
My dear Pilgrims, 

From Papa’s hospital room, I write to you with both humility and gratitude. As I 
look across the room, I see him sitting (somewhat resting and sleeping now) in his 
chair. An hour ago, he was active and talking to me about stuff - asking questions, 
answering the nurses and the doctors' questions, as they make their usual rounds. 
What may seem small in ordinary days has now become a sign of grace: every time 
Papa rises from his bed to sit is a win; every step he takes in therapy without 
shortness of breath is a quiet victory. His progress is slow, but it is steady—like the 
patient rhythm of a heart learning to beat strong again.
     I am now waiting with him - for doctors to do a procedure that will determine 
whether Papa can undergo surgery to repair his heart valve. I hope that it happens 
today. This waiting is its own kind of pilgrimage — an in-between moment where 
hope and uncertainty walk side by side. Yet, for you - my dear pilgrims must realize: 
just as the Church in Rome stands as the ever-beating heart of our faith, so too does 
Papa’s journey remind me of the resilience of life and the strength of prayer.
     I ask you, my dear Pilgrims, to continue to hold Papa in your prayers. May each 
of his small victories be joined to the great heartbeat of the Church, sustained by 
Christ Himself, through the intercession of Our Blessed Mother. May the Lord grant 
him courage for the road ahead, and may our community of faith, walking together 
in prayer, remind Papa - and everyone else who journeys towards recovery, healing 
and health, that one is never really alone.
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