
Dear Friend, 
 
It’s strange to think that I am writing to someone who I may never meet in their native land. That 
I cannot take a plane or a train or a bus to someone so close geographically. That if we wanted to 
meet, the easiest recourse would be to meet in Georgia—a place where you cannot point to your 
house and say “I live there! Come inside and let’s drink a tea, I have so much to tell you!”  
 
What separates us are physical borders, but it’s a psychological border that created this physical 
border. We are separated by the walls our governments and politicians and teachers and 
neighbors and relatives have put up in our minds. Walls that are made up of confusing, 
constructed versions and perceptions of history and identity. Walls that stop us from asking 
questions, because for a people like us, whose identity and history is already so confusing and 
far-reaching and complex, it can be frightening and overwhelming to think about different 
versions.  
 
Versions in which, maybe we are not always the winners or the victims. Versions in which, 
maybe we are not always doing the right thing. Versions in which we are… frighteningly human. 
Because humans are both good and bad inside… Humans make mistakes, they do both right and 
wrong…  
 
It's strange to think that you and I, who have never met, are taught to be wary of one another. 
You and I, who share so many more common values and traditions. We who have the same 
culture of hospitality, of loyalty, of morality, of brotherhood…  
 
We all want to do what’s right for not only ourselves, but our neighbors and friends. We are not 
a selfish people. We think about others.  
 
If I met you on the street and you fell and scraped your knee, I would reach into my bag and 
offer you a bandage, and I know you would do the same for me.  
 
Because when we bleed, both of our blood runs red…  
 
And when our friends laugh at us for tripping and scraping ourselves, we both roll our eyes, 
make a sassy comment back, and continue on our way home. 
 
And when we get home later that day, and see the letter in the mail calling our brothers and 
friends to serve, we both feel the same pang of fear in our hearts.  
 
And when our mothers cry on the day our brothers leave, or on the day our brothers come back 
in a coffin, they cry the same tears.  
 
And when they shout in grief or in anger or frustration about this world, they shout the same 
words.  
 



Perhaps, my dear friend, you think I am romanticizing, or simplifying. But have you asked why 
it may be so easy to romanticize? Why, when we stop and drop these ideas of enemies and 
borders and different peoples and lands, it becomes so easy to see the humanity in the other side, 
in the other person? That when we stop and begin to ask ourselves questions, we realize there are 
so many things we never stopped to think about?  
 
Of course, this again sounds all so very easy. And I am of course not so naïve to think that a few 
letters and a few people who think like us will change anything today or tomorrow or next week. 
 
But I do believe that what we represent certainly has the power to do so. Because simply in our 
willingness to attend these workshops, to question the status quo, to refuse to believe everything 
that has been told us, to question the world around us, to stand up and say “No!” to conflict and 
animosity and divergences—we are already making a change. 
 
Simply by being the people we are and speaking about these matters with the people around us, 
we are making and will make further change.  
 
Around me, I see people who are curious. People who are tired. People who ask, “Why does it 
have to be like this?”  
 
And this is where we come in and say, “It doesn’t have to be like this.”  
 
My dear friend, isn’t it strange to think that you and I, and others our age, have never met, and 
might never meet if nothing changes? That our parents and grandparents might have once walked 
along the same street, laughing?  That they may have sat side by side and discussed a recent 
book they read? But we and other people our age have not, and may never have, this humanizing 
experience?  
 
I hope the work you and I do will one day allow for this to become a reality for us as well.  
 
I hope one day, you will point to your house, and you will invite me inside, and you will say 
“Let’s drink a tea, I have so much to tell you.” 
 
Warmly yours, 
 
Anais  
 


