
Diana 

By Gwendolyn Rebecca Day 

 

 There in her bed Diana lay thinking about yesterday, but even in the midst of melancholy 

she prayed that today would be slightly better than the last. Diana stood up, she brushed her 

blankets off the side of her mattress. She then proceeded to walk towards the aged screen door in 

the front of her house. She nudged open the door with her palm and headed outside. On a creaky 

wood porch, she stood and thought. Thirteen-year-old Diana stood on the porch and 

contemplated her next decision, all while her mind was overwhelmed by thoughts.  

 

One Day Earlier 

 

 “Diana, your mother is very ill.”  

Dr. Thomas spoke aloud in the waiting room of the empty doctor’s office. Dianna’s heart 

sank like an anchor to the bottom of the ocean. Diana looked at Dr. Thomas, looked down at her 

beat up old tennis shoes, and then looked back up at the doctor, shaking her head in disbelief. 

The young girl sealed her eyes shut firmly, letting matching tears fall down her cheeks. Soon 

after wiping her face with her hand, she burst out of the office and rushed home. 

 

One Year Ago 

 

“Happy Birthday dear Diana, Happy Birthday to you!” sang Diana’s mother. “You’re twelve 

sweetheart!” 

 

Ten Years Ago 

 

 “Mommy? I want to learn to skip rope. Will you please teach me?” Diana pleaded.  

 “Run along into the shed and get the new indigo skilling rope I got you for your 

birthday.” Diana’s mother looked at her and smiled. 

 

Present Time 

 

 Diana stood on the porch. She was done thinking. She ran as fast as she could to the 

doctor’s office, blasted through the door and slammed it back into the frame with a big thwack. 

Without asking, the adolescent girl raced down the long skinny hallway of the office to the room 

where her mother was staying and stood there. She made the decision to open the dark rust color 

door into the room. 

 Inside, Diana found her mom laying on a small hospital bed, so she pulled up a chair 

from the corner and sat by her mother. Diana’s mother then asked quietly, “Do you remember 

the indigo skipping rope?” 

 “Yes, yes I do mom,” Diana replied, now holding her mother’s hand. She laid her head 

on her mother’s arm and fell asleep, knowing that tomorrow would be better than the last. Her 

mother looked at Diana and smiled the same happy smile, but this one was just a little bit 

happier.  

 

 


