
My Dearest Silvia, 
I hope this letter finds you well. I have dreamt about you again. In my dream we were in a school 
house, I was there as well, but could not be seen or heard. I sat still and waited for you to notice 
me, I woke up right after the school bell rang. I love it when I dream about you, seeing your face 
again is so lovely. It is one of the few things that I know I can look forward too.

As for my travels; 
I am sorry it has been a few days since I have written. I have been hiking through the trees, searching I am sorry it has been a few days since I have written. I have been hiking through the trees, searching 
for my own path. I have yet to feel fully immersed as I keep happening upon trails. I am beginning to 
believe that perhaps this may not have been the best starting point for my journey. I was lucky enough 
to find some travelers who said they would see too it that my letter finds you. The travelers are a 
couple on a summer retreat, Sarah and Dan.  They are young and humble, very friendly individuals. 
They remind me of us. Sarah is an arts student from a college in the north, she has lent me some of her 
painting supplies and insisted that I try my hand at the medium. If I manage to paint anything decent I painting supplies and insisted that I try my hand at the medium. If I manage to paint anything decent I 
will send it to you, but don’t expect as I am not sure I have an eye for this. They decided to camp with 
me, Dan and I stayed up late and spoke. He is planning to propose to her. I am going to try and 
convince them to join me along the way, he shared some ciggaretes. I have not smoked since I was on 
duty, I miss it.

It stormed last night, the thunder rippling through the mountains was very calming, I decided to sit 
outside in the rain and think. The world is such a big place, one may never find what they are looking 
for out here. For example one of the things I left on bear mountain were my shaving supplies. When 
next you see me I may resemble the wilderness I indeed to get lost in. I will write you more tomorrow. 

By candles and firelight I write,
Forever Yours,
Everett


