
My Dearest Silvia, 
I hope this letter finds you well. Tonight may be my last night to write to you. As such do not be 
alarmed if you fail to hear from me for some time.

As for my travels; Things have been peaceful here on the mountainside, and I seem to have lost track As for my travels; Things have been peaceful here on the mountainside, and I seem to have lost track 
of the days. I do not know what the date is, nor do I care to learn it. As I may or may not have men-
tioned, I left my razor on the top of bear mountain. I have since begun to grow a beard, and you may 
not recognize me upon my return. I have befriended a raccoon. I have yet to name him, but he stops by 
the camp every once in a while and I feed some of the crackers that I saved from the storm. He is a 
friendly one indeed. There is not much more to say as the wilderness has proven uneventful. I have re-
solved to stay here for roughly another week and then pack up my things and head west. I have fallen 
into a routine, and that is exactly what I intended to leave behind.

I had my first encounter with a bear yesterday, he simply looked on at me from a distance, I thought 
he would attack but he did not. Ironically later that day I was attacked by a possum who tried to 
bite off one of my arms. I have quite the wound and hope that it will not fester. 

I will write to you when next I can, but I am low on paper and as I said in my last letter I have re-
solved to start writing short stories, I will save the rest of my paper for that, until I travel west.

By candles and firelight I write,
Yours,
Everett


