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Steadying herself against the wooden teak railing, Eleanor Hughes stood at the bow of the 

towering ocean liner as it sliced through the blue-gray waters of the Atlantic, just as it did on her 

honeymoon when Gerald Ford sat in the Oval Office. Remembering, she stared out at the vastness of the 

ocean swells while gulls shrieked overhead. Eleanor smiled, softly caressing the arm of her favorite 

cashmere sweater, which her beloved Richard gave to her as the salt-tinged air blew across her silver 

wisps. Knowing he was watching, she felt his strength wrapped around her, his voice still calling out to 

her as the swelling tides of emotion began to engulf her. They had never been apart except when he was 

drafted to serve in Vietnam, and when…when heaven needed him more. 

To Eleanor, meeting Richard must have been ordained by God, because in her mind, it had to be a 

miracle that they had even met. His strength and humility first caught her attention as a freshman in 

college. Aspiring to become an adult who barely escaped an overprotective father and a subservient 

mother, Eleanor’s goals and dreams were reasonable: get her degree, travel, and meet someone who 

would protect, be loyal, and adore her. Richard, too, was looking for someone who would love him for 

who he was, a quiet, unassuming basketball recruit from far western Kentucky who grew up serving 

others by doing chores for his neighbors or reading and walking with the elderly residents at the local 

Magnolia Rest Center. A veteran of bestowing kindness, Richard was a rookie when it came to dating or 

approaching girls. Although recruited to play basketball at several large regional universities, Richard 

chose Mount Nebo after visiting the campus after Miss Bessie, one of Magnolia’s residents, talked about 

her grandson, who had gone there several years prior.  

Gripping the ship’s railing even tighter, Eleanor glanced at her wedding band as she breathed in 

deeper, inhaling the past, playing back her and Richard’s years together, like scenes from a cinematic 



feature film. She remembered their first kiss, their college years, Richard leaving to serve his country, 

marriage, an unplanned death, and Kate. Their only living child, Kate, was a beautiful contradiction, full 

of joy, rebellion, and sincerity. Her life’s desire to find love and purpose was a trilogy of ignorance, greed, 

and brokenness, but Eleanor still loved Kate more than she could ever know.  

Over the ship’s intercom, the Captain’s accented voice announced, “To all of our cruise guests, 

the weather tonight and the seas ahead remain calm underneath clear skies,” briefly interrupting Eleanor’s 

thoughts. Even though her ship was sailing in calm waters, Eleanor knew the rough seas she and Richard 

had managed to sail through. She remembered America in the late sixties when it was fractured and 

embroiled in political unrest, civil rights movements, and assassinations. Eleanor and Richard felt 

removed and immune from the outside world, concentrating on their studies and each other at Mount 

Nebo College. But the peace didn’t last. Upon graduation in the early seventies, true dissension entered 

their lives when the military draft stole Richard away. At the time, she wasn’t sure she would ever see him 

again.  

Although other unforeseen tides of separation, disappointments, and loss left bitterness and scars 

of emotional regret through the years, Eleanor and Richard’s love braved each one. Could she have gone 

through life facing each of these things by herself? Maybe, she thought, but truly, Richard was now the 

only thing in her past that she wanted to remember. 

Wiping away the glistening, free-falling tears from her hazel green eyes, she was here for one 

reason. Eleanor made a promise to herself that if Richard were to die before her, she would honor him and 

their love by doing something that no one else would understand. For her to remain alone was inexcusable 

in her mind.  

Eleanor, now climbing up on the ship’s railing, heard a familiar voice. “Mother?… Don’t!” Kate 

screamed! 


