in such a whirlwind way and at the same time so linear, that it was not difficult to see a Celestial help.
Our relationship with time was strengthened to such an extent that for the first time we talked seriously and constructively about marriage.
What gave a decisive push was an event that happened just after Luca and I went to Nicola's grave: on that occasion Luca ( he confided to me later ) asked Nicola to help us find a home to be able to proceed with our projects.
A few hours later, at his house, a relative of his called asking for him.
Since we were still in Rome, we just found out once we got back home: his aunt proposed to Luca to live in one of her apartments in Thiene, since the current tenants would soon leave. .
This gave a huge boost to events: we set the wedding for the following spring.
It was our dream to be able to get married in Rome, but it seemed an impossible undertaking, especially given to the short time we had available to fix the date and for the preparations.
However, we went to ask a priest friend of ours in Rome if he could agree to marry us, and he was happy; so we set the date without any problems.
The following months were certainly full and chaotic, but we managed to organize everything smoothly: we got married in the Church of Sant'Agnese in Agone in May 2006. In the meantime, I have done some medical examinations, and some new gynecological problems had arisen: from January 2006 I had noticed a gradual worsening of the pains that had accompanied me for years now, that I knew very well what was caused by:  pelvic endometriosis.
It was from the surgery I had undergone in 1997 that I kept my clinical situation under observation, not without a certain apprehension, as the desire to have a child had always been alive in me, and the complications I had could set limits on my my fertility.
The diagnosis that was made to me in 2006 by the gynecologist who had been treating me recently, Dr. Minelli of the Sacred Heart Hospital in Negrar (VR), therefore did not surprise me, but it disheartened me.
He said that according to my ailments, it could be a formation of endometriosis in the vicinity of the bladder, and that this could have been resolved with an operation, but he added that it could have been much more precise after some tests that I had to do in hospital, undergoing a first brief operation under anesthesia.
We therefore fixed my availability to be called for that intervention, since there is a waiting list, from the day of my return from the honeymoon.
my husband and I, considering my problems and the my pain that I had to endure cyclically, decided last minute to spend our honeymoon in Italy, to not risk being abroad if  I had been ill in those days.
I took advantage of the change of plans to return to Sabaudia once again, and pray again on Nicola's grave.
Our journey then continued in the Circeo and in Assisi, where I also prayed on St. Francesco’s grave
In July, I underwent checks at the Negrar hospital, and was summoned to have an answer a month later.

On that occasion my husband and I met Dr. Pomini, who explained the situation to us. In addition to uterine formations, the problem that caused me the most pain in those months was an endometriosis plaque that had formed between the uterus and the bladder.

The doctor offered us two solutions: either a path that involved artificial insemination to try to have a child, given my age, or a bladder surgery to remove the formation of endometriosis, to be carried out with some urgency.
The doctor informed us in detail both on one and the other option, although he still recommended the surgery, as it would eliminate the problem, while a pregnancy would only postpone it.
He also informed us verbally that, in the current state of things, the chances for me to have a pregnancy before the operation were around 3%, and warned us that it would still be a risky pregnancy.
I was struck by some words that the doctor said during that painful speech, namely that the percentage of 3% for medicine was nothing, but that to operate on God it was even much less. My husband and I chose not to use artificial insemination and I put myself on the waiting list for the surgery, which, I was informed by the same doctor, would be about seven months.
While waiting, I made sure to think as little as possible about the surgery, and put the problem aside, promising myself to deal with it when I was called for hospitalization.
In the meantime, something more than wonderful had happened in my life: on August 9th 2006 I went with a friend of mine, who has the gift of the interior phrase, to visit the Cenacle of Prayer of Our Lady Queen of Love in Poleo (Schio).
I had only been there once, despite being close to where I lived, and I hardly knew the story of the visionary Renato Pietro Baron who for years, since 1985, had received messages from the Blessed Virgin Mary. But I gladly accompanied my friend, who wanted so much to see the place.
She received a Message just as we were praying in front of the great Crucifix: Jesus spoke to her and told her He would heal me! My emotion was very great, my emotion was enormous, and when we both went in front of the image of the Virgin, in the place where the apparitions took place, I prayed intensely to Our Lady to allow me to have children.
My husband and I returned to Rome in September to collect the photos of our wedding and I have taken the opportunity to return to pray at Nicola's grave in Sabaudia, once again daring to ask Him to intercede with Jesus and the Heavenly Mother so that I could have a child.
Looking back at that period, there are emotions, memories of encounters with people who have guided, helped, comforted me, who have prayed for me, various events in which I can see the work of Grace in my poor life.
One of these concerns the Blessing that was given to me by an exorcist priest, Don Dino of the Sanctuary Madonna "Salute degli Infermi" in Scaldaferro (VI), with whom I prayed asking to have children, and the second was participation in a Healing Mass of Father Michele Bianco, which took place on November 12, 2006 (I cannot confirm the accuracy of the date, but I seem to remember it was 12), in Camposampiero (PD).

While receiving Communion from Father Michael's hands, I felt like a small tremor.
At the end of the celebration, while Father Michael exercised the charisma called "word of knowledge", and was announcing the healings that the Lord had performed that  afternoon, he said that some women (I seem to remember that he said there were 2) would have a child . At that moment I had the knowledge that one of them was me.
I didn’t know by then, but I was already pregnant. A little more than a week later my joy was great:
I realized I was pregnant and immediately contacted the doctors who had followed me to Negrar: they all recommended the utmost attention given the delicacy of my situation.
My heart overflowed with joy and gratitude: I had been granted the opportunity to experience the immense joy of motherhood, and I was immensely grateful to the Lord for this Grace, for allowing me to experience the greatest happiness that a woman can know.

Despite the perplexities of the doctors, the pregnancy continued without particular problems until the eighth month.
In the ninth month a fairly common event arose, a rise in my blood pressure, with relative swelling of the lower limbs.
This implied the need for greater attention to possible suffering of the fetus.
I was hospitalized several times at the Thiene’s hospital during the last month of pregnancy: the first in the obstetrics ward to monitor my clinical situation, and then directly in the premises adjacent to the delivery room to undergo several attempts to induce birth, which however they were unsuccessful.

My situation, the doctors told me, was such as to make it desirable for the birth to take place as soon as possible, to avoid having to undergo an emergency caesarean section in the last few days, in case my condition worsened.
The doctors did not give details, but there was palpably a growing apprehension that labor would not begin, despite the repeated inductions I had been subjected to.
It was the evening of July 27, 2007: the waiting limit days provided for by the hospital protocol for childbirth were gone by, and the next day would be the last day available for a natural birth.
In the ward I met the doctor on duty for the night, Dr. Capuozzo, who told me, in a tone between serious and joking, that I should find a way to give birth by myself, since they could not do anything to me, not even the C-section if it wasn’t an emergency.
I understood then that the repeated inductions, even if it had not been explicitly explained to me, were due to the fact that my situation was quite critical: I could not use epidural anesthesia due to my predisposition to headaches, and not it was advisable to perform   a C-section since the endometriosis plaque was right next to the area involved in the eventual surgery.

I was therefore very discouraged when I set out to spend yet another night of waiting before July 28, the day during which the last induction procedure was to be attempted.
If that attempt also failed, I was warned, the caesarean would be a must, even if it wasn't the best solution.
I called on Nicola particularly urgently that evening.
I also called a dear friend of mine, Mariangela Di Filippo, to update her on my conditions and to ask her to pray to Nicola for me.
Around eleven o'clock in the evening my condition changed: the aches and contractions I had endured throughout the day due to the morning induction attempt, gave way to a different malaise.
I asked my husband, who  had been with me all day and was about to go home, to stay a little longer.
The contractions became all of a sudden stronger and Doctor Capuozzo could only confirm that labor had begun.
The pain was, as it is for all births, very strong, and in the delivery room my strength began to fail just when the doctors (a second doctor was called to assist me, Dr. Amalfi) asked me to make a last effort: I was about to give birth.
It was then that, in pain and fatigue, I shouted Nicola's name to ask Him for immediate help.
In the room were the two doctors, my husband and some midwives, but for a moment I had the distinct feeling that Someone else was there.
It is diffcult to explain, but I will try to do it: for a very short time I perceived a presence on my right, a little away from my shoulders. I had the feeling that he was a standing figure and that yellow prevailed: I immediately identified him as Nicola.
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A few moments later my son was born, a beautiful boy for whom my husband and I had already chosen the name: Nicola. It was July 28th, 2007.
My joy was immense: I had become a mother!
After a month I went for a checkup to the gynecologist who had followed me throughout my pregnancy in Thiene, Dr. Jorizzo.
Before saying goodbye, the doctor added one of his considerations: he told us not to put too much hope in the eventuality of having another child, since we had already been lucky to have little Nicola.
Doctor Minelli from the Sacro Cuore di Negrar hospital was of the same opinion when I went to see him around November 2007 for a check-up.
I was advised not to go to her once in the first months of pregnancy, not even to check my condition, as there could be complications due to the distance I had to travel to get to Verona.
So we met again only after the birth of my baby, having been followed by Thiene. On that occasion he told me that the planned surgery for my endometriosis problem could be postponed to a later date and that it was enough for me to undergo a series of small checkups that he listed for me.
It was therefore with great emotion that I realized in January 2008 that I was pregnant again! The second pregnancy proceeded in completely fine and on the 7th of September 2008 Giulia was born.
Now I am a happy mother, and I thank the Lord every day for the Gifts He has granted me.
When I go back with thoughts, I see with gratitude the continuous work of the Grace that works continuously in my poor life.
I always thank the Lord for allowing me to meet Nicola and his story, because I can say with certainty that my life can be divided into two parts: before and after the meeting with Nicola Reina.

If you ask me what struck me most about Nicola's story, I think that, first of all it was His earthly experience, the fact that he was a young man like many others, but who had the immense strength to abandon himself to the Will of God, to give oneself in such a totalizing way.
Ironically, I think it was precisely the fact that he was a young man with his doubts, his fragilities and his questions, that made him feel closer to my experience, and therefore allowed me to get closer to his story.
Then, He conquered me with His closeness, with His help, with the power of God's Love that manifests itself through Him.
In his book Nicola uses a young language, suitable for young people, for our time: His words are those of a young man of our time, His life experience was similar to that of many other young people, and that is why, I believe , that His words reach straight to the heart, as well as the fact that the messages He communicates are carriers of Peace and Love.
Nicola Reina has changed my life, and for this I will never stop thanking Him: He has been in my heart and in my prayers since that day in June 1997, a day I will never forget.


Testimony 6. Alvano Fabio

I, the undersigned, Fabio Alvano, resident in Naples,
I am not bound by family ties with Nicola Reina.
I did not know Nicola when he was alive, my testimony will focus on:
· How I came into contact with his relatives and friends;
· Contribution of Nicola's books in my spiritual growth;
· Graces received from Nicola directly;
· Graces that the people I know directly have received;
· The devotion I have for Nicola's grave.
The first contact with Nicola's family dates back to August 28th 2005 in Sabaudia during the 20th anniversary of his birth in Heaven.
It all began when in the summer of 2005 my father decided to clean up the family library and throw away those books that he did not consider useful.
He came across by "chance" (I write it in quotation marks because I want to inform the reader that I absolutely do not believe in chance, everything happens for God's plan, in respect of our free will, the Lord establishes projects for each of us to which we can more or less adhere.) in a book: My friend Nicola vol.1 °.
Before continuing I want to make a premise that both my parents are pastoral workers and I consider them to have a deep religious culture.
The book was read by my father in a single night, I remember that he said he found numerous ideas and that the theological contents were of the highest level.
Nicola's life and his illness had a great impact on him, he told me that he understood perfectly what Nicola described in his diary because as a young man he had had the same operation and he too had stayed six months in hospital.
The book was also read by my mother and in her the "effect" was even greater, she was literally dazzled, in fact it was “she” who remembered that the book was given to her by a dear friend of ours: Rachele Brandi from Rome, and always this' last he got in touch with my mother and informed her of the meeting in Sabaudia in August hat year (I remember 2005).
Pushed mainly by my mother, we went to Sabaudia for the meeting on the 28th August. Up to here I lived Nicola as a reflection, I did not have the opportunity to read the book and I remember that I raised numerous criticisms on the way in which the book was written, the inner locutions of the mother did not inspire me with certainty of the source.

When I arrived in Sabaudia, I immediately went to confession to a priest who was present there.
In hindsight, from this very moment my change began.
I was confessed by a holy priest, Father Raffaele Crivello of the servants of Mary, a priest who for a long time followed Nicola's mother.
I can say that at the end of the confession he told me to be in good spirits that after a few months I would graduate ... this sentence was like thunder in my spirit for me because he absolutely did not know who I was, we had never seen each other before and I I was a stranger to him who had just arrived from Naples a few minutes before.
I remember perfectly, that at the moment of the blessing he imposed his hands on me and I felt an extraordinary force that went through my body and I almost lost consciousness, that same experience I lived only 3 years later in Medjugorje and they explained to me that it is called the rest of the spirit.
I left that confession happily troubled, I told the episode of Father Raffaele's foresight to my parents and I investigated what happened to give a rational explanation but there were none.
The day passed pleasantly and I remember that I took many books by Nicola that intrigued and at the same time still struck me also by the meeting with that holy priest.

As I said earlier, August 28th, 2005 marks a watershed in my spiritual life, before I considered myself a good Catholic, I always attended the parish, for years I served mass as a minister, then I attended the Catholic association and later I followed 5 years of course on the Gospels and the Bible together with the prayer group set up in 2000 by my parents.
In the truth, I was a catholic sleeping in a deadly sleep because although the Holy Scriptures were not unknown to me I had not grasped its real and immense contents, I had remained on the surface basking in my adaptations and in my beliefs.
On returning from Sabaudia, I slowly began to read Nicola's books and I did so with great humility, clearing my mind of my preconceptions, slowly those pages were for me like  rays of light, a very bright light that crossed the darkness of my soul with firmness, like a knife blade.
All my sand castles collapsed one by one and here I would particularly like to focus the reader's attention, Nicola was and is for an affectionate catechist, I have carefully read all his 12 books in 2 years.
I gradually changed my representation of God and I went in search of the Lord, to understand what His Will really was.
Nicola taught me that one must gradually dismantle one's self, rich in pride, arrogance and cultivate, strengthening it, humility, the greatest of virtues precisely because it opposes pride, the greatest of the deadly sins because of which it was born Evil.
Little by little, everything I had studied in the religious field took on an incredible clarity, even my parents realized that, I began to speak more and more often about Theology and my wonder was the clarity with which I explained the concepts, even during the  interviews. with some of my non-believing companions, I no longer remained speechless but always answered clearly and quoting the passages of the Holy Scriptures appropriately.
Prayer began to take on an important aspect in my life, before reading Nicola's books I had not grasped its real and vital importance, the importance of the daily Rosary.

I began to be aware of the presence and work of the evil one, before I considered evil as unfortunately so many Catholics do today, an abstract entity, it exists, but the dynamics of its interventions are not well understood. Instead Nicola, through his books, made me understand that evil exists and works, always by divine permission, but it works and we must be careful, it takes a lot of humility to avoid falling into temptation, continuous   prayer to keep strong and firm on the away the spirit, the assiduous frequency of the sacraments, the constant reading of the Holy Scriptures and the guidance of a priest.
In fact, in the writings of Nicola, reference is continually made to follow and support the Church not to criticize it but it began to be aware of the presence and work of the evil one, before   I considered evil as unfortunately so many Catholics do today, an abstract entity, it exists but the dynamics of its interventions are not well understood. Instead Nicola, through his books, made me understand that evil exists and works, always by divine permission, but it works subtly and we must be careful, it takes a lot of humility to avoid falling into temptation, continuous prayer to keep strong and firm on the away the spirit, the assiduous frequency of the sacraments, the constant reading of the Holy Scriptures and the guidance of a priest.
In fact, in the writings of Nicholas, reference is continually made to follow and support the Church not to criticize it and to align with the Pope our pastor.

In fact, as I said before, I was also a victim of relativism, through Nicola I understood that we must know God and not the model we have of Him, through this research I  understood that the Church, understood as an ecclesiastical institution, does nothing but preserve the Faith and representing Jesus Christ in the best possible way and that, while always maintaining a careful critical spirit, we must not say: "... I do not agree on this  point or that, etc.", because this phrase hides an enormous pride in that in an instant we place ourselves above the Pope and the magisterium of the Church by arrogating to ourselves superior judgment skills such as to grasp errors where in reality there are none. Instead, if we do not understand some passages, we must always humbly seek the explanation through a thorough study and with the guidance and support of good priests. Another very important contribution that Nicola's books made to my spiritual growth was  to make me understand the importance of Mary Most Holy in the history of our salvation, as Pope Paul VI said: "You cannot be a Christian if you are not Marian " and this is to align with the Pope our pastor.

Finally I would like to add that Nicola has opened my mind also regarding the path of holiness, before I considered it to be the prerogative of the great churchmen and I was as I said before among those ranks of Catholics who thought, by stealing a football term, a tie  is enough , that is, they are satisfied with purgatory and believe that the Lord forgives everyone so much for His Divine Mercy.
This unfortunately is a satanic deception that winds among the ranks of the faithful as it induces to let down the guard during the spiritual journey, due to a fake tranquility that drowsy the conscience and silences that holy fear that we must always have regarding the judgment of Our Lord.
In fact it is true that He is infinitely merciful but it must be added that in Him there is also the Divine Justice in the name of which He will judge us and which we must think about until the last breath, since only in that instant will everything be completed and our spiritual battle can be said to be over.
Nicola has the merit and I will never stop thanking him, for making me understand that holiness is the only path we must all strive for, we must try with all our strength, through constant discipline in taming our concupiscence and strengthening our spirit .
Our Lord, when he thought of us and loved us in his infinite present, did not think of a project inferior to the greatest of saints for any of us, in fact God cannot think of a person with defects or vices but he does it in absolute purity, and we are perfection, but with our perversion, distance ourselves from this initial project of holiness.
My testimony regarding the graces received from Nicola embraces many episodes, here I want to recall some, the most significant ones.
During my work I find myself about every 2 months in Latina and every time, before returning home, I stopped in Sabaudia and its cemetery where Nicola's body rests.

2007 was a very special year for me because my girlfriend and I had decided to get married and we encountered enormous obstacles of different nature, I asked Nicola for the grace of marriage, on his grave, in February 2007, I prayed that at least we could start the preparations and so it was, but by July 2007 we had not yet found a home and the wedding was scheduled for June 2008. I went back to Nicola's tomb and asked him specifically to help me find a house to rent.
I remember perfectly that when I arrived in Naples, in the afternoon, I was approached by the porter of my maternal grandmother's palace and asked me if I was interested in a rented house, the same day I made an appointment with the owner and after another two days I signed the contract, an incredible story if I think about how much time I had lost before and how many houses I had unnecessarily seen.
My confidence in Nicola's intercession was strengthened even more when I introduced myself to the one who would be my new goalkeeper and I heard the answer: "Very pleased, Nicola".
As a further testimony I attach the full text of a letter I wrote in September 2009:

I, the undersigned Alvano Fabio, declare that what follows is true.
Following the unfavorable economic situation, this year (2009) I found myself having to face everyday expenses with increasing difficulty. There is no shortage of work but customer payments are made with increasing delay.
For this reason, in August I had to sell all the jewelry that my grandparents and relatives had given me for my baptism, first communion etc., a gesture that cost me for the memories that tied me to those gifts.
I took it as a sacrifice and an act of humility to give to Jesus.
Unfortunately it was not enough, for the month of September I had to pay the rent of the house, well € 839.00 for the social security fund of the engineers, € 273.00 for a fine and in addition all the expenses of the month of August that I had supported by credit card advances. I absolutely didn't know where to find the money.
I understood that the Lord often tests us to see what "metal" we are made of, the more we deepen our spiritual path and the more Our Father tests and strengthens our faith in His Divine Pedagogy.
It is for this reason that I have made an act of complete entrustment to God the Father (.. Lord give us today our daily bread ..), I have gone on trusting completely in Him and believe me it is not easy seeing the days pass and getting closer and closer the date of payments.
On Friday 28th of August 2009, in Sabaudia, on Nicola Reina’s grave, I asked for the grace to intercede with Our Lord so that he would give me the possibility of being able to meet the expenses.
Our friend Nicola did not wait ... while I was testifying on the microphone, of the recent exhumation, at the home of the mother Pina Reina, my mobile phone vibrated in my pocket, I could not answer and later I could not trace the subscriber to whom matched the number, I thought it was a customer.
The next morning (Saturday 29) the same number called me back; was a person interested in buying my scooter that I had put up for sale on the internet on 27 August. We arranged an appointment for the following Monday.
Also on Saturday with my wife I walked by, randomly, in front of a betting shop and I said to myself: “Nicola if you don't want me to use this method then don't let me win”.
I walked in and I played € 10.00 on the result of 9 football matches.
Back home I decided to send my resume to some certification bodies for ISO 9001, in the hope of finding an additional job to the one I already did. 

On Monday 31st August I was immediately contacted by an institution and they asked me for additional documentation by email. I sent it and the next day I received the employment contract as an external collaborator! I was amazed at the speed of events.
In the afternoon, in the same day, I met with the possible buyer of my scooter who was very interested.
He wanted to buy it and we arranged an appointment for the following Thursday to ratify the deed of sale, we agreed for € 1650.00.
Also on Monday evening I discovered that I won with the € 10.00 ticket well € 749.00. In summary, in just one day I was contacted by the certification body (the day after I signed the contract), I sold the scooter and won the ticket.
Thus ended an extraordinary week for the graces received, in fact with the sum of the money obtained I was able to meet exactly all the payments.
On the Friday of the following week, I went to Canosa in Puglia to the certification body for which I had signed the contract and, when I reached my destination, I parked the car in front of a building.
I looked up and read on a large plaque placed on the door of the "NICOLA" building: it was the plaque with the details of an accountant but from my view I could only read the name "NICOLA".
I consider, since I absolutely do not believe in chance, the latter the "signature" of our friend, who likes, with very sweet signs, to point out his constant presence and intercession with the Most High.
This is what I had to tell for the sake of the Truth.
I am also attaching my technical report on Nicola's exhumation on July 24, 2009 and the related testimony Technical Report for the exhumation of Nicola Reina.
I, the undersigned Dr. Eng. Fabio Alvano, declare that what follows is true.
On July 24, 2009 I witnessed the exhumation of Nicola Reina's body at the Sabaudia cemetery, documenting all the phases on video support.
The exhumation operations involved opening the mound and transporting the coffin on a special trolley to the mortuary where the three casings in which the body is contained  were opened.
Having reached the opening of the third coffin, I was able to see that it was not hermetically closed, but already had a perimeter cut around the head area, up to the height of Nicola Reina's neck, due to the partial inspection which took place on 10 March 2003 , this resulted in the continuous exposure of the body to humidity, to   microorganisms formed in the wooden coffin as well as to the bacterial load present in the air.
For these reasons, the body, in the last 6 years, has been subjected to an additional physical-chemical-biological attack that should have accelerated the normal processes of putrefaction.
This was not the case, in fact, when the third coffin was completely opened, by cutting   the upper cover, only a smell of mold and humidity was perceived due to the processes triggered by water, but none of the experts present felt the classic smells of the rot. The coffin padding was moldy, Nicola Reina's clothes were intact but completely wet. Nicola's body appeared intact in all its parts.

The face was covered with a first layer of presumably soft white mold under which there was a second layer of a white wax-like substance. The face was intact, the beard, the mustache, the perfect preservation of the dental arches were highlighted, the lower jaw was in place and the nose presented its normal profile, clearly highlighting the two nostrils. All the somatic aspects of the face were intact, even the cheeks retained their turgor.
After the visual inspection, the jacket and shirt were cut to check the chest and upper pelvic part to ascertain the state of the scars due to the surgical operations.
The trunk was also intact, showed no signs of decomposition, the skin still highlighted the underlying layers, the musculature was firmly anchored to the skeletal support so as to oppose, with a resistance, the movement of the cemetery technician intent on spreading the arms of the body and allow easier cutting of clothing.
Removed the gauze covering Nicola's abdomen, the scar that started from the sternum was clearly highlighted and, deviating around the navel, ended in the pubic region. Under the breastbone there was a hole with a gauze inserted inside it, at the waist it was used for drainage and for daily disinfection operations, now it was used to visually check the presence of internal organs.
Observing the abdomen it was noticed that the same had a relaxation compared to the rib cage due to the loss of humors, it was not possible to observe the underlying skeletal support, constituted by the ribs, since the latter were covered by flesh and of the upper layers.
The skin, dark in color, showed a certain elasticity, the marks left by the patches and abdominal shaves were still evident.
The state of conservation of the entire chest was excellent, the hairs on the upper part of the sternum were highlighted up to the base of the neck.
The hands maintained their natural turgidity, the skin was dark and with all the underlying layers resting on muscle tissue that still evenly covered the bones. The nails, dark yellow in color, remained firmly in their housings.

After completing the video-photographic testimonies, the coffin was closed, the new burial was made and the minutes were drafted.

I write this testimony to describe as a faithful person what I saw and felt during the reopening of the coffin of the servant of God Nicola Reina which took place in the cemetery of Sabaudia on 24/07/09.
As I have described extensively in the technical report, Nicola's body is contained in three coffins, an external one of zinc, an intermediate of wood and an internal one of zinc.
Because of the partial opening took place during the inspection of 10 March 2003, the last zinc coffin was opened up at the neck, this has resulted in the last six years the continuous input of chemical, physical and biological.
Nicola's body was subjected not only to the aggression of time but also to that due to aerobic microorganisms, water and all that bacterial flora present in the wood of the crates.
On March 10, 2003 we witnessed the miracle of Nicola's body intact after 18 years, today we witnessed another miracle, He wanted the body of our friend not only still uncorrupted by time but also from further aggression perpetrated in last 6 years.
Upon opening the last coffin, I could immediately see that Nicola's face was covered with a white layer of a substance similar to wax, almost as if he had protected his face from that terrible and silent bacterial attack.
At first glance, his face seemed incredibly similar to that of Our Lord Jesus Christ on the Cross, similar in features because it expressed pain and suffering.  Nicola spent the last six months of his life in a hospital bed, facing heroically atrocious suffering every day, the latter undermining his physique making him lose weight beyond measure. Returning to the face, I can testify that it was intact, you could see the eyebrows, the eyelids, the cheeks, the moustache, the beard and the perfectly housed teeth. With the positive opinion of the doctors present, the clothes were cut in order to bare the chest. The clothes were wet as evidence of the adverse microclimatic conditions that have accompanied the body in the last 6 years. Discovered the chest we found that the putrefaction of the body have never begun, all tissues were intact, even the skin retained a portion of its elasticity showing still those who were the tortures that Nicholas  has dealt with love in the bed of the hospital.

The marks left by the plasters and dressings were still visible.
The scar that marked the entire abdomen, from the sternum to the pubic area, was as evident as the opening left for daily dressings and drainage immediately under the breastbone.
The hands still retained their turgidity, the nails were perfectly housed. As a friend of  Nicola it is not easy to testify and describe all the sensations and feelings that have crossed my soul. Already during the journey by car to Sabaudia, a clear, clear image  came to mind twice: Nicola dressed in white and placed in a transparent case on the left side of the church of Sabaudia. While the coffin was transported from the niche to the mortuary several times my body was crossed by strong shivers (certainly it was not the great heat that was that day) to testify, as he repeatedly asserts in his messages, the presence of Nicola in this special occasion. I consider this day a Miracle within a Miracle because not only the body of our friend Nicola has remained intact for 18 years as witnesses have seen on March 10, 2003, but it has faced and overcome the deadly battle against all those corrupting agents that can develop leaving the coffin open for 6 years, allowing the entry of water, aerobic microorganisms, insects etc. Nicola was once again  the winner despite the incorrect procedure followed in recent years, I remember that the servant of God had already requested his complete exhumation since 2000. Finally, I  thank Our Lord for giving me the opportunity to meet other witnesses of Nicola's life , very precious witnesses who have confirmed the heroic acceptance of the disease and its spiritual growth to the point of being awe-inspiring in recent times, awe at the very high level of purity achieved.


Testimony 7. Gioia Alessia

I, Alessia Gioia, resident in Naples, declare the following:

I have been working at the Capodichino airport in Naples, at the Customer Service, for four years, with a seasonal contract.

At the end of June 2006 I received a letter of objection, with possible suspension as a result, for a slander by one of my superiors.
It had never happened to me in 11 years of Customer Service life, and this had deeply disturbed me as I was innocent and the allegations indicated in the letter were absolutely unfounded and untrue. While waiting for the measures I would have undergone, I took advantage of a day off to relax , so I went to Sabaudia on 05/07/06.
On the morning of 06/07/06, before returning to Naples, I went to the Sabaudia cemetery to pray at Nicola Reina's grave; I remained in prayer for about 15 minutes, then I made my way out and when I reached the parking lot, I got into my boyfriend's car, who was also there for the visit, and in that instant my cell phone rang.
I replied, it was a colleague of mine who called me from the Naples airport and told me in a joyful voice that my suspension letter had been torn and told me the sentence: "Alessia, your letter has been torn, as if nothing had happened ! ".
My thoughts immediately went to Nicola Reina and his intercession with the Most High, I turned amazed to my boyfriend's side and found him crying, moved by the incident, he had listened to my phone call because I was on speaker.
Your Excellency, I wrote you this brief letter because I felt the duty to bear witness and with profound humility I send you the conclusions of my story, certain that you will analyze it with scruple and freedom of truth.
Remember me and my family in your prayers and in asking for your blessing, I remain available for any integration. To conclude, regarding my devotion to Nicola's grave I can say that, as I explained above, as soon as my work allows me, about every two months, I feel the need to visit Nicola's body in the Sabaudia cemetery.
I go there as when one goes to visit a living friend and I thank him for his continuous intercession. I can testify that the space in front of his niche is always full of flowers and plants and I often find thank-you notes or requests for thanks.

Testimony 8. Pivanti Claudio and Marilena

On the 24th of August 2012, my brother-in-law Alessandro was diagnosed with  lymphoma. The mass was of considerable size (about 12x15 cm) located in the mediastinum, a kind of virtual corridor present between the lungs. My husband and I were frozen, also because his brother Alessandro is only 25 years old. So within a few days, Alessandro was admitted to the Villa Maria hospital in Lugora, to undergo a delicate operation in order to identify the type of tumor and find the cure as soon as possible.   The situation was so compromised that even anesthesia alone for Alessandro could be fatal. In fact, the mass crushed the “vena cava”, creating an elusion in the lung and in the heart bag, in addition there was the risk of embolus and respiratory failure. Nevertheless we never lost heart and we always trusted in the Lord, even Alessandro himself prayed day and night, entrusting himself to the Lord's will. Lord who is present! Because from anyone, from Nicola's groups, from friends, neighbours, from volunteers came prayers, rosaries, including the blessed oil of the Madonnina di Loreto. My mother advised me to give an oil to Claudio (Alessandro's brother) so that he could draw a cross on his   brother's back, anointing it with the Holy oil. After the surgery, the first good news arrived:  it wasn’t a Hodgkin's lymphoma, the doctors explained that it was the best type because it was positive to medications with 90%of chances. Alessandro was admitted to the Ravenna hospital where he began to face chemo therapy which lasted six long months. We were all confident and continued to pray to Nicola and the Lord, and in some moments of despair my mother comforted me by saying: "Have faith, it will be Nicola's miracle!" . After the chemo in January 2013, there were good news for us ... the mass of (15x 12 cm) had completely melted, (as documented by the Pet, a kind of CT scan), even the doctors were incredulous. The head physician struggled to explain how a mass of such large dimensions managed to melt in just 6 months. Time to rejoice in the good news, which unfortunately was melted to a worse one: the Pet had shown a liver injury. The situation worsened.
Alessandro was again hospitalized and subjected to a very hard chemo, with the intent of bombing the liver, but we continued to pray Nicola, we were all confident, the prayers came from all the groups of Nicola in Italy, the Spoleto group , there was faith ... there was a lot of faith !!! Alessandro himself is an example for all of us, despite the hard and dull chemo, Alessandro is strong and firm in the Lord: the moments with Alessandro lying on the bed are printed into pictures with her bedside table next to it and above 3 little images, the Divine Mercy, Nicola, the Madonna. It was April 15, 2013 Alessandro was resigned because there was no longer any trace of the lymphoma.  He had only to do some check up, as the doctors certified. Alessandro was happy, all his prayers had been fulfilled and as he exclaimed: "I'm back .. St. Nicola helped me. 

Testimony 9. Sortino Maria

My friend and colleague nurse Rosaria has always taken care of the patients in the ward with a care and a love that many times could seem excessive so much was the dedication she put into her work. Married and divorced with two children Michele and Lucia she remarried with Salvatore with whom she had two other children; Davide and Samuel.
In October 2013 she got sick, and his ordeal began. From various investigations they discovered a very rare colon cancer. After months and months that we did not speak to each other I felt an increasingly pressing need to call her and thus I was aware of her dramatic situation. Rosaria came to sickness far from the Sacraments.
I entrusted everything to God and I prayed for her, I also asked for the prayer groups,  Nicola’s group and the Corolle group, to pray for her.
On 24.12.2013 Rosaria was very ill, the pain became unbearable, she went to the emergency room at night and she was hospitalized in the Medicine Department where we had worked side by side for years. In the following visits, I spoke to Rosaria about my new life of conversion which took place after a pilgrimage to Medjugorie, about the reconciliation with my husband from whom I was separated for eight years, I talked to her about reconciliation with God, about confession, about the Holy Eucharist, prayers, about my devotion to Nicola who was a brother who died in the concept of holiness who suffered like her from the same disease, (I gave her the holy card of Nicola, I had given it to her earlier). I told her about  the importance that this new path had for me. it made me find a new dimension of true and serene life in union with Jesus and Mary - the Father and the Holy Saint  who give me the strength, joy and much more hope. Rosaria listened to me amazed, I saw her very interested in what I was saying and I felt the sleeping faith awakening in her. During the illness and the stay in hospital , something happened: Rosaria confessed, she even made the general confession, she communicated.
On 07.01.2014 she entered the surgery room, I accompanied her to the room, I told her: “remember that you are not alone, the sky and Nicola are with you”. I returned when she came out of the surgery room and I saw the first sign. She declared to have seen a Priest who was waiting for her with a purple stole, who went toward her, gave her the extreme anointing with the Holy oil and from a golden chalice the Holy Eucharist, for her everything was as real, as it was true.
Arriving in the room she said to her husband: “ why did you call the priest? Do I have to die?”. But her husband replied that he had not called any priest, he and her sister thought it was the effects of anesthesia. I immediately believed her story, having placed it in the hands of Jesus-Maria and Nicola, our Angel, to whom I am very devoted.
Rosaria's situation always worsened to the point of becoming a true Calvary.
At three in the morning of 04.28.2014, her sister Anna, who was watching after her, needed a telephone number, having no pencil or paper with her, she thought of taking a picture with her mobile phone. The number that was written in a piece of White paper ; and here is another sign from heaven, from the photo it came out not the piece of paper with the number but a face, a figure of a man !! Anna was stunned, .. she showed to Rosaria what she saw and Rosaria recognized him and said: .. it's him, .. it's Nicola, he had himself photographed next to her bed, thus confirming his presence beside her in suffering.

Now everything became clear to Rosaria. She recognized the face of the priest who was waiting for her at the exit from the operating room, to her relatives she said: NOW you will believe me !! ... everyone was shocked !!
At 7.30 the following morning Rosaria called me  and told me that Anna was trying to send me the photo but another inexplicable thing happened:  the figure of the man could only be seen in the

Photo Gallery of his sister Anna's cell phone and, when from the same cell phone, through the gallery you wanted to enlarge the photo, instead a photo appeared only the piece of paper with the number written on it, the one that Anna wanted to photograph.   Once again Rosaria said: “now do you believe me !?” Our Nicola for the umpteenth time left us speechless. Rosaria's conversation was extraordinary, not only did she receive the Sacraments, but she called her family , she gave forgiveness to all those who hurt her,  and  that she no longer wanted to be cremated; (she had decided before to get sick,) in front of everyone she leaves said that she wanted to be buried normally. In the photo we saw Nicola with a red heart that made us think of the heart of Jesus and his immense love for the suffering and for all of us "
We thank God the Father who granted all this, the conversion of a wonderful soul who, through the suffering and intervention of Nicola and all of heaven, recognized the true way, to follow Jesus with his Cross to Calvary. We thank Mary Most Holy our Mother who never leaves us alone, and I thank Jesus and the Father who made me touch the infinite love they have towards souls, and made me understand once again that with the Prayer assiduous and unconditional reliance on them EVERYTHING IS POSSIBLE.

Testimony 10. Plenzick Iginio

My name is Iginio PLENZICK, I was born on January 14, 1951, in Guardia Sanframonti (BN) and I live in Ravenna (RA). I come from a religious family, Catholic, from the age of 12 my mother woke me up, especially for the Christmas Novena, at 5 in the morning to go to serve the Holy Mass in Latin at the convent of the Capuchin friars in my country .
Regarding illnesses I have experienced, I intended to give this testimony of my faith.

Since 2010 my wife and I have become part of a group “MARIA SS. FIXED TERM OF ETERNAL COUNCIL ", established by people who prayed for the beatification of a boy named Nicola REINA, born in Rome on 25.3.1954 and died on 28.8.1985 due to colon cancer but who for the whole duration of his illness, showed a lion's stoicism and courage: it was in those moments of suffering and pain that he approached the sacraments even more.

In 2013, in September, I was hospitalized at the "Santa Maria delle Croci" hospital in Ravenna due to severe respiratory failure that took me to intensive care for 15 days, where I remained intubated while awake. In those conditions, the only way to communicate was to write on a board.
Every day, during the visit hours, I used to see my wife who, standing by my bed side with the crown between her fingers, shelled the Holy Rosary and, between one Rosary and the other, continued to give me massages on one foot that it had swollen with the leg due to    a rupture of a blood vessel, but I felt absolutely nothing, as if the leg and foot did not belonged to me.
One afternoon while my wife was massaging my foot, I wrote on the board "that's  enough, I don't feel anything" and slowly I fall asleep. In the meantime my wife took the opportunity to go for a coffee but when she returned I was awake and very agitated and I tried to make her understand the reason for my agitation: during her absence I felt a hand that was giving me a foot and leg massage but this time it was a hand strong enough to feel the contact, I felt the fingers, something that at every massage my wife gave me, I had never felt. I woke up, that strong hand massage was so real but I realized that I was alone and there was nobody in there. It is from here, with great emotion that we realized that the masseur could be our friend "NICOLA". Furthermore, since I was unable to breathe independently, the doctors said they were ready for the extubation and proceed with a tracheotomy but here too our friend NICOLA had interceded, as immediately after the extubation, breathing miraculously occurred naturally and the lungs began to function autonomously  thus, avoiding the tragic intervention of tracheotomy. And since  that moment I have never stopped praying and invoking my friend Nicola.
However, despite everything, the doctors always expressed concern and said to my wife: "Madam, resign yourself because your husband is like a time bomb, he can explode at any moment," but with her prayers and her faith she had never believed these words and kept asking Nicola to intercede so that the Lord would listen to her.

The days went by and the doctors could not understand what I had, I wasted away, they treated me for depressed, we invoked Nicola and finally after further tests and tests they discovered that I had a rare autoimmune disease called "" MIASTENIA GRAVIS "disease that attacks the muscles. And so, after about 20 days of a long agony, thanks to Nicola's intercession, I came back home.
My special friend then showed up again and again on the occasion of the delicate thymus surgery. I convinced myself to do it with the reassurance of a good neurologist from the Pisa hospital. On the day of the surgery, before the anesthesia mask was put on, I was awake and saw in the operating room as well as the team also a young doctor with a beard and a white shirt. When I woke up, out of curiosity, I asked the doctor about this man, but she shocked me because she said "Iginio, there was no doctor with a beard in the surgery room!". My emotions were high when, leaving the surgery room, my wife, who knew nothing about the bearded doctor, told me about a message for me that Nicola himself had recently given to a privileged soul in which he said "Iginio , did you see me."

Thanks NICOLA my brother! Your Iginio.

APPENDIX
Hello everyone. I’m happy to read you a short introduction in English to Nicola’s life: For more details see the site www.nicolareina.it

Nicola Reina's profile
Nicola Reina was born in Rome on the 25th of March 1954, the feast of the Annunciation, he was the youngest of five children. He was baptized on April 18th 1954 in the parish of Most Holy  Guardian Angels in Montesacro and received the sacrament of Confirmation on May 5th, 1963 in San Pietro in Vaticano.
As a child he showed sensitivity, lively intelligence, strong-willed character and strong personality with good qualities of loyalty and objectivity. He loved animals: an interest that arose from his desire for knowledge. At the age of six he became a boy scout in the section of the Parish of Christ the King. He had a beautiful warm and mellow tenor voice: as a student he joined the choir that Music teacher Potenza had organized at the Liceo Giulio Cesare in Rome. A passion for music was born in him: he played the guitar by ear and gave lessons to children to pay for his music lessons with the earnings. He wrote lyrics and song music that he sang accompanying himself on the guitar. His great dream was  the grand piano, a dream that was not possible for him due to lack of space in the house. In primary school he followed the lessons of technical applications with great interest.
He became very good at working with wood, iron and leather. After primary school, he attended the "Col di Lana" Middle School in Rome, studying with good will and commitment.
At fourteen, Nicola followed his parents to Turin. In the meantime, his first doubts about the faith began, he definitively distanced himself from the Church: he said that he would have preferred to be more consistent and only return when he could have given an answer to his questions.
He returned to Rome where he enrolled at the "Giulio Cesare" high school and then at the university at the Faculty of Law while attending the law firm of the lawyer Oliveti who was enthusiastic about it. To meet his needs, he asked to carry out some work in the house for modest fees, adapting himself to being a painter, upholsterer or anything else. He broke  up with his studies even though he lacked only four exams for the graduation; won a competition held by the San Paolo Banking Institute in Turin. He met Antonella Picchiotti who had entered the same competition and exactly like him she won: during the period of apprenticeship in Turin they fall in love and decided to get married in the short space of a month, in 1979. It was a happy marriage.
At a certain point in Nicola's life, it was 1980, the figure of Father Eugenio Martorano, a priest animated by intense fervor of the apostolate, entered: a current of sympathy and trust was established among them.
Nicola began to feel ill in November 1984.
On February 16th 1985 he decided to consult prof. Dati, internist and began his ordeal: the diagnosis highlighted a tumor to the sigma. He was admitted to the Umberto I Polyclinic in Rome where he underwent two surgeries: from the very first moment Nicola showed exceptional stoicism and courage, not a complaint not a reproach, an absolute respect for the pain of others, for the work of nurses, appreciation for doctors; to every opposition he opposed an admirable meekness and resignation.
Don Eugenio went to see him three times: the last time Nicola wanted to confess. He spent long nights, pinned and sleepless, in that bed of pain, with five or six tubes that prevented any movement, with a fever that was close to forty degrees, completely sweated.
Every morning he offered himself, almost with joy, to the doctor's work for the very painful internal dressings, made without anesthesia and which sometimes lasted even three hours: his body was opened and stitched up as if it were an item. The nurses called him 'the saint', since he never had a gesture of impatience, rather he was meek and sweet.
Nicola died on August 28, 1985, he was 31 years old.

CROWN OF NICOLA, CROWN OF VICTORY NICORONA

April 9th, 2008
Nicola: "... I bless the chaplet ... it was inspired by the Holy Spirit …".

This chaplet is proposed as a remedy for the evil of our time, namely apostasy, that is denial, abjuration, retraction, betrayal, abandonment of the true faith EVEN BY THE MINISTERS OF GOD !!! There is a process of contesting the Magisterium that threatens the very foundations of the Church, atheism has wrecked a large number of faithful in the faith, the desecration has entered the holy Temple of God. The Virgin Mary in the message of last March 25th would also have invited those who say they are Christians to personal conversion ”, asserting that we are still far from encountering God in our hearts. Evidently we too who think we are on the right path must better "focus" on the Truth. Nicola says: "... I am the Apostle of the Faith ... with the mission of bringing the Truth back to where the error lies, of purifying the theology of the Church from enemy infiltrations”.

With the chaplet:

55 times the name of Nicola is invoked (Nicola: “... just call me and I make myself present”); the faithful ask for the beatification of Nicholas 5 times; the faithful ask 5 times for a grace that Nicola says will be granted if it conforms to the Will of God; whenever the chaplet is recited, Nicholas promises to intercede so that the faithful and PRIESTS may be missionaries of the Truth.
NICORONA or Chaplet of Victory
I believe in God, the almighty Father, creator of heaven and earth; and in Jesus Christ, his only Son, our Lord, who was conceived of the Holy Spirit, was born of the Virgin Mary, suffered under Pontius Pilate, was crucified, died and was buried; descended into hell; on the third day he rose from the dead; ascended to heaven, sits at the right hand of God the Father almighty; from there he will come to judge the living and the dead. I believe in the Holy Spirit, the holy Catholic Church, the communion of saints, the forgiveness of sins,  the resurrection of the body, life everlasting. Amen.

· PATER
· 3 AVE
· GLORY

ON THE BIG GRAINS: Eternal divine Father, eternal divine Son, eternal divine Holy Spirit, Most Holy Trinity, one God, we humbly ask you to glorify my friend Nicola in the church too, an example of conversion to young people, of generous and heroic acceptance of illness and of suffering. Hurry through his intercession, the victory of Mary, Mother of the Church and grant me the Grace that I now ask of you ... Amen.
Pater, Ave Maria, Gloria.

· ON SMALL GRAINS: NICHOLA, CHAMPION OF HOLINESS, LET ME KNOW, LOVE, SERVE THE TRUTH
At the end Invocation to Nicola
The Divine Mind of God wanted Heaven to be joyful and intoxicated with a new presence! Nicola, how much infinite love in your heart! You carry messages of peace and love in every moment! Your hands cover the bodies of those who call upon you! You are where love calls you! You love without expecting to be reciprocated. You love because the heart of Jesus beats in you. You are a pillar of faith for those who have drawn closer to the  most holy love of the Holy Divinity. You, promulgator of the Kingdom of God, be close to  our souls every day. Every day of our earthly life. In nomination Patris et Filii et Spiritus Sancti. Amen. Hi Regina ...

POETRY

And now leave, oh my Lord, that my soul still turns
to gaze at that hard martyrdom of my friend and your son
who offered himself one day for Your Glory.

Ah, my Nicola! My spirit
he is still heartbroken and yet he is silent before the Eternal Peace
that on your face, stares, lies.

My poor heart therefore elevates
to the God of Victories a true prayer: unite, oh my Lord, to the Passion
of your Beloved Son, the intense suffering of Nicola in that woody bed.

Mirable sacrifice of pure Love was Such that impetus it gives to the alma to emulate it a little more.
However, my suffering accepts his uniting so that what is missing is added quickly
to the Suffering of Christ and your Kingdom come Without fear that holds.

Mother always Mother! Forgive the ungrateful soul For Nicola who, by Grace, is your masterpiece.

Although I am much less than him suppliant I entrust you with my being:
that's what you want and such is my desire.


MESSAGE OF JESUS 06.03.2016
Jesus: I accept, I accept with all of My Being God the "true prayer".
I promise
to apply the merits of my Nicola's passion to the soul that devoutly recites the prayer on Good Friday.
On you, on your loved ones, I will make My Precious Blood flow through my Nicola.
I will combine her sufferings with Nicola's and I will look at her pleased. The soul will feel refreshment and consolation as well as strength and peace.
To those who are more advanced in the things of the Spirit, I will give thanks of mystical union so that their life on Earth is already an anticipation of Paradise.
To all I grant graces of particular discernment in these Last Times to free themselves from false prophets and antichrists.
Special thanks will go to the doctors and nurses for their mission with the sick. To the sick, especially psychic ones, I will grant healing in body and soul.
Those who care for the sick may be granted healing power through their prayers and offerings.
To the spouses, the grace of a holy marriage according to God's Thought. To young people, the grace necessary to return to Me.
Finally, I promise to assist with My Beloved Mother, Saint Joseph and with Nicola, at the point of death, all those who will recite it every 28th of the month between 11:00 and noon. Even the saints closest to her will console the soul, including relatives who were already in Heaven.
In the Name of the Father, of Me Son, of the Holy Spirit and of My Mother. Jesus.

CROWN OF THE NEW PENTECOST

May 31, 2009 PENTECOST

The Holy Spirit to a chosen soul:
“… You will call it the Chaplet of the New Pentecost… all those who recite it with a sincere heart will see things that only the Spirit of God can work.
The Chaplet restores the vital flow of Grace interrupted by the wound of original and actual sin.
Recite it with faith, often also as an ejaculation during the day.
The soul will feel the refreshment of the Living Water, the heat of the Burning Fire, the sweetness of Me God.
Strong, impetuous, I will open wide the doors of the heart of those who recite it ... ".

* *
For the recitation use a common crown of the Holy Marian Rosary.

Opening prayer:
· sequence to the Holy Spirit
· I think
· 1 Our Father for the Pope and his intentions
· 3 Hail Maris for the Church
· 1 Glory for the Priests

ON COARSE GRAINS:
Holy Spirit, Soul of my soul,
do not let my heart lose The Way.

ON SMALL GRAINS:
Holy Spirit, Spouse of Mary,
lay my soul in His Immaculate Heart. final prayer: 7 glory e
Come Holy Spirit,
become in me love giving. Amen. FINAL REFLECTIONS
May God's blessing descend on all those who have had the courage of total witness, without reticence, as a sign of gratitude to the love of the Lord Jesus, because the Truth must be witnessed at all costs. The Holy Spirit is a Living Person, the spirit of Nicola is alive: this is the core of every story that the attentive reader has identified. And it’s the message of which Nicola, by Divine will, is the spokesperson: "Man rises to never die again".
The Church is going through a serious crisis and in this context it is urgent to defend its two-thousand-year tradition and the perennial Magisterium of the Roman Pontifical. For years now, the Christian announcement has lost its "flavor" because it has been reduced to the resolution of immanent problems, forgetting the eternal destiny of man and therefore the salvation of his soul. But answering meaningful questions such as What is my life meaning? Why do I have to suffer? Why do I have to die? Is the fundamental need of Man: it is therefore urgent to make it clear how much Catholicism, unlike other religions, is indisputably credible, that is, rich in a series of elements (in the case of Our book, the signs and / or graces received) which make it more reasonable to believe than not to believe.
The purpose of Nicola's book is to communicate precisely this Truth today gagged even by those who should be its spokesperson.
“Don't sleep mom! Spread my book to combat the heresies that infest the Church! " : it is the cry of supplication of a living and still working Nicola that his Friends continually
gather so that it may echo in the hearts of those who have lost the Way, the Truth, the Life.

Mariangela Di Filippo President
Friends of Nicola Reina Association 
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