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Dear Mouse,
	This isn’t going to be a letter full of advice. If it were, I’d be telling you to buy stock in Amazon.com. I might slip in a suggestion here and there, but I won’t expect you to pay attention to it. In fact, I hope you don’t – who would I be if you did?
	Yes, this is your older and supposedly wiser self. I bet that’s a surprise. You’re barely a teenager. “Old Friends” won’t be written for another three years, but when it is, listen to that line about ‘how terribly strange [it is] to be seventy’. It really is strange. In most ways, though I’m nearly sixty years further along the road, on the inside I still don’t feel much older than you are right now.
	I wouldn’t be here if it weren’t for you, so this is a letter of thanks. In some cases, I’m thanking you for things you haven’t done yet, but you will. Thank you for growing up into a person who will live for another sixty years, hopefully more, and will still find life amazing, surprising, and beautiful. Thank you for your enthusiasms. Some are already gaining importance in your life: fantasy and science fiction; Shakespeare and theater; words and the ways you can put them together; knitting. Some will burst upon you in the years ahead: Japan, cats, and yet more needle crafts. Thank you for your eagerness to poke your nose into experiences that will become life-long interests and add immeasurable richness to my life.
	Thank you for resisting television’s siren call. Your love for books will be a solace throughout life. It will lead you to a job in a bookstore after graduation, and then it will lead you back to school for a degree in library science. As a result, life will take some unexpected twists and turns, and the theater degree that doesn’t seem like a practical preparation for a career will help you in surprising ways. You won’t outgrow your dearest friends – The wind in the willows, The lord of the rings – they will grow with you, and you’ll make many, many new friends. In time, you’ll try writing the kind of book you love to read. I can’t tell you how that turns out, but it will be an adventure, the best kind of quest, and you’ll meet some wonderful helpers along the way.
	Thank you for not trying too hard to fit into the popular crowd. They might look like they have it all together, but their lives aren’t any more perfect than yours. Thank you for finding and recognizing the few people who will be essential to you. Thank you for taking a few steps down roads less traveled, and letting those steps lead you to the one who will be not only your dearest friend but also the love of your life. No, life isn’t going to go the way you think it will or think it should. That’s okay. You’re a “pantser”, not a plotter. Though it may cause some heartbreak, it’s your nature to let things unfold as they seem to want to do. It’s going to be a hell of a ride. Sit back and enjoy it.
	Thank you for your mystical core, the part of you that seeks out and thrills to stories of Good versus Evil, of impossible beings and heroic deeds. It’s going to take a while, but eventually that impulse will lead you to God and to a faith that will see you through some very dark times. Thank you for your sense of humor, just as necessary a weapon as faith against discouragement and despair. Without either one, I wouldn’t be here. 
	Here are the important things you will know when you have caught up with me: to do your best to make the lives of those around you better rather than worse; to be yourself; to cherish the people you love. The next sixty years will go faster than you can possibly believe. When you get to the end of them, there will be things you’ll wish you’d done, and things you’ll wish you hadn’t done. That doesn’t make you a bad person. It makes you human, like everyone else, while still being uniquely, inimitably you. There’s only one of us in the universe; what an amazing thought.
	It might seem pointless to write this letter, knowing you won’t read it until I’m old enough to write it, by which time we’ll both know all this stuff. It’s been interesting, though, to think about what turned out to be important and what little details combined to direct our course in big and small ways. It’s a lucky thing you won’t read this letter for sixty years. If you paid any attention to it, we’d be different, maybe not in good ways. Though I kind of wish I could send you that tip about Amazon.
	Love (and yes, I mean it),
	Terry
	
	
