CREATIVE WRITING SHORT STORY COMPETITION 

Finding Mum’s Old Diary

The day I found my Mum’s old diary.  Mum’s life that I didn’t even know about.  SO HERE WE GO, some moments were a really good eye opener.
For example, when I read “Mum went to her Christmas party (work). She was so tipsy she cam home with only one shoe and a red, curly wig”.
Another time, “us two went to the cinema, Mum was carrying our teas, tickets and purse. She dropped the teas all over the foyer floor. She was so embarrassed, but I nearly wet myself laughing.  She was cross with me, and stayed in a mood for the whole film.
Secondly, I read mum’s entry of when she went “swimming with her friend”.  I say swimming – she didn’t even get in the pool! She went into the changing room, got undressed, opened her bag and found she had her towel, and bikini top, but no bottoms! Guess what?! Ditto! Another day ruined.
While I was laughing my head off, and reading Mum’s old diary entries, she suddenly came in the room.  Her face was like thunder. She looked really mad, like I’ve never seen before.
My face went as read as a tomato.  I felt ashamed, embarrassed and regretful that she found me doing this.
Immediately, she tried to grab her diary back out of my hands.  She looked so mad at me! What was she being so secretive about!
Why dd she get so mad?
Trembling, I confronted her “Mum, what are you hiding?”
She crumpled to the floor, shaking and sobbing “I’m so sorry … I should have told you sooner”…
She continued “I had a daughter way before you when I was very young. She had various health conditions and I was unable to cope – so I had her adopted by another family – who I knew would be able to care for her better than I could”.
I couldn’t believe what I was hearing… I was in shock! How could she do this to me?
Suddenly, things clicked into place, it was all beginning to make sense now.  I remember one time – when I was looking at what seemed an old photograph in a frame, it was of a little girl in our garden.  I asked Mum who the girl was – Mum snatched the picture out of my hand and put it away.  I asked who it was.  She said “No one” very abruptly.  I tried to enquire further.  It can’t have been “no one” because I recognised the garden.  It was the same one that we have now.
Mum stormed out of the room.  I didn’t pursue it, as I could see she was upset.
In hindsight, I also recollected Mum wearing a necklace with the letter “L” on it.  I asked her who the “L” stood for as none of our family had a name beginning with this letter.  Again, Mum became defensive, then appeared to be vague.
Over time, I learnt not to push for answers to my never-ending questions.  I began to get more and more resentful as my questions continued to increase, but not being able to talk about it to mum just made everything get brushed under the carpet.
I vowed to myself than when I was 16 years old – the sister I never knew would be over 18 and legally old enough to come and find me.
Months went by … turning into years.  One morning I came downstairs to find a letter on the doormat addressed to me.  I opened it and found it was from my long-lost sister.
Excitedly, I read the letter, words jumbling around in front of me – as tears of joy fell down my face.
I looked at the date and realised it was dated a year ago.  Mum found me crying and immediately came to hug me.
“You see, this is why I was so made with you” she said calmly.
I found and lost a sister – all though one diary.
What if!...
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