Attention All Dianas!
By Grant Jones

I apologize in advance if the wrong Diana is reading this, but last week I met the most extraordinary woman while I was waiting at the bus stop. Now I must find her, and find out if she loves me too. Her name is Diana and she is the most beautiful woman on earth. Again I apologize if you are not the Diana I am seeking. My Diana has long brown hair, green eyes, and rosy cheeks that make me want to pinch them. If your name is Diana and this sounds like you, please keep reading.

I was sitting on the bus stop bench as I do every Wednesday and Friday on my way home from therapy, when Diana sat down beside me. Fate, you work in such strange ways! Diana, you could have stayed silent. You could have stared straight ahead but you didn’t. You turned and looked me straight in the eyes and said something that I will remember forever. You asked, “Can I help you?” You saw me looking at you and you asked, “Can I help you?” My Diana, so giving and selfless, right from the start.


Oh, we talked about so many things while we waited. We talked about the bus, and how it was running late. I told you about my shoes, how they were new, and why I preferred Velcro straps to strings. It was so sweet the way you shyly listened with your head turned away, your hand shielding your face to cup in the sound. Though we didn’t say it out loud, I knew we both were thinking what a fortuitous coincidence that we both felt the weather was pleasant although a little muggy. You giggled like a schoolgirl when I told you how difficult it is to fall asleep at night when the squirrels in my neighborhood are forming alliances against me.


But as quickly as you came, you left. “You first,” you offered so sweetly when the bus arrived. I turned around to pick you up onto the bus, but it was too late, the doors were closing and you were standing on the outside. What a strange smile held to your face as you faded into a small speck in the distance. Was it because you knew we’d meet again? Diana, I must confess I love you. I cannot stop thinking about you. I have waited at the bus stop everyday between 6am and midnight but you have not returned. I must find you. I cannot continue like this. There is a dull heaviness in my chest and though the doctor says it’s a tumor, I know it’s my longing for you. I dream of you every night. I see your face in everything; in the clouds floating past the sun, in the spackle on my ceiling, in the waffles I eat for breakfast.


I’ve tried to move on but I cannot. Two nights ago I asked out another woman named Diana. It was okay, but it was not the same. I want the Diana I fell in love with at the bus stop. If you are that Diana, please meet me at the bus stop any time, any day. I’ll be there waiting. We have so much to talk about. I have baked you a pie and made an origami doll that looks like you. Tomorrow I am getting a tattoo. On Wednesday I’m interviewing wedding planners. Diana, I can’t build our life together alone.
