22 Decembier 1903
Dearest Felena,

My love: by the time the Royal Mail Ship maflies
tier way from Poxt Udelaide to London, by the time
your soft hands hold this Letter, a New Year will be
beng since beqgun and J will be at the very battom of the
wadd. J shall long for you that day, as I leng fer
you new.

J knew what pain my absence brings; J know you
cannot undestand the hunger that drives me to leave
your side. But my love, J swear to you: this grand
adventuie shall be the last. By the time you read this,
J will fave “dwunk life to the lees,” my hungry feaxt
will be satisfied, and J will need journey ne more. We
shall be tegether again, and shall not be pasted.

Until my weturn, J semain sincenely, passionately,
Your devated surgean-eviant,

Steplien



