Deor Sydney,

Hoappy birthdoy o my sweetheort. According to o 23-ysor-old
<also known as me, turning 22 is one of the hoppiest doys of one’s
liFe. IWhy? It's o doy where you stort a year like no other - you look
beside yourselF and reoalize thot you ore storting o yourney of liFe
next to someone who can bring you more Joy thon you ore able to
process. Someone who is so unbelievobly sweet thot you question
how she could exist in the Rrst place. Well, ot least thot's how I Felt.
You caninsteod simply Feel the aura oF your Yolorant stoy-ot-home
boyFriend.

I know there’'s o lot on your mind about the Future. But you've
mode it 23 yeors and there ore mony yeors aheod ofF you.
Regoardless oF whot you decide Lo choose ot Arst, know thot there
ore alwoys other options, no maotter how For down the rood you've
gone. You are never locked into something completely. I mean, I guess
you could be iF you were locked in Jail, but I don’t think we're
considering thot. I'm so excited to see how my girlFriend will grow
into her Future: I hove no worry but all the support For her choices.

I'mm very much looking Forward to ployging more games, solving
more puzzles, and eakting more hot pot and mango desserts with
you {yes, I know your buzzwords>. OF course, we have to Anish
Hollow Knight and ploy Silksong. I heord thot it’s o prerequisite to
truly turn 249 next yeor. I hope my Favorite has o very wonderFul
birthdoy - you are the cutest.

Love you,
Sam




