
 
 

 

“Letter to a child” 
“ My dear child, 
I am writing this letter because tonight the moon is high and, as they say, these 
festive days are your days.  
As if every other day is not your day too. 
As if Earth shouldn’t go round just for you.  
As if the summertime, ice-cream, games, and Christmas presents were not       
created just for you. 
As if love, a hug, a dream, have any meaning without you in them to dominate, 
collect, absorb them like there is no tomorrow. The tomorrow, too, has been     
created for you and it exists only because of you. Because there is no tomorrow 
without a child.  
Today, I want to apologize to you for everything I did.  
I want to apologize for all those times when I ducked my head down and         
accepted injustice.  
For all those times when, even though I heard all the lies, I remained silent.  
For the times, and there were plenty of them, when I infringed on a fellowman’s 
rights supposedly because there was nothing else I could do. 
For every time, even though I knew, I acted as if I did not and instead of taking 
action, I remained idle. And so, I want to apologize to you for everything I did 
not do, too.   
I want to apologize for every time I gave up and did not try to change the world. 
Today, I want to apologize for the world I am passing on to you.  
A world that does not care. A world where injustice is the rule. 
A world where democracy is being impaired everyday with proclamations,      
decrees, and threats. With cold-blooded murders in the middle of the streets from 
officers of the law. A world where women and children are regularly being 
abused, physically, mentally, and emotionally.  
A world where education, health, security, happiness, and dreams are for the few.  
A world in which social justice is only an expression found in official documents 
and studies.  
A world that struts around parliaments and centers of power for its beauty and 
greatness, and yet it hides its heinous crimes and criminal oversights under the 
plush rug.  
I am delivering to you a world that you do not deserve.  
 Please, turn into a salmon. Do me this favor; swim against the current and 
  change the world yourself. For your own child. Though, I want 
   you to remember, that every child, my dear child,                   
    is your own child.” 
   
 


