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We shy persons need to write a letter now and then, or else we’ll
dry up and blow away. . . .

Such a sweet gift—a piece of handmade writing, in an envelope
that is not a bill, sitting in our friend’s path when she trudges home
from a long day spent among wahoos and savages, a day our words
will help repair. They don’t need to be immortal, just sincere. . . .

We need to write, otherwise nobody will know who we are. . . .

Sit for a few minutes with the blank sheet in front of you, and
meditate on the person you will write to, let your friend come to
mind until you can almost see her or him in the room with you.
Remember the last time you saw each other and how your friend
looked and what you said and what perhaps was unsaid between
you, and when your friend becomes real to you, start to write. . . .

Probably your friend will put your letter away, and it'll be read
again a few years from now—and it will improve with age. And forty
years from now, your friend’s grandkids will dig it out of the attic
and read it, a sweet and precious relic of the ancient Eighties that
gives them a sudden clear glimpse of you and her and the world we
old-timers knew. You will then have created an object of art. Your
simple lines about where you went, who you saw, what they said,
will speak to those children and they will feel in their hearts the
humanity of our times.

You can’t pick up a phone and call the future and tell them about
our times. You have to pick up a piece of paper.

Garrison Keillor






