
My dearest John, 

Just sitting here, watching the rain fall, and my mind drifted back to sun-drenched 

peaks and lush, vibrant landscapes. It made me think of us, and how incredibly lucky I 

am to share these experiences with you.  

Remember those hikes we took in Normandy? The wind whipping through the heather, the 

panoramic views… it felt so powerful, so steeped in history. Standing on those hillsides, 

knowing your grandfather landed there, fighting for freedom… it was a humbling and 

deeply moving experience. I felt so close to you then, connected to your family’s story and 

to you in a way that's hard to put into words. It’s a memory I’ll treasure forever, 

intertwined with the feeling of your hand in mine. 

And then there was Malaysia! Oh, Malaysia… a whirlwind of colour, spice, and 

breathtaking beauty. It was an adventure unlike any other, wasn't it? Though, 

admittedly, the malaria wasn't part of the plan! Seeing you care for me through that, 

John, was… overwhelming. Your strength, your patience, your unwavering presence – it 

just solidified everything I already knew about the depth of our love. Even wrapped in 

blankets and feeling utterly miserable, I felt safe and cherished, knowing you were right 

there. 

It’s funny, isn’t it? Life throws these unexpected curveballs, these moments of joy and 

moments of challenge. But through it all, what remains constant is us. Our laughter, our 

quiet moments, the way we understand each other without needing to say a word. We've 

built something so special, John, a partnership rooted in genuine affection, unwavering 

support, and a deep, abiding love.  

You are my best friend, my confidant, my rock, and the love of my life. I cherish every 

moment we spend together, every memory we create. You make me a better person, and I'm 

endlessly grateful to have you by my side. 

Thinking of you always, and longing for our next adventure, whatever it may be. 

 I love you more than words can say. 

C. 

 
 


