
Anita and Diana 

 Roses in hand, Anita gets off the bus a few blocks away from Diana’s house. The sun had barely 

begun its descent to the other side of the world while Anita slowly walks along the side walk anticipating 

the dinner date with Diana’s parents. She doesn’t know what they look like and they don’t know she 

exists, but this is the way Diana wanted to come out to her parents. The dinner had been planned for 

about two weeks now.  

 Anita thought about their relationship and how young it was. She thought they weren’t serious 

enough to meet each other’s parents because Diana had never even hinted that she wanted to be 

exclusive. It’s more of a booty call kind of relationship, but Anita doesn’t mind. At least now she could 

say they were beginning to get serious.   

 Two more blocks to walk and she’s at the front door of her lover’s house. Anita lights a cigarette 

to calm her nerves and wonders what they will have for dinner. Maybe a pork roast with little red 

potatoes and asparagus. A surf n’ turf would be nice. “It’s the yin and yang of the culinary world,” Anita 

had once heard that at a bar for lesbians called Red’s. Diana doesn’t go to bars, so out of respect, Anita 

hasn’t been there in a month.  

 A two story white house sat the end of the final block in the neighborhood. The big black 

numbers next to the front door read “7112,” just where Anita needed to be. Two lights were on upstairs 

as the ground floor was illuminated through thin curtains, leaving the house looking like a jack o’ 

lantern. It looked inviting and seemed like home. Anita walked up to the big red door and rang the 

doorbell. She heard the chime on the inside and waited. 

 An entire minute goes by and she rings the doorbell again, fearing no one heard her the first 

time. Again, no one answers. Maybe the doorbell isn’t loud enough. Anita pounds on the door. Still 

nothing. She peers into the kitchen from one of the windows but can’t see anyone. She gets out her 

phone and calls Diana.  

 “Hello?”  

 “Hey! I’m outside your house. Where is everyone?”  

 “Oh! You’re Diana’s friend. No one is home, we’re all at the hospital. We finally got the call.” A 

shaky voice responded.  

 Anita was quiet for a moment. “What call? Is everything alright? Where is Diana? Should I be 

there?” 

 “They’re working on her right now. She’s been on that list for so long, I was giving up hope. We 

got the page about four hours ago. Diana nearly fainted when her pager went off. Her dad and I had to 

carry her out to the car. Oh! I have to go. We’re down here at the county hospital, you should be able to 

find us.”  

 Anita did what she could with the information given to her, and within an hour she was at the 

correct hospital in the correct wing meeting Diana’s parents for the first time. A hospital didn’t seem like 

a small talk kind of place, so they jumped straight into the details. Diana’s pager went off indicating that 



a pair of lungs from a donor had become available for her. Her parents explained everything with great 

patience.  

 “So that’s why she always wore the pager. What is that? The cys-cystic what?”  

 “Fibrosis, cystic fibrosis. It means that Diana’s lungs aren’t, well I guess now it’s ‘weren’t’ 

working. I can’t believe she never told you about this, any of this,” Brian, Diana’s father, informed.  

 “Yeah, I guess there are some things you gotta keep from someone, you know?” Anita stared at 

the ground until the silence was broken.   

 “Well why don’t you stay here and wait with us. Diana would love to see you when she comes 

out from surgery, wouldn’t she?” The high pitched voice of Karen, Diana’s mother, chimed in.  

 “Of course,” Anita smiled.  

 Anita held Diana’s hand gingerly as her mother sat in the corner of the room, weeping alone. 

The tube in Diana’s throat to force her lungs to breathe hissed every other second. It’s how Anita began 

to count the minutes and hours as she sat there next to her wife. Diana was a mystery lying in a hospital 

bed of white sheets.  

 Their son, Zack, who’s eleven now but was four when they adopted him, found his mother lying 

on the kitchen floor after she went to make snacks. Anita left the house that morning before Diana or 

Zack were awake for her patrol shift around town. He says that nothing unusual happened that day – 

they went to the grocery store to get things for dinner, came home, and two hours later she was out. As 

soon as Anita was home, she called a friend to watch Zack.  

 None of the EMTs could get a response out of Diana. Eventually, she stopped breathing, but 

they were able to get her lungs working again at minimal capacity. They sedated her and hooked her up 

to various machines. “Life Support” was shown on one of the monitors surrounding her bed. The doctors 

and nurses did some tests, took some blood, the whole nine yards. Everyone was in the dark.  

 A nurse came in every hour to check the vitals and equipment. She checked a gauge that 

measured the fluid in Diana’s lungs. Anita’s job was to check for a sign of life. The facts pouring out of 

the doctor’s mouth so many years before continuously played themselves behind her eyes. Life 

expectancy of 37 years. Infertility. Fluid could fill the lungs at any moment. Drowning in blood is 

common. High calorie diets are essential to maintain the will to live. Lung transplants don’t cure cystic 

fibrosis.  

 “Why don’t you go home? I’ll call you early in the morning if you’d like. And you can call me at 

any time. I don’t think I’ll sleep tonight.” Anita suggested to Karen, Diana’s mother.   

 “You’re kind. I’ll call in a little while if I can’t rest. Thank you, Anita.”  

 At 3:00 AM, two hours after Karen left, a doctor came in to check on Diana and update Anita of 

her status. Anita was hunched over in her chair when he came in. He gently touched her back and she 

jumped to attention. His concerned eyes stared into hers.  

 “It’s not looking too good.” He said somberly.  



 “I didn’t think it was,” Anita paused. “I didn’t want to say it out loud, but I expected it this time. 

All the other emergency room visits, and none of them were this bad.” 

 “There isn’t much we can do on such short notice. Her lungs are filling with fluid because she 

can’t cough it up, and we can’t physically take it out of her without removing her breathing tube. She’s 

not well enough to withstand surgery. The other visits were minor compared to this. These lungs have 

lasted her 11 years, that’s so close to the maximum life expectancy someone with transplanted lungs 

can live.”  

 “What about another pair of lungs? How long can she last on the life support and breathing 

machines? She can make it, if only–“ 

 “Anita, these are only temporary solutions. These machines cannot keep her heart beating. If 

her lungs fill too high with liquid, she’s going to die. It’s important you see that.”  

 “So what can I do now? What do I tell our son?” 

 “You tell him how determined she was. How hard she fought at every step of the way. He’ll look 

at you and learn how to handle trauma. You need to teach him what’s right, otherwise he won’t cope 

with this. You need to be strong.” Anita was sobbing and the doctor touched her shoulder, indicating his 

departure.  


