My Friend Donna	Stella Nahatis
We were stopped at the traffic light on route 114 in Danvers, Massachusetts. I blew my nose for the hundredth time and added the Kleenex in the plastic bag with the rest of the crumpled up wet tissues. Donna kept her delicate hands on the wheel one at ten o’clock and the other at two o’clock, just as we were taught at driver’s education classes. I admired their porcelain -like skin all the way to her nails. In the past I would have commented on her beautiful long nails. “I love the length, the rounded tips, and the ruby red polish.” However, on that day we were focused on my getting over my grief.
We sat waiting for the light to change. Both of us wore pant suits, the style of the times. She, as always, a conservative solid color.  The white cotton blouse gave the solid royal blue suit a crisp look. I, on the other hand, in my progressive style wore a bright seafoam green with a gold thread running through it. I replayed our last words before we left the house.
Donna had listened to been listening to my complaints. 
“Stel, I know what you are saying. You are hurt. But there were good times too.”
“But why? I wiped my cheeks.
“Let’s go out of the house, let’s go to lunch. You need a change of scenery.” Her voice and its tone were unlike the staccato-like sound of the Chinese they spoke at home. 
“Ugh, my eyes are puffy and red.” I saw myself in the hallway mirror.
“I’ll drive.” She said
I followed and slid into the white leather seat of her red 1974 Camaro. Even in my distraught state appreciated the new car smell. Such a distinct scent. I attempted to get rid of the red eyes in the ten minutes it took us to arrive at the traffic light. But to no avail.
“We will be at the restaurant in five minutes.” She accelerated through the intersection.
“I don’t understand why he cheated on me. Why? He keeps telling me what a good person I am, and what a good mother I am.”
Her long black hair moved off her shoulders as she made a right-hand turn. I noticed she was wearing her gold loop earrings. Her husband, Jack,  had given her those a few months ago on Valentine's Day.
We reached the parking lot and before getting out of the car Donna turned to me and said.
“We may never find out why. You must stop asking and move on. It has been six months since you separated.” Her brown eyes, the color of dark chocolate penetrated through mine. They transmitted a sense of calm and acceptance throughout my being. It was a pivotal point in my journey to recovery. I composed myself and got out of the car.
During lunch we made it a point not to discuss my divorce. She dropped me off at home with both of us feeling better. 
“Donna, I am so sorry I have been driving you crazy with my ranting and raving the past few months. Thank you for today. You gave me the nudge I needed to stop asking why. That has been the most painful question. “
“That’s okay. I wanted to help you. I just couldn’t watch you going down the dark spiral.”
After a long hug she got back in her car and I watched my dear friend drive away.
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