
My Dearest Silvia, 
I hope this letter finds you well. I found a patch of clovers as we were departing from town, I 
searched but was unable to find one with four leaves. You were always better at finding them than I 
was. Perhaps along this journey I may find a way to send some good luck back to you.

As for my travels; 
I have just made it to the summit after 8 grueling hours of hiking. It is well into the afternoon and I I have just made it to the summit after 8 grueling hours of hiking. It is well into the afternoon and I 
have already decided to crash for evening here atop this friendly peak. I have also resolved to leave 
the majority of my supplies here. So much of this weight now feels completely unnecessary. I will be 
leaving the majority of the cooking ware sheerly out of spite. I forgot what it was like to travel with 
provisions and was so excited about all the new equipment that I failed to count the pounds that I 
was putting on my back. Someone will have a hay day when they find everything I will be leaving 
behind. Enough of that though. The wildlife seemed scarce and hidden along the trail, perhaps the behind. Enough of that though. The wildlife seemed scarce and hidden along the trail, perhaps the 
deeper I travel into the woods, the more nature will greet me back. I did see family of deer, a young 
fawn with them, but for the most part my company has consisted of the seemingly endless maze of trees 
and undergrowth. The world also seems to be having a conversation with itself despite my presence, 
and I am glad not to intrude. The trail was lovely but I am sure I would have enjoyed it more had I 
not been lugging the entire store on my back.

It has been interesting traveling solely with my thoughts. My dreams have turned violent again, I am 
sure it has to do with the stress of my new existence. I am sure as I settle into a routine for adven-
ture my mind will calm itself and stop freaking out. I had another flashback. It was bad. I stabbed a 
tree. I miss you. I am worried that it was you that kept me centered all this time, and that now with-
out you I will fall. I need to do this though, I don’t regret leaving. I need to know myself. I do miss 
you though, and I want you to know that. 

By candles and firelight I write,
Forever Yours,
Everett


