Dear Steve, Liz and family
The sadness Jacqueline and I felt on receiving the tragic news that Sarah eventually lost her brave fight against breast cancer is indescribable, but can’t possibly match the pain you must all be experiencing right now.

This is, quite simply, the hardest letter I’ve had to pen in my career. My vocabulary feels inadequate at times like this. I just wanted, somehow, to convey my feelings and pay a tribute to a very special friend.
It seems surreal that just 6 weeks ago we shared a wonderful holiday with you in Perth. I guess the tears I struggled to conceal when we said goodbye said it all. In my heart I knew I wouldn’t see Sarah again. I’m sure she knew that too but she summoned the strength to walk to the beach and the courage to turn on her contagious smile as we headed off to the airport. That final smile was just one of many great memories I’ll cherish from two decades of friendship with Sarah.

Sarah was a remarkable and unique lady. Her courage and determination through arduous chemotherapy and radiotherapy was humbling, even for a hardened oncologist like me who admires brave people facing similar challenges every day. She was uncomplaining throughout the many ups and downs of treatment and never lost her sense of humour or determination despite an endless series of setbacks. Sarah was, without doubt, the most inspirational patient I’ve known.  
To Sarah, cancer sometimes just seemed to be a mere inconvenience that interrupted her busy and fulfilling life.

But there was much more to Sarah than the battle she fought over the past 6 years and I, like you, will remember her for her extraordinary qualities.
Sarah was an accomplished medic who went on to become an exceptional paediatrician. Neonatology has lost a great talent. 
Sarah’s energy, vitality and enthusiasm for everything she did were an inspiring example to us all. She achieved many great things personally and professionally. She took on varied challenges in an unassuming but quietly determined, down-to-earth and modest manner. She wouldn’t be beaten. But her spirit was tempered by a warm, loyal, caring, gentle and kind temperament and an admirable ability to engage everyone she met. 
We had some great times together over the years. Our student days at ‘The London’ were hard work but fun. We knew her as ‘Mitchell’ (we affectionately referred to each other by surname at Medical School and never lost the habit including our final goodbye!). She was a quiet but conscientious student but enjoyed letting her hair down on fund-raising exploits in Rag Week. On one occasion she stopped a police van on Whitechapel High Street to get them to donate some cash. The following year she ‘flanned’ an unsuspecting American tourist outside Horse Guards Parade with a custard pie! All for charity of course! 

Her dilapidated old Fiat Uno and rusty old bikes were a source of amusement in the Student Union. On one occasion the bike was in such a state of disrepair that the local villains nicked the lock while she was on call - and left the bike behind!

Sarah was somewhat less accomplished at skiing than she was at saving the lives of premature babies. I can still picture her heading off-piste into the distance unable to turn and hear her infectious laugh as she chuckled at Steve’s latest tumble onto the snow. We still laugh about the time she got tangled up in a chair lift and ended up going back down to the bottom again as she struggled to pull herself free!
Our recent trip to WA allowed Sarah to show us the beautiful city she chose to make her final home. I’ll always remember Sarah enjoying fish and chips on the beach at Cottesloe, swimming proudly in her new heated pool and taking us for breakfast overlooking the ocean. 
Courageous to the end, I shan’t forget her black sense of humour over Steve’s frustration at the Frangipani tree he planted in Camelia Avenue for what proved to be her last birthday present. It was a sorry sight, wilted, held up by bits of rope and barely a leaf on it. She commented ‘There’s more life in me than that tree Steve!’ He promptly went to the nursery and bought a proper one, which now stands proudly in their beautiful garden as a fitting memorial.
Everyone Sarah knew will have their own stories and anecdotes. The vacuum she leaves behind will, in time, be filled with happy memories. They will live on as her legacy.
Like everyone she touched in her all-too-short life, I shall miss Sarah desperately. 
But I feel hugely privileged to have known her.

Russell
With love from Jackie, Jack & Ellie
