Why are endings so hard?  The end of a story, the end of a relationship, the end of a life…

I’ve started writing this one a million times.  Perhaps I could tell you about how different life is out here, or how I remember all these great things about the times I’ve spent with my friends, or maybe I could tell you about the funny little unexpected quirks surrounding weddings and engagement.  Yesterday I even wrote this great intro to let you all know how much I miss you and how I thought I could keep you a part of my life by writing this guest column and letting you know what’s going on.  But I never finished those.

Then yesterday I found out that my Nana is in the hospital.  She’s not dying.  Well, not anymore than the rest of us anyway.  She’s pretty sick though, and death was a possibility on Sunday night.  Suddenly I found myself thinking about the end.  Will I see her again?  Will she be there to give her blessing on my marriage?  Is she ready for the end?

So this got me thinking about the end of a lot of things.  How do you sum up all that you’ve got so far, be it in a paper, a presentation, a love, or a life, and bring it to a close?  Many of you experienced this recently at a funeral for our friend Nick.  To a much smaller degree we experienced that when we left Rice.  And even smaller still I feel that I slowly experience that every time I read a column about the group of friends, and I no longer find my name.  Ending is hard. 

I’ve heard it said that every time a door closes, another one opens.  Basically when something ends, something new will begin.  But that’s far too simple in my opinion.  It makes it sound as though the universe is equal in all things, and at every end you simply turn and find a new beginning.  I disagree.  I think we make that new beginning because we need it.  Beginnings have so much hope and promise.  What’s new and different is often fun or exciting.  Whereas endings seem difficult even when it’s really the right thing to do, like when you’re in a crappy job or when you don’t want to be a lawyer but you’re in law school.  (That last remark was of course not directed at anyone in particular)

So far we’re pretty lucky that our young lives are filled with beginnings, and so far not too many ends.  Beginning a career or job, beginning a relationship, beginning a life-changing trip across the world.  But endings are necessary.  Every book must end.  Every vacation must end.  Even pain ends eventually.  And life is no exception.  So I will miss Nana when she’s gone, just like I miss her now that I’m so far away.  And I will miss all of you and the great friendship we began.  But I will enjoy all of my beginnings too.  My new husband, my new job, my life in California, my life as a med student in another year, my new role as “Aunt Sarah” and many others yet to come.  I offer no advice for endings other than remember their beginning and appreciate the beginnings you have now.  

So how to end this story?  Maybe I won’t…

