
My Dearest Silvia, 
I hope this letter finds you well. I had not been watching my calendar as the pages flipped from May 
to June. Time sure flies when you are running from yourself.

As for my travels; 
I am currently riding the rails Northward and we are beginning to slip in and out of the mountains. I I am currently riding the rails Northward and we are beginning to slip in and out of the mountains. I 
am so excited I feel as if I have butterflies in my stomach, as I cannot wait to find myself alone in 
the wilderness. I do not dislike the company of my fellow human, but it is about time I went off on my 
own and tried to discover who I am. I know you believe you know who I am, but I am afraid you have 
just been optimistic about me. I think I shall find myself in the woods. I am sitting next to an older 
gentleman with a greying beard but an otherwise clean-shaven face. He saw that I was writing you 
and inquired about the letter. I told him of our time in Kansas City and he says you seem like a wonand inquired about the letter. I told him of our time in Kansas City and he says you seem like a won-
derful lady, I of course agreed. He told me about how he used to court a woman named Elena when he 
was younger. He speaks about her as though she has past but I do not wish to probe. He says they both 
joined the service around the time of the great war. He was an officer and she was a nurse. He says 
that he fell for a Canadian woman while on deployment, but wanted to reconnect with her when they 
returned... Oh... He returned, she did not.
He now sits silently and stares out the window at the landscape as it seems to rush past us, though 
the old man seems to be frozen in time. I want to ask him something but I have thought better of it. It 
is incredible the people you meet when you least expect to. I did not catch his name.

I have taken a picture of the scenery and will try to get it developed for you when I arrive in silver-
ton. As for now I think I had better get some rest, the movement of the cars along the landscape are 
lulling me to sleep and it cannot hurt to be rested before arriving in town.

Forever Yours,
Everett 


