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My Unforgettable Friend Diane

	Diane is my unforgettable friend and former next-door neighbor in Colorado.  Standing five foot six inches, with sparkling brown eyes and medium brown hair fixed in a free spirit, wild way.  
	Diane is an author, born and raised in Minnesota, married for 45 years to her sweetheart, Wayne.  They have two grown daughters and four grandchildren.  
	Her smile and laugh are infectious, but her curious questions made many of us puzzled about what use she would have for our answers.  Diane’s playful spirit brought laughter to anyone within earshot.
	Diane was my inspiration for picking my memoir back up and progressing with my story.  She coaxed me into attending two writer’s conferences with her and continues sharing and guiding me through many obstacles - her suggestions are invaluable.
	About fifteen years ago, Diane phoned to deliver her devastating news.  For many years Diane suffered from extreme migraine headaches.  Each episode, Wayne would rush her to the emergency room, where she would get some form of injectable narcotic to help alleviate the pain.  Trying every type of treatment possible, including biofeedback and acupuncture, none of which helped, she eventually made an appointment with the Mayo Clinic for testing.  The doctors there located a brain aneurysm and operated shortly after that.
	Checking on Diane after she returned from the hospital, as she answered the door, I was overcome with both sadness for her shaved head but happiness that the doctors found and were able to pinch off the aneurysm.  While we were enjoying a cup of tea, Diane shared her experiences at Mayo, and then she spoke the dreadful news.  
	“After all the procedures I went through at the Mayo Clinic, the worst was my diagnosis of Parkinson’s Disease,” Diane explained.  Diane was only fifty years old.
	I then asked, “How did they make that determination?”
	Diane replied, “After the testing, they had an idea, but they needed to ask me a couple of questions.  The questions were: (1) Did you grow up on a farm in Iowa? And I said yes. (2) Did you drink well water? Again, my answer was yes.  They then made the diagnosis.”
	“I’m so sorry, Diane,” I stated with sympathy.  I was heartbroken.  I began thinking of my grandmother, who suffered from Parkinson’s Disease, and also grew up on a farm in Iowa and drank well water. Was it pesticides? What was it?
	Diane quickly changed the subject back to writing.  She was writing a novel about her three childhood friends, about growing up together, the fun, the mischief, and the tragedies they faced.  I don’t believe Diane has completed that book yet.  
Diane and I will be forever friends, and I pray each day that researchers will find a cure for Parkinson’s.
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