


Dear Master of the Universe, 

It is not a very humble gesture on my part to address 

this letter to you; please forgive me. Don't worry, I'm 

not trying to elevate myself to peaks where I do not belong. 

This letter will never be published. It will not be included 

in my memoirs. Since you alone know the contents of my memoirs 

I decided to break formal boundries and address my thoughts 

to you. This is not a form of prayer, my pen is incapable 

of prayer. I am merely expressing my thoughts, and you are 

looking over my shoulder, that Is all. It is easier for me 

to compose my thoughts to anather being other than myself. 

I decided to choose you, the eternal being. Dear G-d, please 

excuse my familiar tone. 

Lord of this great universe, I must ask you a persona’ 

question- Do you value life? You have been around for awhile, 

maybe once in a while you loose grasp of perspective. What do 

a few lives mean to you? In the milkions of years that you 
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have beenzaround, possibly the few years people suffer here and 
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there Saral lea to a healthy man receiving a small scratch. 

It you sometimes loose perspective about the importance 

of a small scratch, I can forgive you. A sense of perspective 

is sometimes hard to keep. I can forgive you for these past 

and future mistakes. What upsets me is that you are not 

supposed to make mistakes. Have my teachers misguided me to 

believe you are perfect? Whatever you do is for the best.




