When Sorrow Is Overwhelming

Last night was my longest night since Steve went home. Just
the longest, hardest night.

Tossing and turning, reminding myself at 12:23 and 1:37 and
2:15 that the sun would rise, that morning would be faithful
to break through mourning, that it could not be otherwise
because it is the law of nature and the law of God’s mercy.

I've read a lot about people in grief who want to stay in bed
indefinitely, but that’s not me. The dark silence 1is
deafening, suffocating. Not every night; just a few nights.
But on those nights, the long-term reality of Steve’s absence
is palpable and powerful.

I keep looking for a strategy to avoid moments like this so
that I can get on with this process and make some progress.
Then I remember: This is the process and this is progress.

This is grief.

It is weighty and consuming and it isn’t heavier than the love
of God, but it’s the second-heaviest thing I’'ve experienced. I
know it can’'t separate me from His love, but I do feel it
pulling at my ankles sometimes with a strength that 1is
surprising, wanting to drag me away with my hope. And if it
were up to my muscles or intellect or emotional fortitude,
grief would win without even breaking a sweat.

But God.

He is strong and stronger still. And every time I am rescued
from the deep abyss, I am stronger too—not necessarily in my
ability to strategize and fight, but in my ability to rest and
trust.

This is a big week ahead. I have a long list of things that
need to be done and decisions that need to be made, and
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on Friday—the ALS Fancy Dance! It’'s too early to declare that
it will be a great week, but I am going to go out on a limb
and say I'Ll be stronger at the end of it than I am today.
That’s the ground in which I’'m planting my flag on this
Monday. I’'ll let you know how it goes.
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