Dear Pope Francesco,
my name is Sara, I am seventeen years old, I have a little sisters called Anna, who is five
and a half years old and who is my whole life.
I have Spinal Muscular Atrophy type 1 (SMA) a genetic condition which means that, since
birth, I am obliged to spend my life lying on a bed or on a special carriage as my muscles
cannot support me. Furthermore, since I was five, to be able to breath I need an artificial
ventilator.
Despite my illness, my parents have always done their utmost to give me a life ‘as normal
as possible’, committed to giving me the same opportunities as other children; school,
friends, holidays etc..
I am doing Social Sciences at high school; I follow lessons from home over the Internet
and with a home tutor. To be really honest, I don’t like school very much.
Just like all teenagers, I argue with my parents because I don’t want to do my homework.
I much prefer doing activities that I enjoy more. I like watching TV, reading, being with my
friends and drawing on the computer using my eye writer.
I consider my illness a BLESSING; because of it I have had the opportunity to meet
some wonderful people who have become part of our ‘extended family’ and who have
enriched my life with unique experiences that most of the kids of my age can’t even begin
to imagine.
Having said this, I don’t want it to seem like I have never wished to be able to walk, run or
skip but I have learnt to do it with my imagination. There, I can do what I want, in a place
that is only mine, where I sometimes I take refuge to escape reality.
When I first saw you for the first time two years ago, appearing on that balcony
pronouncing a simple ‘Buonasera!’, I knew that you would be a great Pope because you
showed humility and modesty.
This is why I wished to meet you because you are a sensitive person and, just like a
shepherd who cares for his lambs, you care for Christians and many others. I have seen
you attentive to other important religions, to the difficulties of the refugees, and palliative
care. So I thought that you would take care of me too and, in my imagination, I dreamed
of meeting you.
I would like to confide my greatest dream: to build all round the world children’s hospices
that take care of children with life-limiting or life-threatening illnesses, just like the one
in Padua that takes care of me. This is exactly why, from the 9th to the 11th of November,
I will be in Rome with other families to discuss children’s palliative care. I know that many
children are no longer here but I also know that there are still many more. I know that I
will be very near to where you are.
I would like to take this opportunity to ask you for an encounter and …. for a hand
Greetings from your ‘little lamb’.
								Sara

