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Words like "freedom," "justice," 
"democracy" are not common 

concepts; on the contrary, they are 
rare. People are not born knowing 
what these are. It takes enormous 
and, above all, individual effort to 
arrive at the respect for other 
people that these words imply.

I imagine one of the reasons 
people cling to their hates 
so stubbornly is because 
they sense, once hate is 

gone, they will be forced to 
deal with pain.

Despair is a sin. I believe that. 

One must say Yes to life, and 
embrace it wherever it is found —

 
and it is found in terrible places. 

For nothing is fixed, the earth is 
always shifting, the light is always 
changing, the sea does not cease 

to grind down rock. Generations do 
not cease to be born, and we are 
responsible to them because we 

are the only witnesses they have. 

The moment we cease to hold each 
other, the moment we break faith 
with one another, the sea engulfs 

us and the light goes out.
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