Sometimes I Hug, and I Don’t Let Go
I met Sarah in the summer of 1994 in Pryor, Montana. I recall the first time I saw her and the connection that I felt, one that I feel she felt as well. I was the postmaster in Pryor, a small community on the Crow Indian Nation, near Billings, Montana. She had come to teach that summer, escaping her confined life in Indianapolis after reading a book called ‘Light of the Feather’, by Mick Fedullo. 

Her eyes were the bluest and a tad later, the sway of her petite hips accented my mind. She was intelligent, yearning and learning to be independent, and I do not think I’d ever seen anyone as happy as she was in the environs of the Crow Nation. She, like I, loved the Crow people and respected their culture and lifestyle. She had to return to Indiana, but we kept in touch from that summer until early the next year. 

She once said before leaving, as we embraced, ‘sometimes I hug, and I don’t let go’. And she didn’t.

 In 1995, she came to live in Montana, and I offered her refuge. She had left a terrible situation in Indiana, arriving at my home, driving an old Toyota filled with a rocking chair and some big plastic bags of her belongings.

She had little money, nowhere to live and was going to look for a teaching job. She moved into the basement apartment of my home, which my kindly landlord let her have rent free. She slowly migrated upstairs to my house and it was the start of something truly wonderful and loving. I told her, on about the same day that I first professed my love for her, that I wanted to make the second half of her life much better than the first. She was 50 then, I was 43, but age only matters for wine and cheese.

She moved to Santa Fe for a teaching job and I made the decision to follow. It was tough going for us financially, but we did okay. Sarah was able to pay her debts and she was rightfully proud of that and of purchasing her very first car. What followed was three years in California, where we married on Jan 2, 1999. We had a small but remarkable and fun-filled wedding, details of which I remember to this day.

In 2001, we returned to New Mexico, Las Cruces, where we lived until 2012. We had a beautiful house, and our relationship grew stronger. We had adopted animals as part of our life which added to the peacefulness of our home.

Her first cancer diagnosis was in 2010, but she kept it at bay until the last two years or so.
We were close and in love and everyone around us knew that. They could tell by our interaction or when they visited our calm and beautiful homes in Las Cruces and Santa Fe. 

I was her only caretaker for 10.5 years, but after a while it became just part of our daily life. She would have good days and bad. We were able to visit France, take a small ship cruise through the Bering Sea, and visit Cuba twice. She got to be a drummer when I surprised her with a gift to ‘Ladies Rock Camp’ in Portland. She so loved that, that we returned for two ‘encore’ camps and live concerts, where Sarah drummed for three different amateur bands.

The last few weeks of her time on Earth were stressful and filled with hardship and despair, but I know beyond a doubt that I treated her in the way she deserved to be treated-no harm ever came to her.

She would be glad to know that she kept the cancer at bay and died on October 30 of something that she may have hidden from me, which increased the possibility of sepsis, the cause of her passing. 

I loved her then and I love her now, but the days are long, the nights longer, the weekends almost unbearable. 

"As far as I can see, grief will never truly end. It may become softer over time, more gentle, and some days will feel sharp. But grief will last as long as love does--forever. It's simply the way the absence of your loved one manifests in your heart. A deep longing accompanied by the deepest love. Some days, the heavy fog may return, the next day it may recede once again. It's all an ebb and flow, a constant dance of sorrow, and joy, pain and sweet love."

