Friendship

Two Women, Two Countries, Four Decades

Diana Coke and Ann Wood

Copyright © 2020 by the Cokes: Naomi, Alexia, Toby and Ann Wood
ISBN: 978-1-62429-312-2
All rights reserved.
Published through Opus Self-Publishing:
Politics and Prose Bookstore
5015 Connecticut Ave. NW
Washington, D.C. 20008
www.politics-prose.com / / (202) 364-1919

Diana Coke

Ann Wood

“Be slow in choosing a friend, slower in changing.”

—Benjamin Franklin

FORWARD
Harry Truman said, If you want a friend in Washington, get a dog,” which is
good advice in a city where professional and personal lives have regularly been
upended by national elections and now by the pandemic. There s also the maxim
that a fortunate person has five true friends. Here the five may change as people
move away from the power center of Washington… or nearer to it... My closest
friends changed after the anger of my normally, cool, calm father freed me of
him. I went off to explore the world, see new places and make new friends. Most
memorable was Diana Coke. We stayed in touch for decades after meeting at the
main rail station in New Delhi. Her letters remind me of how remarkable she
was and have been collected for her children who were lucky to have known her
so well and for their children who couldn’t.
Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
Christmas, 2020
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Meeting in India, Start of a Friendship

L

eaving Washington in 1978 led me to a chance with meeting Diana Coke a year
later on the other side of the world. After an overnight flight from London with
a change of planes in Geneva I cleared Indian customs as the sun came up.
Outside the airport the fare was four rupees in a rattle-trap bus to ride with airport workers to Cannaught Circle in the center of New Delhi. By mid-morning I found the railroad
station where a bogie, the private railroad car that would be my home for the next five
weeks was parked. Nearby was a tall, striking woman with prematurely gray hair amid
a motley group of people.
So that is how I met Diana Coke, a brilliant, eccentric, charming woman. We
were two middle-aged women on the private rail platform of the main New Delhi station
bound for a tour of India. Diana was from Scotland and would return to Edinburgh
warm family ties, and children she loved. During her long life she would travel widely,
returning several times to India, which was forever special to her.
Accommodations
Five weeks with a stranger began so inauspiciously. Our encounter and sharing a rail
compartment could have been disastrous. Instead, it began a friendship of decades. There
were visits in Edinburgh, London and Washington, letters or e-mails when she could be
persuaded to use a computer. Her writing revealed many interests, but foremost was her
devotion to her children.
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Sparkling private cars with elegant crests, also, waited on tracks at the side of the
railroad station. However, the Pullman car in which we would share a compartment on
our journey around India, while luxurious when built in 1927, was seriously out of date,
painted common barn red. It had been built long before air-conditioning. The windows
were covered with three layers designed for the Indian climate and dangers. There was
glass, then screening, then steel bars. At one end of the car a huge iron stove stood in a
narrow kitchen with cooking supplies stacked around it. It would sit unlit, because, if
filled with burning wood it would make the area around it unbearable.
Next to the kitchen was a equally narrow pantry, where Ashley Butterfield, our
leader, and Jackie, a young Cambridge graduate, his partner, slept on the shelves. She
had the manners of a diplomatic wife and the build of a Chinese coolie which came from
carrying buckets of water from station taps that provided safe drinking water. Cooking
in temperatures as high as 120 degrees was done over a fire pot on the platform using
supplies bought from local markets wherever we stopped. A large shower room was at
the other end of the bogie. In the middle were a lounge and four double compartments.
Ashley Butterfield started as a London bus driver and began leading tours for students
using rugged cars lined with wooden bunks which Indians used for making religious
pilgrimages. Ours was his maiden “First Class” tour.
The Group
I was the last to join Ashley’s group at the station. Diana arrived earlier and rejected
sharing a compartment with either of two other solo women travelers, one an obese
American, who apparently traveled the world continuously, the other a nurse, who had
just ended several years in Africa and gave off strong evidence of an unfamiliarity with
bathing. Diana chose me, sight unseen, to share a compartment as being, possibly, the
lesser evil than either of them. Seeing Diana and the other women, I agreed. It took me
two weeks to overcome awe of her. She could easily have made my awe last longer, but
she was a good companion with a merry sense of humor.
Our compartment’s lower berth was a single four poster bed with an innerspring
mattress. A leather hammock was slung above it and meant for a servant. Traditionally,
a servant slept outside the bedroom door—-impossible to do on a moving train. Diana
claimed the bed with no objection from me, but midway around India we traded bunks.
The three other compartments were occupied by: two women friends from Cambridge,
the two solo women travelers, and a couple traveling with their daughter. Booked as a
solo, the daughter was assigned by Ashley to sleep on a couch in the lounge. During the
days, she used her parents’ compartment, the only one with its own loo. The only male
in our group, a young clerk from London, was assigned to another couch by Ashley,
2

whose informal arrangements were heavily influenced by his years of herding student
travelers.
The Itinerary
Ashley Butterworth knew the Indian rail charter system well, and arranged to have his
inaugural “First Class” Pullman car (bogie) attached to an express only from Bombay to
Madras. After that it was hitched to local trains across to Ootacamund and Cochin, then
north to Luchnow and Haridwar, and back to New Delhi. We traveled slowly and paused
many, many times at stations where slight, dark men on the platforms stared in at twelve
people lounging inside a spacious bogie. On the outside it was the same red color as
bogies that might accommodate as many as 80 pilgrims.
So Diana and I rolled along, down and around India in this 1927 version of luxury. Finally, at Haridwar, our northernmost stop, we rode with a mad cab driver to
Rishikesh, once the destination of the Beatles, who went there to see the famous guru,
Maharishi Mahesh Yogi. The driver hit a boy on a bicycle, carrying a milk can, exchanged
some hard words with him, and then sped on to a squeeze play with three rickshaws. He
hit all three in a telescoping move and berated them as he did so.
When We Had Enough
At Rishikesh we bought packets of small change sold by some beggars for tourists to
scatter among other beggars. Popular activities were, also, watching sacred cattle drop
turds in the street and eating food served on banana leaves with our fingers in "meals
ready" restaurants. The Beatle's guru had moved to Switzerland. In Haridwar, the monkeys slipped into the bogie by any open door or window. Diana and I fled before the
farewell dinner Ashley planned to hold using up everything left in the larder with the
monkeys and beggars as guests. An ancient bus took us on a five-hour, tooth-rattling ride
back to Delhi, where we checked into the Y.M.C.A. hotel, an inexpensive haven of clean
beds and bathrooms.
Leaving India
Diana returned to Edinburgh but not before her British apparent hauteur, which had
awed me, saved John, the young London clerk from an imbroglio with our hotel staff.
He had no receipt for the luggage that Diana kindly kept for him while he stayed elsewhere. The night clerk refused to let John leave with his luggage, and the night manager
and doorman stood in his way. Diana insisted that the boss be roused from his bed. He
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arrived in rumpled pajamas and in extremely bad temper, but confronted by Diana, he
allowed John to depart with his bags for the airport.
Different Lives
On the long rail journey we candidly shared stories, continuing to do so through correspondence and visits for years. During her marriage, Diana lived in London, Brussels,
Athens, Tokyo, and Edinburg. She disliked Edinburg but thought she would give the
city five more years because her three young children were in school there. Then she
planned to move to London.
We were both in mid-life and changing circumstances. Diana, daughter of the
Raj, spent her first twelve years in Calcutta, until being sent to England.
What I learned of Diana’s background was exotic. Sudden changes affected her
as a child and had a huge impact on her in later years, perhaps giving her the adventurous
spirit I so admired. She arrived at a girls country boarding school with summer clothes
and braids. Post war England was cold. Her wardrobe was inadequate, and she had never
braided her own long hair. Few girls were kind to the young “foreigner”.
A Small World
In contrast to hers, my childhood was bland. The village I knew in my childhood has
disappeared amid suburban sprawl with old houses remodeled to Disneyland perfection,
and the village expanded with houses built in a subdivision where streets stood empty
for decades after the crash of 1929.
Lake Bluff is the last of the suburbs, stretching north from Chicago along the
edge of Lake Michigan. Then it was a mile square hemmed in by wealthy neighbors.
Lake Forest, the richest suburb in the country was on the south. On the north two properties, Crab Tree Farm and Shore Acres Golf Club, consisted of hundreds of acres of
fields and woods bordering Lake Michigan.
Google tells me more about this never-never land than I knew as a child. Both
the farm and the club have Lake Bluff addresses, but were a world apart from the village.
I roamed along their isolated beaches but never climbed the bluff where they still sit
hidden.
The Village
We were “free range” children, left to our own devices on summer days long before
“helicopter” parents. Once, my brother John and I, around the ages of eight and nine
ran away one morning, remembering to take a few snacks. We were more than a mile
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west of home headed north when a large black car passed us and then stopped. The
occupants, two serious looking couples, told us to get in. The car was turned around and
driven directly to our house where we were dropped off with scoldings from these people
who knew exactly where we belonged.
Lake Bluff was founded as a Methodist camp meeting in 1875 with development
frozen in time during the 1930s and 1940s until the population explosion of the 1950s.
The outside world was mostly a mystery to me. A classmate, Scott Durand, who lived at
Crab Tree Farm once showed the fourth grade films of his family’s foreign travels; and
Abbie Overholt was in our class during the WW II.. Then she and her parents, long time
Methodist missionaries, returned to China. I still have her letters describing school life
in 1946 Shanghai.
My early boundaries were geographical and political with a family so Republican
that my father once told me the League of Women Voters were Communists. We were
not church goers, but along with my parents I went to family funerals, beginning at age
six. Sometimes I attended Sunday school at the non-denominational Union Church
where I learned the Lord’s Prayer. However, after Mother heard that the lesson had been
the teacher explaining how many quarts of milk fitted into her refrigerator, I spent the
time reading the Sunday comics.

Our address at 517 Center, Lake Bluff, pop 750
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Howard and Ruth Wood with their children
Spring vacations were often spent on Sanibel, a Florida island even more isolated
than Lake Bluff, reached by a ferry running only during daylight hours. “Catering to
gentile clientele only”. was printed on the corner of the Casa Ybel Hotel stationary:
Suburban Segregation
Lake Bluff was a cocoon—safe, but confining—the limits of which I felt but recognized
only as I moved beyond them, leaving behind the geographical, political and family ties
that wove the cocoon.
Lake Forest, the larger town next to Lake Bluff, was founded by a few men, who
explored along the edge of Lake Michigan north of Chicago by horse and carriage looking for a bucolic country site for homes. Some of the tycoons were Presbyterians and
soon founded Lake Forest College, the alma mater of my parents, two aunts, an uncle
and one cousin. Later in his life my father was a college trustee, and the papers his widow
sent me, which I found so interesting and helpful, have been given to the college.
Lake Forest was Eden for the founders of Chicago businesses, including department stores, meat packing and plumbing companies. As Wikipedia puts it bluntly:
“According to the president of the Lake Forest-Lake Bluff Historical Society, the
captains of industry and upper-class elite who first settled in Lake Forest sought a refuge
from late 19th and early 20th-century Chicago. In their view, the city was overrun with
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immigrants from southern and eastern Europe who had dangerous socialist ideas and
indulged in excessive alcoholic consumption.”
Lake Bluff had only the Union Church in addition to the original Methodist
Church, and one black person, the janitor, who lived across the street from the school
where he worked for many years.
Transportation segregated the 220 or so white children, in the only school in the
village—-kindergarten thru eighth grade. Those of us with families rode bicycles to
school, home for lunch, then back for afternoon classes.
Children who lived at the Methodist Home for Children were not allowed bicycles; so they walked back and forth twice a day. And I have no idea where the children
of the few Naval officers who were driven the four miles to school from the Great Lakes
Naval Station ate their lunches. Here I admit to knowing little about their lives. Or those
of the children from the Home. They were not orphans, although often referred to as
such. Having at least one parent was required for admittance. None were from the village. Two classmates in our tiny class were adopted. Locally The Cradle in Evanston was
famous as a source for infants with clients wanting to adopt, including Bob Hope.

Abbie Overholt, fourth from the left in the front row was graduated with
us in 1946 and returned to China with her Methodist missionary parents.
Supervision was pervasive. I don’t remember bullying except for how we treated
a girl from the Methodist Home who was with us briefly in the sixth grade. Now I am
appalled. She had terrible, rotten teeth which we children with regular dental care each
paid her a nickel to see.
Although my father was on the school board I never told him about my most
embarrassing incident, which happened when my eighth grade teacher, Mrs. Rockwell,
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was near retirement and a bit short tempered. A boy who transferred from a progressive
Florida school was in the habit of wandering about at will during class while the rest us
sat dutifully until the bell rang. She was exasperated when, called upon, the girl in front
of me struggled to get up, because the sash of her dress was tied to the back of her seat.
The culprit was obvious. Mrs. Rockwell crossed the room and her hand hit my cheek.
Wham!
A bit of trivia: we heard her son was an actor, but only now do I know that he
was Robert Rockwell, born in Lake Bluff, who had a long career in movies and television.
Still a Republican
My first grown-up job was in 1955 with my congresswoman, Rep. Marguerite Stitt
Church, (R.Ill.).in Washington and traveling with her around her district which extended from the Evanston/Chicago border thru northern and western suburbs and farmland to the Wisconsin border. Elected following her husband’s death, she served six
terms until her huge district was split into two. Both were still Republican, and Donald
Rumsfeld ran with her support for one of them
During the months when Congress was adjourned, I lived at home, and my father dropped me at Mrs. Church’s Evanston office on his way to his office at the Chicago
Tribune. Barbara Harrison, a Washington, D.C. native, who had never been away from
home before, was another secretary. We were alone in Mrs. Church’s large, gloomy
house when she was abroad with the House Foreign Affairs Committee and her strange
son haunted the upper floors. Barbara was as smart as Mrs. Church, staying with her
retirement from Congress. I lasted until it was time to go to the district a third time.
Later, working for newspapers in Washington I traveled with presidential wives, both
Republican and Democratic. Then for adventure I earned my private pilot’s license.
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My tickets were punched daily at the Chicago Conventions, 1952
Republican July 7-11, Democratic July 21-26
Crowds for the two parties were so different
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A Happy Marriage

My father photographed Mother, my sister and me, as an infant. This smile
for him lasted all her life. It seemed to me they liked each other better than
their children, a normal and nice way for parents to be.

Sanibel 1933



Athens 1969
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When Mother died, more than fifty years had elapsed since my parents met at Lake Forest College, where she majored in math and chemistry. She had been his best friend,
lover, amiable fishing pal, adventurous traveling companion and supportive wife, who
managed the family and household. He commuted to the Tribune in Chicago.
At twelve, Diana was sent alone from her home in tropical Calcutta with no
amah to braid her hair, and a wardrobe summer clothes for chilly England. Unlike her,
I was seriously prone to homesickness. Once, I fled from my grandmother’s house four
blocks away rather than spend the night there.
My thirteenth birthday present was meant to be a business trip with my father
to a Tribune paper mill town at Heron Bay, Ont. The morning we were to leave a wave
of homesickness overcame me, and I refused to go and clung to a bedpost. Furious, my
father pried my hands loose. Why was he so angry? Was it my defiance or possibly losing
face with men who worked for him and expected me to be with him? Or was it then, and
later, about control. Mother, usually a calming influence on his rare displays of temper,
helped loosen my fingers
However, once on board the crowded train I began to enjoy the novelty of eating
in the dining car and sleeping in a Pullman compartment. His colleagues were kind.
One braided my hair every day.
To be frank the parent I admired and remember with fondness is my mother.
She was good looking all her life and remembered, for her kindness, which endeared her
to all sorts of people. She was 22 when women got the
vote, although politics was a subject we never discussed,
I suspect her parents, who had a large house in Mount
Morris, Ill, and a working farm in Minnesota, were
Democrats. My father was always a Republican, but he
was first and foremost a Chicago Tribune man, forever
loyal to Col. Robert R. McCormick, his longtime boss.
Beginning as a college stringer for the paper, in midcareer he moved to the business side, rising to be the
paper’s publisher, then chairman of the Tribune Co.
Richard Nixon was still riding high from his
election in 1968 when he visited Chicago in September,
1970. My father’s reaction to an invitation to call on Mr.
Nixon at his hotel was to invite Mr. Nixon to visit his
Ruth Wood getting oysters
office. The reason, he told me was, “The Chicago Tribune
from an island mangrove
root for a picnic
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does not call on presidents.” It
was exactly the sort of response
the late, formidable Col.
McCormick might have made.
Life With Father
Suddenly in 1971, he was lost
without her. Soon he told me to
look for a house in Washington,
and when I chose 809 C Street,
S.E., he wrote a check for it——
an unprecedented and unexpected gift. Within the year he
remarried choosing the BavarHoward Wood in his Tribune Tower office
ian-born widow of a Tribune forhosting a president
eign correspondent, gracious, efficient and rather chilly when it came to his family. She would live with him in his homes
in Lake Bluff and Sanibel for sixteen years.
The other possibility to be his second wife had been a lovely widow with a home
overlooking the Hudson river in Montclaire, N.J. However, her second home was in Jamaica, where my father had once been with Mother, decided he didn’t like the island and
cut short their visit.
After six years in 809 C Street, S.E, and at the end of twelve years with The New
York Daily News, I planned to travel and rented the house he had “given” me to three candidates with excellent references from their former landlord as well as their banks, and
who were, also, ready to adopt my cat. Enraged, he ordered me to his Washington lawyers,
who explained that the house was deeded not to me but to my father and presented me
with a letter, which I signed, telling the tenants to mail the rent to him.
What Happened?
Totally unprepared not only for his rage, but the shocking insult of being turned over to
lawyers, I felt as though I had been sent to some ghastly principal’s office for punishment.
Why was he so angry? Why was I so hurt? Answers occurred to me much later.
At the time I was glad to escape. Things between us were never the same again. After I
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returned from abroad, we were in touch, meeting a few times over the years. Occasionally, I asked for help and he would send a check. Relieved when my business provided
a steady income, I no longer braved his disapproval to ask for anything..

$56,690 check in
1971 for “Ann’s”
House in 1986

Learning of its
sale for $135,000
by reading the
Washington Post

His anger and my hurt may seem sad, but I was happy to be independent. Our
rift was so deep that the house was never again mentioned by either of us. Strangely, it
was left to me in his will, although it had already been sold, news I saw in The Washington
Post real estate pages, far too late for any discussion.
So, my letters from abroad were written to a former newspaper friend, Judy Martin, who saved and returned them to me and were, put into a computer, becoming the
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source for “Around the World in 450 Days.” Also, into the
computer went the contents of big boxes stuffed with
papers that my father’s widow later sent me.
The check stub with the notation for “Ann’s”
house came to me along with piles of paper: family and
business letters, contracts, articles, early affectionate, encouraging letters from his financially strapped parents to
him at Lake Forest College and later at Harvard when he
asked for money,(they never said no). Details of his life
were in his college diaries, and Mother’s travel diaries
were about their domestic and foreign travels when he
was a newspaper executive. There was only one of her letters among all the boxes. On Cairo Hilton stationary suffering from one of her migraine headaches and thinking
she might be dying, she wrote of her love for him, her
family and pride in what they had accomplished.

My last White House
press pass

Leaving Washington
In 1978 I left Washington headed for London with a New York Daily News severance
check, which I nursed with Scrooge-like care to subsidize travel around England, as well
as trips to Sicily, Egypt, Sudan and Kenya, each time returning to London, where Bonnie
Angelo, TIME’s first woman London bureau chief, often put me up on the top floor of
a wonderful house at 36 Brompton Square. As a “thank you”, I cleaned up the big scruffy
garden she had no time to care for. Then I went across the river to the New Covent
Garden Market, and returned with a taxi filled with geraniums. Finally, I went on the
India rail tour met Diana, continued to Thailand, Indonesia, and Hawaii, arriving in
Washington after more than a year abroad with neither a home nor a job. Fortunately, I
learned financial discipline at home long before all this, first a small allowance, then a
checking account, but no charge accounts, which made extremely valuable training as it
turned out later.
After traveling around the world my primary income for the next five years came
from odd jobs: free lance and ghost writing, summer work at a New Jersey newspaper,
stints with three public firms, fundraising door to door for Greenpeace and telephone
solicitations for the National Symphony. Selling my wedding silver and bits of jewelry
helped.
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Visa stamps from budget trip around the world trip
Work with firms planning political or social events was varied and spotty. Then
one really odd job led to founding my own business, Ann Wood the Matchmaker. I
loved interviewing applicants about their lives and hopes without having to write a story
as I had for newspapers. In fact, clients were guaranteed confidentiality, so our conversations were revealing and fascinating. Office space was shared with an old friend and
her company, Bess Abell Enterprises, in Georgetown.
Living With Others
Often people put me up, but “Put up with me” is a more accurate description of visits
which went far beyond the three days that guests should stay. When I first returned to
the States I stayed in Summit, N.J. with a brother and his wife. Then the daughter of an
old family friend, living in what had once been the home of the New Jersey governor,
put me up briefly. She would soon move to smaller quarters in order for her daughter to
finish Princeton high school, while her soon-to-be ex husband settled in just back of their
former home with his girl friend. Such was politesse among men in the lofty New Jersey
corporate world. Landing a well-paying summer reporting job with the paper in nearby
New Brunswick, I rented a room in the home of a Quaker couple at 94 Battle Road,
Princeton, a beautiful street of Nobel prize winners and their families next to the Institute for Advanced Studies.
Back in Washington and after over staying far too long with Bess and Tyler Abell
in Georgetown, I found that renting rooms was interesting and affordable, which led to
my occupying rooms in houses next door to each other in Kalorama, the embassy section
of Washington. Both rooms overlooked rear gardens where I could exercise my green
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thumb. After five years in the first, moving to the second was easy—just out one garden
gate and in another.
The first house was owned by Sidney Friedberg, a popular retired lawyer gentleman about town, who found a use for five extra bedrooms, each with a bathroom, when
his wife left him. Over the years he rented to a variety of professional people in town for
a year or so, choosing those he found to be congenial and friendly.
A senior citizen, Sidney favored medical tenants: Dr. Margret Hoehe, geneticist
at N.I.H. from Berlin, was a longtime tenant who spent weeks away for research and
scientific conferences, Dr. Jane Sprague, an anesthesiologist from Chapel Hill, N.C.,
came to George Washington University for a fellowship, while her husband continued
his medical practice back home. Formerly the head nurse of the general and cardiac surgical recovery rooms of Columbia-Presbyterian Medical Center, NYC, she was encouraged to continue to medical school, which she did. And that, as she says “is history”.
These amazing women remain my friends.
After five years Sidney needed my “garden” room for his new wife’s piano, and
I moved next door. That stay lasted until the owner, John Ritch, was given a diplomatic
post in Austria and rented the whole house to the Costa Rican Ambassador. It was another unusual household with me down next to the garden, John and his family above
on two floors, and one of his Capital Hill colleagues, Jamie Rubin, who later married
Christiane Amanpour, on the top floor.
A Place of My Own
Evicted again, I found a place on the other side of Kalorama, a sunny one bedroom apartment with a small garden in back for my dogs. Ann Wood the Matchmaker was fifteen
years old., and I was financially comfortable. Bess Abell, with whom I had worked on
big events, was a generous friend and colleague. She brought over patio chairs and gave
me a washer and dryer. Having read my articles about England, she suggested I call a
friend of hers who had a deluxe travel business for a trip there. A kind idea, but it was
best to travel on my own budget.
I was comfortable for years using the city subway, buses and taxis, and friends
were kind. Betsy Parker, a neighbor across twenty-ninth street took me to the hospital
when I broke my arm tripping over the office cat. Becky Rogers, with whom I shared a
house when we were both new in Washington, drove me to the hospital another time
when a woman turned left into a crosswalk without looking and knocked me down.
Margret, Bess and Sidney loaned me their cars for long periods when they were out of
town. My poodles, Pepper and Sassy, got their own car in 2013.
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My two dogs in their VW
Our Trans Atlantic Friendship
Letters between Diana and me are the diary of our middle years, at a time when the glass
ceiling was firmly in place for women of a “certain age”. Gradually, my life smoothed
out, and was concentrated on running a profitable business. Diana’s centered on her
family, while she pursued employment with amazing resilience.
Vastly over-qualified to be a secretary, she energetically pursued many job opportunities with remarkable confidence and varying degrees of success. Rejection did
not defeat her.
The possibility of being accepted for a position at Eton was so slight that she was
able to be amused by the series of formal and informal interviews with Eton officials—and their wives. She finally landed at the Royal Humane Society, an organization that
awards medals to those who risk their lives for others. She wrote “Saved from a Watery
Grave”, sending me a copy of the book with a tape of a radio interview she did for the BBC.
Coping with the British medical system stressed her. She definitely did not suffer
fools at all, once getting up from an operating table before things got started, knowing
that rescheduling with the National Health Service would be a major hurdle. She still
inspires me. When I arrive promptly for a doctor’s appointment and have to wait, and
then am ushered into another room for more waiting, I give it five minutes and leave,
remembering Diana.
Diana was known for her sharp wit and clear-eyed view on any subject. She expressed her opinions candidly, which in person could be surprising while her innate
good humor softened the shock. However, on paper her comments might seem harsh,
although she was never mean, just extremely truthful about what she was thinking at the
time. Her opinions often evolved over time.
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Her knowledge was impressive, and her vocabulary kept me checking Google
while assembling her letters. (Cities retain their old names: Bombay is still Bombay).
Over the years there were times she suggested that I visit , making me hesitate. The invitation could be ambiguous. Did she need a flat sitter or was she looking forward to seeing
me? It was hard to know. I regret not chancing it and seeing her more often.
Her letters were intelligent, often amusing and a pleasure to read.. Alison Closs,
a friend of Diana’s regretted not saving the letters she received from her. She thought
them wonderful. Indeed, they are extraordinary.
Diana had a variety of medical problems which she bore with fortitude, writing
candidly about them with a remarkable clarity even toward the end as paranoia closed
in. Although they are sometimes painful to read, I am glad that her letters were here to
be shared with her children. Through the years her love for them is apparent as she encourages them to be adventurous and intellectually curious. A wonderful mother, she
recounts the angst caused by her children, who are now parents themselves and may
understand that feeling, but she cared deeply, developing their interests, widening their
horizons, doing things with them and following their adventures as they flew from her
nest.
All three spoke eloquently about this unusual woman at her memorial service.
Their varied descriptions of life with her are included after the correspondence. Her actions made them suspect, hope or believe that she loved them, although it was impossible for her ever to say the words, “I love you”. We had that in common, and I never told
her how much meeting her meant to me, so getting this evidence of how much she cared
for her children to them is my labor of love.
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Correspondence
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July 27, 1987
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Staying in country chez sister-ex-in-law, since am recuperating from rather abruptly undertaken hysterectomy. Like your Sicilian traveling companion before she
joined you in Europe.
You will gather that I brought your magnum opus with me and have finally got
around to reading and greatly enjoying it, of course, the Butterfield bonanza and the
new view it gave me of myself ("to see oneself as others see us").
Curiously, a job application I made to the Foreign Office a full nine months back
is apparently finally approaching its apotheosis which I expect to take the form of a job
offer. The last person I was interviewed by said that his report on me was the final stage
in the so-called "positive vetting" procedure, and he would certainly recommend my
being taken on by the F.O. For a whole gamut of reasons he felt sure "they" were frightened of me, or afraid of me, however he actually phrased it, I can't recall, because they
wouldn't know what to do with me when they got me!
A woman in my present office, hearing of this recent development, said she felt
sure W.W. III must be around the corner and that she was glad to have advance notice
of its probable cause so that she could make appropriate preparations.
As you say in your mss (of which Vol. I is now on the way to Win Browne)
handwriting by people who habitually type gives away the underlying reason for one's
resorting to the machine in the first place. Only hope you may be able to read some of
this.
I send further cuttings from the English press covering the development and resolution of the Archer libel action. I hope he gave his wife all of the 1/2 million pounds
she won.
Diana
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July 7, 1988
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
Dear Ann:
Thank you for taking the time/trouble to notify me of the movements of your
co-sharer. It now looks as though my own plans for the autumn are even more fluid than
they were when we spoke. I finally got the hell out of my old job and into a new one,
which it turns out is even more hellish. The woman from whom I am taking over is a
con artist such I have never met before.
She has looks (big, black African looks), a smile like a slice of watermelon, charm
in armloads, self-confidence that makes my own a plain carbon copy, and charisma. I
really like her a lot. However, the way she has done this job before me is, essentially, not
to tackle a single thing she didn't have to, and then only at the 11th hour before it actually needed to be done. Which is certainly a modus operandi to persuade the people you
are working for that you're doing the job admirably, and most especially so if those people are not working in the same office with you, so can't see for themselves just how little
time is spent in the office, and just how little you ACTUALLY do.
She is leaving because she is pregnant (yes, she's a single parent, too, and already
has one son, aged 8). I reckon that, even if she hadn't got herself pregnant as a face-saving
escape from what was becoming an untenable position here, she would have had to leave
anyhow, because this whole flimsy edifice would have collapsed. It's about to do just
that, and guess who's walked in to do the Samson bit. In fact, that's not a bad analogy:
me, Samson; she, Delilah!
Either I stay here and clear up this can of worms or I get out fast. The employers
are/is a learned Society of medical men, rheumatologists, which is only four years old
and growing so fast, Topsy has nothing on the ever-increasing membership figures. The
workload, in consequence of this rapid growth, is horrendous, and, until now, only 1
1/2 people have handled it. Those 1 1/2 people weren't talking to each other in the past
six or so months, no doubt because the 1/2-timer got fed up with carrying on when the
full-timer was out of the office.
I believe no filing has been done for at least the past year. Papers just sit around
in growing piles on the cabinets where they should be filed. The amazing thing is that
the previous incumbent of what is now my job managed to cover up for so long. I don't
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know whether I have the time, the patience or am being paid a sufficient amount of
money to straighten out the mess.
I'll get back in touch when things look a little clearer on this front, and meanwhile, I do thank you for keeping me in touch with the situation at your end.
Happy Birthday for the 14th - I'm truly glad to know you're 4 years older than I
am. I don't know so many people these days who are older than I am! My generation is
known to its children as The Wrinklies. Would that were all I had to concern myself
about: the state of my complexion.
Diana
Aug. 19, 1988
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
You sent me a typescript of a story that I found vastly entertaining, especially
since I was able to identify with it, at least the part about having one's home filled up by
people who, for the most part, are strangers to one. However, the host figure of your
story had one advantage over me: he had some control over who was living in and who
was thrown out. I have none.
The job situation here has gone from bad to worse, and culminated yesterday
with my writing to the President of the learned Society and telling him I wanted out.
This was an immediate response to the most patronizing and dismissive letter you have
ever read, from him to me, in response to my own very serious attempt to rethink and
re-structure the Society's functioning which could only have been in the Society's interests, had the man been inclined to listen to me with even half an ear.
Metaphorically, he patted me on the head, told me I was over-reacting, that
women generally and me, in particular, have little idea of finance and, of course, what I
was proposing would cost the Society more and that this would require the membership
dues to be raised (since they must be the lowest of any comparable professional society,
this would not be unreasonable, and they are tax deductible!). I was so incensed that I
immediately dashed off an excoriating reply and copied it, moreover, to all his fellow
Council members, from many of whom the reaction, when I have expressed myself in
these terms, has been a lot more comprehending and sympathetic. I was expecting the
23

telephone lines today to be burning, but the wretched instrument has never been more
silent. Utter hush prevails.
By Monday, I suspect, I may have heard by post, and I also suspect that I shall
have been given my dismissal. The only trouble is that I would then immediately join
the ranks of the unemployed which, at age 52, is bad, bad news. I took long enough jobhunting when finally I landed in this mess. It may be that I shall take the first available
flight across the Atlantic and let the world go hang! One way or another, this year has
been a dilly: two cancer scares, unavailing efforts to move house. I couldn't sell my flat,
or offload my most treasured asset, the pair of Japanese screens that are the sole relict of
my 26-year marriage. You may remember these from Edinburgh. And now, to top it all,
out of work as well. Is God, I ask myself on my side...?
With love and write encouragingly, do,
Diana
Nov. 15, 1988
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
I was so sorry to hear of your father's death. From the obituary notices, etc., that
you sent, he sounds as though he had been quite a remarkable man. I know your own
relationship with him was ambivalent as all parent/child relationships nowadays seem
to be (is this peculiar to our own generation, or is it true right across generations?), but
the thing I felt most seriously when my mother died last year was the removal of the last
barrier still standing between me and death itself. That thought was scary.
On that positive though, let me wish you a Happy New Year.
Diana
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Mar. 14, 1989
Voice of America
U.S.I.A.
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ms Wood:
On behalf of the Voice of America, please accept our appreciation for your support and cooperation during the visit of our reporters.
Our visit with you provided our correspondents with the opportunity to bring
some very interesting facts and Americana to our listeners.
In all there were 8 reporters, each did at least one piece, the tapes were used by
other services as well. . . . . .
Sincerely,
Irina K. Burgener
Special Events Coordinator

May 30, 1989
Diana Coke
Hay-on-Wye, England
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My dear Ann:
Did you, in your Wodehouse-pursuing perambulations of the Welsh border
country, ever come to Hay-on-Wye, which is where I am presently attending a literary
festival (with all that that implies)? I must be the only person here who is neither a
bookseller (there are, for some unknown reason, no fewer that 22 secondhand/antiquarian bookshops in the town) nor a writer. I begin to dread getting into conversation with
anyone, especially anyone female, since I am unable to match the universal claim to
"write."
The program (10 days) includes straight talk by such as P.D. James and David
Hare, and sessions chaired by someone to lend some form towards unstructured discussions with and between 2 or 3 writers (of all kinds of books) about their work and how
they go about it, with Q/A periods and audience participation after the discussion time.
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And there are readings, sometimes by well-known actors of the work of well-known authors/poets (e.g. Richard Pascoe "doing" Richard Sharkey Hopkins) and sometimes of
people reading their own writings. As consequence of all this activity, the town (tiny) is
packed and its resources (e.g. places to eat)
somewhat overtaxed.
I find the over-crowding rather intolerable and had not expected to find it.
Who'd have thought there were so many literary groupies? Moreover, so many middleaged, solitary, female literary groupies? I'm here for the entire festival myself, but plan
to break it up a bit by exploring the countryside (which I do not know at all.) and fitting
in some other sorts of mind-delighting experience: e.g. National Trust properties, stunning scenery, ruins (e.g. Tintern Abbey), castles (e.g. Corfe, Caernarvon) and so on.
Sometimes I wish I had someone with me to "share" with. Other times (most times?) I'm
glad to be alone! My life at the moment seems somewhat out of my own control and, as
you may imagine, that is not the way I like it to feel. But it is, perhaps, the natural consequence of aging since events (in other people's lives) begin to overtake one, even while
one sometimes seems to be standing still (rooted to the ground even) oneself.
With love,
Diana
July 2, 1989
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Many thanks for the brief note, just recd., and for the enclosed newspaper clipping which I sent off to Simon forthwith! The last time I saw his father (with whom I
remain on good terms) I was interested to learn that apparently the thinking in the family (you know her brother has always lived over here, just as she has always lived over
there) was that she may well have been appointed Ambassador to the U.K. as a `reward'
for her services.
I have never discussed with S's pa the other aspect of the lady's relationship with
GB, but the obvious riposte to this notion would have been `But whose slippers, then,
would he have had under his bed?' I have, incidentally, been rather amused by her reported sayings: most especially the one about what hope she had given to fat and middleaged ladies everywhere, because if she could be so successful, then they could, too. Would
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you have said that her arrival at the White House was a measure of her own success?
Except in a determined capacity to `hang in there', no matter what?
I'm sorry to hear my Christmas communique turned out to have a depressing
effect upon you, which was not what was intended. Do believe me! You are, in fact, the
second recipient (of very many to whom I sent this round robin) who has come back to
me, saying that reading it had them feel concerned for/about me. And I am indeed
amazed at your perspicacity and touched by your response (even though I turned out to
be unreachable by `phone when you were trying). In fact, I was more at home than
otherwise over the Christmas/New Year holiday period since all the offspring came
home and filled the place with their friends and their effects. Maybe the reason you
couldn't find me home was that I had been banished to a closet.
Anyway, it is regarded as vaguely obscene if, when they are home and the `phone
rings, that the caller should ask to speak to me. I mean, since they don't see the need to
(except to ask about the absence of the necessities of life in the fridge or larder, or the
fact that this or that garment has apparently not yet been laundered/pressed, whatever)
I think it surprises them to know that I, too, have friends.
Frankly, the prospect of a) Alexia (who finished at Oxford last summer but stayed
on an additional year in order to gain some experience working for the various aid agencies that proliferate in that part of the country, God knows why - all that liberal, intellectual environment to flourish in, I suppose) now returning to take up her London base
with me since she must, surely, make some attempt to seek paid employment and b)
Naomi, who takes her degree next term, doing the same: as I started by saying, frankly,
the prospect of, once again, having everyone move back in again on me fills me with
horror. To the extent that I am frantically scrabbling around looking for a job that might
require that I should go and live elsewhere altogether. Like the Outer Hebrides? Wake
Island? Bikini Atoll?
The job here at Kobe Steel continues while I look around for something else,
which is the story of my like, so far as employment is concerned: continually chasing the
chimera of `the ideal job'. Meanwhile, what I have despite the awkwardness and difficulty of the lady concerned, pays me a good wage for a 4-day working week which, at
least, allows me more time than usual to follow my own inclinations and, sometimes,
allows me to have a long weekend running from Friday through Monday. That does
make a worthwhile break!
I do not believe I could readily take time off so soon after having started working
here. Indeed, the Japanese, as you know, hardly ever take their holiday entitlement when
back home and, I understand, only become corrupted to western vacation habits after
they've been abroad a while. To the extent that an unwontedly long Christmas/New Year
break just past meant that all the male executives sauntered off on sight-seeing trips
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mainly to Italy or skiing, which the woman I work for commented that would never
have happened back home!
The only possibility of my taking sufficient time off to make a flying visit to
Washington would be if I changed jobs, as a friend of mine is now doing. Like me, she
does this with a fair degree of frequency though, in her case, it seems to occur not so
much because of a basic lack of job satisfaction but, rather, because after a certain period
of time in one place, she appears to have antagonized the other female members of staff
to such an extent that paranoia sets in, and she is convinced that they are all out to `get
her'.
I think this has something to do with the fact that her area of work experience is
in PR and women's publishing, so she does run up against a lot of upwardly mobile
smart young women. Now she is smart and looks years younger than she is (indeed she
is a grandmother, though you wouldn't guess this in a million years) but she feels constantly threatened in this environment and is probably over-defensive of her own position, so that she becomes unpopular with her fellow workers.
Fortunately, at the rather lower level at which I operate, this sort of difficulty is
much less likely to arise though - let's face it - I don't have a lot in common with your
average youthful secretary bird! In this office, given the Japanese male's susceptibility to
a) good legs (since all Japanese women have bandy ones, short and thick to the ankle) b)
good bosoms (since Japanese women have none to speak of, unless plastic surgery has
endowed them) c) blonde hair (since all Japanese women are black-haired), you may
imagine how I feel working in an office filled with Barbie dolls.
Must turn back to my `work' - thanks for writing.
Diana
Jan. 10, 1990
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My dear Ann:
I have received the news cuttings about your amazing new activity. Whatever
gave you the idea of becoming a marriage broker? And are you enjoying being one? I
gather, if it's working out as planned, it should be a profitable exercise and I hope that
you may indeed enjoy a particularly prosperous New Year and your clients a happily
married one. The Personal Columns of THE TIMES are full of advertisements selling the
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services of introductions agencies, and I have heard of (though cannot claim actually to
have met) people who've used their services. Fascinating.
At this end, 1989 was rather heavy-going and I'm glad to have seen the back of
it. In fact, at the end of it I left the employ of the tiresome and totally paranoiac Japanese
lady of whom I may have spoken - unflattering and uniquely so in the Japanese context,
but did it make her happy; did it increase her self-confidence; did it add to her serenity;
did it make her nice to know? To all of these questions, there is the same one-word answer: No.
I am now back working in the Groves of Academe though, this time, not for
academics but on the administrative side: specifically the University of London. Since I
only started on Monday it is as yet too early to say whether it will work out, but I live in
hopes. At 53, job changes become an increasingly traumatic experience and, some might
say, have become pretty well impossible to accomplish at all. Age discrimination is the
only form of discrimination that is allowed free reign, and women much over the age of
35 are reckoned to be `elderly.' You see advertisements requiring `mature' applicants
which then go on to spell out desired age(s): `between 25 and 28'. It's discouraging, to
say the least.
On the family front, Alexia (No. 1) went off to India in November, and I think
will find the place and the pace so much to her liking she may never return. She has to
find work that, without a work permit, would pay her in kind (say, bed and board) rather
than in cash, of which she appears to have almost no need at all.
Unlike her brother, Toby, who behaves as if he were the last of the big-time
spenders. Since his means are limited, this means he is in perpetual trouble with anyone
from whom he begs, borrows or - heaven forbid - steals money. The bank unlucky
enough to have him as a client has refused to issue him a cheque book, let alone a piece
of plastic. I am frequently the recipient of irate `friends' trying to reach him to retrieve
sums loaned to him by them in the dim and distant past. Bills, of course, never get paid.
He has just been `rusticated' from Oxford for failing to do even the minimum of work
required of him this past couple of years, and he was damned lucky to be offered this
opportunity to get himself together, catch up in the next few months so that, come the
start of the next academic year, he does a sort of re-entrance exam, which (should he pass
it) would permit him to continue his degree course, picking it up where he left off.
Whether he has the will, let alone the wish, to retrieve his parlous situation is something
only he can know and only time can tell.
Naomi (No. 2) left Oxford with a very good degree (in English) last summer and
in now being sponsored by a Scottish press baron on a journalism course at City University right here in London. To clear her obligation she then has to spend the next two
years working for his newspaper chain which comprises hundreds of small local papers
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scattered over the British isles. I suppose it will give her useful experience even if the
nature of that experience effectively puts her off the whole idea of being a journalist
because it's so boring! It's certainly a far cry from her stated ambition to become a war
correspondent.
I'm going to try and print this onto an air letter form and have no idea whether
I can make it happen. Here goes.
Diana
May 3, 1990
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My dear Ann:
It is curious that you should send the NEWSWEEK piece on Jennifer Fitzgerald
just two days after the Independent newspaper here published a paragraph on the same
subject, headed FURTIVE AIDE CAUGHT which, as puns go, went (in my opinion)
pretty badly. The strange thing is that, finally photos of the lady in question are being
used to illustrate news items about her and - stranger yet - she is a dead ringer for Simon's
sister.
How goes the world with you? So far as I am concerned, it continues to be something that spins in a contrary direction to the one that I take. I did a year with a tiresome
Japanese woman executive of a Nipponese steel company. Can't recall whether I described the specific nature of her tiresomeness, but I grew very tired of stroking her fur metaphorically speaking - from dawn till dusk.
I have never met such paranoia in what, on the surface of it, looked like a very
successful lady and can only presume her complexes were directly attributable to her
having succeeded in a man's world, both in so far as she was a) Japanese and b) scientist
of some repute and, finally, seemed to me to be consumed with guilt about going against
her education, upbringing, culture, etc. to achieve what she had. At the same time that I
felt really sorry for her, there came a point where I grew tired of tending her ego. At
Christmas, fortuitously, I was offered a job back in the academic sector, working for the
third-in-command in the University of London which, so far as I could superficially read
the situation, looked as though it had everything going for it that I needed to see me out,
work wise.
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Little did I realize during interview and selection process that the man I work
for is a homosexual and (since he is still in the closet) incredibly secretive about his natural inclinations. Essentially, he had never worked with a secretary (female) on a 1-to-1
basis, and didn't want the forced intimacy that the relationship usually requires if it is to
work well. He operates on a closed-door policy; is himself computer-literate; and it very
soon became apparent that he needs someone like me like a hole in the head.
I think he hired me precisely because of my age and my white hair, imagining
that I would be the sort of person who'd be content to sit in the outer office, purring
contentedly like a fat tabby cat, and only stirring myself when he wanted me to make
him tea or coffee, to answer the `phone, to take messages, to run errands. So far as I am
concerned, this is a job that keeps me fairly active physically but affords little or no exercise for the mind.
I've been doing it for four months and have (1 month back) refused to `sign on'
at the end of the 3-month probationary period. He was amazed. I'm hanging in here for
the time being since I have no other job to take its place and, given I shall in 2 weeks'
time be 54, it is not going to be easy to find one. In fact, that's a masterpiece of understatement. The man goes on holiday at the end of May, and I think I'm safe till then, but
I suppose he will suggest I, too, leave then since, if there is little for me to do when he's
here, there will be damn all when he's not!
Naomi has just returned from spending a month working in the Reuters bureau
in Tokyo. She's nearly at the end of a one-year postgraduate course in journalism, sponsored by a Scottish local newspaper magnate who, of course, then expects her to go and
work for his chain of papers. Which she will, but not for long I shouldn't think. She is
determined to become a foreign correspondent and, if I know her, she will get what she
wants.
Alexia, her older sister, has finally achieved that. Since she finished at Oxford,
she's been working as volunteer in relief agencies of one kind or another, and living on
the smell of an oil rag meanwhile. Last November she set off for India, having come to
the conclusion that she wasn't going to get a job in the field by remaining here in England. She spent several months in India, disappeared off the face of the map for six weeks.
I became so alarmed on her behalf, given the political situation between India and Pakistan and the fact that, to get to the latter, she was crossing the Punjab which is virtually
a war zone (like Kashmir and Nepal) and, as I had heard, `bristling with troops,' that I
alerted the Foreign Office and got them to initiate enquiries on my behalf in Pakistan.
Somehow Alexia had successfully crossed the frontier (with an expired Indian visa) and
was installed in_paid_employment with an aid agency called the International Rescue
Committee in Peshawar, where she is involved in the (to me, slightly fatuous) exercise
of `educating' Afghani women.
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She will do this for the next six months, return to the U.K. for three weeks' leave
(it's her grandfather's 80th birthday in September) and then go back once more to Pakistan for another six months. And who knows what then. It looks as though both my
daughters will most likely be spending their working lives overseas, which I guess is just
fine except that I shall feel very `left behind,' in every sense of that phrase.
And so far as their brother is concerned, he was `rusticated' from Oxford this
academic year, due to the fact he had not even done the minimal amount of work necessary to keep his place secured. He was lucky, in fact, not to have been sent down altogether. Instead, he is supposed to take a sort of re-entrance exam in September and, if he
passes it sufficiently well (and he will not be allowed simply to scrape through) he can
then resume his interrupted university career. However, personally, I have grave doubts
about his motivation and also his ability to get down to serious work now after so long
an interval of `pissing about.'
However, that concludes my Coke family bulletin, always supposing it's of any
interest whatsoever to you. On the purely personal front, I have to say that I begin to
wonder whether I shouldn't be considering another major change of direction, it being
five and a half years since the last. The reason it was fairly easy for me to come back to
live and work in London was because I felt at home in this city, having been at university
here and also lived here in the earliest days of my marriage.
But the time has now come when the nucleus of old friends, themselves reaching
retirement, are beginning to move out of town. Again it looks as though I may be `left
behind." I must think what I can do.
Diana
June 5, 1990
Diane Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My dear Ann:
The boss is away and, whilst the cat, etc..in fact, for the first time in six months I
have worked here, last week I felt I earned my salary. He has a curious modus operandi
whereby he does no paperwork for weeks, indeed months - simply goes to the various
meetings at which his presence is required, sometimes in and out of meetings all day
without time even to go for a pee in between. Then he has a blitz - quite frequently
carried out at home over the course of a weekend. On the Monday morning thereafter
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my IN tray will be stacked with enough work to keep me going the rest of the week and so it was last week.
In order to get it finished, signed sealed and delivered before his departure, I was
working till seven at night. Which, given that I leave home at 7:30 a.m., makes a long
day of it. Anyway, now all I am engaged in over the next fortnight is opening the daily
mail and trying to decide how much of it I can pass on to someone else to deal with in
his absence. It has been a curious job in that I've never been so excluded in a work situation. So much that he does is done behind closed doors. So much that he does in turned
out by himself on his own word processor, and then enveloped to go into the OUT tray
(or, if there's a rush, given me to deliver personally) and I never know what's inside the
envelopes.
Difficult to take a serious interest in the work when such a lot of it is happening
without my participation, and hence understanding, of it. I told him what he really
needed was a `gofer' and, whereas I have no objection to being one, I thought it was a)
difficult to be an intelligent gofer since it is in the very nature of gofers simply to do
what they are told and b) if all I was expected to be was a gofer, then I was grossly overpaid. I shall be leaving the end of this month - as yet, without another job to go to though
I have been attending a fair number of interviews, which I will not detail to you.
There was Sir Geoffrey Allen, ex-Unilever, by whom Dr. Zuzuki insisted I should
be interviewed when he was looking for someone to work for him upon his joining Kobe
Steel as a consultant. I tried to tell her than, from what i had seen and heard of him, I
knew I wouldn't like him. And it was, of course, immediately plain to me in the interview situation that he didn't like me either!
Then there was Lord Brabourne, one of the two Richards (the other being Goodwin) who run Sands Films. he was a most amiable man, indeed a gentleman of the old
school and we both liked each other. However, he wanted someone to work in his own
house and it was plainly a very isolated sort of position. He kept other `staff'i.e. the Italian housekeeper/charlady and an English chauffeur, and it became apparent that he categorized his secretary along with them (which I took a vague sort of exception to!) He
was also paying peanuts, using the failing fortunes of the film industry in general and
Sands Films in particular as an excuse (choosing to ignore the fact that, as a private individual, he is surely not short of a bob or two). In fact, the secretary's salary was obviously
one of perks of his position in the film company. I would have been expected to work
for his wife as well, whom I was not going to meet before being asked to make up my
mind about the job. Having once been interviewed by Mr. and_Mrs. Heseltine, I knew
that would be a BIG mistake!) I have since heard rumours that Sands Films is in dire financial straits, so it is very likely just as well that I said thank you, but no thank you, to
Lord B.
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I have been to see a Professor Catlow at the Royal Institution who was looking
for someone to disseminate the seed of scientific learning amongst school children (even
to a new programmed of introductory lectures for primary school children) all over the
country. An interesting job, I thought, when I read about it in the specification I was
sent: challenging, varied, out of the usual run, even including a bit of traveling about the
country in order to do it properly. However, Professor Catlow had a handshake like a
dead kitten. The Institution is housed in a beautiful building in Albemarle Street, a
building that is in such a state of disrepair my heart sank to see it, and the actual working
premises are positively derelict. At one point I asked where my office might be, and he
gestured towards a sort of anteroom through which I had come in order to meet him in
his own office.
Out there, in this sort of passageway, sat two other middle-aged women crouched
over their VDU screens. The suggestion was that I and my own screen would be joining
them out there, and I very nearly asked who got to sit on who else's lap. Both the women,
to whom I was subsequently introduced, seemed to have lost the art of speech and, when
they uttered, did so in such soft tones they were scarcely audible. Can you imagine me
in such an environment? I don't know what they decided there. I never heard.
Nor have I heard (and I do want to, in this case) from the National Gallery where
I was interviewed one day last week to work in the curatorial department. Again a lovely
building, or at least the old part of it is. The new Sainsbury's wing opens next year and
all sorts of special things are planned to coincide: like a major Rembrandt exhibition.
The Professor who was one of the interviewing panel is the country's acknowledged expert in 17th century Dutch painting, so he is deeply involved in the preparation for this
opening exhibition of the new building. All three of the people, one being the person
presently working in the office I would have to share, were young, fresh and so nice.
Naomi said any of her friends who had just done a History of Art degree would
kill for such a job, and she couldn't figure out why they were interviewing me. I couldn't
either, since they'd advertised for a recent graduate in History of Art and someone familiar with WANG (sounds so rude, don't you think?) - and I am not any of those things.
I've also been interviewed by Baker Tilly, the major firm of CAs appointed to
investigate the Barlow Clowes affair, and would have worked for the man in charge who
sounded like such a Grade A bastard when I met the Personnel Officer of the company
in a preliminary interview, that I said then and there that I was not interested - even at
L17/18,000. She seemed very much inclined to agree with me!
Finally, one day last week, I met the outgoing (because she's having a baby) PA
of a man who, with a couple of Swiss, runs a fund management company. The local man
is a Scots landowner from the vicinity of Inverness, who only spends the winter months
in London and, in summer, commutes to London for a few days weekly. The salary's
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good and it all sounds very laid back: the interviewer told me that they don't `count'
holidays and, when I asked what she meant, she said they simply go off when they feel
like it. She herself is interested in racing, so goes to every meeting she wants, whether it
occurs midweek or not.
Someone else is potty about opera and follows visiting opera companies around
the country, wherever they may be appearing. Yet another is a golf fanatic and does the
same with golf matches. It all sounded very unstructured and, if there's nothing else on
offer, I might consider it though really I can hardly think of anything I am less interested
in than fund management.
However, I have to balance that against, say, the National Gallery job where I
would certainly be passionately interested in the daily business of the curatorial department but a) the money is poor b) retirement age is 60 which effectively cuts in half the
time left to me to work, since I fully planned to soldier on to age 65. I am quite encouraged, in fact, that I have been asked to interview at all since, from what Naomi tells me,
the job situation is tightening up uncomfortably and her contemporaries find that it is
not so easy as they thought it would be to slot into the sort of employment they had
previously been quite confident they could. Indeed, one other job I put in for and was
asked for an interview (which I turned down when I read the actual job spec.) was as
research assistant to David Blunkett MP. the accompanying letter said that there had
been 400 applicants.
Other than scramble about like this, what else have I been doing? The country
house/garden visiting season is upon us again, and I am usually off doing that one day
or another over the weekend. Indeed the weekend of 6-8 July I shall be in the peak District, staying at Keele University and doing some of the better known houses such as
Haddon Hall (which I already know and love) but also new ones such as Capesthorne,
Peover Hall, Dunham Massey - including a couple of gardens e.g. Biddulph Grange and
Hatton House. I shall also, finally, get to Calke Abbey though people I know who've
already seen it have told me that, in their opinion, the National Trust opened it to the
public too soon after they took it on. It's a mess. Well, it had been a mess for centuries,
as I understand it, which is precisely why there was so much preserved still that would
normally long since have been chucked out. I believe, when rooms filled up with the
accumulated clutter of previous generations, they simply closed the door and walked
away from it instead of bothering with a clear-out. Marvelous!
Theatre? What have I seen that was good? 'Tartuffe' done by an Indian director
who chose to represent it as an Indian family taken advantage of by a fraudulent `guru'.
I thought it was brilliant: colourful, fast-moving, hilarious. And, also at the National in
the small Cottesloe Theatre which suits this sort of production so well, a play that had
initially appeared at the experimental Soho Poly Theatre called `Abingdon Square'
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which was wonderfully spare and elliptical and conveying lots in little. In fact, I have
also recently seen something at the Soho Poly by a woman first-time playwright about
people released from psychiatric hospitals to take up their lives as ordinary members of
society. it is, of course, a life for which they are totally unsuited and equally totally illequipped. The play dealt with two adjoining flats in which the local Council had housed
such people: two women in one flat; two men in the one below, and how the relationship
develops between them (talk about the blind leading the paralytic!) as they try to learn
to fend for themselves after having previously been institutionalized for ages.
The Soho Poly is a basement theatre, very enclosed. You sit practically on stage.
The play was very enclosed. The emotions depicted were raw (to coin a phrase). The
playwright said she wrote the piece to make `ordinary' people try to understand and care
about the problems experienced by releasees, and to help them if the opportunity offered. It struck me that this act was, in its consequence, quite as insane and dangerous as
the release by the Animal Liberation front of laboratory animals (as helpless and damaged as they also are) into the wild (for which, read world.).
Naomi is at the end of her course, doing exams. She is going to Wakefield to
work and,I think, is pleased about that. She asked the Editor of the paper she will be
working on to send her copies, including the property pages, and reckons she will be
able to find accommodation for much less than she was paying in Tooting, and that she
need not have to share.
We have not heard from Alexia in nearly two months since the one and only
letter received after her arrival in Peshawar. Despite the alarums and excursions of her
journey through what was effectively a war zone, and the dire warnings of people I knew
who knew the country she was traveling through and the extreme touchiness of the situation, especially for a foreigner (and a woman at that) traveling with what - had there
been any untoward delay - would have been invalid papers, the knowledge of her safe
arrival at her destination initially brought with it huge relief.
Until I read THE GUARDIAN's foreign page news items on what has been going
on just over the Pakistani border in Afghanistan, just over the border in China, and of
course in Peshawar itself.
`Medecins sans Frontieres' withdrew its people working in Afghanistan a good six
weeks ago, because they were being attacked and even killed. I can only hope the Foreign
office would do the same to British passport holders if the mood of the Muslim fundamentalists against the foreign aid workers becomes any more hostile. As I say, we have
not heard from Alexia for so long that I begin to worry about her all over again. Nor do
I know whether it is simply a case of a poor postal service coming out of Pakistan - in
which case, I very much doubt she will be getting our letters either.
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And Toby, what of him? Very little that suggests he will succeed in slotting back
into his course come the autumn. Simon visited him at Oxford a few weekends ago, met
his therapist (but not, as I had hoped he would, his tutor). There are a few months - a
very few - left in which he might still recoup the lost (wasted?) time, but his motivation/ability to apply himself seems totally lacking. There is little I or anyone else can do
to help him except, presumably, his therapist. But one hour a week is very likely - as the
politicians will keep saying - too little, too late.
The mail has just been delivered, which is an indication of how early I get into
the office. This is not to suggest what an eager beaver I am but, rather, that by coming
in early I actually get to have a seat on the `bus. The overall standard of London `bus
driving nowadays makes every journey such a lurching, jerking nightmare of emergency
stops and racing starts, I can hardly believe they want passengers to reach their destinations either `safely or comfortably' as London Transport devoutly wishes in a printed
notice they have the nerve to display inside all `buses!
It being some time since last I properly communicated, I thought I would seize
the opportunity to write at greater length. It's all of course old hat news, but - I hope newly told.
Diana
June 26, 1990
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My dear Ann:
Thank you for your phone call. I did ring John Seid the next day and sent off a
copy of my CV through I think that, since I was unable to be of much use to him in
finding a Russian speaker to go and run a leather factory in Moscow, then maybe it is
hardly surprising that he hasn't come back to me with lots of exciting suggestions on
how I might go about seeking fame and fortune in Brussels! Nothing seems to be going
right. Indeed, nothing has gone right since the decade got under way, and I think I can
truthfully say that not a minute during the past six months have I been without some
major preoccupation to cloud my thinking, dull my sense of appreciation, disturb my
peace of mind.
You will gather, rightly, that I am still unemployed. The present job ends at the
end of this month, which is to say the end of this week. Despite a series of interesting
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and, in some cases, quite promising job interviews, no actual job offer has resulted. The
Royal Institution said no thank you (about which I was not at all sorry), the fund managers said no thank you (about which I was not sorry either) and the National Gallery
said no thank you (about which I was very sorry). It would be helpful if letters telling
you of your unsuccess also included a note or two as to why, in this instance, you weren't
chosen.
Both the last interviews mentioned above had, I thought, gone well. Who knows,
of course, the calibre of the other candidates or what, in the end, might have been the
deciding factor. I know, for example, that in the case of the National Gallery I was dismayed to learn that retirement age was 60, since I actually do need to go on working as
long as I possibly can and to be in a position of having to accept a retirement age of 60
would, effectively, cut my remaining working life in half. Maybe, the interviewers also
bore this in mind when coming to their decision, thinking they were doing me a favour
by turning me down!
Of course, I have also had some really rotten interviews as, for example, last week
when I went to the School of Oriental and Africa Studies, also a University of London
institution where they have just appointed a Marketing Manger to `sell' whatever expertise/skills the School might have to offer outside (e.g. the business world, the Foreign
Office, the British Council, whomever/whatever). I thought that the reason I had been
asked to go for interview was because my past work experience includes the marketing/advertising thing that might seem to have made me better suited to this particular
post than your average in-house university candidate. However, that was precisely the
aspect of my CV that my interviewer (who would have been my boss) really enjoyed
denigrating, flicking the pages dismissively with his third finger placed against his
thumb (as though he were playing marbles), saying how `ancient' all that experience
was, then repeating the word `ancient' with relish as he looked up at me (you get the
implication?)
This is only one example of the form of personal insult which he tossed my way,
whilst I sat there hardly able to believe my own ears. Indeed, the Personnel officer of the
School, also present, obviously felt the other guy was going too far since he kept interjecting apologetic noises and palliative remarks from time to time to soften the impact!
So what did I do? I sat there and took it on the chin. Upon my return to my own
office, I sat down at the w/p and pre-empted the inevitable by writing a note to the effect
that I was no longer interested in the job.
I reckon I have this month's salary plus some holiday money (in lieu of the actual
time off) to last me through the fallow period to come. However, Naomi is in dire financial straits (attendant upon her having spent her all to go to Japan during the Easter
vacation - her all being, in fact, the small legacy left by my mother to each of the seven
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grandchildren). She owes money all round (Blackwell's, the Oxford bookshop; Barclaycard - though she has long since cut up her bits of plastic - to name but two). Now
that she is to go up north to start in her first job, she took it into her head that a car was
absolutely essential, to buy which she would raise the necessary loan from the same bank
with which she has banked during her time as a student.
This, of course, required her to declare the salary that she is going to get and this
must itself have been a rude shock to the Bank Manager, more used perhaps to Oxford
graduates who get first jobs in City institutions for salaries around L25,000 (I kid you
not, I've met several of Alexia's and, now, Naomi's friends - of both sexes - who went
from Oxford into the Big Time.) Indeed, Naomi is shattered to discover that the Bank is
no longer prepared to sustain her overdraft, even saying that they will take back her
cheque card in order to curb her spending, and requiring her to pay them back a given
sum monthly until the overdraft has, at least, been substantially reduced. She is overwrought at the prospect of going to live in a strange town where she knows no one.
I hardly know how to respond, given the number of times I have myself gone to
live not only in a strange town but a strange country, too - more than once at a time of
my life when such an upheaval has not been the most convenient thing e.g. a matter of
weeks before one or other of the children was due to be born - and then coped with the
business of finding a place to live and (sometimes) an office for Simon to work from,
usually without local contacts to make the search easier and, equally usually, not speaking a word of the language.
I think what Naomi was imagining was that the car would enable her to run up
and down to London every weekend (the Beloved will be starting a job in London, you
see), little realizing that the sort of car she might be able to afford would not be up to
this sort of exercise. I have tried to tell her that she will not be able to afford to run it, let
alone maintain it and, until today, she has paid not the blindest bit of notice. But today,
her Bank Manager told it to her like it is, so she rang me to ask whether I could bail her
out. Which, if I were not so concerned on my own account right now, I would - if I
could. To the best of my affordability at any rate! Actually, I have to say I shall be glad
when she has moved out. These past few months have become very wearing with my
own worries growing apace with Naomi's and, given that our personalities are so similar,
the atmosphere at home is positively electric!
Anyway, enough doom and gloom from the Coke home front. Tomorrow, as
they say, is another day.
With best wishes, and thank you for thinking of me. I truly did appreciate your
ringing.
Diana
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Sept. 13, 1990
Diana Coke
Charing Cross Hospital
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My dear Ann:
This is where I have come to rest this past few weeks as a result of a massive
midnight hemorrhage (upwards, not the more usual downwards!) Ever solicitous of the
car upholstery, I taped my mouth up and drove myself to the casualty department of
this, my nearest hospital.
I won't bore you with the subsequent proceedings which were, without exception, so disagreeable there came a day mid-week (the whole business began over a weekend) when I discharged myself. This kind of unilateral decision-making doesn't help win
one any NHS Patient Popularity Polls, I can tell you! However, as it turned out, I had to
come back later that same day (the day I discharged myself) with my tail between my
legs, and beg to be readmitted since the bleeding started up again once I was back home.
Suffice it to say that, after bronchoscopy/gastroscopy/Ultra- sound/Uncle Tom
Cosley and all, I turn out to have what looks very much like being cancer of the lung.
True, they have not yet had the full range of reports/results on the various investigations
carried out, but they are working on the assumption of a malignancy and plan to remove
all or the greater part of my right lung Tuesday next. The search for secondaries (if the
lung is a primary) or for the primary (if the lung is a secondary) goes on. Fortunately,
the ultrasound showed the liver as being clear. Yesterday I had a bone scan. This does
not look that good, but they could be worse!
All this could hardly have occurred more inopportunely. My older daughter,
Alexia, returns from Pakistan today. She was coming anyway, it being Simon's father's
80th birthday on Saturday. But she had planned to return to Peshawar in early October.
She may now feel otherwise about that. Also, I started in a new job just 2 days before this
whole business blew up on my face, and it now looks as though the earliest I might get
back to the office is 5 weeks from the date of the pneumonectomy. I feel I should do the
"right" thing and resign. Six months earlier, and I'd still have been established in my
previous job where my scruples (like my indispensability) would have been altogether
less remarked!
Love,
Diana
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Sept. 28, 1990
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My dear Ann:
Convalescing in incredibly primitive (let us be quite frank and call them grossly
uncomfortable) surroundings in Sussex. The cottage has, for several years, been rented
by good, good friends who are about to give it up, because they say they can no longer
afford it at around L3000 p.a. to include utilities. The husband was made redundant
years ago and they've soldiered on on his wife's earnings as a freelance business journalist. She's coming to the end of an unwontedly long (3 year) commission during which
she was known by the grand title of Domestic Historian of the Bank of England, whose
"company history" she has been engaged in writing.
I suppose it is the imminent cessation of this bread-and-butter commission. Anyway their lease draws to an end imminently and Alexia and I are here at the tail end. The
situation of this, one in a short row of coastguards' cottages, 19th century or earlier in date,
is idyllic, virtually at the edge of the chalk cliffs on the East Sussex coast between Eastbourne and Brighton. Do you know Beach Head or the Seven Sisters?
The air is clear and clean, and I'm doing a lot of deep breathing to inflate my depleted right lung which, they tell me, should grow to fill the space left by the removal of
one lobe. The scar is horrendous, and I cannot figure out why it needs to have been so big.
Not yet had the histology report on the removed section, but "they" tell me now that -possibly their gloomiest prognostications may have been mistaken. Which is to say that it
may turn out not to have been the big C after all. You asked whether I smoke. Not since
1980. Promise! I reckon, one way or another, I seem to have got off lightly. I could, after
all, have finished it all by drowning in my own blood, than which I can hardly think of a
nastier way to go!
Thank you for newspaper cuttings which accompanied your missive.
With love,
Diana
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Oct. 5, 1990
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My dear Ann:
Thank you for your recent phone call. Here I am, reporting back to you on the
post-operational check-up yesterday. What it all boils down to is this: that there was
nothing that should have taken anyone by surprise nestling there in my lungs. I've had
bronchiectasis ever since I had whooping cough twice as a child, and what happened was
a flare up of this condition. I came away from my hospital visit yesterday with the impression that, nowadays (with less seen of lung diseases such as whooping cough,
bronchiectasis, TB, silicosis, etc., in everyday medical experience, the hospital staff actually do not know what they were looking at. They, therefore, worked on the assumption
that it was nothing but what, nowadays, it would most likely be.
Indeed, at the time when the older breed of chronic lung ailments already listed
were in existence, they were just as likely to prove fatal as today's breed of "baddies." In
my own case, a re-run of my father's experience (though, thank God! with less drastic
surgery resulting) I was left in ignorance after seeing them at the hospital yesterday of:
a) Why the whole thing flared up.
b) Whether is is likely to, again.
c) Whether, if it does, it would have to be dealt with similarly i.e. surgically.
d) How I can live with that possibility.
I think I shall go see a chest physician (as opposed to surgeon) to try and establish
the answers to these queries. Meanwhile, I feel simply very tired: The general aftermath,
the let-down from having been keyed-up for so long now that my mind and body are
relaxing their fences and also -- possibly -- that I was (mentally, at least) somewhat overreacting in the light of the misinformation I was being served up by the "experts"! A
small price to pay, perhaps?
With love,
Diana
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Oct. 22, 1990
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My dear Ann:
The newspaper cuttings and magazine taking the piss out of the Royal visit afforded a lot of amusement, not only to myself, but to Alexia who, of course, has been
staying with me these past five weeks or so. In fact she returned to Pakistan on Friday to
resume her work with the Afghani refugee women. I'm keeping the Royals magazine for
Toby who is supposed to be visiting on Wednesday. I say "supposed to be" since he hardly
ever does what he says he is going to.
He is also "supposed to" have succeeded in regaining entrance to his interrupted
Oxford course, which -- were it true -- would seem like a miracle. However, until I see
him and have had the chance to subject him to my own form of the Spanish Inquisition,
I am naturally disinclined to believe any good news so far as the wretched boy in concerned. And to think he used to be the apple of his mother's eye when both he and she
were younger! Lots younger.
I don't think I told you -- yet -- that as a consequence of my recent hospitalization,
I lost my job. Well, after they learned that I'd have to convalesce for six weeks, they said
they really couldn't hold it open for me any longer. I am, to say the least, discouraged to
learn upon enquiry at the employment agencies around town that the job market is, if
possibly, even more depressed now than it was when my search for employment began
at the end of June (and before I became ill).
Since my financial situation is dire, a degree of panic begins to set in as to what
I will do/how I will live when the money runs out. Do you have "bag ladies" in Washington? You may soon be able to claim a personal acquaintance with one such here in
London.
With love and thanks for the cheering up.
Diana
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Nov. 20, 1990
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My dear Ann:
More newspaper cuttings to thank you for: the coverage given to Saudi wives
seeking the right to do their own driving got pretty wide coverage in this country, too.
Since, of course, totally eclipsed by the Tory party leadership battle. Now, there's a story
that's not been written!
In all the columns and pages given to this aspect or the other of Thatcher's eviction from No. 10 Downing Street, no one has given any consideration that -- just possibly
-- this was a group of men turning on and savaging a woman whose upper hand they had
resented too long! Could it simply be a case of men in government not liking to be ruled
and over-ruled by a woman, however able? Or did she bring it on herself by, in the end,
surrounding herself with a pack of -- as she perceived it -- yes-men who, with the power
provided by "the pack" finally rounded on her?
I never liked her and she lost my vote when she swung into the Falklands conflict
with such insouciant glee. But I think she was a remarkable woman and her achievement
was equally remarkable. I think she's probably glad to be out of it, but would never
herself have retired. The manner of her removal has brought back a lot of the general
sympathy and admiration that she had lost, and I'll bet you anything you like she embarks on something equally challenging and does equally well at it, as soon as the dust
dies down, which will probably be immediately after Christmas!
I'm spending a few days with a friend in Sussex. The already flat job market being
further flattened both by the economic climate and the season of the year, there seems
little point in my sitting at home waiting for the phone to ring! I continue to go for the
odd interview, but without any job offers resulting. I went for one t'other day which
would take me to live in Cheltenham. Why not? Cheltenham seems to me to have quite
a lot to recommend it. And London without the money to take advantage of what it has
to offer is like strawberries without cream. Good, but not so good!
I hope you have a good Christmas.
With love,
Diana
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Dec. 10, 1990
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Did I write already thanking you for the Garrison Keillor extract? Apart from
myself I know one other person who very much appreciates G.K. She even listens to him
on tape when she's driving up or down the motorway. Personally, I find his delivery very
monotone and boring to listen to, and was cruelly disappointed when he did a brief
season reading his own work at a theatre in Shaftesbury Avenue. I'd rather read him than
listen to him -- every time. I passed on to this friend the cutting you sent, specially as she
feels similarly about Christmas.
Fortunately, says she, Scrooge-like, the economic climate may have a repressive
effect on the usual excesses of the Christmas season. There was an item of the BBC TV
news last evening about how hard the retail business is doing. They even blame the privatization of the electricity business for drawing off the public's spending money in the
run-up to Christmas and call it a Tory government plot (instancing that water was privatized at exactly the same time last year) to slow down public spending.
I compare my own circumstances this time this year with the last. I remember
the Japanese woman with whom I was working then, coming in and laying a small
brown envelope on my desk, explaining that it was Japanese practice to hand out Christmas bonuses to encourage staff. She hoped, she said, that I would be pleased with this
"small token of her appreciation." Pleased? I was overjoyed since it was 1 1/2 times over
and above my normal salary cheque! And totally unexpected, too.
Anyway, this Christmas I'm heading north to spend it with Naomi in Leeds, God
help me!
In connection with my continuing futile search for employment and your own
line of business, I've just answered an ad in yesterday's Times as follows: "Distinguished
elderly gentleman looking for a nurse companion 45-50 years old to live and travel. Must
have good references and speak languages." I must be getting desperate! This afternoon
I shall go and "sign on" for unemployment benefits. I'm told you have to step over human turds on the stairs up to the office.
Yours,
Diana
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Dec. 31, 1990
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My dear Ann:
My last letter in the Old Year. I just dropped a line to Alexia who rang just before
Christmas to say that she would be inaccessible over the holiday, should we take it into
our heads to try to ring her, because she was going camel trekking in the Karakoram. I
should be so lucky!
I, on the other hand, went into the frozen North, well, the frozen Midlands, to
spend Christmas with Naomi, who lives in Leeds. The provincial weekly she is working
on (she sentenced herself to 2 yrs. in the wilderness when she accepted the sponsorship
of a Scottish press baron on the journalism course she did last year) is, in fact, in Wakefield, but she took one look at it and decided it was worth her living an hour's commute
away which is why she's in Leeds. I have never myself been to Leeds before. I never wish
to go to Leeds again. I thought it was the grimmest place I've every been/seen, peopled
by dwarfs.
Naomi's house (shared) is a traditional "back-to-back". You can hear everything
that goes on on all 3 sides of you. Domestic discord is what is usually heard. One night
this ended in violence. There was the sound of breaking glass and screams and then the
whole street was in on the dispute. Naomi's house is not centrally heated, and I've not
been so cold since I returned from India in the spring of 1948 and ended up in boarding
school on the east coast. You know that writers such as Dante and Milton believed that
there were 2 hells, one burning, the other freezing. Leeds is my idea of what the latter
might be like! I was so glad to get away from the place from the people, from my offspring.
Toby came, too. I found myself being "handled" very much as, in her last years,
I can remember "handling" my own mother, talking to her in a simple, not to say simpleminded, manner, just a little so slowly and a little too loudly. In fact, not talking much
to her at all but, rather, over her head as though she might possibly be defective in her
understanding. Well, that's how my dear ones address me now -- and I am more than 20
years younger than my mother was at the time of which I speak. There's both a poetic
justice and a rough justice in there somewhere!
Thank you for your last communication. I long to know why, in the end, Mr.
R.S. Edington married one Patricia Gentry in June of the year after the November day
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of the letter you copied me. What happened? What is the significance of your cryptic
note to me re: the possibility nowadays of sharing rather than joining someone else's life?
I think the entire contents of your last dispatch could be published straight - with name
changes being the only alterations needs. Why not?
With love,
Diana
Apr. 16, 1991
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
This is just a quick up-date, because I haven't written for a while and want to know
how you are! I keep saying I'll ring you up, and then it's the middle of the night here -- or
there.
The past few months have been extremely hectic. I added my picture to the ad which
I have run for years, and suddenly the clientele is getting younger and younger, and the men
have flowed in easily. I knew that my "senior," "veteran" -- and I must say kindly -- appearance
was an advantage here is talking with applicants face to face, so I took the plunge and placed
my face out there for all to see.
Actually, I think people like seeing the person they are thinking of calling. I don't
think I've told this to you before. I haven't had time to write since the first of the year.
However, I am talking with someone who could take care of the telephone calls if I
took off for a bit. And my next door neighbor has happily agreed to exchange her care of my
cat, when I go off, for my care of her rabbit when she goes off. The deal is still on, although
her husband, my former aged landlord, went into the hospital instead of taking off for Venice with her last weekend. Now they can't think of a vacation until sometime in the autumn.
She works at the National Endowment for the Humanities and has to put in for time off way
ahead of time.
I, on the other hand, am thinking it would be fun to take off for a week or so, now
and then. My passport had expired FIVE YEARS AGO, and I went down to apply for a new
one, which took five minutes, because there was no line! The travel business is off!
The passport came and lasts until 2001 A.D. My God!
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Ignoring the age I will be when that day dawns, I want to put this document to use
now! If I pop over to London, could I take you to some shows? Wander about a bit. Have
you talked to Win Browne? The last I heard she had been around the world AGAIN.
Don't go into a tizzy about this. I'm just looking for a change of scenery, and a walk
along Piccadilly, or over Waterloo Bridge to a show sounds like heaven.
I would like to go down to Cornwall and look at a church record or some tombstones. I was so close to the family roots a couple of times and didn't know it. I would just
like to fiddle around doing things, taking advantage of the lack of tourists.
Any ideas? I gather you have done India for the present?
Love,
Ann
Apr. 24, 1991
Diama Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
Dear Ann:
A by-return response to your air letter of the 16th just received to let you know
that, of course, you are most welcome to come and stay if you feel like making a trip to
London in the - presumably - not too distant future since you talk of taking advantage of
London's emptiness. I have to tell you that, up to a month back, this would indeed have
been the case, and you could have got the most marvelous deals at any London hotel
who were giving away Bed and Breakfast accommodation at prices less than you might
expect to pay at a pub in the most remote area of, say Dartmoor. I know because my
brother and his lady friend took advantage of said cheapie deals at the Waldorf Hotel twice
since the Gulf Crisis loomed - and waned.
However, the place is filling up again fast with tourists. For instance, I went last
night to the Aldwych theatre to see a very innovative production of CORIOLANUS and,
whereas the theatre itself was mostly empty, I attribute this not to a lack of tourists but,
rather, to the fact that it was a) Shakespeare b) unknown Shakespeare c) a Monday night,
which is never good news in theatre land. However, when the play ended and I drifted
down to catch the No.11 `bus back home at the Strand stop, the only other people waiting
to catch `buses were tourists, mainly American.
It is interesting that you say you plan on making a trip to Cornwall to dig up some
family skeletons. In fact, I am off there tomorrow (which is why I'm answering so
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promptly) because I (and a coach load of others like unto myself) are making a 4-day trip
to the Cornwall Gardens Festival and also to see various of the country houses in that part
of the country, newly opened (since Easter) for the new season's visiting. I am - did you
know? - an avid visitor of country houses and gardens.
So far as my personal circumstances are concerned, I am still jobless but - I really
hardly dare to mention it for fear that I might be tempting Providence - have a couple of
quite hopeful sounding prospects on the fire right now, one on the back burner, one just
pulled forward to the front where the flame is hottest. In fact, so far as this latter is concerned, I return for second interview and talk turkey next Tuesday. In which case, by the
time you come I might well be back in the ranks of the employed - I should be so lucky.
This doesn't mean that you couldn't come anyway since you're perfectly self-sufficient! I'm not into cooking any more anyhow and eat on the hoof, so to speak, at irregular
hours and only what I fancy when I fancy it. You'd have to do the same. I am also (you
have to be now, living here in London) positively neurotic about security, which would
mean your doing what I do on this score, no matter how peculiar you might think it - or
me for doing it. Fact is (and again I really hardly dare to mention it for fear that I might
be tempting Providence) I haven't been burgled - yet. Apparently, there's one a minute in
London and the police take little or no interest because they're too busy chasing up serious
crime. One of our more Socialist women MPs got mugged in a supermarket car park last
night, and I can tell you that really has made the headlines in today's papers!
The last line of your letter reads: “I gather you have done India for the present.”
No, never. I will never have done India. Could I afford it, I’d go back and back back - and
back again. It is a country of infinite discovery and delight to me, I have to say.
Am sending this to the address on the outside of your air letter rather than to the
one given under the heading `Morning mail address' at the end of your letter inside. What
the hell is a Morning mail address when it's at home? Or is that precisely what it is: at
home? And the other is your office address?
Yours,
Diana
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Apr. 30, 1991
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Many thanks for your letter. I got it at home last evening (Mon.) The mail to the
P. O. Box is picked up in the morning. that's what "morning mail" meant.
Alternon or Alterdon, Cornwall is where I would like to look around the graveyard and church records (Dissenters). My great-grandfather was written up in a 1924
obituary in the Campbellford, Ont. paper. The first time I tried looking him up I may
have missed because the town in Cornwall was slightly misspelled. I checked at the genealogy society in town, but ran out of time. He was born a few years before or after
1830, and records at Somerset House didn't go back that far when I was looking, so I
stopped at the gen. soc. The next place to look, I was told, was in Cornwall with more
information in hand. (I didn't have the obituary at that time.)
I was glad to have your report of tourism and it would seem wise to get going as
soon as possible. The airlines have something now that permits a bit of saving if one
reserves and buys a seat 2 days, (some airlines say 3 days) before departure. It's, obviously,
a way for them to fill up empty seats, and I must say, it is more appealing than the old
stand-by system that meant going out to the airport on the day of departure - early to be
sure of a seat - or twice, if one wanted to do something besides sit there all day.
Of all the possibilities I like Delta Airlines the best - for its safety reputation, and
also, because I wouldn't have to go thru Dulles, or Kennedy Airports. ideally, I would
leave here at 4:40 p.m for Cincinnati, Ohio, and catch an 8:35 p.m. flight to Heathrow,
getting there at 9:10 a.m. the next day.
My sense of the situation is to aim for weekdays from the 13-17 of May. (Delta
drops this opportunity after May 30) However, if you have another suggestion and feel
the mail is too slow to get it to me in time, please call COLLECT at 202-332-6844 in the
middle of some night here. (That way you miss the answering machine). Then allow for
my being not too alert.
I might try to see Lady Labouchere at Dudmaston, but I haven't heard from her
since she wrote me a second letter of condolence about my father - months after the first
one, which came back to her. It's a house you might like to see.
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The only definite schedule is the first day of arrival when I am always a basket
case after staying up all night. However, I might get a sleeping pill to offset that and get
some sleep.
Fondly,
Ann
Apr. 30, 1991
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Lady Labouchere
Dudmaston, Shropshire
Dear Rachel:
This is just a quick note to let you know - in case you are in the country - that I
am hoping to get to England in a few weeks. Sometime about the middle of May I hope
to be able to get away and do a number of things that I have wanted to for some time.
One of them would be to see the changes at Ironbridge and Rosehill since I was last
there.
I understand that Mark retired a year or so ago. I hope you are well. If you have
any thoughts or know of anything special going on at Ironbridge - I haven't seen a Quarterly recently - mail could be sent to: c/o Diana Coke, 123 phone is: (from here) 011-4471-351-0925.
There is a possibility of my getting over again in the autumn, so perhaps, if not
now, I may touch base then.
Best regards,
Ann
May 12, 1991
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My dear Ann:
The writer for whom I now find myself working also works himself from home.
This means that he requires me to turn up at his house at starting time, when he sits me
51

down with my shorthand pad and tells me a whole slew of things to do, and then lets
me go to the office and do them. The office has the following disadvantages:
1. It's on the inside of the building, so no windows. One might as well be a mole in
a hole. I hate not knowing what sort of day it is outside, and I think at age 55 I
am too old to cut myself off from daylight.
2. The filing cabinet has been with him since he started work on TIME/LIFE in the
50s. His wife also worked on TIME/LIFE. Every time you pull open a drawer it has
to be done with fingernails - no handles. Soon, for me, no nails. He still does a lot
of writing for the Smithsonian and has an article coming up in the next issue. His
name: T.S. Green.
3. The desk has no drawers and is several inches too low. The man for whom I work
is a small man.
4. The chair is not your conventional typist's chair i.e. of the swivel variety, so that
you can raise or lower it. No, it's a hard chair and several inches too high for said
desk.
5. The typewriter is a manual portable with stalks on its keys fully one inch long, to
give you some idea of how old it is, a museum piece. The carriage return doesn't
work at all, and when I asked how he'd managed, he said he turned the carriage
by hand. He has just replaced it with a new one for himself.
Working for this guy is going to be difficult, not because I want a luxurious office
filled with designer furniture. I just want daylight to work by and furniture that fits me
and makes my work easier. However, every penny is seen as coming out of his own
pocket.
Oh, dear, oh, dear, and to think it is the only job I have been offered in nine
months. Had a cup of coffee with a friend t'other day who works also as an office worker,
but of higher calibre, if not, in my opinion, capability, than me and gets paid correspondingly more. In the recession she has seen her firm's business fall off to the point where
the Bank is visiting the premises to see what cutbacks can be made, and she reckons, staff
is an obvious means of reducing costs. She also numbers herself among those who will
be dismissed. She says she has several women friends made redundant and all quite desperate to get another job, since they have mortgages, children to bring up, and no husband to share the burden. Like, indeed, the women with whom I was meeting. She says
she'll have to sell the house, the only material good she got out of her marriage, and this
is not the time to be selling houses either.
Signs you will notice of the recession are: shops closed down in King's Road, and
Sloane Street; filthy street; clapped out public services, and yet everything costing an arm
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and a leg. Yesterday we had four cups of coffee between us in South Kensington, and the
bill was for L7.00. Fortunately, she chose the place, issued the invitation to me, so she
paid. The average 'bus fare is L1.00 and the economical way to handle it is to buy a
weekly 'bus/tube pass which you get in underground stations (you need a photo of yourself). A weekly 'bus pass costs L10.00 and you get it back in no time at all on journeys
taken.
Finally, Ann, I should warn you that living alone has made me eccentric. So, you
might ask, what's new? Well, you may recall in Edinburgh we took off our shoes, Japanese-style, when coming through the front door. This is an even better idea in London
where the pavements are smeared with dog shit and people vomit. Bring a pair of house
slippers, if you bring nothing else. Finally, I have no ice in the fridge, which is very small,
and the freezer compartment even smaller, because when it's there I eat it, and I was
destroying my teeth. If you crave ice in all your drinks I don't know what to suggest. We
pay for water in London - once it was free, so I'm pretty neurotic about consumption ditto electricity. I feel my way about in total darkness most of the time.
Does all this sound as though I'm trying to put you off? Perish the thought. If
you have any wishes food wise, you must cater to them yourself. My own eating/cooking
is cut down to the minimum, though, when I'm in and watching the Box, I tend to
snack. My work hours are either 9-3 or 10-4, so, if I were not going out straight from
work, I would probably eat when I came in, having eschewed lunch. In Edinburgh they
have called the meal `high tea', timed to coincide with the children's coming in from
school, as you may recall when you stayed with us there. I have a hiatus hernia so don't
like to eat too late in the evening.
The weather is changeable and mostly wet. It does not look as though we are
going to have the same sort of summer this year as we have enjoyed the last two. It looks,
in short, like a normal English summer. Which Is why I suggested a raincoat with a
lining.
See you the 28th.
Diana
May, 1991
Ann Wood
Diary
I have just returned from a visit to London, my first since the early 1980s when
I spent two summers wandering about, which resulted in an article on Britain’s small
volunteer run railroads in the Smithsonian magazine and another on my “Search for
Landings Castle” part of the Wodehouse Centenary book, Oxford University Press.
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Then I found English people everywhere extra helpful and polite. I am still grateful to the man who carried my bag, loaded with books and papers, up the high steps to
Bridgnorth, too polite to say that there was a lift around the corner, going up the side of
the cliff.
British courtesy, however faded, I found, as I entered the American Express office, where constant coping with my country men and women was obviously hard on
the staff.
This May I returned to wander about a bit, see the Chelsea Flower show and see
how things had changed. “Spending a penny” now cost a pound or so.
Well, prices do seem to be up about 300 percent, but British courtesy stands up
to the stress this causes.
Having purchased a weekly Zone 1 transit pass, I found I was staying two stops
into Zone 2. The next day I was given a refund, so that I could purchase the correct pass.
The error may have been due to my jet-lagged state, when the South Kensington agent
said, “Zone 1 covers all the tourist favorites,” and I agreed. Then I went to American
Express on Victoria Street hoping to let the Washington branch where I had purchased
travelers cheques know that there might be an error. This was not necessary, because the
young woman there pointed out pleasantly that 2 x 1 is not 1, as I had figured.
June 7, 1991
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
The roll of pictures begun in Altarnun was so long that I took your horse screens
and am sending them to you.
It was a great holiday -- and many thanks for your hospitality.
Coming back I made a quick connection in Cincinnati to Washington, because I
had no baggage to wait for. So I was a few hours earlier than expected. The jet lag still took
a while to overcome. Also, a record-breaking heat wave was on, and although I had missed
one week of it, 90 degree weather continued until a few days ago. Now it's glorious, but we
fear what the summer has in store.
While I was in the cemetery at Altarnun writing a good friend, with whom I had
travelled to Timbuctu, telling her that one day in Altarnun, like Timbuktu, was enough, she
was trying to reach me here. She had been coming down each month from Boston, because
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her father was in fragile health, and he had died. I got back too late for the service, but have
been trying to help as she and her family sort out his house, etc. Last weekend we had a yard
sale, which went well.
These are very popular here. Nothing valuable could be sold, but in 40 years in one
house, things do collect. He had a marvelous record and tape collection, but now everyone
is into compact discs, so the records went for practically nothing, but the reel-to-reel collection is still pending -- apparently better fidelity than, even, discs. He had a large collection of
African art that he began long ago, and such things have to be appraised.
To complicate things the TV show that I did in New York last summer ran for the
THIRD time last Saturday night, so I have been talking to people who saw it and who are
spread around the country -- beyond my limits, but interesting to hear from.
More later, and again thank you!
Ann

June 11, 1991
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Naomi Coke
London
Dear Naomi:
As soon as the current instructions from the editor of The Washington Post travel
section arrive, I will put this package in the mail.
As you will see that section uses a lot of free lance work. In any section "Special to
The Washington Post" means the article was not written by a member of the staff. The 1981
instructions from a former travel editor go into a lot of detail, which may be instructive,
too. It looks to me as though articles from free-lancers are gathered around a main article,
which may also be from a free-lancer. (The 1991 instructions over the phone went too fast
for me, so I just asked for a printed copy, hoping for more up-to-date detail.)
I am also sending along other sections that use "special to The Washington Post"
writers. Travel is probably the easiest to break into, but with the proper credentials foreign
news is possible. If some of the distinctions seem confusing, let me know. I can always ask
directly. A travel article promoting an airline would be verboten, but one that credits a
book might not. Objectivity...
That's all for now.
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Ms Halsey's letter is here and I am sending it on. Let me know if you have anything
you want me to ask her. A phone call always gets an answer, and letters sometimes do not.
Best regards,
Ann
June 14, 1991
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
My dear Ann:
Went to my first-ever breakfast meeting this morning which was, fortunately,
pleasure, not business. Two friends, married couple, from the West Coast are in town,
staying at the Wilbraham Hotel just off Sloane Square. Why is it this hotel seems to be
so popular with a certain type of American? I met this couple on my last Indian trip, the
expensive and luxurious one my brother paid for me to go on in 1986.
I managed to talk them into taking back with them some books I'd got for you
and was not looking forward to taking to the post office to mail. Had to explain that you
and I met on the Ashley Butterfield rail tour way back, and they got very excited about
this. I stressed that it was in no way comparable with the last Indian trip they had taken
(i.e. the expensive and luxurious one) and, in the end, suggested that they should contact
you for a transcript such as the one you sent me of your journal kept on the train ride. Is
it possible that you might have a spare copy? If you did, do please mail it to:
Rosemary & Reese Benson
561 North Segovia Avenue
San Gabriel, California, 91775
I reckon they're more likely to believe a fellow countrywoman than me about
Ashley's merry little ways. Moreover, if, by any chance you cut that small ad in The Sunday Times the day you were here, perhaps you could also let them have the present address.
What else? Oh, yes, thank you for the horse screen photographs, which I have
added to my collection kept for insurance purposes. Though, since the wretched things
are grossly under-insured, I don't see the point. Thank you, also, for the answering machine, which I do make use of, (I promise you!) and for your raincoat (ditto). The weather
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here continues more like April than June, which means sudden switches from brilliant
and rather hot sunshine to drenching downpours and then back again. So boring, because one has to take so many additional items out with one.
I have had two interesting interviews since you left. The first was with an American septuagenarian, whom I would have said, was in fact, millionaire, based on West
Coast, but with a house in Belgravia and, he said, spending more and more time here,
not specifying why. I was one of four pointed his way by the employment agency. The
man was out of town and only recently returned to London. I went along to 30 Chester
Square to make his acquaintance. He yawned several times during our meeting, so I
don't think he was turned on by me at all. He told me he had six children, of whom, one
of the sons, and here he started muttering to himself, so I'm not sure I got this right, was
not his, but his best friend's. He said he had put his work first, his work second, his work,
third, and his children fourth. He never mentioned how his wife rated. And, as he phrased
it, neglected his homework, so his best friend filled in, literally, for him. Hence, the additional son. Our sole meeting point was Edinburgh -- I knew it would come in useful one
day -- where one of his two daughters and her Danish husband now live. I expressed surprise. He concurred. Said they'd met when the Dane was working for the U.N. and was
posted to New York. I asked, since there is no U.N. in Edinburgh, what the son-in-law did
there. He said not a lot, but he didn't need to. He'd married a rich wife. I asked whether
they hadn't found Edinburgh social circles as restricted and restricting as I did. He said no,
money opens all doors. I think he is deeply disillusioned, due perhaps to the fact that his
age and his wealth really cut him off from ordinary people.
Did I tell you whilst you were here that I'd been told what he was looking for
was a sheep with five legs? Despite the fact he talked me through my CV, or such bits of
it the agency had thought fit to pass on to him, he appeared to make little serious attempt
to establish the nature of my particular `fifth leg.' I don't think it will come to anything.
One day later I met another eighty+ year old who was an absolute pet. In this
case, the ninth generation totally impoverished owner of an historic house in, wait for
it, Wimbledon. Needless to say, once it was in the depths of the country. Due to impoverishment and the fact that the house was badly bombed during the war -- German
bombers off-loading left-over bombs before hightailing it back home -- the house went
public in 1947 when a family trust was set up to manage it and three other family homes,
one of which is in Herefordshire. This old boy was looking for a cleaning woman, to
whom he was offering the most squalid bed-sitter you have ever seen -- well, since the
war years -- and no salary to clean the public rooms, which were legion and jam-packed
with the accumulated clobber of generations. Much of it fascinating, much of it priceless,
but God what a mess! It is, apparently, quite deliberately left in this chaotic state, because,
will you believe this, American visitors think this is how the English live and like to see
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the mess! The old man was a pet, and I'd gladly become his charlady, but I could not
have lived in the staff accommodation - and since that came in lieu of wages, it wasn't
on!
With love,
Diana
June 26, 1991
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Many thanks for the books. They arrived from California day before yesterday, and I am trying to be as prompt a correspondent as you! I waited a whole day to
write, because I knew I would hear immediately about the Smithsonian writer. How
interesting that he is Your Mr. Green!
At the same time I sent you the magazine I sent Naomi a major packet of
articles and information on The Washington Post. However, I did send it to Beaufort
Street, so if she has not seen it yet, there is no problem. I just want to be sure it
arrived. I am saving some more articles on The Post, and as a matter of fact will convert this Air letter into a packet, because the article on the retirement of the longtime editor of The Post signals major changes.
His preferences will no longer be so important, and will open new opportunities for stories -- what ever they may be. If Naomi wants to establish contact, I will
be glad to help any way I can.
I am driving a car out to Illinois for a friend in the next few weeks, giving me
transportation to some remote towns to fill in some blank spots in my family story.
Sometime around the 5th of July I have a (tentative) date with the head of the American History Museum at the Smithsonian to show him my work to date. The tentativeness of the date makes my trip to Illinois flexible until he gets back July 1 to firm
it up. July 4 is a holiday here, and most people leave town, so July 5 doesn't sound
like a day many people will be at their offices. However, the Smithsonian has major
events on the Mall among the various museums, so maybe he will be here.
In any case, I will be gone a week or less. Let me know what is happening.
Love,
Ann
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July 2, 1991
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Yes, I posted on to Naomi the first envelope of things you sent her c/o this address, and followed it up today by mailing her the second envelope that you actually
addressed to me with the letter asking whether she'd got the first. I was, in fact, up in
Leeds last weekend and also took with me, to give to her, the copy of the Smithsonian
that you sent with Timothy Green's story. I didn't bother to read this myself, but Naomi
did and said she found it very laborious and too boring to read every word of. Perhaps,
though, she'd predictably find that sort of journalism -- not to mention that sort of journal -- heavy going.
Anyway, she now has a fair sample of material to examine and a much better
idea of how to pitch any article she may choose to write -- and where to try and sell it. I
have the feeling that if she has to spend a second winter in Leeds, she may well do some
extra curricular writing. If she succeeds in any of her attempts to escape, then she won't
be doing any writing of the sort presently proposed.
But it is very kind of you to offer to help her should she produce anything that
might find a market over there. You are ideally placed to be able to be most useful, and
I think Naomi fully appreciates this. It was good of you to take the trouble on her behalf
and I -- ever mindful of my manners -- am writing to thank you on Naomi's behalf.
With love,
Diana
July 24, 1991
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
It's a grey day today and yet it's muggy. Two days of high temperatures and high
humidity culminated in rain last night, but not enough of it to clear either the skies or
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the air. My windows are all open and, as I sit at the typewriter in my bedroom overlooking the Moravian cemetery, I can smell wood smoke, since obviously the man who maintains the cemetery grounds is having an out-of-sight bonfire. The smoke, however, is not
out of sight but drifts downwind, and the smell of autumn is heavy - which is ridiculous
since it's not quite the end of July yet. This year has seemed interminable, and if that's
what being unemployed does to one, then maybe a permanent state of unemployment
should stand in for the Elixir of Youth. Or, rather, of apparent youth. Youth seemed
interminable, too, if I remember rightly.
This morning's mail had a fairly aging effect, too. There were bills: Barclaycard
and an unlooked-for Excess Service Charge account from the management company that
attends to this block. I'd only just paid the ordinary half-yearly service charge and was
congratulating myself that was dealt with till the end of the year, when this additional
amount (L315) is called for. Together with the Barclaycard account, that's next month's
allowance gone even before it's paid me. You might think that I could cancel my Barclaycard and that would do away with that monthly debt but, in fact, I pay things with
my Barclaycard that I refuse to sign a Direct Debit agreements to pay.
Given the amount of computer so-called error and the frequently publicized instances of computer fraud, I think anyone who signs a Direct Debit agreement with its
mandate to dip into your bank account and take what it wants of your money must be
insane. A Standing Order is another thing and has to be annually renewed and the sum
is agreed and cannot be changed without another Standing Order having to be made out
first. But now, some firms that have gone over to the Direct Debit-only method of payment will accept a monthly Barclaycard payment instead and, again, I feel that I have
more control over it if I get the monthly account and see for myself what's going where.
Hence there are things that it suits me to pay by Barclaycard, so I wouldn't want to pack
that in. It has a real convenience value over and above deferring payment, which is, I
believe, why most card holders use their various bits and pieces of plastic.
However, I am at last biting the bullet and doing something I really don't want
to do at all in order to succour my failing bank account. Which is to say that I plan to
take in lodgers or, rather, a lodger: the first will come from 10-24 August and the second
from - horrors! - 1 September to 1 November.
It was Naomi who forced this on me. She spoke with a friend of hers who runs
a travel agency and who, recently, has begun to respond to requests for names of London
`landladies' who might do B & B. I've taken in foreign students before, sometimes businessmen and women who are over here on language courses to brush up their English.
I really do not at all like living cheek by jowl with total strangers and, sometimes, I have
felt like killing the resident Japanese or Frenchman or Italian or whatever. However, a
stay of only 2 or 3 weeks is bearable. How shall I stand a 3-month sojourn?
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When the booking was made, I asked whether I could get out of it, if there was
a complete mismatch of personalities and was told that yes, this possibility did exist - in
the autumn. Apparently the summer months are different, because the demand is so
great and there is no spare availability at all. Anyway, should I remain unemployed (and
nothing happening now persuades me that I will not be), then at least there's some
money coming in to pay the bills.
I am becoming miserly. I've not bought new envelopes (except airmail) in
months and months. When I go into the post office or the bank, I collect the paperclips
that have been left behind by others (I shall be fishing my daily newspaper out of the
rubbish bins in the street yet!) My hair needs cutting, but it will have to wait until the
next time I may be invited to interview. Two pairs of my shoes need heeling, but I've
moved on to other less comfortable pairs. indeed there are another two pairs of old favourites (from the comfort viewpoint) that are gone in the toes as well as in the heels
and that makes them unrepairable. However, I can save 10% on the cobbler's bill by
paying at the same time that I take the shoes in for mending.
I cannot recall when last I ate meat. Instead I have developed a `fix' on popcorn
which I find very filling and which I believe to be non-fattening (please don't tell me
otherwise!) This, allied with the varieties of summer fruit now in season, constitute my
main diet. I would like to be able to tell you that I am rapidly losing weight, but this is
not the case. However, I'm not putting weight on either, so that's something to be grateful for.
Oh, yes, another envelope arrived in this morning's post that I knew already contained the sort of news that has meant I've not heard from Toby since he learned of his
results. Last Friday was D-Day, and I was waiting only to hear news from him. Every
time the phone rang, and it was one of those days when it never stopped ringing, I
sprinted down the corridor (all 19' of it - that, sure, must have been slimming?) but it
was never Toby at the other end. Nor did he call over the weekend and my fears were
confirmed of his failure to obtain a degree at all. On Monday morning I did the `intrusive mother' thing and rang Schools in Oxford and learned that he had got a Third. (In
his father's day it was said to be harder to get a Third than a First!)
I was only so utterly relieved that he had not left the university after four years
of an entirely lotus-eating existence with_no_degree_at_all. To have tried to explain that
away on his CV would have taken some doing. Toby, however, feels sufficiently badly
about the result to remain incommunicado. I said to Naomi that I hoped it might finally
have provided him with the painful proof that you get out of this life exactly what you
put into it - and that goes for things other than examination results, too. Maybe it will
wake him up to the harsh(er) realities of life, and bring home to him that he can no longer
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count on luck and charm to see him through. He has ability and intelligence (Naomi always says more than her own, and I rate hers highly), so perhaps now he will begin to use
them.
As for me, I continue to go for job interviews (today is Wednesday and that means
the big day for `Creme de la Creme' ads in The Times. I answered 3 advertisements. I suppose
I average 5 or 6 a week: the CV costs me 48p to photocopy. the stamp costs me 22p. Then
add in the cost of the stationery (even using secondhand envelopes!) and the typewriter
ribbons which cost over L5 a go. So call it a pound per job application. I would imagine
that I must have spent well over L300 this past year since i started looking - more, probably,
because sometimes you have to fax your replies, and that is terribly expensive: L4 each
time, which is a racket since those places from which you can send faxes really hike the
rates.
My carbon ribbon has just run out on me and I have to change to the black nylon
that runs in tandem with it (carbon for job applications looks better!), but you can see the
nylon ribbon is also on its last legs.
I wanted to thank you for your airmailing the material you sent the Bensons about
Ashley Butterfield and his feats of endurance - if that doesn't put them off, I really don't
know what will! Actually, you make it all sound like a perverted sort of fun, and I don't
recall actually feeling that it was much fun at the time though it has certainly given enough
food for conversational travel talk in the years since. I cannot, now my typewriter ribbon
has given up the ghost, tell you my various interview experiences of late so that will have
to wait until another time.
Meanwhile, many thanks.
and love,
Diana
July 29, 1991
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
This is to alert you that a small package will be on its way to you in a day or so.
It is a raincoat that I purchased before coming to England and then did not take
along, because I remembered a much more sedately clothed population there. When I
found things had changed to lively hues, I was sorry that I had left it behind.
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I have decided that it would be far more becoming with your hair -- and zip up
your wardrobe, if not your entire existence, so am sending it to you. The packaging is at
Bonnie's suggestion, a padded envelope with the customs slip marked used clothing,
which she assures me will avoid any possibility of your paying customs on a gift of a RED
raincoat.
Yes, RED, RED, RED!!!!
I await its effect,
Ann
Aug. 9, 1991
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
The effect is - in a word - stunning! I may have difficulty keeping the raincoat for
myself, given that Naomi actually opened the parcel when it was delivered a few days
after your warning letter (above) and had to be forcibly restrained from appropriating it
for herself. Why, you may ask, why was she here at all?
She has left The Wakefield Gazette, having answered a job ad in The Guardian that
I drew to her attention, so have none to blame but myself, placed by the London office
of the Yomiuri Shimbun, was interviewed one Saturday, offered the job next Wednesday,
gave in her notice the day after, August 1, and was told she could clear her desk and leave
immediately.
I happened to be going up to Leeds to spend the weekend with her anyway, and
she met me at the railway station wearing dungarees and, when I commented on the
unlikelihood of her being welcome in the office so attired, she said that, in fact, she
would no longer be going to that office and would, instead, be traveling south with me
on Monday.
That was at the beginning of this week and she has now moved in until such
time as she and the Beloved find a flat that they can share together. Meanwhile, I have
nowhere to accommodate Naomi since, in order to relieve the financial pressure, I am
becoming a landlady.
Lodger No. 1 arrives tomorrow from Milan. Horrors! I do not take kindly to
sharing my living space with total strangers, even paying strangers. This will be a sort of
trial run, since Lodger No. 1 is coming only for two weeks. The one after is another
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matter. Lodger No. 2 is coming for 3 months. The prospect appalls me. Thank God for
the red raincoat so that I can cheer myself up by wearing it when the glums set in. Thank
you for thinking of me. I shall think of you whenever I am wearing it.
Diana
Aug. 11, 1991
Washington Post
Letters to the Editor
I greatly enjoyed the July 6 story by Howard Kurtz on The Washington Star [Style],
where I wrote about parties for two years, mostly the ones that Betty Beale hadn't time
for. The Star taught me to get something, get it right, get it in, and not to drink -- or eat
-- on the job.
Before being sent out to watch the cavorting of the nation's mighty, I had no
journalistic training-- except for a year or so as a "copyboy" at The Post.
The Star sent me to cover a lot of elegant affairs. When a drunken woman crashed
a Kennedy party and was bounced, or the Russian ambassador yelled at me for saying
Kenny Ball had recorded "Moscow Nights" at jazz tempo, I wrote it, glad to have the material. When I was thrown out, I reported that, too. Liz Carpenter, Lady Bird Johnson's
press aide, and White House Social Secretary Bess Abell asked me to leave Gwen Cafritz's
party for the Johnson inaugural entertainers. Betty Beale was on Mrs. Cafritz's list. Not
I. Mary Margaret Valenti invited me in one night to see her party arrangements. Jack
Valenti threw me out of the house (after all my editors had gone home). Rosemary
Martufi, faithful Star photographer, stayed curbside with me.
Each day I was given a list of parties and the number of inches to write. At midnight -- thank God, Washington is an early-to-bed town -- I went back to Georgetown,
driving my VW bug along the O Street sidewalk to my driveway, which was often
blocked by an illegally parked car. I had all night to write my inches--as long as a cab got
them to The Star by 7 a.m.
The evening dress code was rigid in those days. I used a long, black one until the
seat got shiny. Then, I took a job with The New York News working days.
Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
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Aug. 20, 1991
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
I am delighted the coat is such a hit. I am also delighted that Naomi likes it, too.
However, hold onto it! It was a gift to you. I sent it in preparation before giving some
advice on your Lodger Idea, which is, I believe, a good one.
There was a long article on being a Landlady in The Post recently which I saved
and then can't find. However, specific comments may be more help -- and more offensive. That's the risk!!
First, I would be happy to be a paying lodger when visiting London. Your attitude is great. I have shared houses since I returned to the U.S. and always with people
who have done it before and know what works for them. I stayed with a couple in Princeton for over a year, in a house here for five years, and then moved next door a year ago
for more space, a private garden and cooking facilities. Send me your rates.
Now, I suggest that one of the twin beds be moved into the telephone room,
giving you another sleeping room, and leaving extra space to move around in. Those
beds inflict bruises. Either room could then be used for the Lodger -- whichever worked
out best.
I would not go into the subject of cooking, except for the fact that you plan to
go into business, and that could be important. My grandmother was a bad cook, but
nobody ever seemed to notice, because she had help when her family was at home. When
she and my grandfather lived alone, it didn't matter. He was born without a sense of
taste. He once went into the refrigerator for a midnight snack and ate a nice fresh bowl
of dog food.
My mother took after her mother in many ways, but not in cooking. Mother
learned early, by necessity, and the older she got the better she got. In her later years she
was practically a gourmet cook. So when I say that you are the WORST cook I have ever
known, please take it as business advice. My grandfather was a wonderful man, but I
WOULD NOT eat any breakfast he prepared. So when you do your B & B, keep it Continental or LET THEM GO OUT. Let Naomi earn her keep by doing the cooking. It will
be good for your weight to stay out of the kitchen and it will be easier on her stomach.
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It's very quiet here and I am getting a lot of work done on my project, which is
now zeroing in on my father and his relationship to his father through letters written
while the younger Wood was away at college and graduate school. Everybody seems to
be into family trees, but I am veering off into environment. My father's family seems to
have been quite ordinary immigrant farmers from Alsace. The important difference between my grandfather and his family seems to have been his aunt's husband, no blood
relation, a Scot who helped him get an education and formed his character. Three generations of family Johns are named after him, but to find out anything about him, other
than the fact that in the Campbellford, Ont., census in 1881, his occupation was "gentleman", I may head up there before things liven up here.
Congratulations to Naomi on her job -- on a Japanese paper? I looked in the
Editor & Publisher Yearbook and am no wiser.
Am enclosing some items.
Really, send me your rates, if YOU PROMISE NOT TO COOK!!!!
Love,
Ann
Aug. 23, 1991
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
No, no! You have it all wrong. I am not - most definitely not - going into business
as a landlady. I hate having strangers living with me. Actually, come to think of it, I hated
having anyone living with me on any sort of permanent or semi-permanent basis. I do
not do for the benefit of the PG. I do it solely and exclusively for my own benefit, and
that benefit is solely and exclusively financial, i.e. I need the money now, so I will be a
landlady now until my financial problems may be eased.
The present lodger is a 30-year-old very beautiful Italian girl from Milan, who
seems to have chosen to come over and spend her 3-week vacation in this country as
some sort of defiance in the face of her family's expectations of how she ought to be
spending her holiday - i.e. with them. She works for an English company (Cable & Wireless) in Milan and is spending this 3-week period with Cable & Wireless here in London.
Meanwhile, she is flexing her independence muscles still further, this time in the
face of her Italian boyfriend, with whom, I gather, she has lived this past 6 years and who
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is now putting pressure on her a) to marry him next year, b) to join him in his business
c) to have children. None of these things does she want to do. She is acting quite dangerously, it seems to me, by picking up men left, right and centre and going out with them
though she has not, I believe, taken anything further than a drink or meal - being, essentially, a well brought up Catholic female.
She tells me she is going to the Notting Hill Carnival on the weekend (I, myself,
am out of town) and hope she may not bring back here with her anyone she meets there.
It is an event that invites trouble every year, and every year the police try to prohibit its
happening any more. The local black community, however, pleads its absolute necessity
as an aspect of their cultural heritage (?). There is drink, there are drugs, there is petty
theft, there is murder - and, this year, there will also be Laura Beramini.
Who needs the responsibility of lodgers when they act foolishly? The next one
(coming next Saturday) is an Austrian, I am told. Maybe she will be less volatile, less
provocative in her overall behaviour. Maybe she will have fewer rows with her family
members who ring her up sometimes thrice daily from Italy to tell her to behave herself
and come home quick.
Naomi has gone up to Edinburgh for the Bank Holiday weekend, and for the
Edinburgh Festival. She will not, thank the lord, be staying on here much beyond the
end of this month when she and her Beloved hoped to be able to find a flat that they can
share together. Already she has taken over and filled the `telephone room' with her clobber, and the bathroom with her clobber and, to a considerable extent, my own bedroom
with her clobber. She has the capacity to spread herself about better than anyone I know
and I hate it. I want to live alone in peace and quiet and my own squalor - nobody else's.
There was once a bed in the `telephone room' and Toby slept there when he was
home. It was an absolutely horrid little room to sleep in because it overlooks the central
well. I don't want a bed in every room in the flat and prefer the arrangement as it presently is and, if the occasional lodger (which is all that I intend the arrangement to consist
of) has trouble moving around in there because the room is overcrowded with furniture,
that's just too bad.
Moreover, I will never - ever cook again for anyone other than myself. I find
cooking (with the exception only of ironing, perhaps) to be the most boring and repetitive of occupations that could possibly be imagined. It occupies the hands but not the
mind, it smells, it's messy to clear up, and the results are consumed in a flash with nothing left to show for it. Indeed, I believe what are commonly referred to as `good cooks'
are masochists by another name.
Anyone staying here has toast or toast and cereal or toast and orange juice for
breakfast. I won't even make `real' coffee. that, too, comes the easy way, out of a jar. The
lodgers sent me by the travel agency with whom I am presently in business as a landlady
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pay the agency L100 per week, and the agency takes its own L25 cut off that. So you can
see that there is hardly a living to be made from being a landlady, and especially not
when you weigh the income against the aggravations outlined above.
Must get on with the ironing - which I find mind-bendingly boring to do. And
then I'm off into Sussex. This weekend both the Arundel and the Chichester Festivals
are in full swing, so lots of good theatre, concerts, etc., going on in Sussex. Next week,
the tables are turned on me, and my friend from down there will be up here with her
daughter and husband visiting from the States (said friend married an American and is
now a widow and came back to this country to look after her geriatric father - God knows
why.) So the numbers living here will double overnight. Horrors!
With love,
Diana
Sept. 23, 1991
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Just back from Campbellford, Ontario, a beautiful little town where my father's
father came from.
Am writing thank you notes to everyone who helped me find graves, information, etc., which is practically everyone in town. My grandfather was reared by his
mother's sister and her husband, and I am named for the mother's sister, my sister is
named after her daughter, and all the first sons in three generations of Woods have been
named John for John Wood, the foster great grandfather. We don't know anything about
him, and there were no more blood children.
Spent a lot of time talking with people. The town has always been and is about
3,000 people. And then went to the Archives in Toronto.
Got exact birth and death dates which help a lot.
Can you think of any way to find out something about John Wood born in Berwickshire, Scotland, June 1, 1822? That's what it says on his tombstone. I can't find a
place or a county by that name in my atlas, even as a starting point.
I got the application and information from the National Endowment for the
Arts, and found they only give grants for fiction and poetry, so then I got the application
and information from the National Endowment for the Humanities, and found that the
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grants seem to be medium to small and application has to be made now for about two
years hence. I think if I work quickly I can finance the work myself.
The author of a book on the press covering Congress, which was highly praised
in The N.Y. Times, and prominently so -- front page of the Sunday review section -- took
some of my excerpts and said the material was good. He also gave me some ideas on how
to get started organizing and telling the story.
He also had some ideas on publishers. All this is very encouraging, even if it
means a lot more work. Essentially, now it's the writing. However, there is one ancient
relative whom I hope to talk with in person in California. I corresponded with him 8
years ago, when he was 88, so I hope he is still alive. He is in the phone book, which is
encouraging.
More later.
Love,
Ann
Sept. 27, 1991
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Am writing back immediately upon receipt of yours of the 23 (what could be
speedier?) to tell you that either the tombstone got it wrong, or it has rubbed with age,
or you need new specs. It's Berwickshire, not Herwickshire in Scotland, and it's the border country between England and Scotland. Indeed the county town of Berwick is divided by the River Tweed, with the south side of it being in England and the north side
in Scotland. It was one of the original Roman settlements in the north of England, called
something like Camelford if my memory serves me correctly. Again, so far as I recall and
without consulting an atlas, I think Berwickshire is pretty big. They probably have
county records of births and deaths (if not the milestones in between) in some county or
town council officers in Berwick itself. You could send off an enquiry aimed at the
County Registrar's Office of Births and Deaths, Berwick, and see where it gets you. Since
you have the date of birth, I should have thought that sufficient for them to go on.
I'd do an initial enquiry for you if I had the time, but I haven't. I'm leaving for
Pakistan any minute now. Naomi and Brian (the Beloved) left last evening. Lest you
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should think this sudden evacuation of Cokes to Peshawar augurs ill, let me disabuse
you of the thought.
Just that Alexia had a return flight from her having been here last Autumn when
I was ill that was unused but had to be used by end-October. She asked me to go, but I
didn't want to because of what she had told me of the difficulties attaching to any attempt(s) by a single woman to get about Pakistan without male escort. My brother, most
generously, has offered me (another) Swan Hellenic tour since he and his lady love were,
themselves, going to Pakistan in the Spring of this year.
That trip was cancelled, due to the Gulf war. He had been due to go to Rajasthan
this autumn, but Swan Hellenic strongly recommended that he change his mind and
take the Pakistan option since, from what I gather, they reckon the political situation in
Pakistan is so volatile, they might well decide to cross it off their schedules in the future.
Hence, it looked like a now or never trip. There was, indeed, a most alarming television
documentary under the title The Dispossessed about the plight of the Afghani refugees,
centered on Peshawar, which was seriously likened in the programme's summing up to
a potential Beirut about to burst into flames. I can only hope that Alexia will have left
there before it does.
Anyway, I am greatly looking forward to another Swan Hellenic marathon. My
brother tells me that Raphael is again the tour guide, and I'm glad of that, because I
thought he was not only able but amiable as well.
Meanwhile, I have to see off my lodger who, this weekend has imported her boy
friend, mother and sister to stay. We've already had the boy friend who was a surly and
indeed sinister youth. I am only doing it for the money. I've really hated having this girl
in the house this past month or so.
By the way (that's casual if you like!) I'm once again employed and start in a new
job upon my return from Pakistan.
Diana
Oct. 21, 1991
Diana Coke
Peshawar, Pakistan
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
If that doesn't remind you of the Ashley Butterfield trip, I don't know what else
would. The tour has today reached Peshawar, where Alexia is. However, I'll be back here
for 8/10 days at the end, in order to see more of her.
Diana
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Oct. 30, 1991
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Your trip sounds marvelous, and I will squelch my envy and write quickly, so a letter
is waiting when you return. The postcard of the typical Indian soup did, indeed, remind me
of Ashley, at least, the scenery did. The native soup seems to have a chicken dunked in it,
which makes the chickens last? We did better than that, although I do recall eating a lot of
bananas.
I am going to California next week to see an extremely elderly distant cousin who
had marvelous letters and recollections of my Canadian ancestors. When I went to Campbellford, where my father's family came from, relatives there were ecstatic over the material,
all of which came from California -- in 1983. Needless to say, I was curious to know if he was
still there, and, fortunately, he is, and sounds clear as a bell, but has difficulty holding a pen,
so it seemed best to go right away. He is now 92.
A dear, long time friend now lives in San Mateo, right near San Francisco, so I will
stop there and drive down to see him. Personal recollections, pictures, etc. are invaluable.
People who are avid family tree sketchers are a help, but I do want to find out things that
bring people to life.
I had more luck with the Public Record Office in London by mail than I did in
person, but I had more information. The tombstones in Campbellford, Ontario, which is a
lovely little town surrounded by dairy farming country, were most informative. With one
exact birth date I now have placed my great, great grandmother and father in Tenterden,
Kent, in 1830 where they baptized a daughter at the Bear's Isle Bible Christian chapel on
October 5, 1830.
I have been to Tenterden -- when riding the little railroads -- and even have a souvenir
tea towel with a map of the railroad on it for reference. Mr. Guthrie at the P.R.O. suggested
two names of professional researchers, and a Canadian cousin suggested another, and I am
corresponding with Scotland. My own efforts were very time consuming. Also, when I got
back here, the Canadian cousin suggested looking in the Campbellford newspaper archive
for a story about John and Angelina Wood's golden wedding anniversary in 1898, because
those events were quite rare then. The archives are in Toronto, and I had my hot little hands
on the microfilm there, but never thought of that angle, so will probably have to think seriously about going back. However, I'm trying to make lists of possibilities, so I don't miss
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more opportunities like that. John Wood is the one I don't know anything about, and since
he was my grandfather's foster father, he is very important. Thanks for spotting the misspelling. That did help. If someone in Campbellford, population 3000 now, and about 150
in 1850, can tell me what he did for a living, it would be very helpful. The records offices
correspond by airmail, which is marvelous, so I will do as much as possible by mail. If I have
to come back to England or Scotland, I might take some time at the holidays. After that the
approach of Valentine's Day keeps me busy.
I enclose the People magazine with Professor Anita Hill on the cover. I cannot tell
you how marvelous she was. I am convinced that she has made a mark for women the way
Rosa Parks did for blacks 30 years or so ago. I have written her, Anita Hill, to congratulate
her on a difficult job, well done.
You didn't say what your new job is. I hope the situation is more compatible than
the last, but DO TRY TO BE PATIENT. I know, nag, nag, nag. It's not a sin to suffer fools
gladly. It's just so trying!!
Is Alexia staying on in the war zone?
With affection,
Ann
Feb. 27, 1992
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Separately, I am sending you today Micheal Crichton's new novel, a mystery
about Japanese-American relations. It's a good read.
With this letter is the Washingtonian advertising information -- just in case you
want to try a new source.
I have been to Canada and to California backtracking on my father's family and
will probably return to Canada, having learned what to look for and where to ask questions. The Genealogical Society of the Church of the Latter Day Saints (Mormons) continues to be a prime source of information, since they seem to have microfilm from everywhere. At a Family History office at a church — there are three in this area with offices
— one looks at microfiches and orders rolls of film from Salt Lake City, Utah, that seem
likely sources. In less than two weeks the films arrive to be scanned. I found my foster
great grandfather's will this way. It is a bit odd to get it by such an indirect means. The
Ontario Archives are being microfilmed, probably with the help of the Mormons, and
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letters are answered with instructions indicating there will be a long delay in assistance
from the Archives. There, I've written a paragraph as long as one of yours!
Must go. Got a card from Naomi, which indicated all was well in their new nest.
My best to her, too.
What's your news!
Ann
Mar. 5, 1992
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Three things to thank you for: a) the book which, having read, I will pass on to
Naomi to read who is still besotted about all things Japanese, even after having working
in a Japanese newspaper office this past six months or more b) the cutting from the
Washingtonian, which I will pass on to Simon, though, frankly, I am not of the opinion
that extending one's advertising of our French house for rental so far away will bring
much in the way of a response - specially with people tightening their belts worldwide
c) for your accompanying letter detailing your continuing investigation into the family
history. It is an interest - nay, an obsession - that I am totally unable to understand since
I honestly cannot see what anything that happened before me in my family has to do
with the price of fish today.
In this country spring has sprung - the birdsong as I sit in this office is almost
deafening. Every desk suddenly sprouts its own vase, small or large, of daffodils or irises
or tulips. Women on the `buses coming up the King's Road are no longer shrouded in
heavy overcoats, but in free-floating serapes. It's all rather encouraging. Not that the winter has been either long, hard, or wet. Indeed, the absolute dryness of the past several
months is a cause of considerable concern to those who worry about this sort of thing,
since, apparently, the reservoirs that supply the country with its watery needs through
the summer are supposed to be filled up by the winter's rains. And, after last year's dry
summer (and the even dryer summer of the year before), this latest winter's aridity begins
to give cause for worry. Not to me since I've lived in places where the weather really was
the reason why, in the height of summer, the water supply would be totally turned off
between the hours of 10 a.m. and, say, 4 p.m., and one rushed around filling up the bath
and every available container before ten o’clock struck. People in this country do lavish
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the stuff about, and I think a bit of belt-tightening in that respect wouldn't do any harm
at all.
Otherwise, how go things? Well, generally speaking, much better, of course,
since I rejoined the ranks of the employed. I do enjoy the work, which has not always
been the case, and work for a woman, who is more prepared than most men might be
to take my ability to get on and do things for granted. i.e. A lot of what I do I am left to
do on my own initiative, which really does encourage the most inert initiative to show
signs of life again! Rather like my thyroid gland which after months and months of apparently `massive dysfunction' (I quote the doctor at Charing Cross Hospital) is not exactly being stimulated into new life but, rather, quite deliberately being done to death
by increasingly heavy doses of thyroxin to take the place of what the thyroid should have
been producing had it felt so inclined.
The fact that it was inactive, or as good as, means that I have, of course, gained
weight relentlessly and, despite talking to my GP (a woman and you might have thought
a sympathetic ear) about the weight gain and asking for positive help to counteract the
trend, she told me simply to go away, eat less, exercise more, whatever. On one of my
hospital check-ups I mentioned this to the specialist and he said something like,
"Well, now that's interesting. I was leafing through your file just before you came
in and noticed that one set of tests we ran on you, when you were in here in the autumn
of 1990, showed you had massive thyroid dysfunction. You are, of course, on thyroxin."
I told him I had known nothing of this (presumably the fact had not been mentioned at the time, since it had nothing to do with the reason for my actually being in
hospital right then) and that, therefore, I was not taking anything for it. So now I am,
and they're trying to get it right, and I sleep not at all, and get distinctly hyperactive in
the daytime, but do not show any signs of weight loss - and you will, of course, write
back by return post to tell me that that's because of all that butter I like to spread on my
breakfast toast! However, I now prefer to believe that it's because of the fact my thyroid
has been either inactive or non-functional these years past, so why should I blame my
dietary intake?
Interested to hear you conclude from N's postcard that all is well in their new
nest. This is not actually the case since the Beloved was made redundant (from Saatchi
and Saatchi where he had worked since he came down and, indeed, the long summer
vac. that was his last at Oxford) the Friday before Christmas. The advertising industry,
like so much else, is in deep recession. Brian is a copywriter of only about 18 months'
experience, and I gather there are hundreds like him (and visualizers, too) drifting
around London trying to interest agency Creative Managers in their portfolios and competing like mad for the bits and pieces of freelance work that may be on offer. This means
Naomi is, in effect, the breadwinner though I understand B's parents have come in with
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an offer of financial help though, as Naomi says, since they would need in the end to be
paid back since it is coming out of a recently matured life insurance policy of Brian's
father. This is a gift with a sting in the tail. However, she cannot on her own earnings
sustain both the rent and the food bills and Brian had not worked for sufficiently long
to qualify him to claim unemployment benefit, so the parental loan has been accepted
pro_tem. I honestly do not think that Brian's temperament is suited to the cut and thrust
and stab in the back that is so typical of the advertising profession - he's altogether too
easy-going, too contemplative, too nice. If I were him, I'd be looking around for some
alternative career choice.
I type this in the office, since I invariably arrive before anyone else does, but now
things are starting to happen so I shall call a halt. Thank you for thinking of me...
Diana
Apr. 15, 1992
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
The past few weeks have been incredibly hectic, major upheavals of all sorts.
However, I have been saving the "Jennifer" stories for you, because I first heard
of her from you in 1979! (The other day I realized a friend and neighbor moved away
five years ago, and I had not seen her since. Where did those years go?)
But, back to Jennifer. The way it works is that a publication "outside the Beltway"
-- the ring road around Washington -- mentions something that a writer inside the Beltway couldn't without burning important bridges to sources. In this case it is Jennifer's
name. The Vanity Fair article is the current example. Then other publications refer back
to the Vanity Fair mention of Jennifer's name. I haven't seen her last name in print, but
that may be yet to come. Vanity Fair includes an unflattering physical description. The
N.Y. Daily News, a tabloid, and Mary McGrory's column in The Washington Post are not
in the same class.
Hillary Clinton's background is gone into at length in the magazine article. She
is extremely bright, and her mentioning Jennifer can be considered a warning shot across
the bow of the Bush campaign ship. Four years ago the Bush campaign used race and
Willie Horton against Dukakis. This time it looked as though sex and a woman named
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Gennifer was to be used against Clinton. Bush's own Jennifer is used to neutralize that
ploy.
Keep in touch,
Ann
Apr. 22, 1992
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My dear Ann:
Your liberally stamped envelope of cuttings re: the Clintons and the Bushes arrived in time for me to cash in (metaphorically, only) on the fact that I had enthralled
the assembled luncheon party given last Thursday in Cambridge by my brother's `partner' in celebration of his birthday. It was coming up to Easter, and the Bank Holiday
weekend here comprises Friday off and Monday as well, so I tacked on the Thursday
before and did really well out of the break.
I found myself in a curious assembly of folk with whom I had little or nothing
in common which, if I were honest about it, would be true of my brother as well. Given
he and I are blood kin and were brought up together in the same entirely philistine
household, I really cannot imagine how I developed the way I did (which, I say, with no
complacency whatsoever) and he the way that he did.
Do you know, there is not one single book in his home (or homes, since he has
more than one). I keep trying to stir his interest in the printed word by forcing easy-toread books upon him, but he remains dedicated only to the newspapers and - most particularly - to the financial pages of same. This said, I am fond of him and grateful to him
for his manifold kindnesses to me since our mother died.
His lady friend, too, has been very tolerant of my many visitations (not uninvited, I hasten to add). Did I tell you I even went over to stay with them in France last
month and seriously wondered how I could bear to spend a whole week in their company. Only because it really is awfully difficult maintain conversation with people with
whom one has so little in common. However, I was enchanted (all over again) with the
part of France in which they have their house, which is the same part of France as Simon
and I own a house too; the sun shone like June in England in pre-global warming times;
I was able to busy myself usefully in checking up on the condition of the Coke property
and - naturally - found lots of things needing doing. Jane was very generous with the use
of her washing machine, so everything that could be washed was washed, and, since the
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sun shone throughout my visit, dried and put back in its place looking like new. This
kind of transformation scene (usually accomplished in Hollywood by a plump little
grandmotherly figure - well, that's true enough of myself - waving a magic wand) gives
me considerable satisfaction, so I came back well pleased with my efforts.
This also meant, of course, that I had little time for sitting around thinking what
to say next to my brother, which put less strain than might have been expected on our
maintaining cordial relations during my visit. Obviously, said relations were so cordial,
it's the reason I was invited so shortly thereafter to my brother's birthday party luncheon
in Cambridge.
Anyway, as I was saying when I interrupted myself, there I was being the life and
soul of the party and wondering what to do next for an encore, when it occurred to me
that, just the evening before when reviewing the state of my bank balance, I had been
wondering how to improve it and bethought me of a piece of information that I could
sell to Fleet Street and - undoubtedly - earn lots of lovely money at a stroke. I could tell
them I know the identity of the Bush spectre-in-the-closet and put them onto members
of her family who live in this country and jazz the whole thing up with other items of
Coke folklore that might also be of considerable interest or that would, at any rate, make
a jolly good story in, say, the Weekend Review section of The Sunday Times, which likes a
little lubricity with which to titillate its readers over the kedgeree and/or kidneys of a
Sunday morning.
Could I sink so low as to do such a thing? It looks from your cuttings as though
it really won't be that long before the full story comes out in the American press anyway.
Why in the name of heaven has it not done so already?
I'm having a quiet day at the office since the woman I work with has gone out
to visit one of the Homes. It's unusual that I don't have plenty to do to keep myself not
only busy, but amused. However, with the Holiday weekend being so closely followed
by another, a lot of folk seem to be bridging the gap between the two and taking protracted holidays so the building is very empty and quiet as the grave. At least, writing
letters makes it sound like I'm busy, busy.
I've sent your cuttings down to Cambridge to amuse my brother and his love always supposing they can summon up the energy to read them. And then, to be mischievous, I may well pass them on to Simon who has incurred my wrath by coming back
from a trip he took with his father to Kathmandu specifically to catch up with Alexia.
She has decided to pack it in in Pakistan with the American relief agency she's been
working for these past years. Perhaps she judged it right with the whole Afghani scene
changing so fast - and not, from what we understand, for the better. She is pushing further east, Nepal being her first stop. I longed for some solid firsthand news of her, and
what do I get from her father? `She looks well, she seems happy, she's full of plans.' All
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so insubstantial, so uncommunicative in any real sense, I could have killed him. Or did
he know more and was he holding back on telling me? That I wouldn't put past him
either. Anyway, as I say, so much I did gather: Alexia is heading on east, to Thailand,
Cambodia, Vientiane, Laos. In the first of these places she can call in on the I.R.C. office
to which she and the rest of them from Peshawar were evacuated during the Gulf War.
If she's lucky, she might pick up another job, simply by going round banging on doors,
as she did the one in Peshawar. What she looks extremely unlikely to do is to return to
this country.
Let us know how things fare with you.
Diana
June 18, 1992
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My dear Ann:
Some time ago I mailed back to you by surface mail rather a fat envelope of
cuttings, etc., that you had sent me and which I felt you probably did want to be returned. However, I saw no particular urgency to your wanting them back, so it seemed
worth my saving something by sending them sea mail, and I do hope that in due course
they will arrive safely at your end.
I write from the office, because the woman for whom I work is not in today. This
Society runs a number of homes for the elderly (private, so rather upmarket) with, in
some cases, nursing wings attached. This is a good idea since, if a resident in one of the
homes falls ill and can no longer continue to live in her own accommodation (furnished
by the residents with their own furniture, etc.) then she (it's usually a she, due to demographic breakdown) simply moves across into the nursing wing where she can continue
in familiar surroundings and still have friends popping in to see her from the home itself.
That's what is happening today. There are vast numbers of people employed by
the Society, and the woman I work for is the personnel executive, so she goes to the
homes even more frequently than other executives might have occasion to, since she has
to sort out personnel problems as they arise in order to ensure the homes run smoothly
and happily. It's an interesting job, but what it does bring home to one is how incredibly
petty and selfishly-motivated people seem, on the whole, to be. I'm glad mine is a
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backroom job tucked away safely here in head office. I think, were I in my boss's position, I'd be knocking people's heads together all the time to make them act more sensibly! And that, of course, is not the way to work for consensus.
How does your garden grow? Which is to say that business is b(l)ooming in the
introduction stakes and that your reputation continues to grow by word-of-mouth recommendation. That's largely the way this Society operates, too, and never until very recently has it been necessary to advertise to raise funds, since so many legacies come our
way unsolicited in people's wills. But times are hard and growing harder, and last year
an appeals director was appointed, and now we're in the serious business of raising
money. As are so many other charities and more and more of these organizations are
competing for fewer and fewer available funds.
Naomi has just informed me she has been offered employment in Tokyo on the
English language ~Yomiuri Shimbun" and will be off to Japan in January. I was rather
knocked sideways a) because I realized how much I shall miss her and b) because I suppose I thought that the tie constituted by her relationship with a fellow ex-Oxford lad
would keep her right here in London. He had been working with Saatchi and Saatchi as
a copywriter since he came down, was made redundant just before Christmas and has
since been trying to get another job in an industry that has been very hard hit by the
recession.
I suppose Naomi thought that, should he continue still to be unemployed for a
further six months, he would be quite glad to accompany her out to Tokyo, but, in fact,
I saw the pair of them last evening and it looks as though he may be near finding employment again. In which case, I do not think he'd give it up to go abroad, no matter
how hard Naomi pressed him. It is her own realization that she's treading water careerwise here in the London offices of the Y.S. (essentially a bureau for the Japanese language
paper, so she can do very little writing herself though, from time to time, she does get
pieces printed in the Tokyo English-language paper) that made Naomi jump at the suggestion she might like to spend some time in Japan.
She always intended to try and get back there after she did that stint one long
summer vac. with Reuter's. As I say, I shall miss her horribly, especially since Alexia
shows no signs of wanting to return to this country and, in fact, has now left the American relief agency for whom she was working this past few years in Peshawar, to travel
on further eastwards with a view to seeing if she cannot pick up another comparable job
helping the refugees that are milling about in Thailand, Cambodia, Laos and Vietnam.
If she is unsuccessful, she said she plans to travel on into China and, when she's satisfied
her curiosity there, she will come back to Kabul and pick up where she left off with the
Afghanis who, apparently, are now flocking back into their own land from Pakistan but
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have been refugees so long, they are having difficulty in settling down and, once again,
need help from the international relief effort.
Personally, I think that soon eastern Europe will consist of a milling throng of
refugees rushing from one war zone to another to avoid ethnic persecution. Don't know
why Alexia doesn't return and do the same sort of work nearer to home. Meanwhile,
back at the ranch, Toby (also unemployed) is scrabbling about trying to find a job in the
TV or film business - again not fertile ground in which to put down roots right now, but
it's his chosen field. (This letter seems to be filled with gardening metaphors - must be
something to do with the fact that, in summer, I very much miss that aspect of my married life - perhaps I should say, the only aspect of my married life that I miss: having a
garden).
I am desperately tired right now, tired from lack of sleep since I have an old cow
living downstairs who starts watching TV/listening to her radio around 11 p.m., just as
I want to go to bed and to sleep, and she is immune to appeals to turn the volume down,
and I lie in my bed shaking with wrath and wanting more than anything that she would
just drop dead (she's 87, so there's a good chance of my hopes being answered). I'm also
tired of The Fight. Life has seemed rather a struggle for a little while past and, suddenly,
I'm feeling tired from its after-effects. I need to feel secure - in the original latin meaning
of that word: `se-cura'=freedom from care. I guess that's why I'm feeling tired - it's from
being careworn.
Diana
June 24, 1992
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana
Enclosed is the recent Modern Maturity, published by the American Association
of Retired Persons and sent to all members. There are about 25 million, and the number
grows rapidly. Members do not have to be retired, just 50 years old, so I am sending a
check for a 3-year membership for you, now that you are in the senior citizen business.
One of my brothers was publishing director of Modern Maturity for five years,
until 1990, and during that time he totally revamped the publication, which had been a
rather trashy throw-away, full of ghastly ads for the aged, into something that now
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strongly resembles Smithsonian magazine. He fought and won a major battle with Madison Avenue over advertising. He started rejecting ads that agencies had routinely placed,
and he limited painkillers and any ads depicting the over-50s as always sick or ailing,
since most are busy, active, healthy people, as we all know.
I must say that he felt the power of the senior citizen lobby here, where A.A.R.P.
has a huge organization to push legislation. He spent five years commuting between the
A.A.R.P. main office in Long Beach, Calif., the advertising office in New York, and the
office here, and finally returned permanently to California, where he is publisher of the
paper in Palo Alto, owned by Tribune Co., which our father headed. It's a small city, so
we're not talking about circulation in the millions. However, it's the home of Stanford
University, so it's a nice environment, and the company offers more money and future
than the non-profit A.A.R.P.
I went out last fall to borrow some family pictures from an aged cousin in Taft,
Cal., which is an environmental hell near Los Angeles. The area is oil wells and polluted
air, held in by mountains. On the way I visited a woman, now 90, who was a long-time
neighbor of my family in Illinois. She has to be near her only son, who married `the girl
next door' in our village, Lake Bluff, Ill. When I was back there last summer, I did not
drive by the home she sold before buying a retirement condominium in San Mateo, Cal.,
because I heard that the new owners had sold off her garden for another house to be
built there. I didn't want to see that! And she did not want to hear about it.
San Mateo is very up-scale and permitted a hi-rise retirement home, so people
giving up vast homes in Hillsborough, next door, could stay in the area. Her abode has
nothing in common with old folks homes in the news. It seemed more like luxury apartments in New York's Waldorf Towers, where visiting heads of corporations and countries stay. She did say living there was rather like `living on a cruise ship.' However, she
was looking forward to coming East to her granddaughter's graduation from Princeton
this year. I think moving 2,000 miles at the age of 88 and being happy about making a
new home and new friends has been a success for her, because she does have things to
look forward to. She's planning a cruise to Alaska this summer, if she lives that long!
Your comments about being tired sound familiar, and to be brief, I think you
need to plan things to look forward to. Your experience working with the Society could
be very valuable, if you want to leave England. And Naomi has obviously caught on to
career opportunities there.
A secretary in the office here now works for a firm of retirement homes started
by the Marriotts, who are a local family with hotels around the world. She left here,
frankly because Bess didn't need so much of her time, and she, the secretary, needed a
full-time salary and a health plan, the sort of thing large corporations routinely provide.
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Another friend in Princeton, whose marriage to a top executive with Johnson &
Johnson went on the rocks, did telephoning for a research firm there, learned computers
and commuted on one assignment to a New York jail, before landing a job with a Princeton community housing project, which she now manages.
None of this is ever easy, but it's interesting, and after talking with hundreds
people in the past six years I know changes can be necessary at any time, and a sure sign
that the fun, (or dread) of change should be scheduled is that weary feeling.
I am currently "mothering" a German doctor, who has been here for five years,
first at the National Institutes of Health and now at Harvard Medical School. She is totally wrapped up in her science, a very competitive world, and yet, says she wants a balanced life. From my experience with clients I would guess that this friend may not mean
it. However, some of her concentration on work may be due to the deaths in recent years
of her father, mother, and sister, a suicide this year. So I encourage her to have fun. She's
attractive, bright, has a good heart, but talks constantly about science, a subject that wears
thin after an hour or two.
I am pleased to help her over a rough patch, and delighted to know that I would
NEVER have had the patience to rear a family for the required years. It's fun when someone is childishly giddy with pleasure over a treat that comes off, but I would not be a
good sport indefinitely without an adult, "Marvelous, thank you, what can I do for you."
in return occasionally!
Affectionately,
Ann
The printed things arrived last week. Enclosed is the Tailhook story, which has come out
slowly, but is a scandal that is shaking the military.

July 23, 1992
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My dear Ann:
Your letter of 24 June not yet acknowledged, nor yet the subscription to Modern
Maturity for which I have been very remiss in not thanking you much, much earlier. I
have no excuse/reason for the delay in doing so other than pressure of work which - in
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this office - is quite considerable although the remuneration is not. Today, for instance,
the switchboard operator has been 'off' so guess who has been filling in on the switchboard... and if there's one thing you probably appreciate from our own telephonic communication over these several years past, the telephone is not my favourite means of
communication. In fact, I loathe the telephone and am only driven to use it of absolute
necessity. I rarely initiate telephone calls and also, if sitting in front of something worth
watching on The Box, I will quite happily ignore the importunities of the telephone if it
rings during the programme - and let it ring. My children do not understand how I can
bear not to answer it, but I can bear, oh, indeed I can. So, to have had to spend all day
today interrupting my normal workload to be nice on the telephone to callers into the
organization from outside has put a considerable strain on my never notable patience
and tolerance levels. Particularly, since it is the nature of this business that every caller
seems to feel duty bound to tell one his/her entire life story be fore getting to the meat
of the matter, and I have neither the time nor the inclination to listen with a sympathetic
ear. I always knew that I wouldn't want to be a switchboard operator, and I have often
had occasion to wonder why switchboard operators are often so invariably rude...well,
now I know!
However, why I am writing is, as I say, to thank you and to apologize for being
so dilatory about thanking you for thinking of me, also, to send you almost the entire
Daily Telegraph of yesterday's date which, in so many different ways, from so many different angles, and on so many different pages had a field day with the Mellor affair,
which is our latest sex/political scandal. This time, because of his particular ministerial
position as Minister who deals with press censorship (or if there is to be any, since in so
many cases recently the British press has been acting like Italian paparazzi), the newspapers have really cleaned up and even the man's job looks to be in jeopardy. Today's Times
says the BBC is in a quandary since they were scheduled to run a very popular radio
programmed come Sunday (it must be the longest running BBC programme there is)
called 'Desert Island Discs' in which a ‘personality’ is asked to choose his/her 10 favourite
records to be marooned on a desert island with. And this coming Sunday's guest is, guess
who?, Mellor and, interspersed with his choice of records, are several sanctimonious pronouncements on how much his marriage and his family mean to him, and how positively his wife has assisted him in he career progress, etc., etc. And the BBC apparently
doesn't know what to do with the pre-recording that they have of this Sunday's 'Desert
Island Discs' and whether or not to schedule it as planned. If they let it go out, they will
simply be adding fuel to the fire of opprobrium that is presently attaching to Mr. Mellor
- one of the reasons being given for same being that he is heartily disliked by everyone
who works with him or for him in Whitehall, and they're all delighted to see him bite
the dust!
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Oh, I forgot, there is one last cutting also included from The Times about the
Bush affair. Simon (my husband, in case you were wondering) is now visiting his aunt,
Jennifer Fitzgerald's mother, in Washington (well, McLean, really). He always gets along
better with her than he did with his own mother - in typically perverse Coke fashion.
With love,
Diana
Aug. 14, 1992
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Thanks for the whole story, which was confusing at first, but most interesting. It
seems that the same thing is happening in England as here, that politicians can have only
one life, not a public one and a private one.
Enclosed are three stories printed today from a series of interviews Barbara Bush
did with magazines and newspapers prior to the Republican convention next week.
What they mention and what they leave out is as interesting as anything. For
Donnie to use the name in The Post story is something to think about. The N.Y. Times
does not. Donnie wrote a book about Barbara Bush and has covered the White House
since I was there. This may mean Donnie is about to retire, or that Barbara is.
My new computer is here, and I am only beginning to learn its vast abilities.
Best regards,
Ann
Dec. 14, 1992
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Your Christmas card is here. Naomi in Japan now, I gather? Enclosed is the latest
news of Simon's cousin.
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I voted for Hillary Clinton,
Happy New Year,
Ann
Dec. 31, 1992
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Thank you for your Christmas wishes, and also the book which, in fact, you have
already sent me once before!
Naomi and I are spending the holiday together in London and neither doing nor
going any place special. In my case this is because the Society (remember, I work for an
organization called Friends of the Elderly which runs a number of residential homes in
the southwest of the country) takes only the briefest time off, so we are open for business
between Christmas and the New Year. Well, since the homes staff work over and through
the holiday, it wouldn't seem proper for the head office to close altogether for a week or
more at this time of year.
And as for Naomi, she is gearing up for Japan and flies out to Tokyo on the 12th
of January. In fact, she's going via the sub-continent in the hope that Alexia may be able
to join her in Delhi, and they can spend time somewhere nice together. Alexia's idea of
somewhere nice differs appreciably from mine, since, when I spoke to her on the phone
last Sunday, she was murmuring about Dharamsala.
This, should you, perhaps, have forgotten, is where the Dalai Lama took refuge
when driven out of Tibet by the Chinese, and where he has been living ever since along
with multitudinous Tibetan refugees. Alexia, of course, has been working with refugees
these few years past and probably has developed an affinity with refugees per se. But
Dharamsala is high in the Himalayas and, at this time of year, the temperature barely
rises above freezing, even in the daytime, always supposing Alexia and Naomi managed
to make the journey on the local buses from Delhi to Dharamsala without falling off a
precipice or being swept away by an avalanche.
I think Alexia is quite mad, and suggested to her that she might like seriously to
consider Sri Lanka instead. Of course, all this planning is, at this stage, academic since
Alexia has been an "illegal alien" in Pakistan ever since her return to Peshawar earlier in
the year after quite extensive travels through southeast Asia.
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It seems there was some misunderstanding about her visa application. She agreed
to work on a research project for an organization called the Austrian Relief Committee,
and it was up to them to make a visa application for her. Due to some confusion (who
knows where?) to do with her surname and her function, it seems the Pakistani visa office
thought that ARC were applying for a visa for the cook at the Austrian Embassy and,
given this is certainly the sort of post that can be filled by a local, it is hardly surprising
that Alexia's papers have taken so long to process.
Meanwhile she would be in difficulty should she leave the country whilst the
situation is unresolved. She'd probably not be allowed back into Pakistan and, since she
is committed to ARC until May of next year and is halfway through her project, this
would not be a good thing.
I understand she is looking into the possibility (and making applications) to do
a postgraduate course at some American university starting in the academic year - I presume something career-relevant - and we are expecting/hoping to see her back in England in May or thereabouts.
Meanwhile Naomi has been employed this past year by the Yomiuri Shimbun at
their London office, and is now going out to Tokyo to work on the English language
newspaper called the Daily Yomiuri for an indefinite period of time. She will certainly be
gone at least a year and, if anything like Alexia, once away will probably continue away
for several years to come
Toby is working for a film company here in London, at a very lowly level and at
a very lowly salary. He works 60 hours or more a week and does virtually anything that
may be requires, which offers a wide and varied work experience though he thinks he is
worth more to them and is beginning to get agitated about the fact that he is not even
paid a living wage: not for London at any rate.
I have suggested he draw up a job spec. that matches what he actually does and
then uses this as a basis for negotiating his salary upwards. The thing is he wants to work
in films, and it is a notoriously difficult industry to break into, one that is at present
doing notoriously badly, and still hundreds and hundreds of young people apply for jobs
with film companies - doing what, in fact, Toby himself did: sending off CVs and letters
of application to every film company there is and then hanging in there for an acknowledgement that never comes, let alone an invitation to interview.
The fact that Toby got through the door of what, he says, is a very good film
company (I wouldn't know, I've hardly heard of any) and then got a job offer is already
something he shouldn't lightly discard, even if he does feel they are taking advantage of
a) his willingness and b) his ability, both of which appear to be over and above what they
might reasonably have expected, since they were actually looking for a 16-year-old
school-leaver when they received Toby's application and got him instead.
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I hope that you had a happy Christmas and that 1992 goes well for you.
With best wishes,
Diana
Jan. 13, 1993
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
I'm very impressed with Naomi's new job and wish her well. You'll miss her, I
know, and I think you're right about the wandering. Young women really have to go
where the opportunities to use their hard-won training can be found.
I hope you found a use for the second copy of the book. The one on loan was so
long in coming back that I sent a copy on to you and forgot that the first might some
day return. The person who returned it was the grandson of the first person on the list.
He just got married and may have a family. It could have been away another generation.
I am enclosing Vanity Fair with several interesting articles, and a series on Hillary
Clinton, which is the most comprehensive to date. In it I see the Clintons lived together
before marriage, which may not have been news to broadcast before the election. I voted
for her, although a law professor told me she wasn't on the ballot, I knew she was! Since
the appointment of a woman attorney general, I can be for him, too.
I see what young women can do when doors are open for them, and I think it's
wonderful to have those at the top unlocked.
All the best,
Ann
Jan. 19, 1993
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My dear Ann:
I am revolting. The office has been rather grim and grisly these several weeks
past, because the woman for whom I work has been more absent than present, since her
father - the whole of 1992 - has been dying of cancer. He wasn't supposed to have lasted
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past July, but hung in there till just after New Year. As time drew on, she used to go up
to Durham, where her parents live, at weekends, and finally she disappeared, as it
seemed, for good. And she simply could not have done this, had she not known full well
that she could leave me holding the baby, and that I was competent to do so.
Now father has died, she has dealt with the funeral, and all of that and, having
returned to London, has gone into decline, which is perfectly understandable in the circumstance., but makes me feel, unreasonably, you might say, pissed off at still being
required to hang on to that apocryphal baby. I am not paid the sort of salary that presumes I am competent to depute, as the Scots would phrase it, for my boss. I am paid the
sort of salary that, indeed, presumes I am not able to do anything more than I am told
to do. Moreover, we've just had our annual visit from the accountants, and I understand
that she, my boss, was asked specifically what sort of salary increases she was thinking in
terms of this year, and she said none, a big fat NOTHING. and I've worked here already
18 months and, other than a menial cost-of-living increase last summer, am not a penny
better off than I was the day I started.
All right, so I know we are still having a recession though the papers and the
media generally are trying very hard to persuade the populace that `green shoots recovery' seems indicated. This has had not the slightest effect on the unemployment figures
which, indeed, are forecast as continuing to rise. You might ask how I dare to cavil about
not getting a rise, given that I was out of work all those months and, at damn near 57
years of age, was lucky to find myself back in work at the the end of it. And, moreover,
the only reason I did finally get offered a job by this organization was because it is hardly
in a position to practice age discrimination, given its purpose. Did you remember what
we are called? FRIENDS OF THE ELDERLY AND GENTLEFOLK'S HELP. All right, so
you can stop sniggering now.
However, I am, as I said right at the start, revolting, well, for this one day only.
I'm spending it catching up on personal correspondence and overdue business letters
and the sort of paperwork that all got pushed aside, because I was getting so worked up
and downright miserable at the idea of Naomi's imminent departure. You are, of course,
absolutely right. It is splendid that not only her older sister, but she, also, has the adventuresome spirit and the curiosity and the courage to hie themselves off to foreign lands
to seek employment, to live amongst others, etc. etc. And now that both are still in their
twenties and still unattached. Well, Naomi's `relationship' ended just before she went
away because the guy she had been living with couldn't take the idea that she wanted to
go away from him at all and yet, conversely, hadn't the get-up-and-go to accompany her.
Anyway, as I say whilst they are both young and single, then they should be doing all the traveling they want. I told you, I think, that Naomi was due to meet up with
Alexia in Delhi. My brother and his lady friend were, coincidentally, in Delhi, too, for
88

just one night on 16 January. The phone rang on Saturday, and when I picked it up, it
was my brother to say he'd just collected from the lobby of the Taj Mahal Hotel in Delhi
two exceedingly grubby-looking females whom he had hurried out of the lobby before
they attracted too much adverse attention from the reception staff, up to his suite where
he had suggested both of them might care to use the facilities and change into something
fresh before he offered them dinner.
Both he and Jane, and they, were then heading in their separate directions: my
brother to Calcutta where he was on a sentimental journey trying to locate the street
and, if possible, the very building in which we spent our childhood; the school we went
to; the walks we were taken with our ayah, etc. He made me go through a map of Calcutta with a fine tooth comb to help him identify the probable locations of these various
places, and it wasn't easy, because a lot of the street names have been changed.
We lived, for instance, in a street called Outram Street, an old governor general
in the days of the Raj. I bet it's not called that now. However, one of the main roads
leading from Outram Street to the `Maidan' where we used to be taken as children to
play in the afternoon while my mother took her siesta in preparation for the evening's
social gallivanting or get together with her usual mah jong cronies. This road was called
Theatre Road. Will you believe that they have changed the name to Shakespeare Something Road. Why?
Anyway, that's beside the point. My brother had just returned from a trip
through Rajasthan. Naomi and Alexia had just returned from a trip to Agra and Fatephur
Sikri and were leaving that same evening, later on, on the night Mail (ah! evocative
name!) back up to Rajasthan to see and do some of the things that Michael had just come
from doing. I was consumed with envy just listening to them talk of it.
I am writing to thank you for your latest package which contained the cuttings
about your new first lady and also the Vanity Fair that has the Di story in. The most
recent on that front, as you may already know, is that one day last week a little provincial
paper in Kent published the entire text (previously published only in Australia) of the
Charles/Camilla tape and, once this Kent paper had done it, it was obvious that the Sundays here would carry it. Predictably, the two that went ahead and ran the entire transcript were the Mirror Group Sundays but, by the time I got out to buy a Sunday paper,
the local newsstands were sold out. Someone has said they can get me a copy and, when
it arrives, I shall sent it to you for laughs. To me some of the more amusing moments
were in reading the commentaries of various columnists in the `respectable' Sundays on
what the transcript had to say. They really had a field day.
Thank you for your mailing. I was glad to get it.
Diana
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Feb. 10, 1993
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Your big envelope containing a copy of Modern Maturity came through the post
a couple of days back, together with your note saying, "You should have been getting
this every other month." I have been getting it every other month and passing it on to a
woman friend in Sussex and, when I got it back from her, leaving it on the table in our
waiting room here where people come to make enquiries about taking up a place in one
or other of our residential Homes or, if they don't come themselves, then their relatives
(slightly younger, like my age!) come to make enquiries on behalf of relatives, etc.
However, in the past couple of months, the friend in Sussex who was over here
a few years essentially waiting for her father to die (he had been in a nursing home for
years, but she somehow felt the necessity to be around, though he didn't know who she
was from Methuselah's wife), had decided to return to the States. Her father died last
autumn. It turned out she stood to inherit quite a bit upon his demise, which may have
been another reason for her continuing presence here though, she and I, we never discussed money matters of this sort -- too sordid, you know! Anyway, finally he died, and
she sold his house and wrapped up his will, and so forth, and then went back to Washington State. She had been married to an American who died quite young of a heart
attack. She has two children, both adult, of course, over in the States, so not surprisingly
that is where she feels she wants to be from here on. Anyway, she found Modern Maturity
so useful in a way that I could not -- to tell the truth, most of what it has to recommend
is unavailable or impracticable here in the U.K. -- that I began to send the magazines
after her. Well, that is to say, the one copy that has arrived since she left, which was just
before Christmas. In fact, it was not so very long ago that I mailed it off. And then I
thought that perhaps I could write to the publishers and ask that they should mail her
direct.
As I say, I find the magazine interesting in a purely academic way since not a lot
of the editorial content can be applied to life as it is lived in this country. There are also
a lot of things about it that are quite irritatingly American and others that simply make
one laugh in a way that the writer could never have imagined. For example, in the particular issue you mailed me there is a small section on saving utilities. They suggest that
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to cut the cost of running a refrigerator, you fill it up, every nook and cranny, with empty
boxes if necessary.
You know very well that your average English household has a fridge that would
fit under a table top and that the mega-refrigerators of the American kitchen hardly exist
over here except in the most affluent households. My own fridge, also of the tabletop
variety, with a shoebox-sized freezer cabinet in the top of the fridge itself habitually has
a pint of milk in it, with some butter, some cheese, and maybe some fruit/fresh vegetables. The idea of my packing it with empty boxes is ludicrous. Living alone, I hardly go
to the fridge, maybe once or twice in 24 hours. Everyone knows the way to cut refrigerator running costs is t open the door as infrequently as possible. Well, that criterion my
own practice certainly fulfills, but the other suggestion made me hoot with laughter.
There was also something about saving water: this you accomplish by turning
down the volume of your shower. Again, the English are on the whole a nation of bathers
rather than showerers, and such showers as most of us have consist of an attachment to
the bath taps. Water pressure is such that most showers run with a mere trickle of water,
so again the idea of turning down the volume of the shower provoked mirth and nothing
else.
I don't know how long a subscription you took out for me, but my suggestion
would be not to renew it -- not that I am unappreciative, you understand, but only that
much of what the magazine contains is so irrelevant to my own lifestyle, financial status,
sheer geographical location. I might as well be reading about a colony on some far flung
planet in the universe for all the application that I can make to my own circumstances.
Don't be cross. I hope you can see what I mean. However, I have to say that, as I
was telling you earlier on in this letter, this woman friend of mine now returned to the
States found the magazine absolutely riveting and apparently it gave her several insights
into problems that she reckoned she’d be facing upon her return home, and that she
ought to be thinking about ahead of time.
Yours,
Diana
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Feb. 26, 1993
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
I am stymied on my wp and, whilst waiting for the HELPLINE to call me back to
unscramble the mess I've got myself into, it seemed a good moment to drop you a line.
I had been wondering whether you were feeling it was time you made a visit to
London, since (if I remember rightly) it must be two years this May since last you were here.
The thing is this: I am due to go on a two week trip to Italy from 10th to 21st
May, and I wondered whether you would like to come and flat sit during my absence? I
mean you could come sooner and leave later, if you wanted to stay longer, of course, but
I myself shall be away between the two dates given.
I have my doubts as to the wisdom of taking this holiday at all, because one thing
this will not be is a holiday. I go about with these groups of elderly (well, let's be frank
and come right out with it - they're old) folk, usually at weekends and usually on coaches
and usually on day trips only out of London to some house or garden or houses and
gardens within a day’s drive of London. Some such groups take things very easy and visit
just the one place in the course of the day, and take a leisurely lunchtime stop and another leisurely tea break. But some of these groups are gluttons for punishment, and they
gallop around to as many places as can reasonably be fitted into daylight hours, and by
the end of the day return to London in a state of total exhaustion. It is with this group
that I am going to 'do' the Palladian villas and gardens of Italy and, if I know the organizer and prime mover of the tour, we will cover as much ground as he can possibly
squeeze into the available timespan, and all of us will return to London (well, those of
us who haven't had heart attacks or strokes en route and expired in consequence) on our
knees with fatigue.
What moves me to write and ask whether you might like to come on over and
live in my flat while I'm away is that I went last evening to a lecture and saw a dear soul
who lives quite near me in another blocks of flats who used to be so faithful a supporter
of the Kensington & Chelsea National Trust group that she appeared at absolutely every
event in their programme. I hadn't seen her in a while and it transpired, as she was telling
me on the 'bus back last evening after the monthly lecture, that she had gone on a weekend tour with the Trust last autumn and returned to find her flat had been burgled during her absence, and it had really knocked her for six, and she's really not felt up to
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anything since, and all her (previously quite considerable) zest for living seems to have
gone out of her. I am, of course, afraid of being burgled during my absence: you know
I'm totally neurotic about locking the place up, even when I walk out the door simply
to post a letter at the Post Office round the corner. You'd have to be just as neurotic if
you moved into the place. That goes without saying! Blocks of flats seem particularly
vulnerable because nobody questions anyone who may be a stranger wandering about
the place and, anyway, most of the people living in the building go out to work. There
is a family in the flat directly above, with two small boys (you may remember them?) and
she is more at home than anyone else in the building, but once again I don't think she
would ask any untoward questions whether of herself if she heard any untoward noises
coming up from downstairs, or of anyone she might see about the place whom she did
not recognize as having a right to be there.
Think about it, why don't you?
Yrs,
Diana
Mar. 4, 1993
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
I have been thinking of you cooped up in England, while your daughters break
out to live elsewhere, so I'm glad to hear that you are getting as far as Italy in May. Enclosed is part of a big series on women that I thought might interest you.
As you know, I love to visit England, and your flat sitting idea sounds great. I
enclose today's local #1 crime. Paranoia here has moved into a new dimension.
Can you let me know the dates of the Chelsea Flower Show? I will start making
a list of things to do both here and there to get organized, and begin checking flights.
With several international airports as possibilities I would hope to find a daytime flight
over. Jet lag is such a drain! Also, I would try to arrive before you leave to reassure you
that I have made it.
There is a spring storm of gale force raging outside, but I will get this in the mail,
so you'll know I'm thinking positively.
Best regards,
Ann
93

Mar. 8, 1993
Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Doing research by mail has been slow and non-productive. The worst example is
trying to get information from the National Archives of Ontario, which is in a severalyear process of microfilming, giving them a perfect excuse to refuse requests, except from
citizens of Ontario, whose requests are ignored. I may have told you that when I finally
did get a response, it was on Archives paper, but post-marked from a suburb of Copenhagen, Denmark, that is? Microfilming of records all over the world is done by the Mormons, and I have had more luck through their headquarters in Salt Lake City, once records are on film.
I will return to Tenterden, Kent, which I visited to ride the volunteer-run railway
in 1979, not knowing that I had roots there.
Rebeka Fugle Ellis Potts (1804-1876) was my great- great-grandmother. Their
oldest, Angelina, was christened at Bear's Isle Bible Christian Chapel, Tenterden, on Oct.
5, 1830.
Rebeka and George Potts took their family to Canada in the early 1840s. Angelina married John Wood in Canada, and they reared my grandfather, the last child of
Angelina's sister, Susannah.
John Wood was born in Berwickshire, Scotland, on June 1, 1822. We are known
by his name, but I have not been able to find out anything about him or his family.
I know that Susannah was born in England in 1838. More siblings may show up
in records at the Chapel. There were also: Stephen, born 1833; George; William, born
1840; and Caroline.
While in England I would like to see if I could get more information about John
Wood. Also about the Potts, who according to family legend came from "Woodlands".
Does this sound like a house, rather than a town?
Any leads would be much appreciated. I have found a cat-sitter, and am checking
flights. Will coordinate with your plans, and date of Chelsea Flower Show, if possible.
Best regards,
Ann
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Mar. 12, 1993
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
1. The Chelsea Flower Show doesn't happen until June. Do bear in mind the
English climate. May would be far too early, even with forcing facilities that are available
nowadays to growers, TO HOLD SUCH a show.
2. Woodlands is, I would say, a house name, not a place name.
3. If you were to come after I'd left (remember, it was 10 May) I would not wish
to leave my key with neighbors to give to you so do, please try to arrive before my own
departure. I get back on a Friday, so if you want to overlap the other end, let it be by the
Saturday. I ought to get some housework in on the Sunday, however, before returning
to work work on the Monday.
4. Let me know if you cannot make it, after all. I offered the assignment to a
French couple who are aching to come, if you drop out. I should add that, since the
purpose of the exercise is for you to flat sit for me, I would rather you weren't more
absent than present. Your letter most recently received (8 March) is full of talk of where
you are going to investigate what.
I have to tell you that I think the whole genealogy thing is a dead bore. Perhaps
it is really of interest, well, this all-absorbing kind of interest, to people who don't know
where they've come from. I think, on the whole, most English people have a very good
idea of who their forebears are/were, and take them quite for granted.
Diana
Mar. 19, 1993
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
I got your letter yesterday and know you want to count on a house-sitter. I also
know how you hate telephones, so will not rely totally on your returning my call of last
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evening. Fortunately, I am also knowledgeable about answering machines, and let the
phone ring fifteen times to turn yours on.
To arrive in time to let you know I am there, I am booked on:
British Air #222 arriving on Friday, May 7.
Return here on Wednesday, May 26.
That gives me time to do some ancestor exploring -- ignoring your deploring of
it -- after you are back. I checked with the Royal Horticultural Society for the dates of the
Chelsea Flower Show. Unless I can get in on May 25, I'll have to miss it. I need to be
back in the office.
Hope this is what you wanted to hear.
See you then,
Ann
Mar. 22, 1993
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Ann:
7-26 May is just fine. How will you go about getting a ticket for the Chelsea
Flower Show, since, as I understand it, these are no longer sold at the gate but have to
be applied for in advance. I have just asked someone in the office who's a member of the
Royal Horticultural Society about the Chelsea Flower Show and she's given me her programme of l993 to look at.
I have to tell you that the Chelsea Flower Show is open to_members_only_of_the_RHS on 25 and 26 May. It's open to the public on 27 May after 3:30
p.m. only at a cost of 13 pounds and on 28 May from 8 a.m. to 5 p.m. at 16 pounds. It
also says that ALL TICKETS WILL BE SOLD IN ADVANCE which confirms that you
cannot turn up at the gates and hope to buy one. Up to the 30 April you can book by
post by writing to: Chelsea Flower Show Tickets, P.O. Box 92, London WC2H 9SU.
Make cheque payable to Chelsea Flower Show.
Diana
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Mar. 24, 1993
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Jimmy Heineman
475 Park Avenue
New York
Dear Jimmy:
The daffodils are throwing off the snow drifts and starting to bloom. What a
winter!
My friend Diana Coke has jitters about burglars while she is off in Italy, so I
have kindly yielded to her pleadings and agreed to protect her London flat while she
is gone. I hope to get to the Chelsea Flower Show, but since the Royal Horticultural
Society tells me it is in May, and Diana says June, I'm a bit uncertain about that.
However, I have promised to get to London before she leaves. She panicked
when I mentioned trying to find out more about John Wood, born June 1, 1822 in
Berwickshire, so I am planning to stay a few days after she gets back to do out-oftown, overnight exploring. She gives the impression that she expects me to be sitting
by the door of her flat day and night to fend off intruders.
She is one of those absolutely OVERWHELMING English women, reared in
her formative years in India, so I try to argue with her only when absolutely unavoidable -- and I'm feeling very fit. After sitting up all night with my knees under my chin
is not the time for it.
Washington has only night flights directly to England. Fortunately, a recent
travel article tells how to trick one's body clock into jumping forward, and I will
follow the instructions to minimize jet lag. I need all the preparation possible to cope
with Diana's last minute instructions on defense of the flat.
I shall arrive in London on May 7 and leave on May 26. Will you be there?
Love,
Ann
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Apr. 3, 1993
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Your note is here. Thanks for the flower show info. I have to get back here that
week. Someone I know may have an extra ticket. Last time I just called and ordered a
ticket for one of the non-member days and charged it to Amex. It's probably the
bookkeeping at the door that they avoid by selling tickets ahead.
Also, my exploring may take up those days, so I will just wait to see how things
work out.
Enclosed is an article about something you'd probably rather not hear about.
See you soon,
Ann
Apr. 4, 1993
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Ann:
Frenetically busy so this will be brief.
Thanks for cutting re India/Pakistan nuclear war danger as it existed during a
period when Alexia was right out there next door to it all.
I was also concerned (to put it mildly) to learn when watching a TV programme
t'other day that the situation in Afghanistan is dire right now; that the Pakistanis have
persuaded pretty well all the refugee camps that were on Pakistani territory to go back
onto Afghani territory and that the conditions in the camps are worse than ever they
were in Pakistan, though the aid workers keep trying. However, it's very dangerous for
all involved since the land all around and about is sown with mines and these keep going
off. The speaker I saw on the box said that, if you went in by some sort of transport
(presumably the roads have been cleared) you don't get out of your vehicle lest you step
on something that will blow your foot off.
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All of this I just loved hearing about when I learned from Naomi that Alexia was
going to be very actively involved over the border in Afghanistan from now until her
departure in two months' time. Her father is presently visiting her and, when he rang to
ask what sort of messages I might wish hm to deliver, all I could say that he should tell
her was "Take EXTREME care."
I never rang re: your flight as requested on my answering machine, since I had
been out of London and the due date (Saturday) was passed by the time I returned. However, I must say, your switching my answering machine on which may have seemed very
clever to you was not at all well received by me, since I missed a call both from Alexia
and from my brother. It is profoundly irritating to miss people who are living overseas
and who, for one reason or another, cannot be telephoned back again, which is why I
choose to leave my machine inoperative, because if a caller from overseas gets no reply,
at least he/she will call back. As it was, I particularly needed to speak to Alexia, and of
course, her ringing and getting my answering machine allowed her to leave a brief message, but did not allow me to argue the point with her. Fine from her viewpoint, maybe,
but most unsatisfactory from my own. My brother also complains if I leave the machine
on since the, when he rings and gets it instead of me, he has to pay for the call. At least,
if it's off, and he simply gets no reply, he puts his own 'phone down and tries again
another time at no cost to himself.
So...don't do that again. PLEASE?
When you arrive, you have my office 'phone number, so ring me. I don't know
if you're coming into Heathrow or Gatwick - if the latter, you come up to London by
train to Victoria (as you did your last visit I recall) and, once again, my office is very close
to Victoria Station. If you turn left on coming out of the station concourse, you will find
yourself on Buckingham Palace Road. Take the road opposite the Grosvenor Hotel entrance and walk up to the first set of traffic lights which is Ebury Street. turn left at the
newsagents on the corner, and walk up to No. 42 (opposite side of the road). I'll have a
set of keys to give you. I leave home around 8:30 a.m. to come to work, so all of this
applies only if you arrive after that hour. O.K.?
Diana
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Apr. 8, 1983
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Thank you for your scolding letter. I am glad to know your thinking.
I arranged the schedule here to be sure -- allowing for any airline delay -- to arrive
in London prior to your departure and to be there until your return, including some
time after that for any overnights out of the city. Being away that long from my business
takes organization. And my family learned through experience always to leave a contact
in case of emergency.
I will leave your telephone number as a way for calls to reach me, but do not
now expect to leave the answering machine on, in which case it's important to warn
callers here to allow for the five hour difference and keep trying.
The Modern Maturity subscription was something I thought you might like to see
in your line of work, because the situation here and there is so different. Your friend in
the U.S., of course, would find the magazine interesting. She can get it by joining AARP
for $5, and then be entitled to all the discounts mentioned in it. It's really not worth the
postage to forward your copies to her. AARP has 25-30 million members because it is a
cheap treat.
I am swamped, and next Wednesday is income tax deadline day, and my landlord
is awaiting an ambassadorial appointment, which could alter my living arrangements,
so I am looking forward to a holiday.
See you soon,
Ann
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April 20, 1993
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Enclosed is some material I received today from British Air about their "Privileged Traveller" program. It came from California, but could there be a job with it for
you in England?
You have travel experience and senior citizen experience. The P.T membership
is open to people 62 years of age. There's an airline war going on for passengers, and
older people are a tempting market.
There was a letter with the same return address in El Toro, Ca., as the folder, but
the signature was "Sheran Self, Director, Leisure Programmes". Surely, there must be an
office in England to work with all the tours the newsletter describes.
See you soon,
Ann
June 7, 1993
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Every seat on the flight back was full, so we all sat with knees under our chins
for nine hours, although it seemed longer. I am still waking up before the sun and dropping off right after dinner, but hope to be back on Washington time soon.
That week a long-time colleague, Isabelle Shelton, 76, died, but the service for
her was delayed until after the Memorial Day holiday. Attendance would have been low
until the populace returned from the beach or wherever they go to celebrate the first
weekend of summer.
She was a reporter for The Washington Star, and in the early 1970s she pooled her
considerable energies and good humor with many of us who were trying to crack the
"glass ceiling" that held back women's professional advancement. The effort opened opportunities for colleagues, who watched from the sidelines, and hence reaped benefits
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for them, while there was retaliation for others. Looking back I have no regrets, because
I had seen top executives up close, via my father, and knew they had to be pushed to let
women rise.
Our efforts did raise the ceiling on opportunities later in this country. Enclosed
is an article about Judy Woodruff who was just starting her rise fifteen years ago. I think
Naomi, at 30, represents the next "generation", and she will find her time at Harvard full
of possibilities.
The speakers at Isabelle's service were very good, and one daughter read the story
Isabelle wrote almost thirty years ago when there was a family birthday party on a Saturday to put on and she was called to the White House, because her request for an interview
with the president was being granted.
He, of course, was late, and she spent the day waiting for him, talking with him,
going to the Barbara Boggs's wedding -- and getting on a telephone frequently to move
along organization of the birthday celebration.
There was a poignant note to the reading, because Lindy Boggs, the mother of
the long-ago bride, was a speaker, too. She was elected to Congress in 1973 after her
husband, Rep. Hale Boggs, disappeared in a small plane in Alaska, and was reelected
until she did not run last time to spend more time with Barbara before she died. Barbara
was then mayor of Princeton, N.J., and had lost an eye to cancer and a grim prognosis
proved to be correct.
Isabelle's service was organized on deadline -- pardon the pun -- by another colleague and great friend of hers who used to cover the White House for the Associated
Press and is now with CNN. She didn't have to write the obituary. Isabelle did it herself.
The enclosed package is a book, and I hope you enjoy the saga of another English
woman traveler. And don't scold me for sending it this way. I've heard it before! I sent
my brother's wedding present to his home, while he spent delivery time at the office,
and it took a number of tries -- all of which he told me about -- to get it delivered. Federal
Express eases both customs red tape at both ends, and surely, if you are not available,
someone at the office will accept it for you.
It was fun be your burglar alarm. I have to say the electric blanket was a boon,
because there was no hot water while you were gone, so I kept moving when not asleep.
And I got so much done that I haven't had a chance to read everything gathered.
Best regards,
Ann
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June 12, 1993
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Enclosed are the five pictures I borrowed to copy. My Minox pictures did not
turn out well, because they needed special handling, which they did not get. I am delighted to have these souvenirs of our first class tour of India with Ashley.
I am sending enlargements of two of the pictures to your office, because the
package might not fit through your street mail slot. I remember seeing the post man on
the stairs, but don't know if that happens regularly. It seems like a lot of stairs if he does
it everywhere.
Anyway, they are being mailed (posted) today, also, so should arrive soon. I included the one of myself and a stone, because I kept one of you and your stone.
Keep me up to date on Alexia's plans. I enclose an article about a friend you may
have heard me talk about, Christina Wolfe. She is married to her third and, we all believe, final, husband and lives a bicycle ride from Harvard, during the winter, and in a
lovely spot on the coast in the summer. I visit them once or twice a year to catch up on
all their activities. (She won her election with a huge margin).
All the best,
Ann

June 14, 1993
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My dear Ann:
I have your package, with vastly expensive present enclosed and letter also. It is
the last that brought me up short where you mention - but not until the last paragraph
- that there was no hot water while I was away in Italy. Do you know, it is the strangest
thing. I got back from hols, on the Friday night, you may recall and, due to the fact
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that the plane was very late getting into Pisa, I found myself hanging around waiting
for a No. 11 outside Victoria Station after 11 p.m. I was also by then not only tired but
chilled to the marrow and I thought a hot bath before I went to bed would enable me
to sleep better. Who was I kidding? As I clambered out of a stone cold bath, I called
down curses on your head for having switched the water off before you left for the
weekend.
Now I understand...and I've been thinking. On the day of your arrival, you too
wanted a hot bath almost as soon as you got to the flat and commented that it had
been anything but hot. Under your eyes, I remember, I went across to look at the 'clock'
in the kitchen (near the pot stand under the window) and, remarking that the hot
water was turned to OFF, I switched the dial to the right setting to get it going again.
I, therefore, assumed that you had registered what I was doing when you complained
that the water had not been hot for your shower/bath/what-have-you. I did not, when
I, myself, went away, consciously turn the clock setting to OFF, but it is something I
normally do do - that, and pull out the TV plug, and check the window locks, and
make sure my own morning alarm is switched off, and so on. I can only presume that,
before I walked out the door for Gatwick airport, I went through the same routine.
There would have been nothing to stop me turning the water heater off, too, since I
had it so clearly in mind that you had observed my action in switching it on again the
day of your arrival. However, you must have been jet lagged or something, since you
obviously didn't notice. I can only say that, if you were calling down curses on my head
all the time I was in Italy, they were richly deserved and I am full of - belated - apologies.
It certainly wasn't that I decided to save on water heating and assumed the weather
would be warm enough for you not to notice! I am so sorry.
My own boss has now left to go on holiday - unfortunately, it seems like almost
any other PA of any use in this benighted place has also chosen these weeks to be away.
You know what's happening, don't you? Other executive staff are making the quite
mistaken assumption that, because I am boss-less, I must be totally unoccupied and I
am deluged with other people's work. I haven't heard that anyone was called upon to
do mine whilst I myself was on holiday. It was saved until my return!
One of the other (competent) people here has just returned after 2 weeks in
Italy, today being her first day back. She has brought back a rather naff ashtray bearing
a picture of the place she was, in order - she says - to look at and to remind her when
she is tempted to hand in her notice that, without this job, without this salary, she
cannot afford to go places like that ever again. She, like me, must bite our tongues and
smile and smile (you try that - it's almost impossible to do.)
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I enclose a tiny cutting from the correspondence columns of The Times last
Saturday. I think it puts in perspective the conversations you came back from Oxford
repeating that you had with your friend there.
Yours,
Diana
(letter about student suicides at Oxford and Cambridge)
June 28, 1993
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
Dear Ann:
I had, by special delivery to the office (such extravagance!), the photo frame plus
various pictures taken on the Ashley Butterfield railway tour of the sub-continent, for
which I thank you. I did have these photos before, of course, but they are stuck into the
relevant photo album so not, as now, on permanent display, reminding me (as though I
needed any reminder) that I was a) younger b) slimmer then.
Since Alexia's return to this country I have been busy, both at work and at play.
One evening early last week a small group of women, including myself and Alexia, went
to see 'Lysistrata' translated into very modern and colloquial rhyming verse by a man
who, previously, specialized in translating Moliere into modern English. I had seen several of the Moliere plays for which he had done the translations, at the National Theatre,
so I thought his Lysistrata should also be extremely amusing. And so it was. You know
the story, of course? It's about the women of Athens and Sparta who, in order to stop the
war between the two city states, decide to deprive their menfolk of sex until such time
as peace has been made. The language was very outspoken and, some would say, bawdy
and, when the play was trying out in the provinces, it seems that several members of the
audience invariably got up and walked out of the theatre to express their disgust and
disapproval. This sort of thing is much less likely to occur in London!
Then, last Friday, we went to see another controversial new play about which I
enclose a small part of the article that ran in yesterday's Times. It was so good. It had all
five of us (Toby, his girl friend Georgia, Alexia, myself and a woman friend of mine with
whom I do a lot of theatre) on the edge of our seats which, given that we were sitting in
the very front row of the stalls, meant that we were practically on stage. Like it says in
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the critique, it was a play about a case of sexual harassment brought against a university
professor by one of his female students. what was so engaging was that the audience was
given the whole story i.e. we participated in the meeting in the professor's office upon
which the subsequent case of sexual harassment was brought. From scene to scene, one's
sympathy went from the woman to the man, back to the woman, back to the man and,
each time, the swing was utterly whole-hearted. After the performance, the theatre took
a long while to empty and then groups of theatre-goers stood around in small groups on
the pavement outside discussing the pros and cons of what they had just seen played out
on stage. I think it was the best thing I've been to (straight theatre) this year.
Yesterday (Sunday) afternoon, Alexia and I went to an art exhibition at the Hayward Gallery, on the South Bank. Personally, I hate this gallery because it is so hot and
dark and claustrophobic. It is also extremely expensive to get into! There's a rather
steamy feeling anyway about the work of the artist, Georgia O'Keefe. I guess you know
her work. She's probably best known over here for her large, lush tropical flower paintings, detailing with great particularity the reproductive organs of the flower in close-up
so that this work of hers is acknowledged to have all sorts of sexual connotations. I gather
in her earlier life (she looks to have been a very beautiful woman) she lived with a married man old enough to be her father, one of the most forward-thinking art gallery owners of the time (1920s/30s). This undoubtedly did her career as a painter no harm at all!
What I didn't know was that she posed for him in the nude and he published books of
his (black and white) photos of her, which were thought to be very shocking because a
lot of the poses were erotic. She then decided he was too manipulative and controlling,
so she left him and went off to live in an almost hermit-like isolation in the Mexican
desert, and the characteristic features of her work at this period of her life are the
bleached bones of animals that she regularly picked up on her walks in the desert and
brought back to her studio to paint. Nor did I know about her subsequent relationship
with a young man with a Mexican sounding name, himself a painter, aged 23, who one
day arrived on her doorstep and then moved in with her. By this time she was, herself,
83. They became lovers and she was able to mine a whole new vein of creative inspiration. At one and the same time, she shocked the conventional world by her relationship
with a man young enough to be her grandson whilst, at the same time, winning the
admiration of the hippy generation (all those flower people responding to her flower
paintings?) by 'doing her own thing'. I might add she was, also, from the very beginning,
regarded as a feminist although in the 20s and 30s I'm not sure this term had yet been
coined?
Day after tomorrow, I am dragging Alexia off to the ballet to yet another rendition of Romeo & Juliet. (I saw it five times last year alone). This time it's the Kirov, and
the ballet has been choreographed by a Russian so it will be a first for me. I love the
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music (Prokofiev) and the story and the Shakespeare play by the same name and, one
way or another, can never have enough of it. Indeed, you might say it was becoming an
obsession.
A longer letter from me than you usually get, N'est-ce pas?
With best wishes, and thanks,
Diana
David Mamet's, 'Oleanna', premiered in Cambridge, Mass, last autumn before playing offBroadway and provoked 'venomous debate’.
July 14, 1993
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
An article on women bankers arrived, postmarked Peterborough, in a familiar
hand. It goes into detail about dress code in banks, best known about before arriving on
the scene, particularly in such a conservative business.
Dress codes exist here, but vary sometimes subtly. The National Park Service,
which has a uniform seen most often on its mascot, Smokey the Bear, began insisting on
proper attire for employees. The head of N.P.S., a courtly, professorial type and a new
political appointee, made the point by donning the uniform worn by the park rangers.
N.P.S. employees work in offices, as well as out in the wilds or around Washington monuments. Too many had taken to dressing like tourists, who, particularly in 90 degree
weather, show up in anything -- or practically nothing.
The dress code at Harvard is college casual, probably much like Oxford.
Here is an article from the Sunday editorial section of The Washington Post about
Dr. Margaret Jensvold and her suit against the National Institutes of Health. Last night
I heard about the standing ovation she got recently at a psychiatric meeting in Boston
from a mutual friend, Dr. Margaret Hoehe, with whom she stayed. Margaret Hoehe arrived at N.I.H. five years ago from Germany to study depression, and got so depressed
by the politics there that she switched to another subject and went to Harvard.
Margy Jensvold was discouraged by years' of litigation, having run up several
hundred thousand dollars in legal fees fighting N.I.H. Its fees are paid by the U.S. government. Of course, many benefit from her struggle, and she was being encouraged to
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keep up the fight for another year. She's very good looking, smart, lively, (appropriately
attired) and the ovation along with the enclosed article should buoy her fighting spirit.
I will send you and Alexia the same book that -- when I have her address -- I will
send to Naomi. It's about a black female writer from New York who was hired by The
Washington Post and then under-utilized. This happens when organizations are building a roster for prestige. Talented people need excellent "people" skills to avoid being
sunk by the very organization, and existing personnel, that hired them.
Nobody says it's easy, but it's more fun Here.
Ann
July 14, 1993
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Naomi Coke
Central Meguro 504
Mita 2-7-10
Meguro-ku
Tokyo 153
Japan
Thank you - she'll enjoy that!
Diana

Aug. 27, 1993
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
I sent the Jill Nelson book to the address in Tokyo. Hope she got it.
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With Martha's Vineyard in the news Jill Nelson wrote a piece for last Sunday's
N.Y. Times, good publicity for her book about working at The Washington Post. It's had
none here.
It's going to be 100 degrees or more today. I'm hoping for less tomorrow when
I have people for dinner -- outside!
All the best,
Ann
Sept. 20, 1993
Alexia Coke
131 Franklin Street Boston, Mass.
02143
616-783-8244
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Rode into town 2 1/2 weeks ago, having just read the book you sent to London
about the sexism/racism of The Post to find 70% of my M. Ed. class here is made up of
women (another manifestation of typical gender roles!) Anyway, the course offers a dazzling array of options (not surprising, I suppose in a country with a myriad of ice cream
flavours, but a problem for a British bumpkin who has had problems making up her
mind and has just spent 3 1/2 years in Pakistan.)
However, managed to negotiate myself some accommodations in a somewhat
dilapidated wooden house which matches my new student ethos. I'm sharing with 8
other people, who will, I think, offer a welcome respite from libraries. I can be found at
131 Franklin Street, Allston, Boston, Mass. 02134.
Alexia
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Sept. 21, 1993
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Yesterday, instead of being Black Monday, was a red-letter day, since the postman
delivered a letter from Alexia as well as one from Naomi. And that very same afternoon
in the office, I got a 'phone call from Naomi - of which more later.
September has altogether been a very odd month weather-wise in London, alternating between blazing sunshine and a temperature in the 70s (Fahrenheit) and, within
less than an hour, the mercury will fall and it becomes wet, windy and damned cold.
The only consolation for all of us is that I gather from my brother who rang me from
France last evening, and also from a friend who has just come back from an Italian holiday, that it never stopped raining where they were either!
A major preoccupation of mine this past week/10 days has been my visit to the
Lid Clinic at Moorfields. My eyelids are behaving like festoon blinds, drooping lower all
the time, until now they almost preclude my seeing. I came away from the Eye Hospital
in a total panic about an eyelid raising procedure as described to me - all done, apparently, without benefit of any happy pill or magic 'shot' to make me carefree and agreeable to whatever they chose to inflict on me.
Sure, my eyelids - they said - would be injected with antibiotic (they did not
mention anaesthetic) and that would sting like hell. but, after that, I 'wouldn't feel a
thing'. Who says? And, moreover, despite the fact that they can do this operation either
by rolling back the eyelid and carving away on the inside or by working on the lid from
the outside (of which two procedures, I would very much prefer the second since, presumably, my eyes would be closed and I couldn't see them advancing on me with sharp
and pointed objects), they are choosing the more objectionable route.
I have actually had to write a letter to my GP to tell her that I am very apprehensive and would like her to 'talk me through’ what will happen and to reassure me that
they would certainly give me some form of medication to make me feel happier about
what they were doing. My boss, who hates the sound (never mind the feel) of the dentist's drill, has her fillings done under liquid valium and, of course, is oblivious though
not technically anaesthetized. I suppose I was hoping that something of this sort might
happen to me. Only problem is that, when they (by which I mean the Charing Cross
Hospital) gave me something to help me not notice an endoscopy, I let them get the tube
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down my gullet but then began to thrash about clawing at my throat, and so forth, and
they had to abort the procedure, because I was simply not sufficiently ‘unknowing' to be
also 'uncaring'.
On Monday afternoon Naomi rang me here at work. She had just received a
letter I wrote her after my visit to the Eye Hospital asking where, since she planned on
coming back to this country for Christmas, she might not be able to extend her stay by
asking for some compassionate leave in order to be here when I came out of the hospital.
I painted this picture of me, unable to go out because a) I couldn't wear my contact
lenses and liable, therefore, to fall under a passing No. 19 'bus; b) no food in the fridge
and liable, therefore, to starve to death; c) unable to read or watch the Box and liable,
therefore, to die of boredom.
They told me I might be 'hors de combat' for as much as six weeks. I don't believe
this myself, because I do have some idea of what I am going to look like, as a result of
falling forward on my face when staying at my brother's in August of last year, and I also
know it took something less than six weeks (in fact 4 days) before I was away on hols in
France, hiding my raccoon appearance behind dark glasses day and night. So, apart from
being a sight (for sore eyes?) and 'pas adorable' on that account, I reckon I ought to be
back at work a lot sooner than 6 weeks.
Anyway, Naomi said she was perfectly prepared to re-schedule her trip to fit in
with my need to have someone at home when I got out of the hospital. This makes me
feel a whole lot better, not about the operation, but about its aftermath and, so far as the
former is concerned, I shall seek reassurance from the GP when I get to see her. No doubt
she will think I am acting like a child, but so what? After all, it is commonly acknowledged that as one grows older, one regresses into childhood again.
Myself, I have prepared for winter by signing on for two sets of lectures: one with
the Indian Art Circle (as a result of spending a July weekend at Madingley—the ExtraMural Department at Cambridge) and the other being given in conjunction by the British Museum and Sothebys. So these should occupy some of those dark November/December evenings in a satisfactory sort of way. I also have a number of concerts scheduled
at the Barbican and the Festival Hall and a couple of theatrical outings, to see the RSC
production of 'The Winter’s Tale' and 'Tamburlaine', also at the Barbican. Saw the Kenneth Branagh/Emma Thompson 'Much Ado About Nothing' plot line that would make
feminists deplore its denouement!
Thank you for various mailings recd., which I have passed on in those cases
where this seemed indicated.
Best wishes,
Diana
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Sept. 22, 1993
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Alexia Coke
Boston, Mass
Dear Alexia:
I'm glad to know that you have arrived in Boston. I spent Labor Day weekend
with friends in Rockport on Cape Ann, and probably passed you at the airport. I am
going to San Francisco at the beginning of October (to see an old friend -- 91 years old - before she goes to Singapore!), but expect to be back in Boston sometime.
38 flavors of ice cream should be quite welcome after 3 1/2 years in Pakistan -- if
you like ice cream as much as I do!
The book was interesting and hilarious in spots. I haven't seen a review of it in
the Post, but The N.Y. Times had the enclosed last month.
Keep in touch,
Ann
Nov. 11, 1993
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
A Friday and, for November, a brilliant sunlit day that makes me feel really bad
about being in the office, especially as it seems I'm one of only three or four other people
in today. Funny thing I noticed when I worked in academia that there seemed excellent
reason for people not to be at their desks on a Friday afternoon or Monday morning,
and so it is now - well, at least the Friday p.m. absences are perpetuated. This organization, as you know, runs residential homes for the elderly around the south-west part of
the country. A lot of our executive staff not only have London homes, but also country
cottages. It is truly amazing how often it is found that a visit is essential on a Friday to
the home whose location is nearest the exec's own country location, so that, having visited the home briefly, the weekend can begin really early. Nice work, as they say, if you
can get it.
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I shall be spending the coming Christmas (never my favourite day of the year)
working in our Wimbledon homes since, for the first time, there is no daughter for me
to spend the holiday with. Lest the men who might think it behove them to 'do something about' me over the holiday season would rather not get involved, I am pre-empting
their excuses/reasons why they cannot get involved by making other arrangements for
myself. Toby, as it is, has spent Christmas this past two/three years with his girlfriend's
family in Somerset. My brother would, I think, feel duty bound to invite me were I to
be alone, but I don't want him to feel he must. If I'd had any holiday allowance remaining to me (or any money to use for the purpose) I should taken myself off to some Muslim country where Christmas is a non-event.
As it happens the above decision was not entirely altruistic. I am to have this
eyelid operation (to stop them falling down and obscuring my sight entirely in early
January. Naomi is presently scheduled to return from Japan just before mid-January
which might fit in quite well from my point of view, since I am presently booked to go
into the Eye Hospital on January 10th and would be coming out again just about as
Naomi got off the plane, so she can lead me around by the hand, cook for and, if necessary, hand feed me until I am able to see again. In fact, they told me the time my eyes
would take to heal would be six weeks (which seems inordinately long) and - since I
really don't want/cannot afford to be off work that long, I am asked whether they
couldn’t perhaps do me, one eye at at time. Then at least,I can wear my contacts, one eye
at a time and have partial vision, which is better than none. Six weeks unable to see is
five weeks and one day too long - no television, no newspapers, no books. Horrors! However, if Naomi's plans change, I have been told I can go into one of our nursing homes
till I'm recovered. Naomi's return visit from Tokyo where, you will be pleased to learn,
she is now Editor of the Features page of the Daily Yomiuri, is necessarily brief since she
plans on returning to Japan for at least another year. She wants to get her spoken Japanese fluent though I think she is kidding herself, since she doesn't seem to be spending
nearly enough time on language studies to bring this about.
So far as Alexia is concerned, I had a brief flurry of letters from her after she
arrived in Boston, but she has now reverted to her normal mode i.e. silent. Once she
settles down in a new place, she virtually drops out of sight. Should you find yourself
visiting Boston, she can be reached on either one of two phone Nos: 617-782-7259 or
783-8244. I am told there is an answering machine.
So far as I am concerned, since Alexia left, I've been busy getting stuck into the
concerts, theatres and lecture series that fill my winter season off-duty time. Went to the
Barbican one evening last week to see the Royal Shakespeare Company 'Winter's Tale'
which is another of those daft stories where you have a woman masquerading as a statue
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that apparently deceives even the woman's own husband (who does, in some extenuation of his lack of perception, believe her to be dead).
Haven't seen Tamburlaine yet, but am looking forward to it - if Sher doesn't exhaust me utterly. I feel one should save oneself for him and not go and do/see anything
else in a week when he is in the diary. That is no longer possible since I find myself deep
in the throes of the winter lecture series given by the various organizations to which I
belong.
The British Museum and Sotheby's have an interesting series running at the moment and, in the last copy of the Historic Houses Association magazine that I received,
I saw (and promptly signed up for) a series of lectures on Gardens that will be held in
one of the buildings (Antiquaries?) in the courtyard of Burlington House. but that's not
until the beginning of next year. I heard about a lecture about Wilfred Thesiger on Monday night at the Royal Geographical Society that I would have loved to have gone to,
but, really, you can't do everything, and I must have been out so many evenings running
the week previous, I thought I must have some respite, so I'm home last night and tonight -- and then off again.
It wouldn't be everyone's idea of fun, but I think what I am doing is catching up
on the eight long years of going nowhere/seeing no-one and total lack of intellectual
stimulus that I spent in Edinburgh. Looking back, I honestly cannot believe that I stood
it that long - such an empty arid desert. Funnily, it's not the need for people that drives
me out and about, because, indeed, it is finally the people from whom I seek respite by
staying in after a bit.
Spent this entire weekend in the company of National Trusters, since it was the
AGM on Saturday and the membership had come up from the shires in force to filibuster
the business of the meeting by banging on about fox hunting and deer hunting and deer
hunting and, no doubt in due course, rat hunting, and we had speeches from people in
the audience about DNA (?) and the spiritual affinity of all living things and the holiness
of God's creation, and so on and so forth - and I have to say that most of these speakers
were women who waffled on (one was a psychic, she told us) and made me want to die
with embarrassment on their behalf.
And coming back from the Wembley Conference Centre on a train filled with
local folk of Wembley (mainly Asian, but as we came further in to town a lot of black
Londoners also got on from places such as Willesden and Kilburn) and all these National
Trusters in their woolen stockings and sensible shoes, and barbours (sp?) spread themselves around the carriage with their legs stretched out just exactly as though they were
sitting in their own drawing rooms and spoke very loudly (also as though they were
sitting in their own drawing rooms) about 'blackest London' and 'immigrants' and so
on, not realizing how out of place they seemed in that context, not the others.
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I also spent Sunday in their company, and came home hating all of them - such
experiences persuade me that I would find it very difficult to settle down 'in the country'
if these were the attitudes that I had to confront. And since confrontation is my normal
mode, I would soon have to become a total recluse, since no one would speak to me
from choice at all! I suppose it is their certitude and complacence that I find so shocking
- nobody should feel so sure of themselves and their 'place' in society, not nowadays, at
any rate.
I do not expect I shall be writing again before Christmas, so let me take this
opportunity to wish you all the best for the so-called festive season. You will, as usual,
receive my (small) Xmas offering well in advance of the actual date, since postage charges
went up here on 1 November, so - like the wise virgin(s) I posted early for Christmas...
Yours,
Diana
Nov. 26, 1993
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Alexia Coke
Boston
Dear Alexia:
A friend, whom I've know longer than your mother, was talking last year about
taking the Green Tortoise bus trip. I visited her in Dakar years ago when her (then) husband was a Peace Corps doctor for Senegal. Now she lives in Brookline with her (final)
husband, who was graduated from Harvard, attended Harvard architecture school before
deciding to be a carpenter. If you want to know more, get in touch with:
John Bassett or Christina Wolfe
617-739-1160
26 Searle Avenue
Brookline 02146
Had a long Xmas letter from your mother, which I am going to answer today.
All the best,
Ann
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Nov. 26, 1993
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Your Xmas package arrived, and I shall be reading it long before I was supposed
to open it. It looks so interesting!
It has been total disruption here for a couple of weeks. The office telephone system was totally replaced with a better one, but at the same time something went wrong
with my phones at home. Usually, I can take business calls there, if there is confusion
here, but that was impossible. And it all happened at the same time that some local TV
news program did a story on dating services and stirred up many calls to me. I don't
know if they mentioned me. They may have just talked about all the BAD services,
prompting people to call me, because I hadn't been mentioned! This is beginning to
look like one of your paragraphs.
Sen. Bob Packwood has been accused by MANY women of bothering them and
may have to quit and go home.
Also, am enclosing a long story on the epitome of a Washington operator -- David Gergen. Naomi may be interested, too, so give it to her when she comes. I don't
know if she got the book I sent her. I hope I used the address correctly.
Your eye surgery sounds like a terrible nuisance, which you should get over as
quickly as possible or it will drive you nuts! If you get stuck for someone to keep you
company after Naomi has to go back to Tokyo, I might be able to come over. Valentine's
Day is the next business deadline I'm working toward. (Please note that only friends of
the highest caliber would consider travel to London in February!)
Anyway, I think your decision about Christmas is smart. It's much more fun to
do something different on your own than wait for something to happen or someone to
include you is their usual festivities -- when you don't even have to be there to know
pretty much how it will go!
I am sending a story about a (primitive) bus trip in the U.S. to Alexia, and the
same story to my old friend in Boston, who considered taking it last year with her husband. All of them seem to have something in common. If Alexia got in touch with them
(Christina Wolfe and John Bassett), she might find them interesting and/or helpful.
Keep in touch,
Ann
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Dec. 14, 1993
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Christmas is coming, and so are your envelopes filled with newspaper cuttings
about this and that which, having read myself, I have now passed on to Naomi. You said
you had sent her a book. She moved, you know, several months back from Yokohama,
where I always said she was mad to choose to live when first she went out to Japan,
because of the ghastly commute into central Tokyo, and it may be that the book wasn't
sent on to her new address, in which case, by now, you should have had it back yourself,
shouldn't you?
I expect her back in the U.K. in mid-January. it will be a year since she left the
country on a return ticket that was valid a twelvemonth. She is by no means finished in
Japan, but thought she'd come back here on her return ticket for Christmas. Then I got
the news about the eye operation and asked her to postpone her visit until I was due out
of the hospital since I shall need to be led around by the hand for several weeks thereafter,
so she is actually due back here on or around 14 January. I am putting myself on a course
of arnica immediately prior to having surgery, because I have been reliably informed by
two or three quite different sorts of people, i.e. not necessarily all homeopathic fanatics,
that arnica cuts down enormously on post-operational trauma in the form of bruising,
swelling and so forth, of which I have been told by the hospital to expect a disproportionate amount. Disproportionate, I mean, in relation to the comparatively minor surgery. I am hoping, thereby, to confound the medical staff at Moorfields Eye Hospital by
my 'miraculous' recovery and, equally, I hope to be back at work far, far sooner than the
six weeks I have been told it will take me to be able to see properly out of my eyes once
more. What the operation will, however, allow me is time with Naomi which would not
otherwise have been possible, since I have little or no holiday entitlement left. Our holiday year runs from 1st April annually, and I would have seen almost nothing of her in
normal circumstances. Every cloud, you see, does have its silver lining! You are, anyway,
let off the hook so far as traveling to London in February is concerned, though I do
appreciate the offer. Most charitable of you...
I have no idea what Alexia is/has been up to, except that Simon rings her from
time to time. He earns more than I do (substantially more) so can afford to use the phone
long distance, which I definitely cannot. Anyway, I like letter-writing. I understand she
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is having to work very hard, probably harder than at any time in her entire life (academically, I mean) since she is doing a nine-month course, which at Amherst would have
taken eighteen months. Her exams are in May next year, which doesn't suit me very well
since I am most probably going to becoming over with the same group that I went to
Italy with last year to do the Eastern seaboard betwixt 11 and 25 May, and I have already
been informed by my daughter that she wouldn't have time to 'spend time' with me at
that point. I understand she works long hours, not only in the library but also in her
digs, and her social life is virtually nil, which seems a shame. But, since she paid her own
course fees, it is wonderful how that has concentrated her mind on coming away after
the course with something to show for it in the way of a qualification.
Hope you have a good Christmas, wherever/however you may be spending it. As
you know I shall be busily doing good in our Homes in Wimbledon over Christmas/Boxing and the two days thereafter which are the Public Holidays given us to compensate
for the fact that Christmas falls at a weekend this year. I must say, when I 'volunteered',
I didn't expect to be fully employed the entire Christmas break. I thought, rather, that
I'd worked the weekend and have the next two days off. Some hope! Never mind. I shall
be earning some "brownie points" in case I have to move from the hospital to our nursing wing, should the hospital have need of my bed before I am quite ready to go home
to Naomi. At least I shall have this other option in hand.
As I say, Happy Christmas, etc.
Love,
Diana
Dec. 18, 1993
James Heineman
New York, N. Y.
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
Season's Greetings and may you enjoy a most successful 1994. The pig calendar
is splendid -- just what the vet ordered. I am so pleased that a black Berkshire is well
represented. I am opening an art gallery in Soho (Houston and Broadway) to carry light
art, the kind I have been collecting for the last 30 years or more. The calendar will enjoy
a prominent position.
Am still strapped to oxygen tanks which is a bit of a bore, but I still made a trip
to Israel and London in mid-November. Saw our old English friends, who are all well
and not getting older. Just like us.
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When are you coming to N.Y.C? It's been too much of a while since you were
last here to visit. I hear that our friend Duke has been doing his Bertie Wooster bit in
South Africa. I haven't seen him in years, nor heard from him.
How is your tree progressing? An Englishman friend is writing the life of my
Papa.*
All the best. Merry and happy everything.
With love,
Jimmy
*Dannie Heineman: An Extraordinary Life 1872-1962 came out ten years after Jimmy was gone.
Dec. 28, 1993
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Not A Form Christmas Letter
Dear Diana:
It's 23 degrees fahrenheit outside, snowing with 3 to 4 inches expected by tomorrow -- and the darkest, shortest days of the year. Traditionally, everyone flees Washington
between Christmas and January 2, so the town is deserted and quiet, a perfect time for
Princess Diana to come check out the shopping area here on our "Sloane Street." (see
enclosed)
Am also sending the story about a woman who was chained to a mailbox after
being stopped for drunk driving. We have some policemen, who were hired a few years
ago in the official rush to add to the force, and their training left serious gaps in their
knowledge of the law. The week before her ordeal a dozen policemen and women, hired
during the same rush, were arrested for drug dealing, as I recall.
Diana, the arrested police are the top and bottom of society here during December.
The woman chained to the mail box falls -- or was pushed -- somewhere in the middle.
Your Christmas sounds fine. It has been my contention for fifteen years that doing something different is the best course. I believe that adults get depressed at holiday
time, because they were the center of attention as children and wait for Christmas to be
made for them. Since Christ preached doing for others, they seem to be missing the point
of His message. An alternative is to do something to make the season fun or interesting
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for oneself, which, I have to admit is the route I favor. After I do all the buildup to the
day I enjoy quietly doing something different.
George Washington's home at Mount Vernon is as busy as the Tower of London
during most of the year. But at Christmas tourists slack off so much that even the top
floor of what is really a medium-sized house is open to the public for two weeks. The
first floor is the elegant one, where he entertained. The second has most of the bedrooms,
but the top floor is where his widow lived after he died.
The house stands by the Potomac, and on a cold, sunny winter day, it was possible to see what colonial life was like 200 years ago -- for a major landowner. I hadn't been
down there since 1972 when I was covering Princess Anne and Prince Charles on their
visit there. It was July, mobbed and the temperature was blazing in those smallish rooms,
and Princess Anne was in a foul temper. The Nixon girls were her hostesses, and neither
of them rode, so none of the really great Maryland or Virginia horse estates in the area
were on the tour.
You may have already seen the article by Dr. Ruth in Modern Maturity. I do remember being scolded for subscribing to the magazine for you. However, it gets more
timely -- here -- every year. There have been other stories this year about the great buildup family reunions get, and the disasters they turn out to be, because people see each
other rarely, and too much doesn't get talked out. You are, actually, lucky to be able to
have one-to-one relationships within your family.
From the past two years of research here and abroad I completed a half hour
video family history to preface the best three hours of (edited down from seven hours)
home movies, filmed between 1938 and 1970, made copies for my siblings and sent them
off in time for Christmas. One brother asked for copies for each of his four children, so
I am pleased to think that I hit the right note. You know how it is when old memories
are stirred up. There can be eruptions. This effort was aimed at explaining to the next
generation who the people in the old movies were.
Now I'm thinking about taking the half hour and expanding it to a story of the
intertwining of family and a life-long career with one company, since people don't work
for just one firm any more. My grandfather was a small town newspaper editor, and my
father was a campus correspondent for the Chicago Tribune while at college, went to work
for the paper and then quit in 1926 and returned permanently -- and I do mean permanently -- in 1927.
In 1933 his father had an auto accident, developed pneumonia and died. I think
the illness my father had was a breakdown -- that is not in the family video. There's a
kindly letter from the Tribune owner-publisher in early 1934 about ideas for when he's
recovered, which he did and progressed until in 1954, as the owner-publisher was nearing death himself, my father signed a contract that tied the rest of his professional life to
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The Tribune. Talk about paternalism! The contract makes interesting reading — a luxurious form of indenture. Now newspeople sign for a year or so and then negotiate again.
He was 48 when he signed a contract that covered the rest of his professional life.
The book did not come back from Japan, but Naomi can read the copy I sent
you. My note to Alexia came back, because I had the wrong zip code on it. I called last
week, and she was away, so I hope she had a good Christmas. My friend Christina Wolfe
in Brookline would be an interesting person for Alexia to meet, and I think they might
be on the same wave length. Christina was a reporter, when we met, then was a Peace
Corps doctor's wife in Senegal and is now a lawyer, primarily public housing and environmental, and married to her third husband. He's terrific, went to Harvard and almost
completed Harvard School of Architecture, but decided he wanted to be a carpenter,
which he is. He has renovated their house in Brookline, and built a house for his mother
in Rockport, a lovely sea coast town. She left it to him, and he has built a wonderful
studio next to it for his stained glass work, which is marvelous. The studio looks like
something out of Hansel and Gretel.
The above looks like one of your paragraphs, so I will leave other interesting
facets of Christina and John for Alexia to discover for herself.
I must get on with my matchmaking for the day. I spent last evening playing
bridge on the computer -- or trying to learn how -- and eating Italian chocolates, which
I highly recommend. I am trying to resist the rest of the box today.
It's terrific that you are coming over. I will get a car some Thursday to Monday
and show you something you want to see that your group might miss. I will be moving
soon and hope to have more space. My current pied a terre on the first floor of a 4-story
house is lovely with a huge garden that makes it seem like a tiny cottage in the country.
However, the landlord and his family are going to Vienna. He's the new U.S. Ambassador to the U.N. there, so the house will be rented, and if the new people want my space
I will move on and find someplace with more indoor and less outdoor area.
So keep me up to date on your recuperation, and travel plans.
Happy 1994,
Ann
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Jan. 13, 1994
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Thank you for what I would call the first real letter I ever received from you -- well
timed, too, since it arrived just before I went into hospital.
Diana
Jan. 13, 1994
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Here are some stories for you during Naomi's visit. I hope the surgery is over and
things are looking up. Please pardon the pun -- couldn't resist.
Court TV has a terrific impact. Viewers form their own opinions about the people involved from their body language, way of speaking, etc. Before Stephen Brill started
it a few years ago lawyers told him it was a boring idea, because they know how tedious
much of their work is. Of course, only about 200 of the thousands of trials in the U.S.
are televised by Court TV.
Many daytime viewers, given the choice of fictional soap operas, or real stories - even though some of the cases are boring -- seem to like the real thing. Brill wants his
cameras in more court rooms, so he is "responsible" in his selection. However, two current trials are real attention-grabbers.
The Menendez trial in California has been going on forever, and the juries have
been out -- one for each parent-killer brother -- for two weeks. These boys are not anyone
you'd want to know. However, Lorena Bobbitt may turn out to generate sympathy with
her court appearance, which began yesterday. (These things are reprised late at night for
those who work during the day.) She described her strict Latin Catholic family attitudes.
It hasn't been so long since Catholics even in the U.S. were very rigid. A current
congressman, Rep. Joseph P. Kennedy (yes, THE Kennedy family) was divorced from his
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first wife after two children and married his second last summer, not in the church. His
first wife wouldn't give him an annulment!. Changing times.
My father-in-law was a congressman for 40 years, so the family knew everything
that went on in Auburn, N.Y. On a visit to my in-laws in that small upstate New York
City long ago -- it had to be prior to my divorce in 1961 -- my mother-in-law told me the
sad tale of a Catholic girl, who revealed years after her marriage that it had never been
consummated. Her family was wondering why no children, and the poor girl broke
down and confessed that her husband didn't seem to want her, and she was ashamed her
marriage wasn't the Catholic ideal.
Let me know how you are,
Ann
Feb. 21, 1994
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
I opened this envelope to include the latest housing information. I am moved
and furniture began coming back from its foster homes on Saturday, a little worse for 16
years wear, but still looking pleasantly familiar.
The new flat is three times larger than the last with a small patio. The former
tiny flat had a HUGE garden, which I enjoyed redesigning, but I am ready for more
indoor space.
Do come stay with me on your trip here. The flat is on a busy 'bus line that takes
one down to the National Gallery and major museums for a dollar. If you are here over
a weekend -- in addition to any other time -- I could get a car and we could go exploring.
I hope your operation went well and you are seeing again without droopy eyelids. (I still haven't gotten over your comment about getting a REAL letter from me at
last, and I fear this is another failure, but I want to get it in the mail.
All the best,
Ann
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Feb. 25, 1994
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
I think this has been the longest winter ever, and the greyest and the dingiest and
the altogether most depressing. Your 'chain letter' arrived in the same post with another
which came from I know not where or perhaps I should say I know not whom but which
required me to copy and sent off 20 identical versions of it - so I put it in the bin, and
now live in fear and trembling of the fact that death and destruction are waiting around
the next corner. Sending books about seems altogether a much more appropriate activity, though it would make sense if it were a cross pollination of paperbacks across the
oceans so that people get the chance to read books that might not be published in their
own countries. I suppose books need not be English, but it would seem daft to send
books in other languages to any country other than the one where that tongue is spoken
by the majority of the people. At least I feel your passing on 'Instead of a Letter' will give
people on that side of the Atlantic the chance to read a book that is worth reading in my
own opinion and that they might never otherwise have got the chance to see.
I sit in the office on a dreary Friday afternoon - this office is very sparsely attended
on Fridays a.m. or p.m. and most especially by the executive staff, and even the lesser
breeds manufacture dentists' appointments and visits by the gas man to save them the
necessity of coming in at all. I can understand the general emptiness of the place on
summer Fridays when those that have them are rushing off to their country cottages and
trying to beat the weekend rush. But this afternoon, though just 4:30 p.m., it is almost
dark already, the rain is beating a tattoo on the skylight above my head, and I don't know
where everyone has gone that is any better worth going to than staying right here.
You ask (kindly) about my eyes. The left one stares wide and glassily upon the
world. Indeed I have been asked by several people - even some who knew me - whether
I now have a glass eye and, in the doctor's waiting room the other day a small boy there
with his mother enquired of her (after staring hard at me for several minutes) why that
lady has one eye asleep and one eye awake. The - to me - interesting thing seems to be
that the collapse of the right (i.e. undone) eyelid has continued apace and indeed seems
to have speeded up altogether since its partner was attended to. It gets its turn on 10th
April which will effectively put me out of action for a further month or so, so far as being
able to see/do anything amusing is concerned and nor will I be able to drive.
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You ask also after my projected visit to the States in May. Sadly, it's been cancelled. It was with the same man who organized a hugely successful Italian trip last year
(well, you know about that, of course, because you were hot waterless in London right
through it). He is a curious person who does not do these things to make money (though
I don't doubt he gets a free trip for himself out of the exercise). I know that he had a
disastrous quick trip over the Channel to Paris between Christmas and New Year - not
his fault, you might say, that Paris was never fuller of tourists and that the queues to get
into the Barnes exhibition or the new development of the Louvre were five hours long
or that the weather could hardly have been grimmer and these people had to stand in
line all the time in driving sleet and howling gales. Not, as I say, the organizer's fault.
But - as I have been told - he found himself on the receiving end of a lot of grumbling
from his dissatisfied customers and it may be that his philanthropic motives have worn
somewhat thin in consequence so that he decided he didn't want to take another group
of people abroad again in May. So ... no Eastern seaboard and I am very disappointed. I
try to console myself with two good things about this trip not happening as originally
scheduled in May (it could take place some other time when Norman has come out of
his sulks). a) Alexia does her final exams in May and would not have been at all welcoming of my pitching up at precisely that time. b) having just had two/three/possibly more
weeks off work in April with the second eyelid op having been done on the 10th, I would
hardly have been popular had I taken off on holiday so soon thereafter. Those two factors
constitute a silver lining to the otherwise black cloud that enveloped me when I heard
the trip was off.
The rest of the year now stretches ahead, I have to say, very emptily/barrenly/boringly with not a lot to look forward to - rather like the Gobi desert in prospect, I should
imagine. I shall have to think up some little amusements to make life seem worth the
living, though I don't think those little amusements will include any overseas travel since
tours of the sort I have gone on in my time such as to Rajasthan and Pakistan were paid
for by my brother (and I am still burdened by the debt and paying him back - like Eric,
little by little). I could never afford to go if I had to summon up a couple of thousand
pounds to pay for the trip myself. Two thousand pounds in the bank I don't have...
I'm glad your house moving has proceeded without any alarums and excursions
and that you are now settled (settling) into your new home, which I hope has its compensations for the lack of a garden - think of it, no gardening either!
With best wishes,
Diana
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Mar. 7, 1994
Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Enclosed please find some of the sunny spring weather that is creeping in my
window. It has been a truly wintry winter. Our, we hope, last snow storm turned into
rain last week, and I found myself trudging along snow-clogged sidewalks with icy water
leaking into both boots. There were a great many complaints about people, and businesses, who did not shovel their sidewalks, many of them from me.
Why not organize your own trip here!
Air fare wars keep breaking out, so it's worth watching the travel sections for
bargains. Yesterday's paper, March 6, had ads with bargains for domestic fare bargains
that have to be snapped up by March 11! Some lines, British and U.S. compete for business across the Atlantic, and you don't need a guide. English is spoken here!
Some air tickets might permit a stop in Boston on your way to Washington, or a
stop in Washington on your way to Boston, if you came while Alexia was still there. Or
it takes 8 or 9 hours on the train between Washington and Boston. There are excursion
(return) fares on the train (no travel originating noon to 7 pm Friday or Sunday) and
you don't have to decide ahead of time what train you'll take, aside from that limitation.
They run frequently.
Washington - Boston (and return) $108. This does not allow a stopover, so if you
want to stop, say, in New York, the fare is higher.
Boston - New York (and return)
$68.
New York - Washington (and return)
$92.
Enclosed are some maps. Washington is full of galleries, more in Richmond, and
Virginia is mad about gardens and old houses. Thomas Jefferson designed his own at
Monticello near Charlottesville (authors and movie stars are settling down there - a beautiful area) and invented a lot of labor saving devices (for himself and slaves). The best use
of time and money would be to come and stay with me here and do what you want when
you want to.
Think about it,
Ann
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Mar. 30, 1994
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My dear Ann:
Been wanting to acknowledge receipt of your letter and enclosures ever since I
got them, but things in the office at this time of year, when staff raises are being a)calculated and b) notified, are very busy and I hardly have time to drop even the shortest and
curtest of notes.
I do not wish to be either short or curt with you, but that depends how long I
remain undisturbed whilst I write this!
However, since last I raised the subject of the American holiday I have received
notification from the man who runs these things that he has not cancelled it, so much
as re-scheduled it for the fall. I have to say that I shall believe this when/if it happens,
since one always takes his year's programme of day trips, w/e breaks and longer holidays
with the largest pinch of salt you can imagine. However, if there is the remotest possibility that he can make this happen, albeit in the autumn instead of the spring, then I should
want to join his party, so I am leaving my options open for several months yet. He also
has a short trip planned to France where he likes to go every summer, and I try to fit that
in if it's to a part of that country I've never seen before. And - wait for it - he will be going
up to Scotland to take in the Edinburgh Festival and points north. Guess who won't be
joining him for that?
What, of course, I hope is that Alexia will still be over there in the autumn,
though from what I gather (she's not the greatest correspondent) she has yet to find work
that will enable her to stay on her student's visa. She can't get any regular sort of job but
said that she thought she ought to be allowed to stay an extra year when doing research
for some professor (or whatever you call them over there.) However, I gather there's a
great deal of competition for these studentships, as I understand they are called?
I go into hospital to have the right eye(lid) attended to on 10 April and will be
at home for a week or more thereafter - I rather stretched this period on the last occasion
as you may recall - I had both girls at home with me in January, but there is not anyone/any reason for me to delay my return to the office this next time around. I can't see
in the eye that's been ‘done' for weeks after the event, so my performance is severely
curtailed, but I suppose there is always some way one can make oneself useful in the
work context, and I know I shall be hideously bored if I hang about at home. However,
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while there I can do some useful spring cleaning. That'll be a prospect to look forward
to upon my return from hospital, won't it?
Easter is coming up, and I shall be going down towards the Cambridge area to
spend the holiday with my brother and his lady friend. If I had more to say to him, these
visits would be less of a strain. However, for siblings it is amazing how little we have in
the way of common/shared interests.
Must make this brief - aren't you glad?
Yours,
Diana
Apr. 6, 1994
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
London
My dear Ann:
I have your letter written on Good Friday which was also April Fool's Day - and
I also have the book but have not yet had time to read same. I may take it into hospital
with me though I found, last time, that it was easier to put on a borrowed Walkman and
listen to tapes of books rather than to read. However, I have got so used in the time since
then to being imperfectly sighted since I couldn't wear the contact lens in the 'done' eye
for ages and, meanwhile, the ‘undone 'eye has been drooping worse and worse to the
point where it is now quite an effort of will to get the lid to open at all. Maybe I am used
now to doing things with difficulty, be it reading, typing, or whatever.
Thank you for the news you provide of Alexia - I did, quite recently, receive a
postcard which said nothing whatsoever about her except that she was well and happy and, you may enquire, what more does one need to know? I feel starved of news of her
and you have at least now given me some, for which I am very grateful, as also for your
kindness in having had her to dinner. I know she must be working hard - as hard, that
is, as Alexia is ever inclined to do academic work. She was very idle at Oxford in that she
seemed to give her studies a minimum amount of attention though she was always busy
doing this or that or t'other. I believe that paying for her own Master's course must have
concentrated her mind wonderfully since she will have realized that it is only herself she
is cheating if she doesn't end up with something to show for the time she's spent at
Harvard. I know she has complained that she must work so hard, she finds little or no
time in which to benefit from the ambience or to enjoy the manifold attractions that
Harvard has to offer. She probably told you that she'd like to stay on but needs to get
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some sort of work (probably in the academic context) to enable her to do this. Otherwise,
she'll have to come back to the UK and, as her father says, he doesn't believe that she will
find it easy to get a job here. Which is to say that, in her line of business, there is a great
deal of competition for any job that might come up and especially so if it were to take
one overseas, which, I presume, is what she would want to do. Is that what you gathered?
To tell the truth I am not at all sure what her aim and object was after Harvard, always
supposing she had thought that far ahead.
I would not dream of insulting you by thinking you were not serious in your
offer to accommodate me should I end up coming over on my own. As you know, my
actual preference is to come with this group of old and, in particular, the organizer who
took us to Italy last May. Not because I like going around in a group, but because one
gains ingress to places not necessarily open to individuals, if a group leader makes prior
application. Alexia is rather prone on Greyhound 'busing, she told me when I saw her
here earlier in the year, even though it is apparently regarded as an odd thing to do. But
then she may get this sort of thing from me, since I would every time rather take a train
than a plane. In fact I sent her a couple of months ago a paperback just published over
here which was written by an American woman who had Greyhounded all around the
States and then decided to write about her experiences. Can't remember her name, but
she is in fact quite a well-known American woman writer - Judith Krantz or something
like. She'd even come over to 'sell' the book and I managed to pick up a signed copy
from some bookshop where she had appeared for a signing session. Don't know why I
like to have books signed by the person who wrote them, but I do...cannot imagine
Alexia attached anything like the same significance to this! Glad you like her - Alexia, I
mean. I think she has a rather elusive, fey quality that makes her quite special. but then,
she is my first-born and that counts for a lot anyhow...
Thank you for everything,
Diana
Apr. 14, 1994
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Alexia Coke
Allston, Mass.
Dear Alexia:
Ah! The miracle of postal services! I have written to and heard from your mother
since your pleasant visit here, and fear she will go ahead with the group tour plan.
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After such a grim winter, looking forward to a holiday probably gives her much
pleasure, and the tour postponement to autumn will probably work out better than a
spring trip. If you really want her to come on her own -- as I do -- and travel about with
you, she would need something to plan toward. Once she commits to the tour, the
chance is gone.
Many years after the fact I'm sorry that I didn't travel more with my mother -who explored Egypt and New Zealand on crutches. But she and my father made their
plans two years in advance! I really like to do things more spontaneously.
Best regards,
Ann
May 3, 1994
Diana Coke
Cambridge, England
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Ann:
Thank you for the information recently received. Here I am doing a weekend
course for the literature of the Raj - pitched at a rather high level so quite "stretching".
Diana
May 10, 1994
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Your card came today, and I will try to finish this letter -- started last week -- to
go with the enclosed India article..
Some added bits of Alexia, in case, you hadn't heard. She was in touch with Simon's aunt, and her plans for later in the year seem very uncertain. The Greyhounding
seemed to work out expeditiously for her. Trains are much more expensive, so it is a
good way to see the country. The reason Americans think it odd is that they do not cut
loose from the family purse strings until around age 30. I don't consider them adults
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until then, for that reason. And if a young person is running around with Mama and
Papa's credit (or bank) cards pocketed, he or she takes a train or plane.
The movie "Four Weddings and a Funeral" has been a hit here. When you have
eyes again, do see it. But in the meantime, it's about a group of friends who gad about
to a series of weddings -- and one funeral. Recent graduates here do the same thing, only
the distances are much greater, and they carry plastic and go with great abandon!
The Rockefeller (vast) estate at Pocantico Hills has just opened to the public with
a lot of publicity. I would expect a knowledgeable tour leader to include it. It is just north
of New York City -- about 20-25 miles outside Tarrytown. I will try to round up some of
the articles and send them separately. Winterthur outside Philadelphia is a treasure trove
and one of the few houses that would be worth being on a tour to get in. Some of the
places, like Marjory Merriweather Post's house here are fabulous and seem more difficult
to gain entry, simply because the number of people allowed in at one time is limited.
For that reason some tour companies don't bother, and individuals think it's more difficult than it is. (Sandringham seems to be like that.)
Keep in touch,
Ann
May 27, 1994
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
I have been carrying around with me your letter dated May 10, not for sentimentality's sake so much as seeking an opportunity, a time/a place where I might find the
time to answer it - including, last weekend, up to the Literary Festival in Hay-on-Wye
which I find myself having fallen into the making of an annual pilgrimage to these past
few years. I love the countryside in that part of the U.K. (the border between England
and Wales runs through the middle of Hay). There are 22 bookshops (mainly second
hand) in the town. And, as I say, it has become the venue for this annual Lit. Fest in the
past ten years or so. I am a literary groupy, and I do enjoy talk of writing and books and
other things that come from books and this year there was an interesting programme of
speakers.
I should have gone this weekend, which is a Public Holiday so I would have
benefited from the extra day 'for free'. But, in fact, I found the events scheduled for last
weekend more interesting to me, and heard some good people: the man (with whom I
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'read' English at university) who has increased his reputation famously this Spring by
'translating' Eliot's MIDDLEMARCH to the television screen: Naomi Woolf, Alison Lurie, Jan Morris, etc., etc. Only thing is, whilst I was feeding my mind, I starved my body
(not a lot to be lost by such a situation you might aver!) since the catering facilities on
the site where the Lit. Fest. is held (a field on the outskirts of town, so too far to walk to
seek sustenance in the town between events - not enough time to get in and out) were
abysmal, and totally unappetizing even to a starving man. It was bitterly cold. The rain
fell like a monsoon. The field was very soon a morass as wet and muddy as Flanders
trenches in the Great War. The mobile loos were disgusting and the prime need was for
hot soup. Last year the Festival was held in another field on the opposite side of the town
and, set up on a bridge over the river which one had to cross to get there, was an enterprising baked potato vendor with a stall where, somehow, he was able to heat up his potatoes and stuff them with a filling of your choice and, again, his was the only hot food
within minutes of the Festival site and he (independent of the organization of the Festival)
was doing a thriving trade.
One might have hoped some lessons would have been learned from that experience? Alas, no...this time I had to do without my annual fix of nature worship since you
couldn't see your hand in front of your face for the mists. Have you ever read Bruce Chatwin's 'On the Black Hill' or something about the Black Hill? It is about precisely the locale
of Hay-onWye and the eponymous hill comes up over and behind Hay. But perhaps you've
been there on one of your many visits to this country, and you know it all already.
Thank you for news of Alexia - I heard also that another friend (who lives in Washington State) has spoken to her quite recently on the 'phone, and she then wrote to give
me news of her via their conversation. As you know I do not get a lot of firsthand news
myself! She should be about through at Harvard and thinking of moving on - she talks of
wintering in New York though doing what (earning what, I really mean) and living where,
of course, I have no idea.
The film of which you speak in your letter (4 Ws & a F) has just opened here, but
I actually haven't found the time to see it - just as I've missed most of the good films that
have been circulating of late, too busy, really, doing other things and, somehow, films are
often quite low on my priority list of must-sees.
I am going into Wiltshire this weekend (public holiday) and staying with my father-in-law, which I do, really, for Naomi who dotes on him and feels that her absence in
Tokyo means that he is neglected by those members of his immediate family who are in
England. I, of course, am not his immediate family, but Simon lives a long way away in
Edinburgh - well, a long way for this country, that is.
Yours,
Diana
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July 7, 1994
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
This may not be what you consider a "proper" letter. The July 4th holiday has
just ended, and I am trying to catch up at the office and keep up with the O.J. Simpson
hearing in Los Angeles. It starts at noon our time, and stops for lunch about 3 our time,
so if I get home by 4, I can watch the afternoon session on TV.
We have so many channels that the air is full of talking heads from all over the
country giving their opinions -- defense lawyers, prosecuting attorneys, essayists, journalists and the ever popular man or woman on the street. However, there is one channel,
Court TV, that broadcasts just that -- trials. It is now concentrating on the preliminary
hearing in the Simpson case.
After a dance recital, Nicole, his ex-wife had dinner with their children and her
parents at a restaurant a few blocks from her house, and dropped some glasses. O. J.
Simpson -- former football star, minor movie actor, and Hertz rental car spokesman -also went to the recital. He then went home and, having only $100 bills, borrowed $20
from a young man living rent free in one of his guest houses. The two got in Simpson's
Rolls Royce, drove to McDonald's and picked up burgers with French fries. Simpson ate
his on the way home. His tenant/guest nibbled a few fries, but waited to eat his "main
course" when he got home. (This is the tenant/guest's testimony under oath.)
The tenant/guest had met O.J. Simpson's Nicole on the ski slopes and later
rented a guest house from her in Los Angeles -- with credit off the rent for sometimes
taking care of the two children. When she moved to a house where his quarters would
have been under the same roof with her, O.J. offered him a rent free guest room at his
place.
Anyway, Simpson has been arrested, because there is a strong suspicion that after
he finished his burger, he hopped in a white Ford Bronco, belonging to the Hertz Corp.,
and drove two miles to Nicole's, slashed her throat and during a struggle with a helpful
waiter, who was returning the glasses, left a river of blood on the fashionable Brentwood
sidewalk with some animal footprints in it. The bodies were discovered very soon, because Nicole's dog started barking and was found wandering about. Neighbors tried to
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find its owner. Dogs wandering loose in that neighborhood are obviously lost. Pedestrians wandering about are likely to be questioned by the police -- under suspicion for not
having a car. The neighbors noticed the dog had bloody feet.
The Simpsons were divorced, but he couldn't seem to let her get on with her life
without him. He has a record of beating her, and large former professional football players may not take "No, I don't want you any more," gracefully. Currently, I picture Nicole
answering the door of her house, thinking it's the waiter bringing the glasses she had
called the restaurant about and getting her throat cut before she had a chance to scream
-- at about the time the waiter appeared with the glasses and failed to get away from a
very large, strong man with a very sharp, already bloody knife.
I should add that the handsome, young waiter had been seen driving Nicole's
car but had assured mutual friends that he was not sleeping with her, because O.J. would
find out and do something! Simpson has hired a defense team of experts which will
probably send him into bankruptcy, even if the State of California does not send him to
the gas chamber. He, apparently, has not thought about posting a huge reward for information leading to the capture and conviction of Nicole's killer, leading some to think
he already knows who it is. Also, the team of experts is currently trying get bloody evidence from his house excluded from consideration. If he did it, there wasn't time for
him to cover his tracks, because he had plane to catch, and a limo due at his house to
take him to the airport within the hour!
This drama is why I could only skim thru all the gossip in "Queen Elizabeth II,
A Woman Who is Not Amused," which I hear is not for sale in England. I can see why!
The author keeps writing what the Queen and others were thinking, saying and doing.
Incredible! I will only repeat that he says Princess Anne's second child was fathered by
her police body guard, and that Prince Phillip has had a twenty year affair with Princess
Alexandra. I am sending the book to you under separate cover with the thought that
even if you don't want it, you can pass it on to someone who does. Not being able to get
it must frustrate people who want to take a look at it.
I will make the customs declaration more boring than the above.
This looks like a "proper letter" to me!
Best regards,
Ann
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July 19, 1994
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
Dear Ann:
The book has arrived, hot on the heels of a 2 1/2 hour (think of it, two and a half
solid hours without any commercial breaks) interview by one of the Dimbleby brothers
(not the one that's into animals) of Prince Charles. Apparently, the camera crew and,
presumably, Dimbleby too, followed HRH around for over a year, taking miles and
miles of film of Prince Charles going about his ordinary day-to-day business, including
playing with the kids. I cannot remember how many hours worth of film had to be
edited down to 2 1/2, but I am surprised that it all turned out so reasonably sequential.
Prince C. looked more like his Spittin' Image puppet than his real self, especially
when 'anguished' when the outsized ears twitch and the brow furrows and the eyebrows
do their best to imitate the silhouette of Mount Fuji. Despite all this, he came across as
a 'nice guy', more sinned against than sinning, which is -- of course -- what the whole
exercise was about. The next thing was the Royal Wedding of Princess M’s daughter
where, because all the (younger)guests looked so incredibly chic and beautiful, it made
the older royals and most especially the royal sisters look their usual cockatoo-hued and
overdressed worst - most especially the mother of the bride. She (Princess M) is one of
our patrons. We house all the royal nannies in their declining years. She pitches up at
one or more major 'events' annually.
Next year, our 90th anniversary, we'll get the Queen, too. Curiously, her visits
always seem to coincide with blazing summer days, and she always looks ratty and redfaced, because she's too damn hot, I reckon, in all the synthetics, frills and furbelows. No
matter what the colour of the outfit she is wearing, be it electric blue, stinking pink, or
screaming green, the handbag and platform sole sandals are invariably white. '50s time
warp, really.
Haven't read your book yet which looks rather daunting by virtue of its bulk,
but if it promises to be rude about the royals, then I shall not be able to resist it! By the
way, the enclosed article is by -- I think -- a good woman journalist about the Prince
Charles interview on the Box.
Also got your letter, which was almost as long as the book. What got into you? I
usually rate three pars., no conjunctions or subjects in sentences, as though what you
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were writing was a transcription on longhand notes taken during some meeting. Fortunately, I have the letter in my In tray, although I took the book back home, having relieved the postman of both as I stood waiting for a bus outside the flat on my way to
work.
We have had full coverage of the O. J. Simpson trial over here, too, -- in the press
as well as, in moderation (thank God) on television. I am not sure that it attracted more
coverage, however, than the Bobbit case which -- let's face it -- was far more amusing and
something any woman could relate to. Whereas during the trial your TV networks have
chosen to give practically day-long coverage to the Simpson trial, here we have had almost day-long coverage of the bloody World Cup which, thank the Lord, ended night
before last. What a relief!
I loathe all ball games with the exception only of the Wimbledon tennis fortnight, which this year was more exciting than it has been in years -- largely because, at
long last, the players seem prepared (trained?) to do something other than stand on the
baseline and bash the ball across the net in endless, boring rallies until, at last, one of
them gets it wrong and either hits the ball into the net or over the baseline. No, this year,
Wimbledon was fun to watch, and I even spent that entire fortnight home every evening
to watch the evening coverage (since it goes on till 8:30 p.m. these long, light summer
evenings).
As a result I feel positively uncultured, though my activities in that direction are
beginning to pick up again to something nearer their normal level. Actually, since the
start of the Wimbledon fortnight, we have had daily temperatures close to 88 degrees F
(what's that? 32 degrees C?) and, given our theatres are not air-conditioned, I reckon it's
far too hot to go to the theatre and enjoy what's happening on stage, since one is too
aware of how hideously uncomfortable one is as one sits sweltering in one's seat.
Am going to France in mid-August for eight days or so, to 'do' the royal palaces.
This is a good idea since it is years and years since I visited any of the royal palaces, and
I have never had the opportunity to compare them one with another by seeing them
back-to-back, so to speak. This trip is being organized by the same guy who did our Italian excursion last May. He is still teasing by promising us the postponed U.S. trip for
October, but he's one of those people that you don't believe will come up with the ante
until you have - which is to say, he's asked us for no money yet and, until he does and
has been paid at least a deposit, I remain skeptical that the American trip will materialize.
Alexia is now in New York, working at (I think) the Museum of Childhood for
July and August. Her visa expires in September, and she's going to have to do better than
that if her wish to stay on a further year is to come to anything. I haven't heard from her
since she left Harvard, and my news comes only through her father who can afford to
telephone her from time to time. Me, I can't. Naomi, for her part writes to say she has
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renewed her contract for another year's stay, so clearly does not yet feel that she has
exhausted the possibilities Japan has to offer. She rings me often and talks for hours at
great cost to herself. She quoted me the cost of a phone call she made her brother: 44
minutes for L50. I can only say that I am very pleased she is so well paid.
Lest you complain of the length of this epistle, I shall call a halt.
With thanks & best wishes,
Diana
Aug. 1, 1994
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London Dear
Diana:
The clippings arrived today. Very interesting. When brother Rob left his post as
publishing director of AARP, the membership was 22 million. According to the article,
it is now 34 million. Shows why the senior lobby is feared here. Experience has taught
them to hang on to what they have. With good reason.
Rob took on a two-year project, closing a paper in Palo Alto, Calif., for the Tribune Company, which our father had headed. Then he accepted a golden handshake instead of going to Chicago with the company and is now "consulting". He didn't want to
leave California, where his new wife has her law practice in Los Angeles, and he is now
52 years old, not a good age to be looking for a job with a company that offers health
insurance and retirement benefits and uses statistics in hiring.
My goddaughter's paternal grandmother just died at 104, and she was ready to
walk out into the bush to meet the lions, but her family is greatly saddened at her loss,
anyway. Health reform is the current battle of the titans. The insurance companies are
powerful, but may meet their match in the growing senior lobby, perhaps, the only part
of society strong enough to take them on.
Health insurance has been part of job benefit packages, and when people stayed
with the same companies for years, as did my father, coverage lasted to the end of their
lives. Job-losing, or job-changing is now common, and people frequently lose their insurance between jobs, can't get it back, or lose it after getting sick. Insurance companies
prefer to insure well people, and their rationing of coverage is leaving a lot of families
out.
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Of course, everyone here wants the best medical assistance and one hears about
teens being covered for catastrophic events. Parents with a child without coverage for a
week or so between college and a first job, may panic. Personally, after watching what
happened to Jackie Onassis who could afford the best, probably had it, including all the
expensive, awful things doctors like to do to one in such cases, and had a death (described
in detail by a doctor-reporter for The N.Y. Times) that I wouldn't wish on a dog, makes
me think that letting a catastrophic event take its course might not be so bad.
Oh, my, a second page, and I just want to tell you that I hope your trip here does
come about, and that if Alexia wanted to stay until your arrival to jaunt about with you
-- as it seemed she hoped would happen, it might be possible for her to take the bus, to
Canada (Montreal is straight above New York City) exit the U.S. and come back as a
visitor with a new visa.
But, having gone this far, I must say that your last letter was so interesting that I
think it should go to a paper here as a "Letter from London". However, I must add that
you should stop casting aspersions on my own missives, because I put your letters, well
as my own, in the computer, thus reading every word, letter, and punctuation, and so
can easily compare the compositions and rebut your insults.
I am tempted to write to Christa D'Souza -- which paper was she in? -- because
O. J. Simpson is greatly over-rated as a hero. It's like those "Most Admired" lists. They
just include people that are well known. You'll note that Nancy Reagan dropped out of
sight rapidly after she left the White House. And as for American short shorts and fat
thighs, I think Ms D'Souza hasn't been to Weston-Super-Mare, or some of the other garden spots of England I stumbled upon while tracking down stories.
Well, I must close, but I do hope you hear from Alexia before her visa expires.
With affection,
Ann
Aug. 10, 1994
On the train to Rockport, Mass, I got off in N.Y. to meet Jimmy Heineman for
lunch. Calling the gallery to confirm the lunch date still on I was told he had died. I
went on to Rockport, greatly saddened. There were tributes in the N.Y. Times:
Board Chairman, Marlboro Music School, N.Y. Times 8/12
President, Weizmann Institute of Science, N.Y. Times 8/12
President, The Chamber Music Society of Lincoln Center 8/13
President, The Pierpont Morgan Library 8/14
President, The Heineman Foundation for Research, Education, Charitable and Scientific
Purposes, Inc. 8/19
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He was such a private person there was no obituary, only this notice by his family.
HEINEMAN— James H. died at home on August 10th, 1994. Much loved by his daughters, family and friends. Contributions in his memory may be made to Heineman Medical Research, Inc., Charlotte N.C. 8/14
and my thanks for his friendship
HEINEMAN— James H. He was the major collector of P.G. Wodehouse books and
memorabilia and a rather Wodehousian character himself, with that author’s benign
outlook on the human condition. His humor and kindness were unique and are a great
loss. 8/17
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Sept. 19, 1994
Diana Coke
London
Dear Ann:
My on/off East Coast vacation looks like it's on for sure.
Had a - still tentative - schedule of when and where we may expect to be and it
looks as though Washington is on the list for the weekend of 22/23 October, though I
couldn't say for sure where we will be billeted. You know our 'organizer' flies by the seat
of his pants and seems never to do any firm bookings until 11th hr. 59th min.
However, if we are there, however briefly, it would be good to see you either on
the evening of the Friday or the Saturday. He says (no flights booked yet either) that we
will be taking American Airlines flight 101, leaving Heathrow 9:30 am, arriving Washington (via New York?) at 4 p.m., so I should be able to be up and running for a supper
meeting that evening, if it is required and there are no hold-ups along the way. We will
be sightseeing from dawn till dusk the day following arrival and it could mean I shall
not be in a fit state to be sociable the next night! I'm traveling with (which is to say,
sharing accommodation with) a woman I used to work with once, at the Institute of
Psycho-analysis. Don't know if you ever met her chez moi in London? She is what would
be called a 'big girl' but, unlike me, has a good reason/excuse for her avoirdupois since
clearly she has a hormone problem that her doctor has never got to grips with. I do not
dare raise the subject with her since clearly she is sensitive about the weight, and also the
fact she is hirsute (pituitary gland, would you say?) I tell you all this, in case I do not feel
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it right to dump her. She's nice - obviously, or I would not go about with her. Well, you
know that...
Do not know where Alexia is except that she and Naomi have met (last Monday)
on the West Coast. A. is obviously through with Harvard and has been working in New
York at some museum through the summer. However, her visa must be about to run out
and if she remains jobless then she will have to start thinking in terms of what she does
next - wherever she does it, it can't be in the States. I would have thought she'd run out of
cash and would need to head home to replenish her supplies...or am I wishful thinking?
Diana
Sept. 22, 1994
Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
I have been saving articles on a variety of subjects to send to you, but must respond to The Telegraph article that arrived from you the other day, "Why Hillary Might
Go" by Stephen R. He generally trashes her, concluding that she has failed, and "in Washington, failure is one thing that can never be forgiven."
Ha! You may want to send the enclosed to The Telegraph. It's an article from The
New Republic, a weekly, which was reprinted in from The Washington Post, which amusingly explains how smart, adaptable people are often forgiven. Women are now considered people here, and Hillary has always been smart and adaptable. Is Alexia still here?
Best regards,
Ann
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Sept. 27, 1994
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Clippings:
Your second Hillary piece came. In return here is more about Roger Altman,
who also went down, but is not out, nor is Hillary. India and the plague are much in the
news, too.
Your Trip:
I am delighted that the trip is on. Careful reading of your letter indicates that
you will have time for a dinner and tour/visit with me after your plane lands here and
before the group starts sightseeing at dawn the next day 9 pm London time when you
get here! Your jet lag could make the visit very brief!
American Airlines tells me that #101 leaves London at 10:00 am (leaders get
groups to the airport early, I am also told). It arrives in New York at 12:30, where you
will go through customs and, if all goes on schedule, catch American #4921, a 45-seat
commuter plane, at 2:35 pm to Washington, arriving at 4:00 pm. You waste time changing planes in New York, but save time coming to National Airport, which is practically
downtown, rather than Dulles, twenty miles out in the country.
My plan is to pick you up at National Airport and do whatever the remaining
daylight and your jet lag permit. This will not include your roommate -- barely time for
a visit with you, none to get acquainted with someone new! Anything I suggest or plan
will be arranged around new information from you. For example, whether you arrive on
Friday or Saturday will make a difference how I arrange that week. No problem, if I
know a bit ahead. Also, your leader might change arrival airports!
Let me know when the day and flights are definite. Also, the rest of your sightseeing, cities and hotels.
Airlines won't tell whether a particular person is aboard a flight, so PLEASE call
the office number (weekday or weekend) from New York to let me know the flight and
airport. Delays are so common that they should be planned for. Later, American has a
141

4:35 pm and a 5:59 pm flight from New York, and there are flights on other airlines,
which they mention, but will, of course, resist using.
Whichever day you arrive, I will stay near the office AND ITS ANSWERING
MACHINE for last minute information from you. From the office I can even get out to
Dulles in the time it takes you to fly there from New York. So keep me informed! Change
for the phone would be a bit weighty, so am enclosing U.S. paper for you to change in
New York before YOU CALL!
See you soon,
Ann
Oct. 7, 1994
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
I have your letter, cuttings and, moreover, $5.00 note
First things first...the Washington hotel has now been identified as the Harrington Hotel. The flight (don't yet know airline name) arrives at National (not Dulles) at 4
p.m. if there are not hold-ups since we make the New York stop first.
However, even were we to arrive at the scheduled time, for me it is six hours later
and I really am not at all sure that I would want to go out that same evening or, after a
day's traveling, have to be social.
Could you not leave a message for me at the Hotel, suggesting a rendezvous for
the Saturday night instead? Honestly, that would suit me much better. We will be in
Washington over that weekend, leaving Monday for Boston. Alexia, to whom I spoke
this morning, thought our itinerary most bizarre since from Boston we will make our
way back to (and fly out of) New York.
Alexia is frantically trying to get the sort of work that would permit her to extend
her visa until the summer of next year. This Museum of Childhood in New York for
whom she worked during July and August planning a project would like her to work
fore them implementing her own plans, but are having difficulty funding the project
and, she says, she will not know until the middle of this month whether or not they can
raise the money. She is living a peripatetic existence meanwhile, sleeping on people's
floors in both New York and Boston. A message can be left for her during the next 10
days on a Boston number (617.983.3656) but she had no phone number to give me in
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New York where she expects to be by 17/18 of the month (i.e. just before I leave.) However, there is a friend (with whom she was sharing in July/August whilst doing the museum stint) and apparently I could leave a message on the friend's answering machine
which is 212.246.6440. I tell you all this because you asked if Alexia was still in the States
and I don't know why you asked but if it were because you might have an idea for a job
for her, then I'd want you to know how to reach her!
Anyway I will see you preferably on 22 (a Saturday) of the month. O.K?
See you,
Diana
Oct. 11, 1994
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Glad to have your latest info! There is no way of knowing what havoc your
leader, the weather, or the airlines will inflict on your energies, so I will try to stay flexible
for the weekend of 10/21-23.
Please do call the office (202-234-0670) between planes in New York on Friday
to update me on your schedule. I will be glad to leave a message at your hotel about
Saturday, if you will touch base -- even with the answering machine on Friday.
The suggestion about getting together on Friday was based on your last letter. (I
computerize everything, so if you ever want to compare letter lengths, I'm ready)
“However, if we are there, however briefly, it would be good to see you either on
the evening of the Friday or the Saturday. He says (no flights booked yet either) that we
will be taking American Airlines flight 101, leaving Heathrow 9:30 am, arriving Washington (via New York?) at 4 p.m., so I should be able to be up and running for a supper
meeting that evening, if so required and there are no hold-ups along the way. We will be
sightseeing from dawn till dusk the day following arrival and it could mean I shall not
be in a fit state to be sociable the next night!”
The Harrington Hotel is right downtown at 11th and E Streets, N.W., off Pennsylvania Avenue, N.W. (202-628-8140).
It's always busy here in October, because the weather is so glorious and a lot
warmer here than in Boston, so check the international weather section of your newspaper.
See you soon!
Ann
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Oct. 12, 1994
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
The Bowie-Sevier house is a magnificent property in the center of Georgetown,
left by the family to be an Episcopalian retirement home. And it was for years until the
board decided to make the old people move out and put it up for sale. That's the reason
it's open to the public now.
It might hold unique interest for you. Let me know if you'd to see it, and I'll get
tickets.
Tudor Place is across Q Street and was built for a relative of George Washington
and belonged to the same family since then. It's run the way a lot of British houses are - open to the public to keep it intact.
Many foreign visitors see Dumbarton Oaks, another Georgetown estate -- now
owned by Harvard University, but the other two are "off the beaten track."
Happy traveling,
Ann
PLEASE call me from New York. My hospitality is bounded or boundless -- as you wish (for your
British soul), but my flexibility increases with advance notice.
Oct. 17, 1994
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Your letter with enclosures recd. This morning - excuse telegraphese, but I am so
busy I can hardly take on board the fact that I shall be away from here in 4 days' time.
I can today confirm that we are staying in the Harrington Hotel where we are
encouraged to take the subway (with full instructions)from National Airport to Metro
Centre - have even been told how to get from there to the Harrington. You will gather
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this is essentially a self-help organization and that's fine by me but, sometimes, not by
others who expect a bit more of hand-holding than is generally afforded!
Anyway, I really don't know whether the opportunity will offer to telephone you
from the New York stopover - you know how I abominate telephones. Which is why I
am going to ask you, here and now, to try and leave a message for me with Alexia and
mirabile dictu (wonderful to relate!) - and me one day last week and I damned near missed
her since it was crack of dawn. But she knows how to switch on the answering machine
(your answering machine) and was in full flow on that when I dashed in, switched it off,
and came on line myself. I think I told you she's a bird of passage right now, but I had
given you a New York 'phone number and would be enormously grateful if you could
ring her upon receipt of this (which may, of course, be no sooner than I get to the States
myself): 212-877-2431 which is the phone of a friend of hers called Heidi. Could you
leave a message to the effect that, in Boston, we are staying at Irving House, 24 Irving
Street 617-547-4600 and will be there from Monday next evening, 24 October. In New
York we are at Westpart Hotel (I think I told Alexia this already since it seems to have
been 'firm' for longer than the rest of the information), 308 West 58th Street, tel 212246-6440. And we'll be pitching up there on Thursday 27th till we leave on the 31st.
I may be able to reach Alexia myself before - or she me - but I am not optimistic.
Thank you, as I said, for the enclosures which I am passing on to our group
leader. I have the feeling that the brevity of our Washington stay is such that most of us
would rather 'do' the public buildings that may be open to the public over the w/e and
I thought that, on Saturday, I'd concentrate on what I feel I must do, and spend Sunday
doing the things I'd like to do - such as the Bowie-Sevier mansion. If this were possible to go round it, I mean, for the Sunday, can you get tickets? Anything else that you know
about that I would not (e.g. for foresight visitors to London, I'd point them in the direction of the John Soane Museum), think about it. I will get in touch with you as soon as
I can. Shall we make it the Sunday? Is this sufficient 'notice' for you to 'make it the Sunday'?
I am looking forward to getting away from here - it has been very fraught of late
and I could do with a change, if not exactly a rest.
Love,
Diana
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Nov. 23, 1994
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
This is one of those candid letters where you can believe everything I say.
I remember what Christmas is like in England. It's much sunnier and lively here.
If you want to rendezvous with Alexia, and she can't leave the States, you are both welcome to stay with me. You've seen the guest room and there's a sleeping bag, etc.
If Christmas isn't practical, let me know if sometime later would appeal to you.
It's easy for me to plan on guests being here. The last minute execution of details sometimes gets complicated.
That's where the call from the airport that didn't come was so vital. As you cannot anticipate Alexia's movements, nor I yours. (I wonder where she learned to be so
independent!) I should have been totally candid and told you that I had a houseguest the
week of your arrival, who did not leave until that Saturday morning. I was sure that if I
mentioned it, you would feel unwelcome, so I didn't, and you may have, anyway!
The business is my own, so time can be flexible, but the clients are my own, too,
and not some corporation's, so when business is good, it's hard for me to do personal
things during the week. And business is good.
Well, that's what my welcome mat sounds like when it's rolled out. Christmas
week last year was quite nice here. Do think about coming back for a longer stay.
All the best,
Ann
Nov. 29, 1994
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Having got into work about half an hour early (I now rise at 5 a.m. in order to get
in a couple of hours reading or writing on my course work, since, by the other end of the
day, I am altogether too fatigued in order to be able to concentrate), I thought I would
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quickly use this time to answer your letter which the postman handed me as I was leaving
the house this morning.
Firstly, thank you for your most kind invitation for Christmas. I am stony broke
(have just paid my credit card bill for recent trip to the States) which is partly the result of
my having taken two 1-week vacations, one in France in August with the same group that
(the other) I came to the States with in October. I have to say that Alexia's decision to tag
on during our entire stay over there did not ease either my financial resources nor the
relationship with my friend Jill with whom I was sharing a room and with whom, therefore, Alexia made three. In the Washington hotel it was fine, because, in fact, they gave us
a suite with beds aplenty in both rooms, each with its own bathroom, so Jill was quite
private and only an adjoining door between the two rooms. In Cambridge, however, we
were in a B & B with one room and two biggish double beds, so Alexia shared with me,
and there was still quite a lot of room for her and her back pack and other junk.
In New York accommodation was tightest and there was a moment there upon
arrival when I thought Jill was going to blow her stack. She is a remarkably goodnatured
person, or at least has schooled herself to seem so (unlike yours truly!) but you can push
people too far. I might add that Alexia was in a state of tizz, for her (in that she is normally
very cool, calm, and collected a person). The reason for this, as I finally learned (having
'psyched' it out sooner) was her uncertainty about the immediate future and the fact that,
since arriving in New York she had been sharing with a friend of hers whom she met when
both were working for IRC in Peshawar and with whom she shared a - very big house (I
know, I stayed there myself) in Peshawar.
Heidi Wagner (American) is again working for IRC, after a break, in New York.
She and A. were in a one-roomed studio apartment in N.Y. for two months whilst Alexia
was working at the Museum of Childhood in July and August (her internship). Alexia then
went off to join her sister for 3 weeks on the West Coast, and Heidi had to give up the flat,
because she couldn't keep it on by herself. However, she found something else (she thinks
much nicer in a better neighbourhood, on 77th just the other side of Central Park) and (I
think to her ill-concealed horror) when Alexia came back from her holiday with Naomi,
she just moved straight on back in again. It seems that, having to live in such close quarters
with Alexia (who is desperately untidy and unhouse proud, I might add) and, by the the
time Alexia joined us, she was finally aware of the fact she had outlived her welcome chez
Heidi. This is the reason she did join us, I think, for the entire duration of our stay even
though I had originally imagined she would be with us in one place or the other (either
Cambridge or N.Y.) but not right through the trip. The saving grace of our lack of cohesion
as a group and the lack of overall management by our tour 'leader' actually militated to
Alexia's advantage in that it permitted her to tag along without making any waves whatsoever in the arrangements made for the group as a whole.
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However, her presence with us cost me. I found it a trifle ironic that concerned as
she was about the deterioration of her relationship with her friend by her outstaying her
welcome, it never occurred to her, apparently, that she might be exerting any stress upon
my relationship with my friend!
So far as A. is concerned, there was an additional problem in that she had loaned
a friend back in January money (like $1000, on the understanding that it would be paid
back by the end of May when she finished at Harvard). Needless to say, none of this money
materialized, so she was also, by this time in debt to the same friend with whom she had
been sharing, Heidi. Simon has since paid Heidi off. Alexia finally elected to move in with
a guy in Boston (also someone she had known back in Peshawar where he was at that time
living with his wife, who was really A's friend). This marriage has recently ended, due to
husband's philandering. I didn't think it at all a good thing (if Alexia wanted to keep the
wife's friendship) that she should shack up with the guy I believe it is a matter of convenience than of sex) but perhaps her willingness to take any port in a storm is a measure of
her desperation to be housed any place than with Heidi.
Meanwhile she apparently continues to job hunt, with no success. The fact her visa
runs out next August is hardly an inducement - I should have thought - for anyone to wish
to offer her any but the most temporary kind of employment. Simon manages to reach her
by phone occasionally and has said that she thought she had a job offer teaching on the
West Coast for a six month period. This is hardly "career relevant' but Alexia is a very
obstinate woman (like her mother, you will say) and, if she had her mind set on staying in
the States till her visa runs out, then stay she will - somehow.
Naomi meanwhile, has decided to chuck in journalism and become, wait for it, a
psychotherapist (did I tell you this when we met?) which has amazed all who know her
except myself. It will require her to retrain, for which purpose she will return here next
August (when her contract with the Yomiuri Shimbun ends) and go back to university to
take her Masters in Social Studies or whatever she needs to be able to put in a bit of practice
as a social worker which would qualify her then to go on and train as a therapist.
So it's all change - possibly even for me since it looks as though the new Chief
Exec. of this place where I work (a charity you may recall, that runs residential Homes for
the elderly and Nursing Homes for the even older and more frail) seems determined to do
away with 'Head Office' which is where I am based and all the executive officers who 'run'
the Homes. Instead, the idea is apparently that they will operate autonomously with only
a core staff in London consisting of the Chief Exec. and a Financial Secretary with his core
staff. The rest, including Personnel where I am employed, will have to go.
The likelihood of my finding another job at pushing 59 is negligible. Another reason for me not to extend myself financially right now...have a Happy, Happy Christmas!
Diana
148

Dec. 12, 1994
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Just a quick note to warn you that two packages of newspapers are on their way
to you by air. I remembered how you researched for a job to get Simon out of Japan and
how successful you were. So at great expense I have purchased Toronto papers and sent
the classified sections.
The first package had part of The Toronto Globe and Mail. The second package is
probably the better, because The Toronto Star I found at a suburban mall -- for the reason
it is quite near the Pentagon, I guess -- had a lot more sections. Real estate and culture
info is included. Toronto is fabulous in many ways and also just over the border from
the U.S.
Have a happy Christmas,
Ann
Dec. 26, 1994
Alexia Coke
Craftsbury Common, Vermont
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Received a letter from Mama a week ago saying that you had asked her what my
plans were for Christmas. Heidi then rang up last night, having just returned from Pakistan, to say that you had left a couple of messages there inviting me to stay. Of course, at
this point, you have no doubt given me up for a lost cause! But I do want to say that I
really appreciate the thought; I'm just sorry I could not let you know earlier that I would
be in Vermont. I'm here llama sitting for the Dean of the tiny college I will begin teaching at January 1 -- an enlightening experience!
Hope I'll make it down to Washington some time in the new year. Or if you
fancy a visit to Vermont?
149

Merry Christmas. Have a great New Year and thanks for all the wonderful hospitality this year.
Love,
Alexia
til 21st Dec.
c/o Rene Henri Bodner
68 Rogers Avenue
Somerville, Ma 02144
21 - 31 Dec.
c/o Ned Houston
Box 61
Craftsbury Common, VT
05827
Jan 1 - June 1 Intern
Sterling College
for messages
Craftsbury Common, Vt
05827
Dec., 1994
Alexia Coke
Craftsbury Common, Vt.
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Christmas card letter:
My four (unscheduled) months of holiday are coming to an end. Next Wednesday, I head north to llama-sit for the Dean of the tiny college I begin working at on 1
January. The experience should be enlightening, though the llamas are only of the Peruvian variety; their habits bear closer resemblance to that of their spitting cousins - camels
- than to any Tibetan monk.
This turn of events (moving from a multicultural city, full of action, to rural really rural - [and freezing] Vermont) combines serendipity with ?...stupidity?
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Having graduated from Harvard's School of Education (the most enjoyable - and
shortest - formal educational experience of my life.. so far), I spent the summer as an
"ethnobotanist" at the Brooklyn Botanic Garden. I had been converted to New York by
a fantastic Ukrainian breakfast I had somewhere on the lower East Side while there on
spring break: I decided that this was where I wanted to spend my "practical training"
year. But instead of the skyscrapers of Manhattan, brownstoned in Brooklyn.
The work was enjoyable: I interviewed people from the varied communities of
Brooklyn about their "relationships" with plants: the resulting oral histories are now
being incorporated into a children's exhibit. It was fascinating to be exposed to the inner
workings of a museum setting, particularly in terms of informal education. Moreover
the specific research in which I was involved inspired me to ruminate on what the canon
defines as knowledge. These heady musings sent off a signal that I had yet to get academia
out of my system.
However, I was also wanting a much more hands-on, out-in-the-open (literally)
experience after having been cooped up in a library all year (thus this next 6 months). As
friends whom I had met whilst working in Pakistan came through, sharing a parquetfloored apartment Heidi (another ex-Peshawarite) and I were renting in Park Slope, I
also realized that I had not got "development" out of my blood either.
Angst-ridden (very fifties) about "what direction should my life take" since these
interests seemed to be leading down different paths, I ran away to California to meet up
with my sister, who was coming from her journalist job in Japan. We road-tripped it
from San Francisco to Victoria through redwood forests alongside the Pacific and visited
my grandfather in Canada where he happened to be fishing; then dropping Naomi back
in San Fran via a couple of volcanoes, I drove through Death Valley on the way to visit
friends in Tucson; passing many a cactus on the way - but not many cowboys - I ended
up star-gazing in L.A. with another friend (spotted Ben Kingsley...at least I am saying it
was B.K. - he had a British accent, and was spending money on Ghandian-like products
at un-Ghandian-like prices).
It was a great vacation which obviously helped clear my head, because I returned
to NY, and sat down and figured out how I might combine my interests to create a "career". I have never thought in this way before. Perhaps it was the Strategic Planning class
I took last semester and/or the discussion of epitaphs in a Seattle cemetery while on pilgrimage to Bruce Lee's grave. Whatever the cause, I am not trying to plan more than two
days ahead - and this may include another Master's (in the environmental field) and a
PhD (in informal education). We'll see….
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Jan. 5, 1995
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My dear Ann:
I have foolishly forgotten to bring into the office with me your most recent letter
and cannot therefore remember what it said, so that I can properly reply. My boss is out
of the office today, and I am using the opportunity to catch up on personal correspondence relating to the recent Christmas/New Year holiday post avalanche, since I anticipate
not being able to see to type for some weeks to come. I am going back into the eye
hospital tomorrow to have my third eyelid op. in a twelvemonth and cannot wear my
contact lens in the affected eye for absolutely weeks after the event - indeed it's so difficult
to put it in when I start trying again, I am inclined to wonder whether I shall ever succeed, because the 'fit' is so different.
I have had a bit of a ding-dong with a Mr. Pitts @ Moorfields who rang me at
work one day between Christmas and New Year to seek 'confirmation' that I was indeed
going to be coming in on Friday, 6 January. I told him this: that the appointment had
been made, and agreed by me in principle when last I attended Outpatients at the Lid
clinic in May sometime after the last (right) eyelid was done. By 6th December when I
had had no note of confirmation from Moorfields that they did indeed expect to see me
on the 6th, I wrote them myself. They sent me the form that I knew I should have received which requires to know things about you such as your religion (?), your choice of
diet, whether you have anything chronic wrong with you, etc. You complete this form
and take it in with you when you actually have to go in (for me, that would be tomorrow). So I was surprised to hear from this Mr. Pitts.
I assured him that I had already confirmed my intention of turning up on the
6th, and he said that a lot of people didn’t, and they were left with holes in their operating schedule, which was why he was checking. The thing is, Moorfields, is a teaching
hospital and they have any number of foreign doctors who come over for refresher sessions at, no doubt, great cost to themselves and financial benefit to the NHS, so they
have to provide these foreigners with a steady stream of guinea pigs to cut into and do
things to. It must be embarrassing if there are indeed unforeseen 'holes' in their operating schedule on any given day because of the no-shows. Well, having established that I
would not turn out to be a no-show, I felt that I could reasonably enquire of him whether
there was any chance that I might be able to go back to the same bed in the same ward
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where I had been put on both previous occasions a) because the familiarity of my surroundings made me feel more comfortable, less apprehensive b) because in the ward I
was before there is a single bed in the short 'let' of the overall 'L'shaped ward which,
effectively, gave me an approximation of a 'private' room c) I was close to the windows
in a ward that, like all hospital wards, is grossly overheated, and I find that when I feel
uncomfortably hot, my feeling of claustrophobia is also exacerbated.
I'd already been told when I got the written form confirming my appointment
that I would be in 'Parsons', another ward than before and had tried to explain why. He
insisted the matter of where I was put was of no significance whatsoever, what mattered
was that I was going to have the eye operation I needed and did I recognize how fortunate
I was to be given an operating slot when there were all these people with tumours waiting to be done, and I was being done before them though their need was greater. I got
huffy in turn and said I had not wish whatsoever to deprive anyone with urgent need of
surgical intervention from being done, and, if the situation was as he described it, then
certainly the people with tumours should be fitted in before me. I reiterated that the
matter of where I was going to be accommodated during my hospital stay was very important - to me and that, if I didn't like the ward when I came in and saw it, I would very
likely refuse to stay. This was the signal for him to hit the roof, and he did.
As he became crosser, I became colder and finally rang off, saying I would try
and make the opportunity to come in and take a look at 'Parsons' and would ring him
back. Which is why I took the afternoon off on Tuesday to trek up to Moorfields and
yes, Parsons, is not nearly so light or bright a ward as the one I was in before, and there
is no possibility of a near-private room because it is a different shaped space, and it will
be difficult for me to avoid catching the eye of my fellow patients.
Why, you may ask, do I not wish to catch my fellow patients' eye(s)? Because
99.95 of them are over 90, rather 'confused', very needy, extremely garrulous in the rather
boring and repetitive way that old people are inclined to be, and it is almost fatal to catch
anyone's eye, because you then become sort of surrogate slave, if you appear to be a)
young(ish) and b) freely mobile, so that you can run errands and do small things like
picking this up off the floor or fetching that for them. All right, so I'm really nasty, but
it's not the doing of small things that I am trying to avoid, but the necessity of being
engaged in conversation that bores the pants off me and to which I have no useful contribution to make, because these old people really only want to hear the sound of they
own voices. All right, so one day I shall be old too - but, until then...
Anyway, it's Moorfields for me tomorrow though I have informed them here at
the office that I plan to be back at work on Monday, no matter what a fright I may look,
since we now have 3 days' salary deducted at the beginning of any absence from work
and, given my salary has already been cut proportionately to accommodate the shorter
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working week occasioned by my course at Birkbeck, I cannot afford to lose 3 more days'
salary this month.
The new ruling was introduced to cut down on absenteeism in the Homes, because so many of our staff are part-timers and women at that who fit their working hours
in and around their family's needs - and part-timers have a reputation for being prone to
absenteeism. It's inconvenient when the Homes are staffed on a round-the-clock basis by
eight-hour shift workers, since, if one of the people on duty doesn't turn up for work, it
places a burden on the other people who work that same shift to 'cover' for her. Needless
to say, this doesn't apply with Head Office staff, but it was felt that the rule must be made
across the board to seem fair and equitable.
I have been meaning to mention this for some while, indeed even meant to bring
the subject up when I saw you in Washington, but forgot. Do you recall on one of your
London visits leaving behind a very long mock croc or fake snake black raincoat? I've
been wearing it off and on ever since, in the autumn-through-spring period of the year
and am attached to it, except that I now notice the plastic 'skin' is peeling off and exposing the bare fabric beneath to which the outer skin appears to be glued in some way. Do
you know whether/where you might perhaps be able to obtain another coat as long, as
black, as straight? I couldn't find one here, I know, because they don't seem to go in for
such very long, straight coats, in any kind of fabric, let alone of the raincoat variety. I am
soon not going to feel that I can honestly go on wearing it since it is getting very shabby
- which is why I ask whether you might be able to buy me a replacement. I would, of
course pay you...
I am enclosing for you Alexia's circular letter obviously written to enlighten/excuse her long silence to the various friends in this (and other) countries whose Christmas
cards I have been forwarding on to her this past couple of months at vast expense, ever
since I got a change of address for her - though I am, meanly, sending them on by surface
mail. You have shown an interest in her movements, so I thought you might like to have
it straight from the horse's - or perhaps, I should say the llama's - mouth.
How was Christmas for you - mine was blighted by a recurrence of the haemorrhage from my rotten lungs just as they (the house where I had Christmas dinner) were
lighting the brandy on the Christmas pudding. What a kerfuffle...the son of the house
bundled me into his car while the father rang up Charing Cross Hospital to warn them
of my imminent arrival and to inform them I was already on their books as a patient so
they could look out my hospital record before I arrived. Result: they were ready and
waiting, I queue-jumped and was seen immediately, kept overnight and released the next
morning, the bleeding having stopped as unpredictably and suddenly as it had started. I
went home Boxing Day keeping my fingers crossed and, fortunately, unlike the last occasion, it did not re-start, so I reckon I'm safe for now.
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What a bore a chronic condition is, simply by virtue of its unpredictability and
the fact it now begins to make me wonder whether I really ought to dare to go away to
far and distant places where medical help might not be so easily accessible/readily available to me, if such an emergency were to develop. On the other hand, life is short and
you cannot spend the rest of it worrying about what might happen - or when. Eat, live
and be merry... how true!
With love & best New Year wishes,
Diana
Jan. 9, 1995
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Alexia Coke
Craftsbury Common, Vermont
Dear Alexia:
I am glad to have your address. I also, just today, received a looong letter from
your mother about her medical predicament, which I will answer soon. She included
your catch-up Xmas letter, which I found fascinating.
I've been sending her maps and newspapers about Toronto, which probably
won't get to you too. Hence the enclosed map. It might be a great place for either or
both of you!
If you have a break and a chance to get to Toronto, do take a look at it. You like
Boston and New York, and Toronto is lively, and clean, better in many ways, including
the fact that, I think, your British passport would get you in and allow you to work.
From Vermont you would probably go by way of Montreal, which is picturesque, but NOT like Toronto. Montreal is French and the center of the separatist movement that is trying to secede from Canada. They are trying to get all the Anglos out!
Toronto, you will note, is also farther south and has a milder climate.
Keep in touch,
Ann

155

Feb. 10, 1995
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
If I don't answer all items in your last letter, I'm sorry, but I did want to let you
know that I'm thinking of you and your surgery!
Your letter came just as the after Christmas sales ended, so there wasn't much
choice in all-weather coats. I will keep looking. The "alligator" coat was found at a discount store in New York after Christmas years ago. The same chain has outlets here. We
are, in fact, a haven for discount shoppers. Filene's Basement is here from its base in
Boston, and I'll watch there, too. Let me know what size that coat was. There is almost
too much to chose from here in the style you want, so let me know your price range and
any particulars you think of. Had I been ready with something, the day after your letter
came a neighbor was flying via a Defense Dept. plane to London and beyond, and might
have been a courier.
It has been hectic here on a number of fronts, and a dear old friend is hospitalized
in California, complicating travel plans. I want to go when its best for her, and what she
wants is to space visits from relatives (from Singapore) and friends around a grandson's
wedding in March. I am now aiming at May, but she's 91, in great shape aside from a
broken leg, and not the sort of person one puts off visiting indefinitely.
I have tried to encourage Alexia to take a look at Toronto, since she likes New
York and Boston so much, but do not know if that arrow has landed on target.
Let me know how you are getting along!
Ann
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Feb. 15, 1995
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Thank you for your letter which, if I don't deal with promptly, will slip to the
bottom of the pile like so much else these days - me, too, perhaps.
I feel pretty bottom-of-the-heapish! I am aware that I have become dilatory in my
correspondence these past several months, because a lot of people are becoming positively querulous on this account. You too? The fact that I have been so busy may explain,
but does not excuse, my rudeness, and I can only ask that you should forgive me.
There are all kinds of changes happening in the office due to the fact that the old
'boss' retired last October and the new 'boss' has come in with what we call 'a new
broom' which she is wielding indiscriminately through every nook and cranny and making everyone who works here feel very uneasy and 'threatened' by the fear that, if they
are found to be inadequate, they may lose their jobs. It is not, therefore, a very happy
place to be working in, with people always closing their doors and a lot of whispering
going on and everybody jostling for position and nobody being able to feel they can trust
their erstwhile colleagues and friends.
There used to be a very good atmosphere here and, although it was hard work
and bad pay, the fact that I liked the other people compensated for the not so good
things, but now the people are not happy and, therefore, are not so nice, and there is
considerable tension and stress, and the compensating factors have somehow disappeared out the window. My own immediate boss, a very highly strung woman, is in a
very nervous state and that makes her difficult to work for, because she gets upset by
little things that, at another time, would not have worried her. You know how it is.
And apart from this, the office is 'computerizing' and a lot of the older (I know
you think I'm old, but, believe me, compared with some of the other workers here, I was
a spring lamb) people are being made redundant. The name of this charity is Friends of
the Elderly, because we run residential Homes and Nursing Homes for old people, and
we once used to practice what we preached and did not require workers, whether at head
office or in our various homes, to leave simply because they had reached retirement age
of 65. However, the new boss wants to make people leave even sooner, if possible, so
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those older people have been edged out of the door and that leaves me feeling very exposed in the front line of the 'older' members of staff where once I was protected by the
line in front of me of women even older than I am!
The only thing that has made up for the unhappiness and feeling of unease on
the work front has been my embarking upon that university course I think I did already
write and tell you about. I am very bad at my studies and produce quite awful pieces of
written work and get very bad marks, but I am at least able to get out the office every
Thursday and into a totally different environment with a totally different group of people who are much, much younger and do completely different kinds of jobs and in whose
company I can forget everything that is happening here at work and, for one day a week
at least, forget my very real concern that I, too, might find myself out of a job. It is also
interesting in so far as I have discovered that I like finding myself in a group of people
who have no preconceived ideas about what I am or where I come from, but who have
had to find out about me simply from meeting me once a week in the class situation that
prevails at college.
In the beginning I felt they would be awkward with me, because I am not the
same age, not the same class, not the same background, not the same education as anyone
else in the class. I thought they might take against me, because of these differences. My
experience, however, has been quite otherwise. I find that people seem to like me,
enough anyway, to want to 'sit beside me' during the lectures or seminars, enough to be
easily amused by my contributions in class so that it has almost reached the point where
they laugh at whatever I may say - nicely, I mean, not laughing at me, but laughing with
me. Indeed, they seem to think I am very funny. I used to be thought quite funny once,
long ago. But nobody has produced that reaction for a great many years. One becomes
used to being the sort of person that other people expect you to be: a wife, a mother, a
secretary, a driver, a laundry woman, a cleaning woman. In this group of people I meet
every Thursday, I am none of these things. I can be myself and behave as I like, not as I
am expected to behave according to someone else's perception of who or what I am. I
am taken at my own evaluation of myself - and it is very pleasing that people (these new
people, that is) who have no reason to like me seem to find me likable. I can tell you, it
has done great things for my morale!
I am waiting for Naomi to return from Tokyo briefly sometime next week. Did
I tell you (can't recall) about her imminent change of career, throwing up the whole
journalistic thing to become a psychotherapist? I cannot imagine why and am not not
best pleased about this development - nor is her father or her grandfather. However, it's
her life, and she must do as she pleases with it.
Anyway, she had made application to several UK universities for a postgraduate
course to pursue her new objective and, apparently, has been invited for interview in two
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cases, one at Edinburgh, the other in London. Hence her imminent return on a - literally
- flying visit. It will be lovely to see her, however briefly. Even if she's offered a place, her
problems are by no means over. The fact she's lived out of the country for more than
two years means that she is no longer regarded as a UK citizen and has to apply as though
she were a foreign applicant. This also means she will be expected to pay full fees, normally British students pay minimal fees and only have to stump up for their living expenses.
However, she has to find the funding not only for living expenses over two years
but for L6000 course fees p.a. Needless to say, this sort of money is not easy to come by,
and she has apparently told Simon she hopes to get some scholarship or grant. He says,
not unreasonably, why should she? There are maybe 30 places on the kind of course
(Master's) she wants to take and ten times as many applicants, many of whom probably
have a greater claim to any existing financial help that might be available than she could
justify.
Alexia's future plans of taking a further degree in the States apparently also depends on her obtaining funding or at least some financial help to enable her to proceed.
She has identified (did I tell you?) some niche into which, if she has a MSc in one of the
earth sciences, she could slot very neatly, but her education so far has been on the
Arts/Education side, and she now requires a scientific-sounding qualification to give her
credibility in her area of interest. I have heard nothing from her since she said goodbye
to me in New York. Oh, I think there was a Christmas card with her upcoming change
of address to Vermont. Her father is taking a short vacation in March and plans to fly
over there to see her, so I may have more firsthand news of her in a few weeks' time.
Your missive (10 February) asks me the size of the black raincoat you left behind
here. I don't know, but it obviously fit you, because you brought it over here and then
left it behind, which is how I acquired it, didn't I? What size would you therefore assume
it must be? I didn't want you to go to any trouble to search out an identical raincoat, but
the one you left served me well. Perhaps I imagined you'd have another like it that you
were already tired of and looking for another home for?
My eye operation, the third, as you know, appears to have 'worked' in so far as
the two eyes now match each other, which they haven't for a year. I feel so much more
comfortable on that account, I can't tell you!
Lunch hour is over - must get back to the grindstone...
Diana
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Apr. 7, 1995
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
I am become again a lady of leisure, having been made redundant on 17 March,
which came like a bolt from the blue since, though foreshadowed since the appointment
of a new Chief Executive (female) last autumn, I could hardly have forecast with what
suddenness the blow would fall.
I'd realized several months before it happened that the danger existed because,
almost immediately conflict developed between new Chief Exec. and the woman for
whom I worked. I also acknowledged that, if she went, then so too must I - but I did not
honestly believe this latter would not happen of my own doing. We had been told to
advertise for a so-called Records Clerk in the Personnel Department. The new recruit
was sent an offer letter on the basis of a six-month fixed contract (as stipulated by Chief
Exec.), at the end of which period both her Job Description and salary were to be 'reviewed'. This curious provision hit me with all the force of St. Paul's 'vision' on the road
to Damascus. I brooded on the implications and then presented my boss with a 'worstcase scenario' which was a) that she would depart, as planned, on a month's holiday in
April to attend her son's wedding in Australia, and return to find herself served with a
redundancy notice; b) that I would be kept on a maximum of six month's more in order
to familiarize the new 'Record's Clerk' with the Personnel Department's paperwork
which, once computerized, would then lead to my own redundancy.
What I could not have envisaged was that it would happen so suddenly, and
to both me and my boss at once. I cannot pretend that I had not realized the new
Chief Executive had taken against me, though whether this was because of anything
I may have said or done or simply because she mistrusts anyone who might appear
to offer any kind of 'challenge' to her, even at the lowly level I operated, I don't
know. However, she'd made it plain that she did not like me.
There are two aspects of the whole sorry business that I find despicable: the
manner in which we were seen off the premises, when we were made to feel as though
we had been caught with our hands in the till; and the fact that women members of
the charity's Governing Council who had always pretended such admiration, liking
and respect for the woman I worked for would allow her so ignominiously (and, in
my opinion, unjustly) to be dismissed. She had worked with all the strength she had
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for the charity's good, spared no efforts to deal with staff problems as, when and
wherever they flared up and (I have been with her on too many such occasions not
to have witnessed her oil-pouring capabilities and to have wondered at them), I believe she truly loved the charity and all its works. I was loyal to her because I admired
her intelligence and respected her ability. We performed well as a team, because she
'ran me on a loose rein', and we worked things out so that each of us did what we
were best at. It is only an intelligent woman that dares let another woman come into
her 'space', specially on the job front, in the way I was allowed into hers.
My own situation is dire since I was working not for my salary which, in my
entire time at the charity, never went up by so much as a penny (except for cost-ofliving increases) and, indeed, went down proportionately last October when I embarked upon the day-release MSc course at London University. As I say I never
worked for my salary but, rather, for my pension, since my particular circumstances
meant that I have paid little in the way of National Insurance contributions, because
I gave up my own career to follow Simon overseas in the pursuit of his. So no state
pension or the very minimum... no employer's pension... no private provision, because I have not earned enough in the years since my marriage ended to make that
something I could afford.
Moreover, my time spent working for the charity has effectively 'de-skilled'
me, because I was forced back into working on a typewriter. I had previously been
computer literate, but the particular software package with which I was familiar has
been taken several stages further, now featuring such things as 'windows' and
mouses’! Moreover, there are a multiplicity of such differing packages in use, and I
would need to learn most of them in order to work even as a secretarial 'temp.' In
this capacity (which is how I kept my hand in when my children were young) one
has to be up and running at whatever job one has been sent by the agency to do from
start-time on Monday. I would need, presently, at least two whole working days to
get to grips with whatever new software package I might confront, and would indeed
not last beyond Monday lunch time since the client would ring the agency instructing them to remove me forthwith as useless!
Nor can I work as a permanent secretary any more since I am 59 in May and,
as you know, age discrimination is the weed that flourishes in the market place. What
I am is over educated, under qualified and, worst of all, too old: a fatal combination
so far as employability is concerned!
The whole business may simply have served to accelerate 'crunch-time' in so
far as I shall have to decide now rather than when I came to age 65 what I am going
to do/where I am going to live from here on in. Naomi returns to the UK in August
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and thinks she will be able to move back in with me. As things look now, she'll be
lucky!
Yours, in not very good heart,
Diana
April 14, 1995
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
The thought of writing has come to mind often, but action has not taken place,
obviously, so I'm tapping this out on my laptop into the night. Tomorrow I will hop on
my bicycle and ride to Georgetown for only the morning at the office. I'm taking Good
Friday afternoon and the rest of the weekend off!. I've been so busy, frequently disorganized, trying to operate of several fronts and doing a lot of things. Working by oneself
means, when the office is over scheduled, there's no leeway, which I usually leave for
unpredicted needs. I keep finding all the leeway I had allowed myself used up -- and
more.
I know you prefer long letters, so that has deterred me, too. I did hope that short,
to-the-point letters and research material -- the Toronto newspaper --would offer you
some leads. I know how it is to be gotten rid of, and these days it happens to everyone
who hangs on too long. It happened to me the year before we met in India. There are
many ways it can be done. In my case, it happened after I had been on the same job for
twelve years -- without hope of advancement and with steadily lessening variety of assignments, not a good sign, and one that should have led me to look for something else.
Instead, I got involved in the women's movement -- to open up advancements for all
women journalists, which, of course, was tactless of me.
Coming back to the U.S. and being over 45, job opportunities were limited.
Many resumes went out, and I had bites from a newspaper in Alaska and from a chain
that was starting a new national paper, staffed primarily by twenty-year-olds, then a discouraging factor, although it might have been a missed opportunity. However, I was
broke and in New Jersey, so I accepted a job there. I soon learned that the offer was
linked to the fact that the publisher knew my publisher father and seemed to think that
I was, in fact, my sister-in-law, a New Jersey native, active in civic affairs. The confusion
got me the job, but did not make the editor like me, and at the end of the summer, it
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was his opinion that mattered. He gave me, not just a loose rein, but free rein, and I
turned in stories I am still proud of. The enclosed story about a man who ate himself to
death was not the sort of thing that a small town (New Brunswick, N.J. Home News) newspaper had run. I'm sure it caused comment, but I don't remember hearing any. The job
disappeared with the summer, as I mentioned above.
On to other ventures. In Washington a woman with a tiny public relations firm
with some good political contacts, but limited social savvy hired me to organize and
stage a huge V.I.P. opening event for a Vatican art show. After it was a success she
dumped me -- and, while I was out, had my office things moved to the hall, much to my
surprise! She was kind enough to say I needn't move the stuff that evening. However, I
did, giving her a piece of my mind as I went, clutching a lamp, as I recall. Not smart,
because I just got more enraged as I did so. The job was done. It was that simple.
So I've been through it and seen it in many forms and knew from your letters
that it was looming in your future. Fretting about how and why it happened is useful
only to learn to recognize the pattern -- and get ahead of it next time! My father was with
the same company for about 50 years. My sister was "made redundant" by an airline,
when she thought she was being promoted to vice president; one brother was "made
redundant" by a major stock brokerage firm; and the other by a publishing company. It
happens to everyone now -- sometimes simply because the new Chief Exec. wants his/her
own team in place.
Or it's just economics. Here, women at 45 and men at 50 have to be prepared for
it, because companies, considering the costs of future pensions and health care, find it
economical to trade in older workers and start over with younger ones. It's equally efficient to escort the redundant employee out of the building -- immediately. An angry and
vicious one might think of a way to foul up the computer, etc., etc., etc. Thinking of the
office as "family" is unwise, unless the same blood is in your veins. Then yours is not so
likely to be pooled on the floor. After middle age selling one's skills as a temp or on
contract for a particular project makes sense, because the employer doesn't have to consider pensions, always on the agenda to in hiring a permanent employee.
A woman in California won a huge sexual harassment suit against McKinsey &
Co., a giant management consultant firm; and the head of W. R. Grace, another big
corporation, dismissed its CEO for the same reason. The man at McKinsey came up behind a woman at her desk, reached over her shoulders and into her blouse to compare
the size of her breasts, asking for her opinion on the subject. Stop to think about what it
will be like when men know that it's "hands off" any woman they hire. Horizons would
widen for flat-chested women everywhere. That is why smart women, including your
daughters, go so far afield, both educationally and geographically to widen their horizons. I am convinced that you have the talents and ability to find something, if you can,
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also, widen your search. Your previous letter reflected enjoyment of a new situation and
the variety of people at London University. Of course, people like you for what you are
and not the role you happen to fill for the moment! You have intelligence, a sense of
humor and unquenchable spirit -- quite rare! The spirit you have, clearly, given your
daughters, and I hope you have plenty left to get you out of whatever rut ties you down.
For anyone -- and there are thousands landing on our shores daily -- who don't
mind being a bit outside the law, it is perfectly possible to come to the U.S. and work
without a legal permit (commonly called a Green Card). Alexia is doing a fiddle of some
kind, apparently, but the most common dodge is for cleaning people to work for cash,
and that's not a field with much scope for the educated. However, whole villages of
hardworking, immigrant Salvadorian women will someday send their children to college here via vacuum cleaners.
On a more legal level, it is my understanding that your British passport would
allow you to work Canada, and Toronto beckons! (Move there and I will be up to see
you regularly.) It is a huge country with very few people, with a certain pioneer spirit.
Toronto is English, not as hide-bound as London, but with many of the same traditions
-- and most attractive. Culture, climate, and restaurants.
What you may or may not know is that senior retirement facilities are a huge
new field on this side of the Atlantic. The Marriotts, best known for a chain of hotels,
are going into building senior complexes. A friend of mine went with another quickly
growing firm, one of many, the Sunrise Corporation, a few years ago, when the executive
headquarters was a man and his wife in part of their house and a few employees. At 50,
she found it odd, to work for a "thirtyish" entrepreneur.
Sunrise now has retirement complexes going up all over and employs many,
many people. I hope to get some information about Canada from her for you. The senior
citizen population must be growing there as it is here. When they retire a lot of people
want to stay near familiar places. That's why retirement complexes are going up in many
towns and cities. Otherwise, they'd all be in Florida, California or Arizona, where it's
warm in the winter.
This is meant forward-looking and encouraging, which it can't be if you don't
get it, so I’m off to the Post Office in the morning. I hope that it is of some help to you.
Keep me informed,
Ann
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Apr. 26, 1995
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
My friend at Sunrise Assisted Living sent the enclosed list of Canadian contacts.
Ontario is English. Quebec is French. I added the maps to place the Canadian cities and
small towns in relation to each other and to Boston, New York and Washington. Mississauga is a suburb of Toronto. Hamilton is nearby.
My father's attitude was that if he took the time and trouble to give advice, it
should be taken. It came from his own experience and didn't seem to apply to me. I don't
expect my advice to be taken, but hope that, since it comes from a woman, older than
you, who has been divorced, been dumped from a number of positions and found a way
ahead, it will be considered.
You found a way via The Telegraph classified section to get Simon a job in Edinburgh after six years in Japan, negotiating for Johnson & Johnson, broke him down.
Certainly you can find a way out of a corner for yourself. I have great faith in your inner
resources, and since you enjoyed your classes am hopeful that Alexia's and Naomi's instinct to explore comes from you.
Keep in touch,
Ann
May 1, 1995
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
Dear Ann:
9:15 a.m, and I have been awake, if not actually up, since around 5 a.m., roused
partially by joy riders who, now that the Spring has sprung, have once again become
active, racing up and down the King's Road and across the one-way systems that traverse
it from just around the bend in the King's Road all the way down to Putney Bridge and
back, or so it sounds; partly also the dawn chorus starts earlier and earlier and given that
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I particularly noticed the total absence of birdsong when staying with my father-in-law
last weekend, I shouldn't complain about the positive excess of it that we enjoy here in
the heart of the metropolis; partly, also, because I do not 'rest easy' these days or should
I say nights?
I have a letter to thank you for, with cuttings enclosed, and also received yesterday a further magazine piece about what in this country we would call our retirement
homes, but that you over there see to nominate assisted-living communities. One of them
boasts of its capability to keep residents on till death, which was, in fact, exactly what the
organization for which I worked until recently was unique (in this country). It promised
'once a resident, always a resident' even if, at the end, you classified as a patient (in the
Nursing Wing) rather than as a resident in your ow accommodation. The Nursing Wing
was also open to outsiders (short-stay patients), but beds had always to be kept available
in the Wing for the benefit of residers who might suddenly have need of them. This was
regarded by the new management as being a wasteful way to run the place, so the way
things were going (with a lot of opposition from the existing executive staff) was that
residents would be kept in their own accommodation a lot longer. Effectively, this transforms the Home into a place that looks considerably less like a rather up-market residential hotel (no 'inmates' tottering about on Zimmer frames, no smell of age/incontinence/sickness, no obviously confused old ladies wandering the corridors). However, the
residents' own accommodation was used more profitably since instead of lying empty
for months whilst the occupant was in the Nursing Wing, the resident was nursed in
situ. Similarly, such an arrangement frees up beds in the Nursing wing for 'sale' to outsiders on a short or long-term basis. Big money in the business these days is accommodation for patients with Alzheimers or dementia which the Society had always refused
to take, because they need facilities tailored to their own particular needs; something like
an open prison, in fact, so that they have room to wander, but not to wander away.
Again, it seemed clear that at least one of the Homes would be tailored to this purpose.
Many changes, only talked about even as recently as six weeks ago when I left the Society,
are already being implemented, and rumour hath it that 'the old place is no longer what
it used to be'. People keep saying, "Oh, you wouldn't like it Diana, if you were to come
back and see what's been happening". Which is probably true enough, God knows!
You've also been sending me information about Canada, presumably with the
intention of my considering emigration. Do you know anything about emigration laws
between England and what still remains of its erstwhile colonies? I am at the end of my
working life. The only way a person is welcomed as an immigrant by Australia, New
Zealand, Canada, etc is if you are seen as being able to contribute to the useful life of the
country as a worker. I have a nephew in Canada. I have another nephew in Australia. If
either one of those were my own children, I could readily gain entry by saying I was
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coming to live with them. That said, would I want to gain entry in the first place? To
Australia, never. To New Zealand, ditto. To Canada, probably not either. I lived the first
twelve years of my life in one of the dominions, as a member of the master race. I think
that's the only way to live in a country other than one's own. If I'm going to be a nobody,
I'd rather be one in my place of origin! The other thing you perhaps forget is that I have,
in ten years in London, built up for myself a life that I find suits me very well. I am in a
place my relatives (children, brother, etc.) know where to find me and can feel they can
see me readily, if they so wish, which is why I do not especially want to move out into
the boondocks, and I'm talking boondocks right here in little old England, let alone
boondocks the other side of the world. It is also quite difficult enough making a whole
new circle of acquaintance for oneself when one moves from the city to the country, let
alone from one country to another. I have done that often enough to know that I do not
want to do it even one more time. And, moreover, it would be twice as arduous an exercise alone as it was when I was part of a married couple and my husband's job, to some
extent at any rate, provided an 'entree'. It kind of 'fixed' one in the new community and
gave one a base to start building on afresh. I know, because I've done that in Brussels, in
Amsterdam, in Athens and, finally , in Tokyo. It's a task that proves tedious with repetition, I do assure you... So whilst I thank you for your advice and recommendations, I am
glad that you do not (unlike your father) expect me instantly to act upon them. What I
think perhaps your father should have asked himself was whether his advice had been
asked for in the first place. Was it? Or did he give it anyhow?
Talking ex-patriates, I finally got a letter from Alexia. I'd had news of her from
Naomi, and she confirmed that Alexia had had offers of places from 3 UK universities,
but not a word from the Overseas Development Agency to which she had applied for
funding. She said she's pretty sure she won't get offered the course in Vermont that carries with it the money to pay for it. If I were at all 'lucky', of course I'd be playing the
newly initiated National Lottery every week. People are winning vast sums, I mean really
stupid amounts, for example, because there was no "BIG' winner last week, I understand
on the Saturday coming up someone stands to become richer by L21,000,000. I was talking last night to my plumber, and he said what good did it do for what he persisted in
referring to as a 'working class' person to win that kind of money, his point being that
you can't 'buy into' the rich man's world anyway since you have not a thing in common
with the company you will then find your self keeping even if that company makes you
feel welcome which it wouldn't. I suggested the answer might be to buy a) a yacht which
one would keep permanently 'ready to go', fully crewed, wherever in the world it was
good to be cruising at the time of year, and then you'd either use it yourself or let people
you know have use of it, thus keeping the crew busy and the money going out at a truly
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amazing rate. Similarly, racehorses...they are frightfully expensive to maintain and usually lose rather than win when they race. However, the plumber, obviously more money
wise than I am, pointed out that interest on the kind of capital sum that people are now
quite likely to win on the lottery is such that you couldn't even spend the interest, let
alone eat into the capital which would simply - like Topsy - go on growing It's obscene,
really. Would do much more 'good' if the BIG prize were divided into, say one million
bites and given to as many people as there were millions in the weekly pot.
Naomi's going to feel the pinch when she comes back from Tokyo in a couple
of months' time, since she has been earning good money and, whenever she came back,
spending it like there was no tomorrow, because everything here seemed so cheap compared with Japan, due to the strength of the yen. I feel that I cannot make a decision
about where I am going or what I will do next until I have a clearer idea as to whether
Naomi wants to move back in with me and -possibly - Alexia the same. Neither of them
will have money to 'throw away' paying London's grossly inflated rents. However, neither of them (and that goes for me too) will find it easy for us all to pile in together again,
after several years of living independently of each other as we have enjoyed these years,
each in her own way.
I have just filled out a Notification of Appeal form against the decision not to
allow me unemployment benefit. This is because, when I first 'signed on' for this entitlement, I had to fill out a very long form which included a section enquiring about
whether I was a student and what sort of student and what sort of course was I doing.
Trouble is my course could no longer be said to be job (let alone career) relevant. However, I am virtually halfway through it and have invested a considerable amount of effort,
not to mention money, on it. So I said on this form that no, at this present time, I was
not prepared to give the course up, so they have refused me unemployment benefit in
consequence. It now looks as though I may have to appear before a Tribunal to argue my
case - oh, dear, would that I had completed the relevant section on the original form with
a whole lot of lies instead of saying that, yes, I was a student, and no, I wasn't at this point
prepared to give the course up unless and until someone offered me a job. Honesty is
NOT the best policy...
Toby came for lunch last Friday. I had several things (little things) I wanted him
to do and, naturally, he grumbled incessantly about the necessity. Firstly, that morning
I had managed to mix up two sets of pills I have to take that had been given me in identical bottles and that themselves (the pills) appeared indistinguishable, one from another. They were all piled up together in a small heap on the kitchen table, and I asked
Toby to sort them, if he could. He found miniscule lettering on one sort, so this facilitated his task. Then, it being that time of year, I asked him to change all the batteries in
all the things that run on batteries: clocks, smoke alarms, the hi fi, and so forth. More
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grumbling! Then I asked him to turn my new mattress which is supposed to cure my
backache, which it certainly ought to at the price. The instructions that came with it
require that it be turned once a week during the first three months of its life. It is 5 feet
wide by 6'3" long and about 1'6" thick. The idea that one person could budge it by so
much as a few inches, let alone turn it single-handed, is such a nonsense I wrote a long
letter on the subject to the head of the beds department at Peter Jones. He rings me often
to urge me on to greater efforts and offering me mattress-turning lessons at the store.
Instead, I call on Henry Virginia or Lene Falck, neighbours younger and stronger than
I, once a week and, last Friday on Toby.
After all this effort on my behalf, he suggested I might like to go for a run in his
new car. He took his own bunch of keys out of his pocket as we went through the flat
door and, hearing the sound, I assumed he had taken my keys out of the door. He hadn't
and, once outside, we were locked out. Toby spent the next 45 minutes endeavoring to
open the door without benefit of key (fortunately only the Yale which, as I am sure you
know, is meant to be the easiest thing in the world to pick). Toby used one of his (dispensable) bits of plastic which was ruined in the process, but did not succeed in clicking
the lock open. We then borrowed a wire hangar off the upstairs babysitter. Toby contorted this into a kind of hooking mechanism which he inserted through the letterbox
in the general direction of the keys that were in the lock on the other side of the door.
He also used my nail file to disengage the key actually in the lock and managed - to my
amazement - to hook the loosened bunch of keys onto the adapted wire hanger. Unfortunately, his efforts to bring the keys back towards the letterbox opening and pull them
through were less successful, the whole bunch falling onto the floor instead. With the
greatest difficulty and absolutely admirable patience, Toby manipulated the bunch with
said wire hanger gismo under the door, key by key, finally wrenching the whole lot
through by sheer brute force. I was speechless with admiration!
A long Coke epistle for your consumption to pay you back for all the reading
you've been making me do!
Diana
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June 2, 1995
Diana Coke
Hay-On-Wye
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Did you ever extend your travels west as far as this? Things about Hay are interesting: firstly, half of it is in England, the other half in Wales; secondly, this tiny town
has 25 secondhand bookshops.
Diana
July 2, 1995
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Back in business! Have been offered job by Tory MP, which probably won't last
beyond the next election, but what the hell...sufficient unto the day is the evil thereof, as
the good Book saith.
Diana
July 27, 1995
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Your card was delayed a bit by being sent to Australia - Brisbane 4013", but am
delighted to hear the news...one job leads to another with politicians.
Ann
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Aug. 2, 1995
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Today is Tuesday, and I have spent the greater part of the morning trying to
arrange quick delivery of a replacement left contact lens from Dollond & Aitchison to
me and by DHL from me to Naomi, having received an SOS by fax via a friend that she
(Naomi) is now one-eyeless, not in Gaza but in Ulan Bator. Since none of the 'young
things' that work in these firms that express urgent packages all over the world appears
ever to have studied the geography of the world, it has been an uphill struggle trying to
discover a firm equipped to undertake the task. I talked at length and at total cross purposes with one girl who thought I'd said Mongolia by Angola. And, if you think Mongolia gave difficulty, just try Ulan Bator as the destination of choice.
You may wonder how it is that I have the time to do all this running around on
N's behalf, and the simple answer is that I left the job yesterday. I simply could not have
worked for that man. I think he was manic or, possibly, even a maniac! He talked with
a machine gun delivery, switching topics mid-sentence without drawing breath, and generally evinced all the signs of scrambled brains. Small boy-like, he was continually (metaphorically) pulling at one's sleeve whilst uttering the equivalent of 'Mummy, can I
have...' and 'Mummy, I want...',then stamping his foot and having a mini tantrum if it
wasn't immediately forth coming: this, combined with the sort of charm of manner that
had won me over completely at interview. The 'spoilt child' aspect of his character I
might have learned to deal with, but what I could never have tolerated was his apparent
inability - and actual unwillingness - to take any responsibility for himself or his own
actions. If he had an appointment, he often got the place he was supposed to go wrong
(which resulted in frantic phone calls on his mobile that absolutely required he be called
back, to cut down his mobile 'phone bill!), despite the fact he had a print-out of all the
day's appointments on a special card that was cut to fit the top left-hand pocket of his
jacket. Even when he got the meeting place right, he was habitually late which I think is
not only inconsiderate and discourteous but also suggests in the late comer total disregard, if not contempt, for the person(s) waiting. More time was wasted making 'phone
calls and writing letters apologizing for his dilatory performance than you can imagine.
Also like a small boy, he liked stirring up hornets’ nests with a stick - and then simply
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running away from the resulting furore. This activity masqueraded as 'ceaseless endeavors on behalf of his constituents. In fact, it upset more people than it was useful to. By
the end of one week in his office, I longed to hit him. A little longer and I may have
committed murder. The last word on the subject was said, I felt, by a man who accosted
me yesterday morning and, whilst I was puzzled as to who he might be (not being good
at recognizing people I've met infrequently), it turned out he was the husband of an exFriends of the Elderly colleague who got the chop that same fateful day in mid-March.
Her husband is in control of administration at the Palace of Westminster. He said (since
his department was dealing with the issue of a Pass to me as a new arrival) that he'd heard
I was now working there and asked me for whom. I told him, and his response was "Oh,
him! He's seriously out of control." Which, of course, is why - after his several years as
an MP - he has made absolutely no progress up the 'career ladder' and now never will,
having won himself a reputation for tiresome and irresponsible behaviour. Really not
someone to inspire respect - and I find it difficult to work for someone I can't respect.
Despite all my ex-boss's failings, she was bloody good at her job - the best I ever met.
I learned, also, in conversation with one of the other long-term PSs (Personal
Secretary) who's worked in that capacity for some 20 years that she has always loathed
her member (and, in all that time, she has worked for a number); that this government
is likely not even to last the scheduled 2 years until the next election but will go to the
country around Spring 1997 (the last by-election, brought about by the death of a Tory
MP, not only lost the party the seat but placed it third after the Lib. Dem. and the Labour
parties). Thus, were 'my' man to have lost his seat I would have found myself in the street
since, contrary to what I had been given to understand, you can't make the switch very
readily to another MP - indeed it is expected that Tory numbers in the House will fall off
substantially after the next election - and apparently PSs can't switch party loyalties. Similarly, there are no jobs available in the administration of the Palace of Westminster that
might go to an ex PS regarded as being 'above that sort of work’. And I'd find myself
back in the job market again, by then aged over 60.
So here I am, sitting at the old Amstrad and buying the papers first thing, and
job-hunting once more. Dear, oh dear... I've spoken to Simon who tells me Alexia's accepted the offer of a place at Wye Agricultural College to do the course of her choice.
Naomi's fax alerting me to the loss of her contact lens said she might be back earlier than
planned because the Mulberry Bush (the name of the school where she has agreed to
work as a volunteer during the period of time she will simultaneously be doing her psychotherapy course at the Westminster Pastoral Foundation) wanted her to start sooner.
Hating London's heat, I fled into the country on Saturday at the crack of dawn,
thinking Cambridgeshire had to be cooler. It wasn't and, after one utterly sleepless night,
I got up and told my brother next morning at breakfast that I would leave right after. At
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least at home I can walk around as undressed as I feel comfortable in. Added to the unpleasantness of the heat in Barrington was the proliferation of flying insects: buzzing,
biting, bugging (literally).
Diana
Note from Diana a month later: "Perhaps my instinct to get out fast was right" with a long
tabloid article about this man, Anthony Steen, a senior MP, being investigated and ordered to
account for more than 100,000 pounds lost by the Task Force Trust, a charity for the elderly he
founded 30 years ago.
Aug. 21, 1995
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington
Ann:
Naomi is on her way back from Tokyo, via Mongolia and Russia. I thought you
might find this, her most recent epistle, interesting reading. Personally, I think it a pity
she is giving up journalism as a career....
Diana
(letter enclosed with Diana's)
July 28, 1995
Naomi Coke
Ulan Bator, Mongolia
The sun is warm on the back of my neck, the grass is prickly (but sweet-smelling)
on my behind, and Yandon is mending the Jeep. I haven't written for an age basically
because we've been on the road, first up north and currently in the Gobi Desert south of
Ulan Bator. The north was so stunning, and I'm so unfamiliar with flat vast spaces, I
thought I'd find the desert uninteresting though, perhaps, beautiful in its own way -that somehow it would not touch me. We are in our fourth day out and heading home,
and I know that these huge skies and endless vistas will stay in my mind forever.
The desert, for a start, is not all the same. As we drove north, it flattened out and
changed colour - undulating green under blue skies, creamy with cloud. On our second
day it was a bleached landscape. The sky clouded, the light both bright and diffuse, and
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the panorama stretching out blankly in all directions. So much dust, and vegetation
growing sparser. The odd clump of grassy stuff green. Everything seemed oppressed by
the weight of the sky. We went to where the dinosaurs used to roam. They dug up two
vast and fossilized skeletons in this place near a sudden outcrop of red limestone.
The crags were amazingly stark against the sky, standing in surreal relief. It was
all too easy to imagine huge herbivores lumbering slowly through the landscape, looking
really quite small against the overhanging cliffs. This neat imagined picture, though, is
a fake, as the climate would have been quite different, I think, lush primeval forest and
not sun-baked sand and rocks.
The same day we went to one of the patches of sand dune that are scattered
through the desert. Our patch consisted of (literally) five hummocks, but we spent about
2 hours playing on them - rolling and wrestling and burying each other in the fine, fine
sand. Still finding grains of sand in my ears days later.
Our driver, Yandon, is great. He's got a tiny bit of English, and we are teaching
him more, and we have English/Mongolian phrase books, so we have communication
of sorts, though sometimes it's hard work. He is 33 (and looks older), a wiry, small man
with incredible arm muscles from wrestling the Jeep wheels, married with 3 kids, the
oldest 14. He is working hard to make his way in this new Mongolia, a place with no
Socialist safety net and no guarantees. He has a taxi and a Jeep - Russian and red - and
intends to spend the winter (the slow season) cramming English so that he can become
a driver and guide, dealing directly with tourists. We were introduced to him by one of
Mongolia's new breed - a 20-year-old working in the main hotel. The fixer demanded a
fee of US$ 150 (about a third of the total) as price of the introduction.
The second trip we did without benefit of middleman. I think it must be quite
scary here just now with things changing so fast, and the certain knowledge that, while
some may get fat on the new capitalist wealth, others will go under.
Yondan is - mostly- fairly serious. In repose his face is so blank, so carefully devoid of emotion that it is hard not to read his expression as disapproving. Yet he has a
ready smile and a mischievous sense of humor. He has wound up our Italian traveling
companion on more than one occasion, as when the engine spluttered and the second
tank showed empty, and Yondon said, 'Benzine no' (no petrol), and we were in the middle of nowhere, and Salvatore asked, 'Benzine no? No more benzine?' and Yondan nodded, and Salvatore unleashed a flood of rapid Italian with the phrase 'fucking benzine
nyet' interspersed in between, and Yondan started laughing and went and pulled out his
spare canister of gas, going, ‘Benzine nyet', and cackling to himself. He also was wonderfully fast to somersault down the sand dunes with me, pulling off his shoes and rolling
up his trousers, so that he looks like an Englishman on holiday. Unlike Salvatore, who
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didn't want to get sand in his wiry hair and so refused to join us until we all jumped on
him and pushed him to the ground.
We went also to a place called Yollyan (pronunciation right, but no spelling). It
is a bony outcropping of mountains deep in the south Gobi that gets so cold in winter
there is a glacier there. Even in summer walking into this valley is like walking into a
refrigerator - a blast of cold air comes off the huge lumps of ice that remain even through
July and August. This pure water is supposed to be good for the health. Yandon put his
face right to the ice to eat some, but when we washed in it, our limbs went numb it was
so cold. Walking back to the jeep as the sun fell, we were cooing to the marmosets and
gerbils scurrying about, the former run with fat furry behinds, quivering in their anxiety
to stuff themselves safely down their holes away from danger. Another day, out on the
plains, we saw this herd of gazelle leaping and bounding away, their white behinds flashing as they moved at almost unbelievable speed.
The changes in light in the desert seem to wreak much greater changes on the
landscape, maybe because the context is so much larger. One day at dusk we drove
through a wadi - no river, but there must have been water underneath, as there were
trees, all scorched and shriveled by the parchedness of their surroundings. The rock of
the wadi walls was purple and green with a hard metallic glitter, and the light was so flat
that everything stood out almost in super relief. The air seemed very charged, tense, as if
something almighty was just about to happened. "Great film setting' I kept thinking.
Very cliched, really, but it was so easy to imagine Clint Eastwood riding round the corner
slouched on his horse and a hat low over one eye.
Later we drove out into the flat vastness. The sun was beginning to set, and the
light came from above the clouds, pouring down through the breaks in golden rays like
some god-given spotlight. The clouds, too, seemed lit from within, suffused with gold,
and down below the colours of crabbed vegetation took on an intensity almost painful.
As we shuddered and rattled through the landscape, my heart started to thump at the
beauty of it all and, when the sun began to set proper, it was like an explosion across the
sky. Every shade from grey and blue through yellow and orange to a molten red, the
whole constantly changing and throwing new lights and shades on the yurts (nomadic
tents) and the hills and us.
In the jeep I feel increasingly vulnerable, not that we are. Yandon has already
proved himself an excellent mechanic and the 'roads' (I use the quotation marks advisedly) are busy enough that one can easily solicit help. Yet the landscape is so huge, so
magnificent and somehow so obviously unconcerned that the jeep seems a fragile vessel,
crammed with moist warm flesh that could crumble, liquefy, just stop being, and it
would be nothing - a flutter or less across the hills. It puts one's own importance (or lack
of it) into perspective.
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We - Salvatore, Norma and I - have had some very deep and very intimate
discussions. The situation and environment is conducive to this, it seems, and I realize
how right my instinct was to go traveling a while before coming back home. All this talk
and (more important) the time to think helps me to prepare myself for a new start/life
and to unwind the Tokyo personality and stop running so fast. Norma and I meander
these days, like the rivers which are often textbook examples of meandering, straight
from A-level geography class.
The journey is both physical and emotional, it seems, like all good journeys, perhaps. Makes me think about the nomadic lifestyle that is traditional here. There are differences, depending on the region. In the south people have mostly sheep and goats and
camels, on the steppes there are lots of horses, too, and a few camels, whilst in the north
there are more cattle and even yaks. One tribe has reindeer. I was told they are among
the poorest of all Mongol people. Mostly people live in gers (yurts in Russian), tents tall
enough to stand in, that are round and erected with poles over which are stretched animal hides, all tied with rope and weighted with stones. there is a hole and a chimney,
and a fire in the middle for this reason, and furniture up against the walls. Some of the
gers we've been in are quite luxuriously furnished, iron bedsteads against the walls and
chests of drawers all painted, and mirrors with family photos and, on the floor, carpet.
Others have just patches of linoleum on the ground or even nothing but bare earth.
We get into gers when the jeep breaks down or when we want a camel ride or
arki (homemade vodka) or just a chat, or Yandon is tired. You are supposed to enter right
foot first and to accept whatever you're offered with the right hand (never the left) and
to return it two-handed. To lean against the ger's central support pillar is very bad form.
We are fed arki (the vodka) and airak (fermented mares' milk) which is actually quite
nice, about as alcoholic as lager. One is given this irrespective of the time of day, which
can be a bit much at 8 a.m. Also, the local cheese which, whether it is camel, sheep or
goat, seems to be simply dried milk. The diet has next to no vegetables and no fruit at
all, traditionally. Just milk products (Yoghourt, cheese) and meat of various kinds. I have
found courgettes and aubergines and pineapple in the market, but these are all imported
and vastly expensive for the locals and, in winter, in the market there is nothing but
potatoes available, even in Ulan Bator.
Still the people don't look bad on it. We stopped to see about a quick camel ride
at a spring where some members of an extended family were watering their flocks/herds.
They'd done the sheep and goats and were hauling water from the well for the camels
which were jostling round and squabbling to get their noses in, snuffling and snorting
and slapping their lips so that water droplets flew everywhere. Drawing the water was
tough and time-consuming, a good 15' down and endless bucketfuls. Yandon told me
each camel needs 60 litres of water every second day. Perhaps I misunderstood as this
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sound like a vast amount for an animal that's supposed to be good in the desert. These
camels - two-humped - are much smaller than the kind we (Alexia and I) rode in India
and also I suspect, more comfortable. Be we only got 5 minutes - enough for a photo, so
I don't really know.
The diet thing is funny, too, as sometimes they could supplement their diet and
clearly choose not to. In the north, there is this fabulous lake 125 Kms. long. Standing
on the edge it looked like a sea, and there were seagulls (were they lost, I wondered?)
Our driver swapped some petrol for fish and a bit of deer. Salvatore and I followed four
wee boys to get the fish i.e. to catch them. The hook was vast, about 1 1/2" long with
great sharp prongs on it, four in all. 'These fish can't be that big', I thought, and indeed
they weren't. The longest caught was about 10", but most 5" or so. The boys just chucked
the hook in the water and then waited until they saw a school of fish float past. A quick
flick of the wrist and, if they had got it right, one or two fish were lying wriggling on the
bank. They caught so many we assumed they were catching for themselves as well as for
us, not so. We roasted fish on sticks and boiled fish in the pan and generally ate fish till
it was coming out of our ears, and still threw away heaps. 'Country people don't eat fish',
said Yandon. Apparently it has low status though, for people who must be vitamin deficient, it should be a great source of vitamins A & D (I think those are the fishy vitamins).
The camp we pitched on the shore of that lake was possibly the most beautiful
on our trip northwards. We were in a copse of fir trees and, when in the morning I sat
to write a note to John, I counted 12 different kinds of wild flower around my feet. The
meadows reminded me of those medieval paintings - or am I thinking of that Renaissance picture of the 3 Graces in a forest, and the forest floor around them is studded,
enameled with flowers (the guy who did Venus rising out of the waves, standing on a
shell. You know who I mean). We stop at high points on the road where there will be a
pile of rocks/shale. You walk around it 3 times and add a few stones, a little money, an
empty beer can, a piece of broken bottle, horse/cow/sheep/camel skull. At one I looked
down into the valley on a field of tall blue spikes, the colour of the blue, blue sky, the
flowers fluttering in the breeze, and the clouds moving above, slow and fat like cows and
throwing these vast lazy shadows on the earth beneath.
It is not just landscape. We stop wherever there is a museum. Sometimes they
are open. Always they involve stuffed animals (why?) Usually they are tiny, and usually
there is no electricity. Amongst the items we saw that stand out in my memory: a huge
leather sack for airak about the size of a 12-year-old child; a cup made of half a human
skull; a religious flute made from a thigh bone, so we were told, of an 18-year-old girl;
traditional women's hair ornaments (the traditional hairdo is clearly based on the goat,
great curving horns of hair); ornamental cakes made by Italians on display in a shrine
(why?).
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Also, temples. We saw Tuvkhun, perhaps the most famous temple in Mongolia
though little, bar the huge walled area of stupa remains, survived the ravages of the Russians. A monastery at Zuummod, a mere 50 miles from Ulan Bator, stands at the head of
a valley like a jewel. Mostly the buildings are wooden and brightly painted, and all too
often there are no monks though, slowly, Buddhism is regaining strength (the Dalai
Lama is here in Mongolia as I write - his third visit since 1990, when it first became
possible for him to come). Richard Gere, the American actor, and his entourage are also
here. I'm disappointed that we saw Gere and not the Dalai Lama who is heavily protected
wherever he goes. Gere is a) longterm buddhist and b) apparently great pals with the
D.L. Thus, the connection). Still the influence of buddhism is nothing compared with
what I remember in Tibet. In several places in the monastery courtyard we've seen these
huge copper vessels, big enough to bathe 3/4 adults: dinner pots for the monastery's
monks, we are told, maybe over 1000 in number. And now there are only 15 to 30 left. I
wonder, too, if after seventy years of Marxist “religion is the opium of the people”
whether many Mongolians have not lost the religion order forever.
I must stop. It is 1:30 a.m, and tomorrow I must post this. We leave for our third
and last trip, going west. It is (I am ashamed to say) now 6th August.
Naomi
Sept. 29, 1995
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To:
Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
I have been putting off starting a letter, because it didn't seem possible to meet
your standards for length, depth and detail. However, while you reach around the world
to bond with your children, I am distancing myself from my family, so I'll write about
that.
This week my father's widow sent me a book -- a history of Lake Bluff, Ill., the
village of my family home. The book is well-done and I look forward to reading it. An
enclosed note was about seeing me briefly August 4 in Chicago at my brother-in-law's
memorial service. She added a P.S. answering a question I had first asked her almost two
years ago.
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My trip to Chicago was planned to attend the memorial service for my brotherin-law without being absorbed into a series of family get-togethers. My sister, two brothers, their six children, one sister-in-law, as well as my father’s widow made up the group
for the first event, a graveside ceremony five days after he died in Lake Forest, the larger
town next to Lake Bluff which has two churches, no cemeteries. I went to Chicago on
Friday only for the service in the vast 4th Presbyterian church on Michigan Avenue.
My father's widow had the group to dinner Thursday after the graveside ceremony, but there was a gap of several hours after the 4 pm ceremony before dinner. The
older of my brothers, who has one wife, four children and a son-in-law, had chartered a
small bus for the day to take family out from Chicago -- about 35 miles. Before joining
the widow at a country club for dinner they toured old family homes, took pictures at
the village school we attended and stopped at the Lake Forest beach. My sister-in-law
reported some surprise among the bikini-clad bathers when a busload of silk-dressed and
suited sightseers appeared among them.
Later I heard about the jaunt but was glad to miss the nostalgia, particularly since
my brother-in-law was buried with my parents.
I flew out Friday morning -- saw the Monet exhibit at the Art Institute -- and
joined my brother and his wife at a hotel near the church. They gave me a chance to
change into unwrinkled clothes. Both brothers went to escort my sister to the church
where one of them introduced her to me -- or me to her, whichever! as we stood outside
a side door waiting for the throng to assemble and for the minister to lead us to our front
row seats. (I hadn’t seen her in years)
I should mention that I vote as a Democrat, and I was venturing into Republican
territory. It was like a meeting of the Republican "mafia", which, can be compared to
the mafia (crime syndicate) attitude in the movie "The Godfather", although, as far as I
know my family contains no criminals, just Republicans.
My mother was bright, funny, adventurous and totally unpretentious, a private,
family person, but one whom sales clerks spoke of with admiration and (kindly) feeling
after her sudden death. Lake Forest is a rich suburb where many people are unpleasant
to the lower orders. She kidded or teased my father which kept his pretentiousness in
check. They met as students at Lake Forest College, a small college where they were
known, I was told, as the best looking couple on the campus. They were devoted to each
other until she died.
Actually, they came first with each other, then their children, an order that has
always seemed to me made theirs a happy marriage. However, his standing as pater familias survived nourished by his second, Bavarian wife who lacked the gentling influence
my mother had on him.
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The combination of all those Republicans and all that testosterone makes short
association with them amusing, but wearing. Waiting after the church service, in the
mini-buss to take us to the reception, I said that Bill Clinton would be re-elected and
conversation froze.
The reception was at the Women's Athletic Club -- which has nothing to do with
sports -- and later there was a dinner at the Casino Club -- which has nothing to do with
gambling. Many Chicago clubs are places to entertain and eat, not for the hoi polloi. I
stopped by the reception, chatted with some people I hadn't seen for decades, and then
caught a 6 p.m. flight back to Washington.
A brotherly introduction of sisters at the church had been a wry, mannerly, note,
and when my father's widow arrived at the reception I stepped over to greet her. She
started talking about her eye surgery, so I wasn't completely sure she knew who I was.
I had wondered about her reaction to a video I sent her, as well as my siblings. It
was assembled from family papers, pictures and home movies, much of which she had
sent to me after my father died in 1988. I supplemented those with research in the U.S.,
Canada and England. She does not have a VCR, but in 1993 said she expected that my
brother would arrange a showing when they were all in Florida for Christmas. That didn't happen, and then a friend last year was going to show the video on his machine.
Finally, she saw parts of it and said it was time-consuming and rewarding.
I will probably never know which parts. It begins with family history, goes on to
an over-long section of home movies (to shorten it I would have to go over the original
seven hours of film frame by frame AGAIN) and ends with three silent short segments
professionally done of my father when he retired as head of the Tribune Co. I added a
"voice-over" from the tape of an amusing talk he gave about his newspaper career, when
he was named Chicago Press Veteran in 1968.
The pictures of my mother in the film from Howard’s Tribune retirement luncheon in 1971 were so depressing with her looking old and sick and about to die —- which
she was —- that I added some still pictures at the end of the video, with a young, happy
one of her on a ship with a camera in hand. Perhaps not the sort of thing to delight a
second wife. However, number two has been the wife of two newspapermen, the first an
Australian correspondent she met in Europe just before World War II, so she is a good
archivist. Very much so in regard to anything to do with the cult the career of Howard
Wood, Chicago Tribune newspaperman.
I include without comment a 1993 article about a bridge in Florida that arrived
the day after the book. She considers me the family historian, a job that I have just about
thrown up, particularly after reading this article. Am I missing some point in this flurry
of correspondence? Is there some connection between missed chats and money for
bridges? I should add that two summers ago when I drove out to Illinois and was a half
180

hour late to meet her at the old family home -- due to heavy traffic in a hundred miles of
fast food outlets in an area I remembered as open farmland, she would not ride with me
two miles to the club. We drove in separate cars to lunch and parted immediately afterwards, (no invitation into the old family home) leaving me with the feeling that my
appearing in her presence was enough, and that she might be, perhaps, physically afraid
of me!
All this is why I tried to walk a gracious line to pay respect to the departed in
Chicago and get out of town quietly. My sister had a great deal of support from our
brothers and their children, and I was delighted to know that a sister-in-law, in particular, was doing all the nice sisterly things, helping with arrangements. (My younger
brother later married a second time, a California attorney who does work for mostly
Republican candidates! One of them spent $5 million of his own money trying to get a
Senate seat last year. His wife is Greek, Oxford-educated Arianna Huffington. When I
lived in London she was going about with Bernard Levin. Her maiden name was one of
those long Greek ones which I can’t remember or spell.)
I have found the perfect phrase when people ask about my sister, just saying we
"are not close." Period.
Only my California brother, Rob, called after my sister’s husband died. I asked
if she would like me to come to Chicago for the service, he said that she would. There
was no mention then or later by anyone to me about the Thursday family jaunt to the
country or the dinner after the reception the next day. I attended the reception only
because a minibus was outside the church loading relatives, so got aboard and ended up
at the reception for while before heading to the airport and home. I was surprised that
all these events had happened, but not sorry to missthem.
My grandfather astounded me when I was sixteen. He told me that he had four
brothers. I never knew that and asked him where they were. "I think they went to Kansas," he replied. Now I know how he could be so calm. Maybe even relieved.

On to other subjects. I loved Naomi's Mongolian adventures. Thanks to her and
you, by the time Hillary Clinton went there I knew Ulan Bator was the capital. I enclose
the Packwood saga, which happened because the Oregon and Washington papers held
up the story until after the last election. He might not have won, had the Oregon voters
known what a lout he is. He is quitting next week, and they will elect someone else.
It has been a very busy summer. Clients coming in with me trying to write a
book about matchmaking, while painters clambered about for two months all over the
whole complex of houses. With the painting done I realized what a distraction it was.
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Letting them in gates and windows, while keeping thieves out was complicated, and
Georgetown is virtually deserted in August, making security extra important.
I hope this qualifies as a letter. Actually, it looks like one of yours!
Keep in touch,
Ann
P.S. I anticipate a complaint about having to read such a long letter, but, at least I space mine out!
Nov. 1, 1995
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann,
Here I am writing my first Xmas thank you note (for next Xmas) on 1 November!
Got your card and the Harriman bio. yesterday. In fact, I'd already been given this (in
the English edition) by another woman friend and the book has also been serialized in
The Sunday Times!
Diana
Feb. 26, 1996
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Many thanks for the party article. Foreign correspondents do the same thing everywhere. They read local stories and then send a piece on the subject to the home office.
There had been a party piece in a Georgetown paper and then one in The Washington
Post, which were okay, but the one you sent was much better -- more complete and better
written. I don't know which paper to praise, because the Sunday section doesn't have a
name on it. Anyway, I'm delighted to have it and am sharing it with people who go to
parties, and some who used to.
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In late March I am going to a party and am having the fun of anticipation, including time to figure out what to wear. It's the annual white tie Gridiron Club dinner. Members used to be very narrow, newspaper bureau chiefs, and columnists. Twenty years ago
we succeeded, after about five years of trying, to get the club to admit women. Women
weren't being made bureau chiefs, because they couldn't belong to the Gridiron club, so
the first step to raise the glass ceiling for women journalists here had to be what could
seem like a silly one, but the club gave this dinner that was such a status symbol that V.I.P.s
who weren't invited went out of town for the weekend, or pretended to. In 1975 one
woman was admitted, increasing the membership from 50 to 51, so that no men who
expected to be admitted, would be left out. The plan was to gradually increase the membership to 60, admitting more women in the process.
In appreciation for our efforts from 1970 to 1975 Fran Lewine, of A.P., admitted
in’76 asked Bess Abell and me to the dinner this year. The members put on skits between
dinner courses, and having women members means not so many men have to perform
as women, and they have taken in some younger women, making the show a bit more
attractive to watch, I imagine. The guests are V.I.P.s from the President (if he accepts)
down to me this year. It will be fun to go to a party where I know a lot of people but am
not working on a story, and there's a printed guest list and seating chart so it's possible
to do some major table hopping.
I've been out of the news business for 18 years, so I am looking forward to seeing
old friends. There are a lot of circles in this town. For example, Joe Nye, who was here
with the C.I.A. and then the Defense department for two years, lived next door to the
office in one of the Abell’s houses with his wife, Molly, who is a cousin of mine by marriage. He was Harvard's Russian expert and has returned to head its Kennedy School of
Government. I went to his retirement ceremony from the Defense department just before Christmas and enjoyed seeing the deluxe offices of the Pentagon. I had never been
in the Pentagon, even in my reporting days, and, frankly, never had any desire to go
there. Particularly, during the Vietnam War, I thought it held the highest concentration
of liars in town. Today there is a report that a $400 million space something or other
broke loose and is gone. That hardware money could have done a lot of good to schools
or bridges that are deteriorating. And then there are the military planes that crash. Two
sorts have been grounded recently to look for the problems with the pilot training or
aircraft.
My paragraphs are beginning to look like yours! I will enclose the special New
Yorker issue on women. The magazine is edited by your English Tina Brown, who has
altered its literary tone greatly. It took the intelligence of its readers so for granted that
for years there was no table of contents. It now runs a lot of pictures of naked people.
This in a magazine that had no editorial photographs prior to her reign. It was known
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for upscale advertisers and cartoons. Ms Brown job hopped across the Atlantic, and there
are guesses that her next stop might be Hollywood.
The gossip articles about the luncheon she gave here the week the issue came out
are interesting. Both Mrs. Clinton and Mrs. Gore did not accept. After reading the article
about Mrs. C. I'm not surprised that she was not there. I will also enclose today's Post
piece on Louis Gates, African-American at Harvard, who wrote the article. Of course,
since Democrats and Republicans aren't breaking bread together, a meal with Republican Arianna Huffington and Democrat Hillary Clinton is unlikely. Arianna is a Greek,
Oxford graduate, and was paired with a London Times man when I lived there. I can't
spell her maiden name, but she wrote a biography of Maria Callas, I think, and her politics are just to the right of Atilla the Hun. She is now married to a limp Californian,
best known for spending 5 or 6 of his own millions campaigning for a Senate seat. Losing
has not kept her from moving to Washington anyway to lobby Facist causes.
You complain about short letters, and then complain about having to read long
ones, so I will stop now. We have had three huge snow storms with balmy weather between them, giving us a taste of what real winters are like and the mayor the opportunity
to wait for sunny weather to clear the streets. I have been very busy the past few months,
and slogging through knee deep snow to and from the office has been strenuous exercise.
Keep in touch,
Ann
Mar. 3, 1996
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington
Dear Ann:
Your letter, cuttings and the special New Yorker on women, for women, by
women received, with thanks. I read with interest the various items relating to your
Washington-indispensable services as a marriage maker, but wondered why you had sent
them unless you are contemplating the extension of these services to London?! I do have
several female friends a) they would all be too old for your consideration as clients and
b) I seriously wonder whether any of us would regard marriage as an option having lived
on our own, many of us, for years and years.
Indeed I have spent this morning letter-writing, amongst others to a friend who's
just lost her husband and whose main concern seems to be - and I quote her 'solitude,
lack of financial resources, and old age round the corner... what a prospect!'
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I've also written to another friend whose husband has just had a stroke which,
though said to be small, seems to have left him in a state where he needs care. She is
quite a busy woman, not socially, but as a 'counsellor', with several charity interests that
require her attendance (including the school for very disturbed children that Naomi
worked at for six months when she returned to the UK).
Stephanie takes her commitments very seriously and finds it hard to juggle these
around her husband's needs though he, it seems, cannot understand why she wants
(needs?) to continue doing other things, now that she has him to look after. It was a late
marriage, her third/his second, and I know she married him for security. Perhaps she did
not take into consideration that his reason for re-marrying was precisely to cover the
eventuality that his stroke brought to pass?
I cannot remember if I told you that Naomi has packed in journalism as a career
and, having come back to the UK from Japan last autumn, spent some months working in
a boarding school for seriously disturbed children removed from their parents by the Social Services. She's now back living with me, and working (weekends as well) for a care
agency which sends her to the homes of those needing care where, from time to time, she
meets the resident carer (usually a son or daughter).
Indeed, only yesterday she was telling me about a man she met who had previously been the full-time carer of his mother and, after her death, taken on the care of his
by then dependent father. The experiences she has had, the people she has met, even
during the very short while she has been doing this work have made Naomi a very
thoughtful person indeed.
As you may know, she is prone to make a priori judgements (which has inclined
me to doubt her suitability for the career she now proposes to take up: that of psychotherapist) but the practical realities of dealing with people in care has definitely had a
thought-provoking effect upon her. I hope the experience will stay with her, even when
she has finished what looks like being a 4-month stint before she returns to join her
beloved in Israel. The reason she is being kept so busy - and I was glad to hear it - is
because the people whose homes she visits are asked to report back on their carers, and
she has been getting 'rave reviews'. Naomi has always been like the little girl with the
curl in the middle of her forehead - when she's good, she's very, very good. The rest is
also true!
So far as Alexia is concerned, she's just finished the 'taught' element of her MSc
course so no longer needs to go on living in Wye. Having bought Naomi's car and using
this place as her base, she will spend the summer months trundling about the countryside visiting organic farms in order to research the raw material for her dissertation. I
was at a job interview yesterday and picked up the March HARPER'S & QUEEN in which
there was a whole feature on the subject of the benefits attaching to organically grown
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foodstuffs, and a list of various organic farms. I could hardly pocket the magazine or
indeed rip the relevant pages out of it, so I must try to buy a copy if any still remain in
the newsagents, given that it will have appeared on the shelves a good four weeks or
more ago.
As for me, I still seek to keep some control of my life by continuing to look for
a job, despite all the evidence suggesting that I'm battering my head against a brick wall.
The thing is, I need to feel that I force events rather than that events force me. This may
not be the reality of the situation, but it's still what I like to feel, which is why I go on
looking for work instead of throwing in the sponge, selling the flat and heading off for,
say, Cambridge. Whereas, as a friend of mine has said, moving house always carries with
it a certain 'frisson', I have done perhaps more moving than most people, and the frisson
now evokes more bad feelings than good.
At the age of 12, I was moved from everything that was dear and familiar to me
in India to a post-war England that was anything but - and dumped in a boarding school
within 3 weeks of getting off the ship. The next big move was when Beecham's sent
Simon and me overseas, just as I was getting to be a really rather good (not to mention
well-paid) copywriter. We were 4 1/2 years in Belgium (spending, latterly, time in Holland, too, where Simon and another Brit were setting up a factory outside Amsterdam.)
And then Johnson & Johnson posted Simon to Athens a couple of months before
Alexia was born, and I was so busy looking for somewhere to live and trying to find an
English-speaking gynaecologist that I hardly had time to think about imminent motherhood. Both the Brussels and the Athens moves struck me as good news when first told
of them. The subsequent move to Tokyo, after barely 15 months in Athens, struck me as
being very bad news, specially as I was already pregnant with Naomi.
Her birth followed even more closely upon our arrival in the country than had
Alexia's, and proved harder to handle, since we were still living in the hotel. For most of
Simon's second 3-year stint in Japan I longed to get away, though the circumstances of
our final departure (with Simon collapsed and virtually incapable of making the smallest
decision) were dreadfully worrying, and I was not sure how he would sustain the upheaval. He didn't and spent almost the whole of our first year back in the UK in hospital.
[Before becoming professor of International Business at Edinburgh U] The next move
was forced on me in 1984 and undertaken in one hell of a hurry six weeks from the time
I learned that I must leave both Simon and Edinburgh and the day I found myself here.
And, now it's still outside forces that are constraining me to give up a location
and a lifestyle that I have got a great deal out of this past dozen years and which I had
hoped to continue to enjoy till at least the age of 65. People don't, in my experience,
embark upon a new course of action without yearning still to stay with the known, the
familiar. The fear of jumping from frying pan to fire is ever present.
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I know that I have to make dispositions for a life that is other than that which I
know and, moreover, know that I like. In previous times of previous moves, I have believed that - despite my own inclinations or reservations - the outcome would be to the
advantage of those people with whom my life was, as it seemed, inextricably involved.
The move was for the long term greater good of us all. Well, now there's only me and,
ironically, it still seems to me that I have to make a move that need not be to my own
benefit since, having left London, I shall never be able (to afford) to come back. I will
have to make the best of whatever situation I find myself in. I will have to start over again
as I have already, God knows, in so many different places and with so little in the way of
outside resources to help me. You might say that I must then be used to it and, yes, I am.
But that doesn't mean I find it easy or that it makes me happy.
This is why I still scan the Sits. Vac. columns and continue to send off job applications. I keep hoping I won't have to embark upon yet another upheaval, another journey to a strange land. If I must, I cannot pretend that I any longer feel the move will
necessarily be 'a good thing'.
Well there you are, Ann - a philosophical treatise is what you are getting this
time around, to which long paragraphs are entirely appropriate.
We keep an eye on what is happening in the American primaries, and the general
opinion is that Dole is dull and how can he be the people's choice of candidates from
that party? Hillary continues to get a very bad press and her husband not much better.
You might say it has nothing to do with us, but it does - after all, presumably Clinton
had to agree to US 'intervention' in the present confrontation between China and Taiwan? If it were up to me, I'd have left it to the Japanese.
It's happening on their patch, after all, and under the guise of 'peace-keeping'
they are now allowed to participate since I understand the UN persuaded them to shoulder some of the commitment to this cause in the various hotspots around the globe. Why
would the US wish to become involved in what might reasonably be argued is an interrather than an extra-territorial show of strength by mainland China?
I will not continue in this vein. After all, what do I know?
Diana
P.S. By the way, The Times man who was with Arianna Stassinopoulos before she moved to the
States and set her sights higher (literally, since the man is positively dwarfish) is Bernard Levin.
He may have intellect, but he'd need something to compensate for his lack of looks and sex
appeal. I'd imagine he provided a useful social 'entree' to London literary society, and she used
him for all she could get from his connections - then moved on, and up. She's a social climber if
ever there was one...
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Mar. 23, 1996
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Your philosophical treatise was most welcome and encourages me to think I might
help you. I sent the matchmaking material, because it explains what I do -- listen to people
and try to help them get what they want. In your case, I suggest that you keep London in
reserve to return to. Alexia and Naomi try something and then do something else, and that
adventurous gene must originate with their mother.
Forget my suggestion a while ago that you try Toronto. I've been in that situation
where well-meant suggestions sound like an opportunity to jump off the edge of the world.
When I lost my job of 12 years, and the landlord -- who was also my father -- took my house,
my brother's suggestion that I return to school for an MBA, frankly, made me a bit depressed,
since I had been a college dropout twenty-seven years earlier.
Please consider this letter as a whole and don't get stuck on any one thing, unless
there is some deciding factor that you have not included in your treatise.
Think about leaving London for a year to live in a Washington neighborhood similar to what you are used to in a newly redone house with a garden and an extra bedroom for
your family to visit. And with a part time job that needs your skills and intelligence. Bess
Abell would be both employer and landlord which is why immigration is not a problem.
All of these suggestions are flexible, and Bess is interested in exploring the possibilities with you. Think about renting your flat for a year. With 1 pound = $1.50, the March 20
London Times want ads for apartments to rent indicate that getting 400 to 500 pounds per
week for your flat would pay for the Georgetown house ($2,400 to $3,000 per month). It is
near art galleries, theatres, etc. You'd be independent with your own house, probably need
a car, but these can be bought second hand here easily, or leased. Bess had to suddenly learn
to use an MacIntosh computer and got a tutor to help. She would have him help you, if you
are, also, a beginner.
The small house in town was Tyler's mother's, and they rent it completely furnished,
as well as their own larger one next door, but live at Merry Go Round farm a half an hour
out in the country. My cousin-by-marriage, Molly Nye, and her husband, were in the small
house for two years until he went back to Harvard to be head of the Kennedy School of
Government.
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The promotional material for Merry Go Round farm and two stories that feature
pictures of the houses there are enclosed. Tyler has worked for years to protect the farm from
the type of suburban developments springing up around their land. A copy of the Architectural and Landscape Design Guidelines is also enclosed.
They built an office attached to their country house with windows overlooking
woods and the Potomac river. Their current, and soon-to-depart office helper, comes in 20
hours a week for $400 and confused bank accounts and files, so much that a Certified Public
Accountant had to straighten out the accounts. This nice young woman had no interest in
details like putting money in the right account or putting a file where it could be found.
Bess's life has changed directions often, as has yours. Now she spends some time
cleaning stables, when help there disappears, as well as selling expensive real estate. She is
overwhelmed with the office.
There's a variety of other work, should you get interested in the project. Maturity in
real estate public relations is an advantage. I have told Bess about the difficult, if not mad,
people you have worked with in Edinburgh and London. You may find Americans crazy,
too, but not like some of those Brits. The Abells are particularly nice and are forever setting
up unique work/housing arrangements at the farm. At the moment, the cast of characters
include two U.S. Marine officers, (married man/woman) living at the farm to help with the
horses in their off-duty hours from the Pentagon.
I am not suggesting that you live at the farm, because I don't believe it would be
your cup of tea. And I am not suggesting anything to do with stables. Georgetown offers the
nearby cultural activities you like, plus a garden to putter in. Your letter came just when the
house is being completely spruced up and is not yet rented.
I can only guess about your finances, but they have to be better than mine were
when I lost my job and the house where I had lived for six years. I rented it in 1978 to offset
some of the expenses of my trip around the world. Then my landlord/father had a law firm
here invite me downtown to sign a letter to the tenants asking them to send the rent checks
to him. In 1985 I learned, by reading The Washington Post real estate section, that the same
house had been sold, unfortunately with some of my things still in it. In 1988 I was, pointlessly, named in his will as trustee for the same house. Talk about salt in the wound!
My mother devoted her life to husband and home and only explored the world after
her family was grown, but once she started, she kept going, never thinking of herself as a
geriatric citizen until she died. I think she had the right attitude.
We are, of course, all telephone answering machine addicts. If you are tempted to
avoid a machine, talk is most practical on a Saturday or Sunday around 12 or 1 pm, your
time. (7 or 8 am here) The Abells get up early at the farm, and I do too.
Ever determined,
Ann
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Mar. 26, 1996
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Your letter and other contents of envelope most gratefully received. Thank you
so much for not only thinking about but also taking the time and trouble to do something about my somewhat unsatisfactory state of affairs as outlined when last I wrote to
you.
Events have moved on since then, as events have a way of doing. One of the
major cards I had up my sleeve was a job for which I had applied in Cambridge (with
the University) for which I at any rate regarded myself as being ideally suited - except for
the fact of my age. I took two days working on the job application and, when I sent it
off, I did at least think it (I) warranted an interview. Going to live in Cambridge would
have had a very different slant if I had had a job to go to.
Then, I had a phone call from my brother who - with his second wife - was the
main contributory factor towards my choice of Cambridge as the best possible alternative to London for me, since that's where they had settled since he gave up being an
expatriate and bought a house which is presently in the process of a major rebuilding
exercise.
To cut a long (sad) story short, Jane has been found to have widespread - in three
different locations that they know about already, maybe more as yet undiscovered - cancer of the non-Hodgkin's lymphoma variety. A series of chemotherapy sessions has already been initiated, at intervals of one month in between treatments. At best, it seems
to me this can only be a holding operation. The sad, sad thing about this is that Michael
and Jane were only married last November, having been together some ten years - they
were very happy, had led an eventful and exciting life in their time together and were
now looking forward to 'settling down' into a less hectic lifestyle in a permanent home.
So, what's permanent? Man proposes. God disposes.
One of the consequences undoubtedly resulting from all of the above is that Michael would have no reason to want to go on living in that part of the country without
Jane (since it was her family and childhood friends that drew them there in the first
place) and, by the same token, I have no reason to wish to go and settle there myself
without the incentive that their proximity provides. Meanwhile, I have been offered a
part-time job with the British Federation of Women Graduates which will bring in a
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small (a very small) amount of money that should contribute towards my major bills
(chiefly relating to this wretched building in which I live). It will also buy me time to
rethink the whole situation.
The idea of coming to Washington is very appealing but I cannot let my flat since
there is a clause in the lease that prohibits sub-letting. I would also have a problem renting it with my own things in it, which would entail two expensive necessary steps:
1. Putting what I regard as 'precious in store
2. Refurnishing the flat appropriate to letting it, if I decided to go ahead, do this
anyway, and risk the landlord's getting wind of it.
What I do not have is money in the bank. I can manage on a day-to-day basis on
what comes in by way of unemployment benefit (which will cease on my 60th birthday
mid-May) and a monthly allowance I get from Simon. Even added together these do not
make for savings, and during the past year of paylessness, I have drained the barrel so far
as pre-existing savings were concerned. Indeed, such savings largely went towards
maintenance of the wretched building in which I live. I still think I ought to leave here,
because I cannot afford to go on living here, but that whole issue has now been put on
hold.
I am not entirely averse to hanging in here by my eyelashes so long as Naomi
remains in this country and, as at present, chooses to live with me since that way I get to
see considerably more of her than I would otherwise. Given she will leave in June for
Israel (maybe never to return to live here again on any permanent basis), then I should
take advantage of her being here now for as long as she plans to stay. There is also no
question but that I am seeing more of Alexia, because I live where I do. She is in and out
all the time, using the flat as a base. The taught elements of her MSc course at Wye are
now complete and she has no need to go on living down there. She plans to move around
the country researching her dissertation and will no doubt stay with friends as she goes.
However, when in London I would expect to see her here - and increasingly so after
Naomi leaves the country, thus creating some extra space. I presently have a friend of
Naomi's living with us, though she departs tomorrow, to be replaced by N's beloved
arriving from Israel for a few weeks as of next Tuesday. It's all go...
So there you have it. As I said, Ann, I do thank you for your kind and helpful
suggestions. I do not feel that, in what I perceive as my brother's hour of need, I can leave
the country. He may need something from me by way of support and even practical
assistance as Jane's illness runs its course. goodness knows how long that might take.
He's been very good to me, and I would like to be able to give something back, if he
needs me.
With best wishes,
Diana
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Apr. 12, 1996
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Your articles are interesting, but you'd best mark the ones you are referring to,
because sometimes the things on the back are equally interesting on this side of the Atlantic.
Keep Washington in mind, because some work is always available at the farm as
development progresses. Summer is a busy time. Housing is often available out there,
but Georgetown is probably more to your taste. Summer rentals are often available here,
but a car would be needed to get to the farm.
It's something to consider. Keep in touch. Give my regards to your nomadic
daughters.
Ann
July 15, 1996
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My dear Ann:
I cannot remember when last I sent you a letter or indeed what was written in it,
so please forgive me if some of what follows you already know.
As you know, for the past year (almost) both my daughters have been back in this
country and, for the past six months, both of them have also been living with me. You
know the size of the flat, and you know its disadvantages for communal living (like, for
example, the fact that there is only one bathroom). Frankly, this period has not been easy,
and the pleasure of having company have, for me at any rate, been somewhat cancelled
out by the feeling that we were all living on top of each other, as the saying goes. However,
things are just about reverting to the situation that existed before last September.
Alexia has a job with an organization called the Ockenden Venture, founded in
order to help refugees who come to this country. It's now changing direction and going
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out into countries from which some, at any rate, of those refugees emanate. She will be
based at the charity's headquarters in Woking and plans to rent accommodation for six
months whilst settling in. Three months of the year she will be visiting her territories
which include Pakistan and Afghanistan (of course), Cambodia, Tibet and Iran. Rather
a lot to deal with, I should have thought. However, Alexia is to be paid a salary far in
excess of anything she might have imagined she could earn in her first UK job, though,
as she says, it doesn't include the 'perks' she was getting when she worked for IRC in
Peshawar such as the free accommodation, car, servants, etc., etc. She's just started working and living in Woking, having used the time since her appointment to complete the
first draft of her dissertation which she hopes will meet with her tutor's approval so as
to minimize any revision before she hands it in.
Another bit of good news is that I've just landed a job that is right up my street
in so far as it's not secretarial (I am so bored with being a secretary). It's with something
called Asia House, run by a man (now 74), ex Foreign Office whom we knew socially in
Tokyo. He's now heading up Asia House which is an organization aimed at promoting
commercial as well as cultural ties between far eastern countries and the UK, not so much
interpreting the Asian countries to the UK, but the other way around. The main contributors/members are corporate bodies, but there are also individual members, and it is for
the benefit of these that I have been taken on in order to devise a programme of events,
which, if I can arrange it, will mainly be 'riding piggyback' on the existing programmes
put on by other arts-oriented organizations who can be persuaded to co-operate.
I am also expected to produce a quarterly newsletter, the main purpose of which
would be to inform the individual members of what Asia House is doing as a whole, but
also to tell them what there is for them to look forward to in the coming months on the
London scene, so far as it touches on Asia. I have a very elaborate handout which initially
I thought was far too 'glossy', but I've since been told by several different people that the
overseas participants would expect any publication put out by Asia House to be glossy,
just as they would expect its premises to be glossy.
At the moment office space is minimal and rented off Rothschilds in St. James's
Place, but they are actively looking for a building that includes - wait for it - an art gallery,
so that they can give their own exhibitions, a lecture theatre, so that they can invite
speakers of their own choosing to address interested parties on commercial or cultural
topics, conference rooms, and of course office accommodation. Presently, employees
number Sir Peter Wakefield himself, a girl of part English/Chinese extraction, (I know
something about her, because it was as a result of an enquiry she made of a friend of
mine who runs the SOAS/Sotheby's art course that I have become involved) and an Indian girl (whom I presume to be equally bright, qualified, etc.) plus a presently part-time
office administrator accountant.
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I have also been taken on a part-time basis until such time as the individual membership grows sufficiently to warrant longer working hours - so it's up to me, really, to
make my job bigger than it presently is, since it is my own efforts that will lead directly
to a larger membership. I think it could be an interesting job, and I hope that I can hack
it. I've worked for membership organizations before. I've produced newsletters before,
but never simultaneously. We shall see...
Toby is now 'going out with the police', which is to say he has been taken on as
a scriptwriter for The Bill (an on-going television series about police work which, I have
to say, I don't watch myself). Someone who produces it saw Toby's writing in another
context liked it. Now he has to familiarize himself with his new subject matter, hence
the fact that he must spend days (and nights) 'shadowing' police on the job. He has also
just got a job as Second Assistant Director on some other television series. Previously
he'd always been Third Assistant, so he's one step up that particular ladder. However, I
know he sees this work as bread-winning, but not what he wants to do. However, he can
do the script-writing around the other...
And Naomi has very little time left here before she goes off to join her Beloved
in Haifa. In fact the pair of them are presently staying at our French house with a party
of friends on a fortnight's holiday. Their return here day after tomorrow will be followed
by an almost immediate departure for Israel and, with Alexia already moved to Woking,
I am finally beginning to feel like my own person once again. I also have my spare room
back, so come and stay!
Diana
Sept. 4, 1996
Diana Coke
Brighton, England
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
I am down in Brighton, staying with an old friend, originally of Simon's, but
then of course, of both of us.
The weather has turned autumnal this last week or so in London, so I am delighted to find that summer lingers longer in Sussex! The sun shines, the sky is blue and,
more remarkably in England, the sea is also blue. Less rhapsodically, I was woken by the
raucous cries of the seagulls (not my favourite bird at any time of day) at 5:30 am. It is
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now five hours later, and I feel that the day is half gone, which has, in fact, only just
begun.
Thank you for your most recent letter and cuttings. Thank you also for your
congratulations on the new job, which is, alas, no more. The organization went bust! I
don't know if I had voiced my doubts to you as to its financial viability? I had not been
able to figure out how a membership organization that depended for its income on
membership subscriptions could afford to be so free-spending. Bad management, I'm
afraid. But then again who could expect an ex-ambassador, a Knight of the Garter, etc,
etc., however good looking, however charming, however well-connected to be a good
manager? I don't suppose he'd ever been called upon to manage anything before in his
entire diplomatic career...
Apart from myself, the Chinese woman who introduced me left and, for all I
know, the trustees may well have called upon Sir Peter to resign also. I wouldn't know.
All I do know is that I am now once again back in the job market a whole birthday older
and, thus, that much further disadvantaged!
I trust life goes well for you and that you have had a good summer.
With love,
Diana
Sept. 30, 1996
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My dear Ann:
I find myself unaccountably depressed, perhaps because of the fact that the summer sunshine and warmth seems finally to have given away to the nip in the air that
presages autumn and the gray coloured skies overhead are only too common in wintertime.
I said that I would sell this flat when my daughters left, but I am, as they say,
'dragging my feet.' I've been looking at lots of flats and houses in other parts of London,
but I find something wrong: too few rooms or too small rooms or too many stairs or a
bad neighborhood or too expensive, etc., etc. I like living centrally, because it is always
safe for me to come home late after I have been to the theatre or a concert or, simply, to
visit friends. I can walk in the streets of Chelsea and, on the whole, not feel afraid of
being 'mugged.' This is simply not true of many parts of London, even quite 'respectable'
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parts and, since I do not want to change my lifestyle and become a person who is afraid
to go out after dark, I cling to an area that is familiar, where I feel safe.
I think I last wrote whilst I was in Oxford to let you know that I would not, after
all, be coming to the States this autumn, but have I told you that my job at Asia House
ended after barely one month, since the organization (as was at once apparent to me
once I started working there) was very over-stretched, both in terms of there not being
enough people to deal efficiently with the very ambitious programme they were committed to carrying out, but, also in terms of financial expenditure.
After all, a membership organization depends for its income on subscriptions
received from its members and the initial 'burst' of new members joining was already
over by the time I started working there. It would be months before they could expect
more money from subscription renewals or from 'word of mouth' recommendations
from existing members to encourage new ones to join. Hence, despite the fact I was only
part-time and paid very little, nevertheless it was money they could not afford to lose.
The trustees called a meeting during the week I happened to be away in Oxford, and the
first thing decided was to cut out the very activities I had been hired to deal with: i.e. a
programme of events to attract new individual members (indeed, they decided - quite
rightly in my opinion - that the only kind of membership they should seek to attract was
corporate, not individual), and also that they could not afford to put out a regular newsletter.
So both I and the woman who had recruited me to do these things and one other
whose identity I never established - were asked to leave. My disappointment at returning
to the world of the unemployed is, as you may imagine, considerable. I continue to look
for a job, but must be realistic and acknowledge the fact that being over the age of 60
does me no favours! Indeed, through a personal contact I was asked if I would like to fill
a temporary job at the Victoria & Albert Museum. I would have worked in the Indian
department which, because of my interest in the history, art and architecture of the subcontinent, I would simply have loved.
The head of department was glad to receive my CV and interested to interview
me for the vacancy, but she said I would have to 'go through normal channels,' which is
to say via the personnel department. They sent me a formal job application form which
I would have been perfectly happy to complete and return, until I noticed in the accompanying job description that retirement age at the V & A is 60. Well, there's no point in
putting in an application for a job when one has already passed the statutory retirement
age!
With best wishes,
Diana
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Oct. 10, 1996
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
This is short, typed with one left finger while my right arm is bound up like a
new born Russian babe due to a broken shoulder. As I walked across a street, a van driver
didn't see me, turned left and rolled me over. Glad to be alive, but am also wounded in
the left foot, making me lopsided. Your job sounded like just what the doctor ordered - medical references keep leaping up -- sorry it disappeared before you had a chance to
show what you could do.
Best regards,
Ann
Dec. 30, 1996
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My dear Ann:
Thank you for both your Christmas present that arrived yesterday and was, by
virtue of being a couple of days after Christmas itself, made all the more welcome since
it was opened by itself and not in competition with all the other packages one was lucky
enough to be given. Alexia's been with me since Christmas Eve, leaving early this morning to spend the New Year in what I suspect may be a chilly holiday rental cottage in the
middle of the Yorkshire moors, taken by friends of hers for the week after Christmas.
Things are happening faster than I can keep up with on the family front. Toby
was married on the 7th December. Members of the family came in from all directions,
even though so few were invited to attend. Simon flew down from Edinburgh. Alexia
flew in from Pakistan, arriving in the nick of time which was just as well, since she had
been asked to be a witness. Naomi flew in from Israel.
Georgia and Toby met when they were both at Oxford and have been together
ever since. She became pregnant sometime last year (by design rather than by accident)
and was very distressed when she miscarried. She told me that the doctor had told her to
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wait six months before trying again, which is exactly what she did. It was a few months
more before she got pregnant again and expects the baby (a boy) in February. It was
perfectly plain to all of us that parenthood did not at all necessarily include marriage so
far as Toby and Georgia were concerned, but then - I think - both grandfathers began to
mutter into their beards, when they learned of the imminent arrival of their first great
grandchild. So, suddenly, Alexia and Archie (Georgia's brother) were lined up and told
to appear at 9:15 a.m. on 7 December at the Chelsea Registry Office to act as witnesses.
No one else was invited.
Again, I don't know where the muttering started (certainly not me) but the next
thing was that both sets of parents were asked if they would like to attend. Needless to
say, when Naomi heard the news, she was determined that she, too, was going to be there
(though I don't believe she was actually invited!) so she flew in from Israel the Wednesday before and flew out again the Monday after. The ceremony was short and - I thought
- sweet. The assembled company (seven of us 'guests') adjourned to Toby & Georgia's
flat for a champagne breakfast afterwards and, by noon, they were on their way to Paris
for a weekend break. Georgia was back in the office Monday morning. She will stop
work at Christmas. That, I suppose, is the major item of Coke family news for the year,
since the marriage of the first of one's children constitutes a milestone in the inexorable
onward progress of anybody's life. Wouldn't you agree?
So far as the rest of the family is concerned: Alexia completed her MSc at Wye
Agricultural College (subject: sustainable agriculture) in the summer and to everyone's
surprise, not least her own, was offered the first job for which she applied. This is as
Overseas Project manager for The Ockenden Venture, a well established charity whose
main concern is the care of refugee populations wherever these may be found.
Alexia's responsibility is Asia, including Iran, Pakistan, Tibet, Cambodia, Thailand, Laos and Vietnam (I won't swear that list is correct in every particular). Anyway,
The Ockenden Venture is Woking-based (due to the fact the two founders live there), so
Alexia is now in the process of buying a house in Woking herself. It's near enough to
London that she can get up for an evening concert or the theatre. She does a lot of trips
overseas, and the trips themselves are also quite long, so you could say that she's leading
an interesting and varied life. Moreover, it enables her to keep in touch with the many
friends she made in her previous work overseas, since people in the aid sector seem to
move from organization to organization, country to country, bumping into each other
however far from 'home' they may be and whichever country constitutes ‘home' for
them. It's like being a member of a vast international community of like-minded, likemotivated and like-employed people.
Naomi, as indicated earlier, is in Israel. Between Japan and Israel she spent a year
in England, firstly working for six months in a special boarding school for children
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deemed by the social services to be in danger and, so, taken away from their homes for
their own safekeeping and, secondly, working with old people in their own homes (again
via the social services) here in London. The purpose of this practical care experience was
to establish her credibility for a career switch out of journalism into psychotherapy. She
decided to join Hanan (whom she met when both of them were living in Tokyo) in
August this year. He's doing an MSc at Haifa University, and she is in the first year of a
psychology degree. I believe their plan is to stay in Israel until the end of this academic year
when Hanan will have completed his MSc, and then proceed to the States. H. was born there
so has dual American nationality and can get a job without the usual green card difficulties.
N. has applied to various American universities and, wherever she may be offered a place,
and preferably funding as well (though she's prepared to 'work her way through college'),
they will settle and Hanan will find work.
Hot off the press is the news (received by us only on Christmas Day) that Naomi and
Hanan will be getting married on 25th January at the Chelsea Registry office where Toby
and Georgia also were married not a month ago. This news is so fresh I haven't really had
time to take it in properly as yet, and indeed I am not even sure why they decided to go
ahead, unless following the 'good example' of T & G!
As for me, I have nothing to report except that I reached 60 in May, and the best
birthday present I had was my free bus pass on London transport. Given that I have been
mostly out of work since my redundancy in Mar, '95, this is worth hundreds of pounds, not
only in cash terms, but also in terms of freedom of movement, personal liberty, etc., etc. I
have never stopped looking for work and have, in fact, had a couple of short-term part-time
jobs, but only last week was offered something full-time, indeed, so full-time I have to wonder whether after this long period of lotus-eating and amusing myself (London has so much
to offer to a self-amuser) whether I have the stamina to go back to work full-time. We shall
see. I take up the reins again on 2 January, immediately after the Christmas/New Year break,
so I'm making the most of the holiday season!
My own decisions to move house, which may well also include a move out of London have, because of the job offer, been shelved pro tem. However, things seem to be happening so fast, I will have to keep you posted on that one....
With best New Year wishes,
Diana
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Jan. 30, 1997
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
What fun you have been having with weddings!! Certainly they have the right
idea to do them as they please -- really less stress all around. So by now you are a grandmother!!! Ho, ho, ho.
I will enclose excerpts from Katharine Graham's book, due out this week. It's
very revealing and duplicates the changes that women of that era went through, although
she is the only one I know of that went from career college girl to house mouse to tycoon.
You will see from the March date how long I have been thinking of sending the
Camilla to article you.
If I haven't thanked you for the book, I do so now. I am still catching up on
correspondence that had to wait until my right arm came unstrapped -- and then physical
therapy to reactivate it. Ouch!! A shoulder is supposed to have great mobility in all directions, and after two months of a kindly, but firm "physical terrorist" mine is almost
back to normal.
I am very envious of your London life. I just went over to the Kennedy Center (a
poor copy of your National Theatres) to redeem a gift certificate for tickets. It’s almost
impossible, because the big halls are usually dark, and the little ones have forever-running junk for tourists.
Ah, well, our winter days are brighter than yours!!
Keep in touch,
Ann
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Feb. 8, 1997
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Thank you for the Katharine Graham cuttings -- although since I started in the
new job on 2 January, I have not had time to read the newspapers for news, let alone for
any other interesting items.
However, by greatest good fortune, I have been offered another job, which is
part time and pays me 2/3 for working 25 hours per week as what the present job has
been paying for 45 hours per week.
Therefore, I leave present job on Friday next and start future job of the Monday
thereafter. With all the rest that has been happening to me and around me of late, I
already feel I have lived the whole of 1997's worth of events in the first six weeks of the
year.
With love,
Diana
Mar. 3, 1997
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
I want to hear more about the jobs! Obviously, your efforts worked!
So, far I have bought seven copies of the Katharine Graham book and given away
six, all of them, I realized, to women. The last, my own, is on loan to a charming man,
who has a lot of homes, one of them next door, where he is spending more time than he
had planned in Washington, because his back went out.
Bess got it for Tyler and their sons, because of the family friendship. His mother
was a bridge-playing buddy, but men react differently to it than I do. However, it has
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many little revelations -- a major international, C.I.A. official getting electric shock treatments, something Katharine Graham mentions her husband did not. His doctor didn't
believe in them or drugs.
She is very generous to others, people who disagreed with her, even the woman
her husband left her for, so when she referred to Bunny Mellon, a rich philanthropist
and expert gardener, as her "former friend", my antennae perked up. But it's not a gossipy book, so the mystery remains as to what happened.
A lot of other people are buying the book too. It is at the top of both The Washington Post (a block in the Graham empire) and The New York Times non fiction bestseller list. It is not the usual "Me, me, me Washington book" or dry history thesis. It
shows how the personal and professional are blended here.
Anyway, if people read it, then I have others to talk about it with. If you would
like to read it, let me know, and I will sent it to you -- this year in hardback -- or in years
to come, when it comes out in paperback.
Keep in touch,
Ann
Apr. 22, 1997
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Your card and the book arrived safely today, for which I thank you. The way it
was wrapped and the accompanying card led me to think it might have been an early
birthday present, (I've already received one from a friend in the States.) but my birthday
is still a month off -- and, anyway, 61 year-olds don't normally get birthday presents, do
they?
But thank you -- as you know, this book received quite a lot of publicity here in
the UK and, of course, you already sent me cuttings of extracts from it to whet my appetite. I look forward to reading it and, in due course, you will receive something to read
from me, though not in the same idiom. However, familiar as you are with this country,
I hope it will strike a few answering chords in you. How are you -- recovered, I hope from
your accident?
This end, life (my life) seems to pass from event to event, over which I have no
control and, for the past couple of years I have had the inescapable feeling that life is
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living me rather than the other way round. It is not altogether a satisfactory mode of
being...
When next do you plan to travel this way? I, for the first time will be visiting
______ in May.
Yours,
Diana
Apr. 28, 1997
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
The enclosed pictures are from a party for my 64th last summer. Greater years
deserve greater honor and respect. I thought Europeans held tight to this, and only Americans had given way to the cult of youth, although senior citizens are regaining authority
here, and, I suspect, are due to get a huge boost from zillions of baby boomers, who will
soon be sixty! We in the Depression years crop of babies were too few to have much
clout.
It's interesting that you open suspected birthday presents a month early. Of
course, in this case it gives you a chance to read the book before taking off on your trip,
the destination of which I cannot decode, and duplicate your writing as _____________.
Is it one of the exotic spots where your brood has scattered to? Let me know if it's somewhere near here.
My broken body is healed, but gardening this spring has alerted me to weaknesses caused by months of no upper body exercise, while I did earlier resume pedaling
back and forth to the office on my 21-speed bike, of which I have no use for 19 speeds.
A lot of spading and crawling about in the mud is, after some sore muscles, toughening
me up. Otherwise, everything is fine. A former client (who married another client and
produced two children) has a book out, which was featured on the cover of TIME, so I
continue to have a window on the world via what the next generation is doing with all
their opportunities.
Every once in a while I sit down and vent some spleen as people do in letters to
London newspapers. Samples enclosed.
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Keep in touch and let me know what your job is and where __________is. The
experience with the elderly former diplomat and his project was very similar to some
things I got caught in long ago.....
All the best,
Ann
May 2, 1997
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C. Thank you for letter and enclosures received today. The
place/country whose name you could not decipher was/is Eire -- southern Ireland in
other words.
Diana
May 8, 1997
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
The book is here, and looks fascinating. I've been carrying it around, but haven't
had a chance to really get into it. Will soon.
Many thanks,
Ann
May 13, 1997
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
As you see, the book's first been published over here. Herewith The Sunday Times
review of it.
Diana
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May 19, 1997
Diana Coke
Gaillimh, Ireland
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Here on hols with the same (approximate) group of people I came to the States
with a few years back. You see the stamp, if you can read it through the postmark, but
"Ireland" on the front.
Diana

May 20, 1997
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
The book was fascinating, but it may keep me out of England. He arrived in
1973, and the changes he writes about years later are the ones I would notice, because in
1978-81 I had such fun roaming about by train and local buses.
I first went to England in 1953 after spending the summer in France. I had ten
days and rented a car to explore, terrified of driving on the left, but quickly adapting to
it. Over the years I went back often, but don't remember driving again until 1971. His
account of how cars have multiplied is really startling.
It was hard to follow his itineraries. Maps would have helped and added interest.
But he has so much trouble getting around that, I fear, public transport has really shrunk.
However, why he ever tries to go anyplace on a Sunday is beyond me! With a British
wife he should know that the whole country is having Sunday lunch and taking a walk
in the garden and then having tea.
In his travels he could go to a pub for the evening in wherever he was. I never
did that, perhaps missing an aspect of English life, but some of the places, Wolverhampton is one, I just wanted to get out of as soon as transport schedules permitted.
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Anyway, many thanks. I enclose an article about the weather we have been having, another reason why I hesitate to go out of town. I call it English summer weather,
constantly changing in the low 70s, quite delightful.
Glad to have the Eire mystery solved.
Affectionately,
Ann
June 4, 1997
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Separately, I'm sending you a copy of the latest Susan Isaacs novel "Lily White."
It's out in paperback now, as all her previous ones are, although there aren't many. She's
a wonderful writer, not a prolific one. If you find it amusing I'll send you earlier ones,
and the next one, if and when it comes out.
Keep in touch
Ann
June 10, 1997
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
You're going to have to struggle to decipher my handwriting since (a) my computer (or, rather, the printer) is broken and -- I am beginning to think, because of the
time the man who took it away to mend it is hanging on to it, unrepairable) and (b) I
have been asked to refrain from wearing my contact lenses for at least this fortnight, and
the glasses I've just had made up with prescription lenses to tide me over this period of
time are worse than useless. This is because I've worn hard lenses (of the old original i.e.
not gas-permeable) kind so long (over 40 years) that my eyeball has been grossly distorted
in shape, making it very difficult to see anything through glasses. It is curious how much
not being able to see slows one down, and how tentative I seem to have become.
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Well, given that -- when I am wearing the specs -- my vision makes it appear that
all flat or straight surfaces are either concave or convex. For example, a plate of food on
the table in front of me looks as though it is about to tip its contents into my lap. I nearly
fell downstairs yesterday because I "missed" the edge of the first step. This makes getting
on and off buses a nightmare experience -- even stepping off the kerb has its attendant
horrors!
I suppose, if I can stick it out, the purpose of the exercise will be worthwhile
since the person who's leading me through this has advised I have worn the old nonpermeable lenses quite long enough, and that as one grows older and the eyes inevitably
grow dryer, it will do my eyes nothing but good to change to gas permeables. The last
time I tried, a whole rejection reaction was initiated, and my eyeballs actually went bananas. It was a very frightening experience. The idea this time is to accustom the eyes to
being without the old lenses before inserting the new so that the rejection reaction is, at
best, not a consequence of the change or, at worst, minimized and reversible.
Anyway, meantime, I can read or write with my nose about six inches of the
paper. A good thing is that I don't feel the compulsion to do housework, since I can't see
the necessity for it! Since I am -- again --out of a job, this seemed like a good time to have
another try at making the lens change. Clearly, I could not work in an office as I am now.
Did you know the last job ended -- they took me on part time (25 hours a week)
and I thought we had agreed that the way I worked these hours were open to negotiation
once the 3-month probationary period was up, during which they asked that I should
work 5 hours X 5 days per week. I made it clear at interview that I would prefer to fit in
the 25 hours on 3 whole days of the week, and they said they would consider this "when
the time came."
Well, when it did, they declared themselves unwilling to consider it at all, so I
left. It was taking me anything between one and two hours to get, first, to and, then,
from work -- for 5 hours spent in the office. Almost as long on the road daily as my desk!
Bloody ridiculous.
Thank you for the book just received which, given the stress I am presently under
due to problems with my sight is just the ticket to distract me. I am already well into it
and very much enjoying it. Thank you. By the way, an excellent antidote to Bill Bryson
is the latest edition of the Lonely (Lovely?) Planet series on the U.K -- tells it like it is!
With Love and thanks,
Diana
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Aug. 7, 1997
Diana Coke
Cambridge, England
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
I have a little leisure for letter writing, since I'm staying in Cambridge with a
friend for a week, and I get up earlier than she does (legacy of my British Raj upbringing!)
My brother offered me the loan of his flat while he whisked his newly beloved away on
a Greek island cruise. And why not, you may ask? What could be more lover-like? Indeed
-- except that my brother was widowed not five months ago, and that he and his wife had
been so devoted to each other I couldn't imagine he'd ever look at another woman and
certainly never so soon after her death.
She died, over a year, of cancer -- lymphoma, and t was a terrible thing to watch
happening. I loved her like a sister and feel very angry (unreasonably angry, I know) that
he has rushed into another relationship so quickly. Moreover, from what I hear (his children who have been introduced to the woman, which I have not) he is head-over-heels
and just waiting for her decree nisi to become absolute so that they can marry -- which
will probably happen before the end of the year.
I know that Jane (the wife who died) would have wanted him to find someone
else – he is, in fact, incapable of "looking after" himself; cannot even boil a kettle, as they
say – but this is so sudden, too soon! I keep thinking "on the rebound."
Anyway, I have taken up the offer of the loan of his flat and am delighted to have
the opportunity to explore Cambridge at leisure, not to mention the nearest parts of
Essex, Suffolk and Lincolnshire; the great houses, the churches, the secondhand book
shops, the gardens, etc. It's a heaven-sent chance to do it as and how I like, as opposed to
as and how he likes. You think I'm a control freak? You should meet my brother!
With Love,
Diana
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Sept. 18, 1997
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
The newspapers arrived in fine shape. Many thanks. They are a great addition to
the Diana file which cannot be put away, because everyone wants to read the articles.
Kitty has been a Washington fixture for years and does what she does quite profitably. For once, the publisher got a book into stores when it was getting LOTS of publicity. As of yesterday Kitty is everywhere on TV, all day and night, because we have
channels that run the same programs over and over. Some of the talking heads — blah,
blah, blah -- on tv mentioned a boycott of the book, but it seems unlikely.
The N.Y. Times review is right on the mark, and having started the book last
night, I expect to finish it quite soon. Anyway here is the dust jacket. It is of far better
quality paper than the book. I will mail the book to you on Monday, used, so there is no
duty, marking its value at less than $10, which will be true.
All the best,
Ann
Sept. 22, 1997
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Diana:
The Time Sept. 14 clippings arrived, and I am letting you know immediately to
encourage you in the endeavor. The book went out on air mail Friday with another Susan Isaacs paperback "Compromising Positions." It was also made into an amusing
movie.
Reviewing the Royals without reading it continues here, particularly on cable
TV channels, where people are encouraged to call in giving their opinions on the future
of the Windsors, as if opinions here would matter, even if they came from well-informed
Americans! The book should arrive about now.
Ann
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Sept. 25, 1997
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
My dear Ann:
The KK has arrived, as you dispatched it: cover first and book to follow (the latter
package also including paperback.) I can tell you, the book sitting on my bedside table
has been immediately set aside so that I can get _____ into the KK which the newspaper
reviews you sent merely served to increase my appetite to read.
I reckon Di's death was probably the best PR the book could have had -- or - do
you think people might feel ashamed/guilty about reading/enjoying it because Di is now
dead. I understand only one member of the family comes at all well out of it: the Duke
of York and, over here, he is simply reckoned to be so thick and (rumor hath it -- does
KK touch on this?) that he's really homosexual and only married to cover up his true
proclivity. Rumour also hath it (or did till the funeral when one really had a chance to
examine him at some leisure) that Di's second son had Hewitt for a father. Like I said, I
can't wait to read the book and thank you very much for sending it.
I have Naomi home from Israel right now, since she's been doing an Open University course (psychology) by distance learning and is here a) to attend the summer
school b) to take the exams. This is all in anticipation of preparation for her being accepted by one of the American universities for which she has applied. She and Hanan
plan to move to the States next spring. He has dual Israeli/American nationality, which
is convenient, and he will look for work wherever she succeeds in finding a university
place.
Alexia's been in the UK this past 2 months, but leaves on another trip to her
territories (this one of 4/8 weeks' duration) on Sunday. I should find her lifestyle very
wearing. I'm going back to London University myself to finish my masters and hope to
find some sort of paid employment that can be fitted around the one day a week I have
to attend college.
Life is busy, busy...
With thanks again for the books,
Diana
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Sept. 30, 1997
Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
The Marv Albert story reduced the Diana stories here, although they will go on
forever. Kitty's book went to the top of The Washington Post bestseller list in its first week,
and The N.Y. Times will have it soon.
Albert was a new name to me when he bit a woman last February and hit the
news. The Newsweek stories explain who he is and how big sportscasters are. He sex life
was so weird and so revealed in court that all the other TV men who enjoy the traveling
life are probably nervous.
What Newsweek is too polite to include in the story is that the second woman
who testified about his advances said that when he had her come to check his room’s fax
machine he greeted her in a lacy garter belt and was both exposed and aroused. He tried
to grab her neck for a bite, and she grabbed his hairpiece, pulling it off, panicking him
at being seen bald, so she could escape.
Other colorful stories were in the wings for testimony, so he, as they say, "copped
a plea". His famous attorney got the Kennedy boy acquitted of rape in Florida, but was
uninformed on Virginia law, and apparently ignorant of Virginia history. Lorena Bobbit
was acquitted there of major genital surgery on her attacking husband.
Tell me the book arrived safely!!! Black marketeers are reportedly importing it
to Great Britain!!!
Fondly,
Ann
Oct. 28, 1997
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
How are your contacts with secondhand bookshops in Georgetown (or elsewhere, come to that)?
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I have just "gone back to school" to complete the masters that I dropped out of
when I was made redundant a couple of years ago. My priority then seemed to me to be
that I should find another job -- fast. Well I did: not one, but two, three, four or more in
quick succession. All of them were busy jobs, usually at busy salaries or, at best, working
for busy exploitive people. I have -- perhaps belatedly -- realized I'm not going to find a
job that I want to do and would do, if I could find it for nothing. So the job is now on
the back burner, and I am back on course -- literally.
Why I write is to ask if you can find me a title that I cannot lay hold of here. It's
called GRANDPARENTHOOD -- editors V. L. Bengston and J. F. Raberton, pub. Beverly
Hills Cal, SAGE. It was brought out in 1985 so is no longer in print except in a special,
done-to-order edition, Each one a one-off and correspondingly expensive, therefore, $68
apiece. This is more than I want to pay!
Maybe, if you have a "tame" secondhand book dealer (one who doesn't only deal
in "popular" books, I mean) you could ask for a book search to be done on a copy of the
original 1985 edition? If this is too problematic, too troublesome, simply too boring or
time consuming, ignore my request! The world won't end, if I don't get his one book.
Best wishes,
Diana
Nov. 6, 1997
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Thank you for putting in a request/order for "Grandparenting" for me. Do I owe
you any money, or only "if they manage to lay hold of it? What do you think of this cut
from today's Times. The color photo was front page! (article on Clinton girl friend)
Diana
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Nov. 7, 1997
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
I am sending you the response that arrived today about the search of Grandparenthood. In a week or so, if I haven't heard more, I'll check. Two years may be longer
than you want to wait! I think this notice is just meant to outline the rules and say a
search has begun.
I congratulated Kitty on her #1 place on The N.Y. Times best seller list, and told
her that her book is winging across the Atlantic into eager hands. I sent one to Win
Browne in Oxford, who wrote that her whole family is lined up to borrow it.
I found Kitty around by the corner mail box one day, on her way back from root
canal work. She indicated in muffled tones that sitting in the dentist's chair offset the
pleasure of success. However, she will recover. We have the same hairdresser. When I
have my hair cut, her Kitty's detachable, curly topknot sits in front of me – all combed
and read for another book party.
More later,
Ann
Nov. 20, 1997
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Another cri de coeur. I'm working (very part-time) for a woman who's a writer
and who, suddenly is requiring me to do the odd research task for her which, I must say,
pisses me off somewhat since I'm being (poorly) paid as a general factotum on the secretarial side and not as a researcher which, in this country at any rate, would command a
far higher rate of pay. However, I need the work -- and the money -- until I've gathered
together enough to go on a week's tour of Roman ruins in Tunisia in mid-February, so
I must at least try to come up with the goods meanwhile.
What she wants is mention (any mention/all mention) of the Chinese Civil War
that took place in 1947/48 in the American press and, particularly, The Chicago Tribune
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and The New York Times. I have to say, I cannot imagine where I would access this sort
of thing on this side of the Atlantic. Can you make it happen? Would the subject have
received wide press coverage in the States?
I'd ring you about this but seem not to have a phone number where I can reach
you. There is a fax where you could send me stuff but, if there was a bulk of material,
post would be preferable.
I am so sorry to trouble you – again.
Diana
Nov. 25, 1997
Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
About your note: The article about the girl who became a friend of Clinton's at
age 11 was entertaining. Hadn't read about her. And there's no cost for the book search
until the outfit finds it.
About your letter: The enclosed article on Kitty Kelley is from the neighborhood
paper. She compliments her research assistant greatly. Such are very valuable. You would
probably be a marvelous one and could have fun with it -- and make more money!!
Computers make it easy to find current information, but The Chicago Tribune
and The New York Times online files don't go back to the Chinese Civil War. The earliest
material online began in the late 1970s.
Nexis Express is the way for individuals to get materials that have gone online,
and I enclose a letter. The papers your writer wants are probably on old-fashioned film
rolls, here at the Library of Congress, and maybe in London at the British Museum? Get
her to send you to The Library of Congress, which is primarily for senators, congressmen,
etc., who get research and delivery service not given ordinary mortals.
I once had a visitor's ticket to the British Museum before it was scattered to locations other than Russell Square.
Thanksgiving is the day after tomorrow, and my flat has no heat; so I am coping
with a Greek plumber, and a property manager for the building, who manages without
visiting the building more than once a year -- and then with the owner, who, I am sure
doesn't know his aversion to getting out of his chair.
All the best
Ann
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Dec. 12, 1997
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
I write back by return to thank you for your prompt response to my last request,
and for the useful information that the online files of the two newspapers in question
don't go back as far as the Chinese Civil War.
The British Museum Reading Room is now closed and has gone to its new location in a custom-built building that is already found to be too small for the purpose (and
it only just opened) near Euston Station. They've had all sorts of teething troubles and I
would anticipate that anyone trying to access any information for research purposes
there would have hell's own job getting what they wanted.
Do you know, I really don't want to be a researcher at a gofer's pay and, moreover, one that has to fit the research in and around running the most pedestrian of errands
like buying bacon and sausages to take with her when she flew over to Princeton to spend
Thanksgiving with her son. I think she's had one unsuccessful attempt trying to employ
a person who can fill both roles and she's trying it on again with me. As for being well
paid as a researcher, you must be joking. I am not even well paid as a gofer and, frankly,
the job not being at all as it was described to me when I went for an interview, I am
greatly disillusioned, not to say totally pissed off.
Thank you for the newspaper cuttings you sent. No doubt the U.S. press has
picked up on our latest quasi-royal scandal: Di's brother having become something of
the hero of the moment when he denounced everyone and everything from the pulpit
as having contributed to his sister's unhappiness-death, is now the subject of disdain and
derision in the circumstances leading up to his South African divorce action. Nowadays
it seems we are required to be all good or all bad -- it hardly seems realistic.
Thank you again, Ann.
Diana
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Dec.27, 1997
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Alexia was staying with me over Christmas and left today to go down to her
grand-pa's, where Simon is, but will be returning in a few days' time to spend New
Year in London. Meanwhile I have a few days off.
Actually, to tell the truth, I have more than a few days since I walked out on
the rich bitch I've been working for on Monday last. She was in the worst mood I have
ever come across her in, attributable, I know, to the fact that several things went badly
wrong for her in the run-up to Christmas.
Firstly, a dog died -- I'd never met it, because it and its twin (Irish wolf hounds)
lived in the country at her boyfriend's. Secondly, her horse (one of the many she kept
in various places where she habitually hunted) died under her when she was hunting
in Ireland, catching one of her legs underneath it as it went down. She was lucky in
that she didn't break the leg, but it was massively bruised, all the tendons badly pulled,
and I don't doubt she was in considerable pain.
However, it slowed her down in consequence and, since she was already dreadfully behind with her Christmas preparations, she got into a panic, and I found myself
doing all the Christmas shopping (mainly by 'phone and fax -- thank god for couriers
to ferry things about London without the necessity of having to go fetch them oneself),
the wrapping and then lugging of dozens of packages to the nearest post office in order
to send off airmail to the farthermost corners of the globe at a cost that was usually at
least double the value of the contents of the parcel.
She summoned her son over from Princeton to 'help out' (he spent most of his
day in bed, so far as I could see, not unusual behaviour in university students) and I
think he'd only come because, of course, she paid his airfare. I think she'd hoped that,
once arrived, she could persuade him to stay over Christmas, but in fact he left last
Saturday, and I think she felt he had been seduced back to the States by the superior
attractions offered him by his father.
All of which explained, if it did not excuse, her rattiness when last I saw her on
the Monday before Christmas. She'd paid me, on my prompting, the Friday before,
and the hours I was supposed to work for her (36 per month) were up by Monday
lunchtime. She snarled at me three different times in as many hours and, the third and
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last time, I told her that I really did not feel from her behaviour that I was suited to the
tasks she required of me, since I was used as a gofer, when what they had advertised for
was a 'retired secretary'. There was nothing in the house on which I could do a letter
that looked even halfway 'professional', which is to say that I had to write to her stockbrokers, bank managers, financial advisers in my own hand, and then she signed it in
hers. Can you imagine how that looked?
Anyway I left, taking with me the pile of Christmas cards she was still belatedly
working her way through (all the envelopes had already been 'done' by me by hand)
and she drew to my notice another envelope on the table with my name written on it
and said something like 'that's for you'. I gathered it up, shoved it in my bag, and didn't
look at it till much, much later when I was waiting for a friend to meet me at the
National Theatre.
You will hardly believe that she had enclosed a cheque for a hundred quid with
my Christmas card. I went straight to the bookshop, bought a card, scrounged an envelope and wrote a quick note saying that, since I had failed to 'give satisfaction' as
demonstrated by her manner (or lack of manners) towards me, I really did not feel that
I could accept her 'Christmas box', stuck the cheque in the envelope with the card and
mailed it on my way back home that same evening -- before my resolution weakened!
You will gather, of course, that I was not her only member of staff: there was a
butler and general jack-of-all-trades, not to mention a cleaning woman who also did
the laundry and ironing (linen bedsheets, of course, at L700 per pair -- I know because
I went to Givans to buy them for her). Her butler had a speech impediment so bad that
he sometimes was unable to speak at all. Her cleaning woman was deaf as a post.
I felt my own contribution to these Three Monkeys was not the blindness it
should have been, but a kind of falling off in all my faculties due to age. She made me
feel old, I can tell you. She also was very good at making me feel somehow less, but I
think that was the only way in which she managed to feel that she was more.
All that money and still she was miserable -- perhaps the unhappiest person I
ever met, for the least reason that I could discern. And she really passed it around I can
tell you! I think I'm well out of it ... except for the bit on money it brought in.
I hope you had a good Christmas and have survived relatively unscathed -- I
don't do much cooking these days and seem to have lost the knack of not burning my
hands in the process.
Meanwhile this is the place to wish you a Happy New Year in 1998.
With love,
Diana
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Jan. 8, 1998
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
You must get into those crazy job situations because they make such wonderful
stories. Of course, Christmas is a well-known season for depression, bad tempers, etc. It's
possible that your late employer in addition to her accident wounds and dead dog, is
having boy friend trouble. He might be looking for someone with a happy holiday nature!
My theory about people who are sad at Christmas is that bounteous holidays as
children spoiled them for later, when no one plans big Christmas morning treats for
them. (The flaw in this is that my late brother-in-law went into a blue funk every year,
because he had such dismal Christmases as a boy.)
However, my suggestion to avoid sad sessions at the end of the year is to plan
something one really wants to do -- selfishly it can be something one really wants to do
alone -- or in a generous spirit help someone else do something. Such opportunities are
always available, because most people madly over-schedule themselves at holiday time.
Part of the generosity of this idea will be to expect little thanks at the time for the same
reason -- people are crazily rushed.
December was my month for travel togetherness -- three trips up the coast from
Washington and back again. First, my friend Bess Abell was due for ankle surgery, so I
went along to drive her back. The surgeon is world-famous and the hospital is on the
upper east side of New York, the city where everyone in the world seem to be heading
for holiday shopping. The surgery was called "same day" surgery, which we found is not
as simple as that. It only means that one goes to the hospital the day of the operation,
not the night before.
Bess knew about the surgery, having had the same thing on the other ankle five
years ago. It was a problem she was born with and had to have corrected before it got
worse. I had booked an apartment through "As You Like It" for two nights on East 63rd
Street to have a kitchen. (hotels were booked solid. A neighbor here said that the only
room she could find was $700, so she shuttled up and back the same day.)
However, at the last minute a woman, who boards her horse at the Abell farm,
loaned us the flat she keeps on East 72nd Street -- one block from the hospital. She loves
New York, and her husband and father-in-law also use it. We arrived on Wednesday.
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Thursday, I went over with Bess to the hospital at 6 a.m. and stayed thru the
parade of medical people, until the grand finale -- the arrival of the surgeon to tell her
what would happen when she went under the knife at 8 a.m. To rebuild her ankle would
involve a bone graft from her hip. The surgery would last four hours, and she would be
back in her room in the late afternoon. I tuned out, knowing things were getting serious.
When he finished I asked how long she would be in the hospital and when I
would be able to drive her back to Washington. Big shock. She would be in the hospital
until Saturday afternoon, and he didn't want her to leave New York until Monday or
Tuesday.
Later, Libby, the apartment owner, said we were fine there until Monday. The
doctor said Monday was o.k. for Washington, because we would have to move anyway.
While Bess was in surgery I dashed out to New Jersey to see my god-daughter,
Laing, and children. Big news emerged between picking up her oldest at school and tea
in her charming house: she's expecting her fourth in July and had not told her mother,
because of possible criticism. That was silly, because her mother adores the existing three
and is marvelous with them. The whole family could be accused of breeding like rabbits,
except that they do such a good job of parenting.
Anyway, I reminded Laing that my secret keeping is flawed, that I was due to go
to church and lunch with her parents on Sunday, and could not be trusted with such a
secret. (I adore old Christmas music. I glutted on it in London. The church date is an
annual one for the Messiah, which I am not keen on, but is meant as a treat for me,
because I have said how much I like Christmas music. You know how such confusion
starts and is best left alone.)
However, I was being a ministering angel in New York on Sunday and missed
church in Washington. Good deeds are sometimes rewarded indirectly, and I was, also,
trying to pass one on. While my shoulder was strapped up and my ankle swollen, Betsy
Parker would come across the street to my office in the morning, drive me to the Post
Office and stop in at the end of the day to drive me home. She did this for months. Just
before the accident the Georgetown Post Office had been moved to temporary quarters
at the bottom of the hill, making it quite a hike to get to. It is now back in the gorgeously
restored Old Customs House two blocks away.
Bess was still groggy when the hospital released her, exhausted and in a great deal
of pain. The apartment was a great help, but she was unsteady on crutches, so I stayed
close, except for short errands. Mostly for things she didn't want when I located them,
but patients are like that. On Monday I borrowed every pillow in the flat to pad the back
seat of the car. Her foot had to be elevated above her heart, so position was important.
I drove straight thru with one rest stop where a restaurant worker mercifully
came out to help get Bess to the "Ladies". Having my patient fall was not a pretty
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thought. The flat owner arrived at the farm minutes after we did, just in time to see all
her decorator pillows come out of the car. Happily, she drove me into Washington, so I
could make a friend's 35th wedding anniversary dinner. The pillows went back to New
York in a limo ten days later when Bess went up to have the cast off, stitches out, new
cast on and home again in one day. She reported the hospital offered a great designer
selection of cast material colors and patterns.
My next trip was a day trip to the Princeton area, where a friend was picking up
her son from Lawrenceville for the Christmas vacation. We both work, and so we never
have a chance to visit. It was fun. I had never seen the school -- which has the most
fabulous facilities -- even though I had lived in Princeton.
My brother and his whole family and my sister were windsurfing in the Caribbean, so I could take a look at my old haunts without unexpected encounters.. I had a
lovely quiet Christmas and then went back for a day to meet my brother's grandchildren
and have dinner in Princeton. The party included one of my old neighbors there, the
delightful widow of a mathematician who worked with Einstein. She could fill me in on
everything that happened since I moved to Washington.
I should say that it was only sometime during the autumn that I felt fully recovered from the accident -- a year before. I realized that when the work week ended, I was
no longer absolutely exhausted. It's nice to be back to normal.
Happy New Year,
Ann
Feb. 2, 1998
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
The "insider" gossip that existed in my reporting days is now printed, making
conservative papers full of tabloid-type news. The enclosed goes back to basics and may
be helpful in understanding the curious situation here.
We have had a wonderful, mild snowless winter, and now the spring flowers are
bravely beginning to appear.
Fondly,
Ann
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July 27, 1998
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
I searched my computerized correspondence to see whether I could find when
you went to the writers conference in Wales. Do I remember correctly that you did?
Anyway the search yielded no information. Of course, if you were there for the Naipaul/Theroux to-do and did not tell me about it, I could not forgive you!!
I realize you have long been silent, since Christmas, it seems, when you were
depressed. I hope things are better now.
Do keep in touch, fondly,
Ann
Aug. 6, 1998
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Thank you for the cutting re: the vendetta, as it seems to have developed, between Theroux and Naipaul. The book has also had a number of reviews here. Naomi
once interviewed Theroux and, though he was pleasant enough to her, she thought him
exceedingly strange. I have never liked a thing he's written, with the possible exception
of the first of his travel books, The Great Railway Bazaar, that was clearly `done to order'.
When he was made to repeat his success by undertaking a railway journey
through Latin America, he was clearly hating every minute of it and found not a single
thing to say about any of the places he went through that wasn't derogatory, mean-spirited, contemptuous. Personally, I couldn't understand why some sort of `fatwa' wasn’t
taken out on him right then by the equivalent of the Muslim fundamentalists - if any
such equivalent exists in S. America. He would have deserved death for what he had
written, which is why I cannot feel any surprise at his behaviour in this instance.
Anyway, in return for your cutting, I send you this re the Clinton situation.
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You asked in your note why I had been silent so long. The reason is that a) I got
myself another job (of which more later) b) I've been finishing off a masters that was cut
short by my being made redundant some years back and that I decided to take up again
last autumn, so I've been really busy with the usual written assignments during term
time and, in June, exams, and now I just have a dissertation to submit, which is more or
less done bar the final copy editing.
I've also done two trips: one to Tunisia to look at what the Romans left behind
in that country (which, incidentally, is quite spectacular) and the other to Italy where, as
usual, we covered a lot of ground, didn't get enough sleep, and wore our feet down to
the bone trudging around the sights. I went to a number of places that had been on my
must-see list for years, even if I didn't get nearly enough time with the group in which I
travel. We look at these trips as a kind of reconnaissance which enables us to decide
where exactly we might like to return and spend longer under our own steam. The only
trouble, of course, is that as we grow older it becomes necessary to take on board the fact
that the opportunity to go back might never recur...
Most recently (from 21st June till last Monday, in fact) I've had Naomi staying
who, in Israel, had been following not only a Haifa University course (where she was
unable for lack of Hebrew language skills to undertake any of the written assignments)
but also an Open University course. She had to come back to go to summer school and
also took the opportunity to spend time catching up on friends and family before she
(and Hanan, of course) go off to live in Texas. Did I tell you she is going to a clinical
psychology course at the University of Texas in Austin? Is that spelt Austin or Austen?
She was offered various places at a number of universities and took up Austin's offer not
only because the course there is one of the best but also because of Austin's reputation
as Silicon City (Hanan's into computers, but don't ask me in what way). I could have
wished she might have chosen some place more readily accessible from London and also
perhaps somewhere I might myself feel more at home when I visit. However, the choice
was not mine to make...
What else? Oh yes, we await any day now the birth of Toby's second child which,
unlike the first, they do not know the sex of in advance of the event. That seems, to me
at any rate, to make it all the more interesting.
In the case of Alexia, she continues to work (but not for much longer) for the
foreign aid organization (English in origin) that she joined subsequent to taking her MSc
at Wye which was itself subsequent to her MEd at Harvard. She was murmuring about
going on to do a PhD, but I think she's decided that she will simply (or not, as the case
may be, given her fairly specific areas of interest) get another job. Interesting as she has
found the present one, the traveling is getting to her. She feels that the whole purpose of
her coming back to the UK which was to put down roots and re-establish contact with
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friends is being frustrated by the fact that she's never back in the country long enough
to do much about that. In a way, it's even worse than living abroad because, in fact, she
found herself unable to make social commitments at either end. Anyway, she has begun
to feel that whatever she had to offer the job (or the job to her) is running out of steam,
so the time has come to move on. I just hope she finds something else without too much
difficulty.
Talking jobs, I'm back in work mirabile dictu! It's only for two days a week, but
that's about as much as I now feel I want or need. I'm called the Archivist/Historian of
The Royal Humane Society, an organization that was founded in 1774 by a couple of
doctors who were concerned about the numbers of people who died from drowning
either because a) they didn't know how to swim b) having been fished out of the water,
apparently dead. No one knew about the possibility of resuscitation. They began a campaign of education and, to spur the general public on to take a more serious interest in
making lifesaving attempts, they offered money prizes as well as medals and other sorts
of recognition to the saviors. Which still goes on: the granting of awards I mean - the
educational activity has long been discontinued. There is now a number of organizations
that also award medals for bravery, usually with slightly different qualifying criteria. In
the case of the RHS, for instance, the person doing the saving has to have put his/her life
in danger in making the attempt.
Recommendations come in from all over the world and invariably the highest
award (a gold medal called the Stanhope Medal after the first person to have been
awarded it) goes to people in the erstwhile Colonies. My job is to look after the papers
of the Society and to deal with enquiries: from members of the public who suddenly
learn that some relative (this usually happens when there's been a death in the family
and said relatives were going through personal effects) was given an award, and they
want to know the circumstances; or from television companies who are preparing a series
on acts of bravery; or from members of the medical profession (e.g. anaesthetists) interested in early discoveries relation to resuscitations.
What is really good about this job is that I am the baby of the team! There are
two 80-year-olds, two mid 60-year-olds, and myself: three men and two women. The
company is congenial. The office is open from 10 a.m. to 4 p.m. and, as I said before, I
only work two days per week. All right, so I'm not paid a lot, but it's better than nothing
at all, which is what I was getting before.
Now that Naomi is gone and my MSc course is shutting down, I am applying
myself to the idea of moving house. This flat is on the market, and I have my eye on a
small house in Putney (also southwest London, since I now feel at home in this neck of
the woods). The problem will be in the selling of the flat, since, naturally, the minute I
decide the time is right for me to do so, there's a slump in the housing market. The talk
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about its being the forerunner of a recession may mean I shan't be going anywhere at
all.
Diana
Aug. 16, 1998
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
How good to hear from you!!
The summer has been busy. I was glad to pass on advice to consumers via the
enclosed story. The most junior feature reporter in the past has been assigned dating
service stories. This time it was an intern -- there are still hundreds of them here -- in the
business section, and she did a thorough job, perhaps scaring some people away from
dating services forever, which if they don't look into what they are getting into, is just as
well.
From telephone inquiries I hear that the story is out there in cyberspace somewhere, but I doubt you are "On-Line". Neither am I, because I need a more powerful
computer. And probably always will if multi-billionaire Bill Gates has his way. To upgrade software I have would take a more powerful computer, and to go on-line with
America Online, which I tried last year, takes a more powerful computer this year than
it did then, so I am in a rut. Every new edition of every program spirals the need for a
new computer.
The good news is that the computer prices keep dropping. The price I paid for
my (now white elephant) computer five years ago would now get one powerful enough
to sent a rocket to the moon.
I was on deadline to "psych" myself up for attacks at the end of August when my
suit against the woman whose van impacted my body almost two years ago was due for
trial. Perhaps I wrote that in September, 1997, I was crossing - in a crosswalk -- with a
green light, and she was turning left with it, knocking me down. She stopped, identified
herself and State Farm as her insurer. The police let her leave, after giving her a ticket for
failure to yield to a pedestrian, which she later paid.
The company's slogan is "State Farm is there" -- apparently to receive payments,
but not to settle claims. The company has been a negative influence. Newly injured, I
could not cope with the ugly attitude of the claims adjuster, who came to see me ten
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days after the accident, when I was feeling terrible. My right shoulder was broken, and
my left knee wrenched and left foot badly sprained and cut. I turned the matter over to
an attorney. State Farm seems to be waiting for the case to go away or for me to die,
whichever comes first.
State Farm would like to contend that my orthopedist is a quack -- difficult, because he is in a practice with another orthopedist who frequently testifies for State Farm.
Fifty weeks after the accident State Farm had me examined by an orthopedist in another
practice, who reported that my injuries probably happened before the accident. Not true.
The driver of the van has seemed candid, so far. As I was lying in the street, I hear
her say, "I didn't see her." In her deposition she answered that she didn't remember to
most questions, and said that the first time she was aware of me was when I and the door
of her van met -- floating the impression that I attacked her van. Had her speed been
slightly slower the contact point would have been her side mirror, the results of which
to my head and neck might have been disastrous.
So I, along with dear friends - in usual legal fashion - can expect to be accused of
dim-witted memories, lying, fraud, etc.. The driver for the Syrian embassy was right behind the van and saw her turn and knock me down. He stopped. Later, when I was
upright and refusing an ambulance -- the police couldn't tell me where one would take
me -- he used his cell phone to dial Becky Rogers, a chum since 1955. The paper here had
reported that the ambulances here might wander around the city or lose victims via bad
paper work.
I limped down the block to my flat and called Betsy Parker, whom you met here,
for advice about hospitals, while, Becky, who had been getting ready for a country club
party came to get me. We headed for a hospital emergency room away from downtown,
where there it would be unlikely to find shooting victims who always come first in the
waiting line. Then she went to join Paul, her husband, at the party, and they came back
to Sibley to check on my progress. It was going to take a while, so I sent them home.
Betsy had suggested that I call her when the hospital was ready to release me, and she
gave me a ride home.
Another State Farm contention is that I was not complaining a lot while being
treated at Sibley. Frankly, I was grateful to the woman for leaving me alive, to my friends
for being so helpful, and confident that I was in competent medical hands.
Anyway. I chose a lawyer who has his office in Georgetown, so I could hobble
over to see him and was later surprised to be represented by a lawyer from Virginia, who,
it turns out, does all the first lawyer's trial work. I didn't shop around, or perhaps ask all
the right questions early on.
Both Betsy and Becky are going to testify -- and be attacked, of course. Not knowing how hard the original lawyer works, I reminded him that many families take August
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holidays and that if he wanted Betsy and Becky, in addition to the driver, it would be
wise to call them and ask, but that I would not have them subpoenaed, ruining their
holidays.
I hoped to rev him up a bit by telling him that they would want to consult with
their husbands -- with good reason. Betsy's was a Rhodes Scholar, clerked for a Supreme
Court Justice and has been Sen. Edward Kennedy's legislative assistant for more than a
quarter of a century. Paul Rogers was a Florida congressman (Palm Beach and Fort
Lauderdale), after succeeding his father. Paul was chairman of the House Commerce
subcommittee on Health and the Environment and worked with Sen. Kennedy in getting appropriations to set up the Cancer Institute at the National Institute of Health. He
is now a with Hogan & Hartson, a huge law firm here.
It would be nice to win the case, but if I lose it's a story on how "State Farm is
(not) there". There's an aggressive driving angle, too. On the highways here there have
been some spectacular races between angry drivers, ending in crashes and death. And
aggressive drivers do not become tame when they are supposed to slow down for city
traffic. The Post had a story recently on how the short green lights on Connecticut Avenue confine many elderly pedestrians to one side or the other because they don't trust
drivers to give way to them.
The trial was set for August 31st. A few weeks ago my (Georgetown) lawyer, who
is lead attorney and supposedly known for his negotiating skills, notified State Farm, the
suit would be raised from 50 thousand to 200 thousand. The amended suit he sent me
mentioned the wrong shoulder as having been broken. I immediately notified him of
the error, because when the original suit was filed and I notified him that the wrong foot
was cited, he filed an amendment correcting the error.
This time he brushed off the error and said that only what the jury heard mattered, but in the same phone call he said that because it would be better to have Betsy
and Becky available in person to testify - not on tape, as had been planned for either who
would be out of town on Aug. 3. - he had talked to State Farm, and had an agreement to
ask the judge for a later date, if the suit were not raised to $200 thousand. Betsy and her
husband only get vacations when the Senate is not in session, and the last two weeks in
August they spend at their place in Maine. Becky travels with her husband a lot, and she
didn't know until a day or so ago that she could be here August 31. It's that last week
before Labor Day, which is the official end of summer in the U.S. (This type of suit is
often settled for prior trial, but it took State Farm more than a year to offer anything -$4,000. My losses and expenses have been about $22,000, and the lawyer gets 1/3 of any
damages, so that one offer was ridiculous.
People flee Washington in the summer, although this has been the best summer
I remember for years, not too many days in the 90s, and even when in the 80s with
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humidity, there's often a breeze. Texas on the other hand has had a record number of
days over 100 degrees. People and crops are dying. The government gave out air conditioners and fans to some too poor to afford them, but now the electric bills are coming
in to those self-same poor, and some not so needy, giving them heat strokes, if not heart
attacks. $700 a month or so does sound disastrous to any budget.
It was good to hear from you!!!
Fondly,
Ann
Oct. 26, 1998
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
You are the only person I know who prepares for Christmas in September. The
postcard of the madonna and the Christmas card about the package are here. I'll let you
know when the latter arrives.
I have a new Dell computer, with which I am deeply in love as I find how many
things it does. It is powerful enough to enable me to go "on line" accessing all sorts of
information and, should you acquire a computer similarly able to send and receive email, able to correspond quickly.
I'm still learning about all the resources out there in cyberspace, but have tried
locating the Grandparenthood book you wanted. Enclosed is the result of a search I did
last week. Will try again. If that book is not available, do you have other choices?
How do you like being a grandmother. Do you have pictures?
All the best,
Ann
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Nov. 3, 1998
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Your travel through whichever web site (or sites) it may have been necessary to
access in search of the Grandparenthood book I wrote asking if you could lay hold of for
me sounds extremely time-consuming. Is it that the pre-Christmas period is not a busy
one for matchmakers?
Like, they say, it's not a busy one for estate agents, because the last thing people
want to do at this time of year is either sell the house they presently live in or look for a
new house?
I, too, would love a computer such as yours i.e. one that would enable me to email Naomi to whom, instead, I have to make very expensive phone calls or spend hours
writing long letters. Actually, I like to write letters, so that's no real hardship for me, but
she would wish she certainly doesn't have the time to write long letters in response to
mine.
However, I'm afraid I can't afford the kind of computer required (still L1000+ in
this country, exclusive of printer).
About Grandparenthood: the reason for my wanting (needing it when I got in
touch with you was the subject of my master's dissertation. The examining board meet
9 November, after which we will be informed which of us is now entitled to write the
letters Msc. after our names. I know I passed all written assignments and exams with
room to spare, so (dare I say it?) I would be very surprised if I didn't qualify. Anyway,
Grandparenthood is now history, and I neither want nor need to read it anymore. But
thank you anyway very much for trying to locate it for me.
Diana.
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Dec. 4, 1998
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
This story from The Times of 3rd December -- just to persuade/convince you it's
not my fault that you get your Christmas present earlier than you think reasonable. This
is, in fact, only one of several letters that have been appearing in The Times complaining
about the Post Office issuing "last surface mail postings dates" to distant places, only
then to ignore them itself and send everything air mail. So now you know! I got your
gift, by the way -- not yet opened, of course, but many thanks for thinking of me.
Yours,
Diana
Dec. 16, 1998
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Many thanks for the little books. I was not criticizing your mailing habits, but
crediting your incredible organization. I am just now getting organized for Christmas.
It has been a very busy year, and the research on grandmothering, begun by direct mail, couldn't be continued until I got a new computer -- which by the way, is now
three months old and already surpassed by later offers.
I won't need another for a few years, but changes happen so fast and the market
is so competitive that better products are constantly being made available at the same
price, which is tempting.
I wanted to tell you that I hear good things about Austin -- as opposed to Houston, so it seems like a good choice.
Merry Christmas
Ann
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Jan. 1, 1999
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Many thanks for the two Susan Isaacs books, of which Naomi returned one
straight back to the States with her "to read on the plane," leaving me with "Close Relations," which seems to me to have a lot more to do with Jewish family relationships than
with Washington politics. I'd like it more if it were the other way round.
I spent the past Christmas period: (a) writing thank yous (b) writing letters of
condolence: two dead husbands, one dead mother.
Naomi: now back in Austin, which she seems to be enjoying very much. I am
only so pleased that she and Hanan are safely (I hope!) out of Israel. Sooner or later, it
seems to me Saddam Hussein will succeed in germ warfare on his detested neighbors.
With love and many thanks for Christmas gift and best New Year wishes,
Diana
Jan 13, 1999
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Let me know if you want more Susan Isaacs. She has a new one out, but it wasn't
as much fun as the earlier ones. They're not about Washington, but about women's lives.
The phone cards are packaged in plastic in the hope that, if there is anything left
on them, they won't erase each other.
Would you please look at The Evening Standard for at least a week and clip any
articles that Jeremy Campbell has. That paper never gets here, and I am curious to see
what he is doing, particularly since so much is going on here now.
Seriously, if you want to come over here, I can put up one person. A Wellesley
classmate came last spring for three days and is planning to come back in June for longer,
a compliment to my guest quarters. She is a frequent traveler, having returned to Hawaii
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to be near her aged mother, and finding it rather dull. As long as her mother is well,
Janice hops off around the world.
With my new system I put her in the bedroom -- for privacy, total independence
and freedom from cats, who race about in the night. I share the futon in the living room
with them and can get off to the office, etc. I slept there for three months with a broken
shoulder. The timing works out -- with one bathroom -- too.
Keep in touch,
Ann
Jan. 18, 1999
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
I have a problem or, rather, two problems. The first is that I cannot remember
when last I wrote you and am very much afraid, therefore, that what follows may be as
tasteless and unappetizing as yesterday's leftovers, warmed through for today's consumption. My second problem is that I cannot even remember whether I wrote as recently as
the immediate post-Christmas period, in which case you will think I am indeed already
demented as a consequence of advanced senility. Let me crave your indulgence and
blame this forgetfulness -- and boringness -- on a frenetic Christmas/New Year break
which had me panting to return to work on 4th January for a well-earned rest.
Naomi flew in on the 15th December for a two-week visit. She'd said she's spent
the past five years in countries (Japan and Israel) that don't celebrate Christmas and she
yearned for the tinsel and tat. I was glad to see her (though she was only here six months
previously) in order to be able to ascertain for myself how she and Hanan are now getting
on in Austin. In fact, Simon spent some time with them in November, so I'd had his
feedback that all seemed to be going very well. Hanan, a) having American nationality
as well as Israeli since he was born in the States and b) being a computer 'buff', had no
difficulty whatsoever in finding work.
Indeed (as you will know, though we did not) because Austin has a reputation
second only to Silicon Valley as the place of cutting edge computer technological development, this helped Naomi list the various universities to which she had applied in order
of preference. They're in a rented apartment for the time being, though planning to buy
since Naomi reckons her course will take 5/6 years to complete: she's embarked on a Phd
in psychology of some sort. Needless to say, my personal wish (though I would hardly
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voice it to her) is that they will not ever go back to live in Israel since, so long as they
were there, I was in a lather of anxiety about the political situation which seems to stagger
from unresolved crisis to unresolved crisis, and I find it hard to believe that the action
being taken by both the US and the UK to `restrain' Saddam Hussein's more murderous
intentions will, in the end, be adequate to the purpose. It seems to me he is bound to
succeed in offloading a missile armed with a chemical or biological warhead aimed at
one of Israel's major cities before too long.
Anyway, other than the weather which Naomi likes as little as I do (both being
`fleshy' people, we don't take kindly to heat and humidity), I gather life in Austin pleases
both of them. I’ve only ever been in Houston and, from there, Galveston. We stayed
once, the children and I (in 1980, I think it was), with Simon's sister) and her husband,
and I loathed everything about the place. Naomi tells me Austin is not like that at all: is
not flat, not treeless, not dun coloured, not quite as hot or humid.
Alexia has just started in her new job with VSO (Voluntary Services Overseas),
which is a much bigger and better known aid agency, doing the kind of work in which
she has previously been engaged, though her `area' has moved farther east. It now starts
the other side of the Indian sub-continent and includes Thailand, Laos and Vietnam (also
previously under her aegis), as well as China. She is manager of this vast territory, supervising the work of VSO people in the field and having to do, if possible, even more traveling than she was previously. Since I had thought that at least part of the point of her
changing jobs was to cut down on the traveling, you may imagine that I was puzzled the
way things turned out. However, mine not to reason why...
I'm a granny now twice over. Toby's wife had their second child (a girl) in the
parking lot underneath the hospital in which it was supposed to have been born. Despite
this precipitate delivery, Georgia and the baby (now christened Hope and a couple of
other names, one of which is June after the West Indian hospital worker who happened
fortuitously to be either getting in or getting out of her car at the time and who rushed
across with a dog blanket when she saw what Georgia was about, throwing this down
on the concrete floor where it was suddenly all happening) - but I digress: mother and
child were only kept in overnight before being sent back home. Happily, neither seems
to have suffered any ill effects from the experience - indeed, I think Toby was the most
traumatized of the three of them.
So far as I am concerned, last year was busy, since I got back to work again with
the Royal Humane Society where I labour away three days per week as Archivist and
Historian, which is a job I love. My flat-selling plans, however, got nowhere fast last year,
for the reason that I postponed doing anything about it until I'd taken my exams in June.
There was still a dissertation outstanding to complete the MSc I had been engaged on,
but I thought I could afford to run that in parallel with flat-selling/house buying. I was
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successful in that I found a house I liked well enough to put in an offer which was accepted, but the stumbling block came when I couldn't get a buyer to take the flat off my
hands.
I have been reading only this morning that central London property prices
dropped 15/20% last summer, a drop from which there has been no recovery. Suddenly
the bottom fell out of the market. I had the flat with estate agents until the owner of the
house on which I had made a offer got tired of waiting and sold it to somebody else. I
decided to stay put over the winter and try again this coming spring. Who is to say if the
situation will be any different, but at least I shall know that I won't be selling low in
central London and still buying high in Putney, since the so-called `ripple effect' will,
by the spring, have pushed the prices down in the suburbs also. Or so I hope...
By the way, so far as the masters was concerned, I passed with Merit. I'm now
casting around for something else to take its place (any suggestion? see attached list -again, profuse apologies if you've already seen it)
We had some cold weather earlier this winter, but it was of brief duration, and
New Year's Day was so warm I din't even have the heating on and walked around in
identical clothing to what I would wear in high summer, without feeling at all uncomfortable.
I have today sent off my deposit on a US holiday in September (that is, if I can
get together the necessary huge sums of which the deposit is the token payment.) The
real purpose of the visit is, of course, to see Naomi & Hanan in Austin, but I couldn't
come all that way and not do something else besides, so I'm getting on a train in Washington and chugging across the country by rail, stopping off 2 days here 3 days there via
such places as Williamsburg, New Orleans where I have longed to see the ante-bellum
mansions, never mind take a short trip up or down? the river in a paddle steamer. (Yes,
you probably shudder at the mere idea of it.) And then we get a taste of Mexico, another
of Colorado, ending up in LA where (it gets more predictable yet) I look forward to
visiting the MGM studios, or what's left of them.
I think we even spend a couple of nights on the Queen Mary. there were two
such rail journeys being offered by this route in 1999, and I originally tried to book on
the one that goes in May, but there's not a place left on it, which is why I'm coming in
September instead. Or at least I hope I am. It's always possible that September got all
booked up too. At the end of these 16 days in transit I shall spend a week in one place,
staying with Naomi. She keeps telling me how HOT it is, whatever time of year, with
only a slight diminution of discomfort in January and February. The cuttings you sent
about Austin encouraged me no end, though I didn't read as much as I would have liked
vis-a-vis museums or art galleries to visit there.
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I should add that if the September follows the May itinerary at all closely, then I
think the group with which I hope to be traveling should get a free day in Washington.
Maybe we can meet? There was so much there I loved that I shall find it hard to resist the
temptation to kill myself rushing about doing as much as I can for the second time
around in one quarter of the time I had on our last visit. I don't think I can afford to be
away from my place of work (we have such a small staff) for longer than 3 weeks, which
is why I won't take you up on your kind invitation to come and stay. However as Naomi
reminds me: they expect to be some years in Austin so this is the only the first of several
visits to the States that I hope to make in the next decade, Deo volente.
About the Isaacs books: I think that, if the one you speak of (her latest) has not
been as well received as the two you sent me, then I would not be desperate to read it. I
found her hard to get into (not at all like the book's heroine) and boring in the way she
tries to make so much of the sex angle which sells by virtue (that can't be the best word
to choose in this context either) of its repetitiveness.
But this letter has gone on quite long enough and especially so if you've read
most of it before-- forgive me!
With best wishes for 1999,
Diane
Jan. 29, 1999
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Many thanks for the newsy letter. It was all new to me. The new grandchild's
arrival was remarkable. I'm glad it turned out well for mother and child, even if Toby
was traumatized.
I have to remind myself that we met on a group trip in India, and while I went
on by myself, you returned to London, and the kind of travel I enjoy may not be your
cup of tea.
I dashed about, not to fill a day, but because I would like to offer you the hospitality that you gave me with a base from which to go about England. So I went down to
Union Station and got Amtrak schedules and brochures which will arrive with two
books that have a lot about old houses and gardens under separate cover.
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Calling Amtrak I found that a USA Rail Pass - good for anywhere in the U.S. -is offered to you with unlimited travel for 30 days for $350. There's a variety of passes for
different regions, but that one is a bargain. A similar Rail Pass for me would allow only
3 stopovers, so it's a great deal when you want to go here and there, maybe do one leg of
a trip by car or bus, a factor, because there aren't many tracks for trains to run on any
more.
The maps show how little service there is for a huge country, and often to take a
train from one place to another is like remote parts of the world, where you have to wait
a day or so for a train to go on to the next spot. (See Michael Palin's TV travels -- or our
own for that matter).
YOU CAN CALL 1-800-USA-RAIL FROM LONDON FOR AMTRAK
INFORMATION FOR FREE.
You mentioned the group tour required a big expenditure. Certainly getting
your own plane ticket and a rail pass (can be bought in London) would cut out the middle man and probably save both money and all the time groups use waiting for the group
to gather or get out of the gift shops. I cannot plan what I want to do every minute for
three weeks here, much less six months ahead in another country.
Bess goes to Austin, because Mrs. Johnson is there, and reports September is
HOT. October is better, but the flowers are best in late April or early May. Then May
gets HOT.
Yesterday, interviewed a new client, who went to Princeton, Oxford "Maudlin",
Inner Temple, Columbia Law. His education goes on forever, but he has been in health
law for 10 years in Geneva, Germany, Rome and Florence and is now back here. Talking
travel and your itinerary, we agreed that trains here are not what they are in Europe.
When I say they are slow, I mean really slow. The New York - Washington trains can
speed because the old wooden (we call them ties) under the rails have been replaced with
concrete. This investment has not been made in many places, which means the trains go
slow (45 m.p.h.) or they risk jumping off the tracks.
With a rail pass you could book the legs that appeal to you and drive or whatever
the other legs. It's the freedom to go as one's energy, interests and time indicate that
would appeal to me, but it may not be to your taste.
However, do think about coming to Washington, seeing how you want to proceed to Austin and wherever, going on and then coming back. The round trip plane
ticket is the only round trip you would be committed to, and the Rail Pass would mean
that if you had some extra time and wanted to pop up to New York - or out to San
Francisco, for that matter - you could.
The old house and garden material coming to you is about Charleston and Savannah, because for the past 10 years New Orleans has been known as the crime, drug,
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danger city. Yesterday, my well-travelled client said he had a relative who goes from his
car to house with a pistol in his pocket, and he lives in a lovely old area.
The daughter of an old friend now works with the Charleston Chamber of Commerce, and you may receive some material from her. She loves the area, having fled the
Washington area for the charms of the Old South. Savannah is just an hour or so away
and a magnificent old town. They both are full of old houses and have old plantations
around them.
I found people much more helpful when I was alone than when with someone
or a group. It's not lonely to go by oneself, much easier and more fun.
Regards,
Ann
Mar. 27, 1999
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
The Hillary articles from The Times arrived. Interesting. Many thanks. I am very
curious to know whether the travel books I sent you by air six weeks ago ever arrived.
Happy Easter,
Ann

Apr. 4 1999
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Your note of 27 March (rec. yesterday) puts me to shame, because I never
acknowledged the travel books you sent. I was really ill when they arrived sometime in
the first half of March. A bug (the same bug? a different bug?) that I have had three times
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already since mid-December, but this time the worst attack of all. I have been on antibiotics for a whole fortnight since the ruddy thing wouldn't respond to your average 5-day
hammering.
Anyway, I'm better now though still feel wiped out at the end of a working day
-- am now involved in the uncertain and stressful business of moving house. An American woman has bought the flat (I think, I hope) and I am looking frantically in Putney
which is south of the river and, therefore, cheaper which I hope will leave me with some
equity after the event. Since that's what moving is all about, this had better be the case.
Will write at greater length when I have something further to say on the subject.
I realize this reads worse than incoherently. Forgive me!
With love and many belated thanks for the books,
Diana
July 18, 1999
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
My co-mother-in-law is an artist and recently had an exhibition of her work.
Hence this card to tell you I'm moving out of here on July 27th. New address: 107 Dover
House Road, London, S.W.15 5AD. I don't, realistically, expect to move in till at least
September, since the builders will get there first. Meanwhile, I shall be living out of a
suitcase here, there, everywhere.
Diana
Oct. 6, 1999
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
The move into my new address (no phone yet) was as big a nightmare as the
move out of the Chelsea flat had been.
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The one big room in the house is stacked floor to ceiling with 79 boxes into
which my possessions were packed with enough wrapping paper to have required a forest of disposable softwood trees to supply it. Most of the boxes contain more wrapping
paper than objects. Hence the ridiculous number of them the bloody removals men -two only this time -- just dumped the stuff and left, having extracted from me, first, the
cost of the removal from the place of storage to the house (which was the same amount
as the removal into storage, already previously paid) and, second, an additional cheque
in the amount of 169 pounds. This, they told me, was for the boxes that must all be
emptied, dismantled, packed flat, and returned to the storage premises somewhere in
Middlesex, because, though the firm was Wimbledon-based, when I first approached
them to do the removal, they themselves decamped mid-August much further out of
London.
We cannot get to the furniture, in which the items in the boxes normally live,
because the boxes are so densely packed together. Nor can we carry the boxes out of the
room to unpack them elsewhere a) because there is no elsewhere, all the other rooms
being haphazardly stacked with other things and b) because the furniture in the same
room where the greater part of the boxes have been stacked prohibits one from lifting a
box out of there, since the doorway is blocked by impassable obstacles such as large armchairs piled on top of each other.
Alexia and, yesterday, Charlotte Darwin, who very kindly came to give a hand,
are the only ones thin enough to get into the box room and edge their way between the
stacks while I stand outside and have the box contents passed to me and try to find a
home for them elsewhere in the house.
Nothing was ready, despite my having arranged to have the kitchen appliances
delivered a fortnight ahead of the rest so that they could be rendered ready to go before
my arrival. Instead the kitchen still sits around in pieces so that there is neither fridge
nor cooker nor washing machine in working order. There is no bathroom either, since
the bits of that are also sitting around looking -- in the way disconnected sanitary ware
does, slightly obscene. We have a loo now, but it has no door, which was lovely yesterday
as we worked side by side with various men still on site. We clean our teeth at the kitchen
sink which is the only running water as yet.
Watching the 9 o’clock news last evening was, however, a salutary experience,
since I was forced to compare my own circumstances favourably with those of the unfortunate refugees in Chechnya who are in Siberian winter conditions accommodated
in tents for an indefinite time.
Many thanks for note re: web address. I prefer this mode of contact!
Diana
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Oct. 23, 1999
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
New address, in case you've lost previous notification:
107 Dover House Road, London, SW15 5AD Maybe you'd like to come and
"house sit" whilst I visit the States myself next year? I plan to be away from 16 May till
11/12 June.
With all good wishes for Christmas and the New Year
Diana
Nov. 22, 1999
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Before you set your itinerary in stone think about stopping in Washington for a
week on your way to or from Texas. A recent television program listed the ten most
agreeable towns to live in and Austin was on the list, so you will have a great time there.
Washington has lots to offer, too, and my house guest system works quite well.
The guest organizes her own schedule and sleeps in the bedroom which is quiet and
private. I sleep in the front room, which allows me to get the cats organized and myself
off to the office in the morning. A world traveling Wellesley classmate from Hawaii
stopped in for three days on her first visit and came the next year for nine, a definite seal
of approval.
I would love to "housesit" for you, and if it looks possible, I'll let you know. Now
I think about travel, but don't do much, concluding that I may not have the energy left
over from running a business. A long weekend spent in California to see an old, really
old, friend is balanced with an equal time recovering from the trip. Of course, thinking
about London is always lovely. Enclosed is a map from the internet showing Dower
239

House Road. Tell me your cross streets, so I can place you. Win Browne, whom I met on
the Trailfinders Nile trip and suggested India, had a house at 4 Ponsonby Road before
she moved to Oxford.
In October I began the Website launching process, which I will not bore you
with. First the technical vocabulary is new, and the internet world changes so fast that
by the time I got to step two, step one had been simplified, which would have avoided
some puzzlement, had I waited two weeks to start the process.
Getting it to look like the material I send out in answer to telephone requests
was important, since the site is meant to be a service to people who are curious but don't
want to admit they are looking. And it saves me a lot of repetitious explanations.
www.annwoodthematchmker.com has been up about six weeks, modified as
needed. Having a pleasant, smart designer has smoothed the project. Many men and
women have always said, "I've seen your ad for a long time, and just decided (got the
nerve) to call." Now some are doing a double take and seeing the website.
My father used to say he made changes to attract new readers of The Chicago
Tribune in small steps so as not to put off old readers. The internet, adapted to one's uses,
is great, beyond e-mail, which I use only as necessary for business.
Happy holidays. Do try to make it to Washington.!!!
Ann

Dec. 2, 1999
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
I'm on the main drag opposite the crescent called Swinburne Road, but just before where it exits for the second time into D.H.R. The nearest bus stop coming homewards from central London is past the Pleasance exit into D.H.R. and a bit further down
the opposite side, if you're going into town.
I'm going to send this map to a couple (woman I was at school with plus her
second husband) who have just written to say that my suggestion to them re: housesitting
fits in very well with a holiday they have booked to go to Greece as of 8th June. (I, myself,
being due back from my own U.S. trip on 12th June) She also says she'd like to return
via London, because, otherwise, we'll miss each other.
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Thank you for your kind invite to come and stay in Washington. I cannot, sadly,
since I'm already taking more leave than I'm entitled to, and it is only because I've not
taken any full year's entitlement yet that they've agreed to my going over the limit next
year.
If you would like to be here, you'd be better coming at the beginning of my
absence (i.e. from 16th May, which is when my holiday starts). The others can slot in at
the other end, but that would, perhaps, not give either of you as long as you might like
to be here -- to make the trip worthwhile, cost and effort-wise.
Like you, I think I want to go away, but, increasingly, find myself so exhausted
by "holidays" I need a rest cure upon my return. In fact, let's face it (as I have discovered
during this year with the moving house business, I have less of a)energy b) stamina c)
strength than was once the case.
Talking of newspapers making changes to attract new readers, The Times and
The Sunday Times are so much not the papers I used to read and love for this very reason,
they're about to lose this old reader!
Diana
Jan. 20, 2000
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
I have just, somewhat belatedly I am afraid, written to Bess Abell to thank her
for having sent me (at your request, so I must thank you, too, for thinking of me) the
catalogue of the upcoming art exhibition called, “A Romp Through Peace and War” which
is running ‘till 29th May in Austin. The question is, will I make it to Austin in time to
see the exhibition? If I do, it will be but barely, but I certainly hope to go see it – if
necessary, immediately upon my arrival! I’ve already told Naomi I have to get to Fort
Worth where there are some museums/galleries top of my must-see list. Naomi says F.W.
is “only” 5 hours drive from Austin, which to me seems a long way, remembering the
distance/time it took to get from Edinburgh to what I called civilization i.e. London. I
must also remember that Naomi will be in the final month(s) of pregnancy and possibly
not inclined, therefore, to spend hours in the driving seat. This baby is the result of time,
money and several disagreeable procedures involved in the IVG “modus operandi” so,
whatever, I must make sure I don’t make N. do anything that might provoke its premature onset. How are you getting along with the year 2000? I will not mention the “M”
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word, of which I was heartily sick by June of last year and which I never wish to hear
again. Are you well? Are you happy? If so, that’s as much as anyone of our age has any
right to hope for.
With best New Year wishes,
Diana
Apr. 17, 2000
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Diana:
Here is a story about how the VOA demoralized and cheated women applicants.
Of course, the government admitted no wrong, because the men who altered scores, etc.,
have all left or died. Let me know if you decide to stop off in Washington. If so, I have
room for one guest.
All the best,
Ann
Apr. 25, 2000
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Many thanks for the V.O.A. newspaper cutting. Have just received tour itinerary
and see I shall be staying at the Phoenix Park Hotel, 520 North Capitol Street, Tel: 202638-6900 in Washington. We have a "free day" till 6 p.m. on Friday 19 May, if you'd like
to meet?
Diana
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May 3, 2000
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To:: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
I'm glad you are coming by way of Washington and assume that, had you wanted
to, you would have let me know sooner. I do seem to have a lot of friends who plan trips
in great detail during the winter and then come thru on very definite schedules in the
spring. I will keep Friday, May 19, clear of any additions and hope to get together. I have
an interviewee coming down from Saratoga Springs, N.Y., planning to get to the office
late morning at the earliest. I need an hour or so with him, and then am free. If his
schedule changes, I would be even freer. In case you plan future trips to see your soonto-be new grandchild I am enclosing a bulletin from Southwest Airlines. A cheap flight
to the U.S. Southwest would give you a lot of flexibility while here. But, of course flexibility is what I prefer, and apparently many of my friends do not!!
See you soon,
Ann
May 19, 2000
Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
To: Diana Coke
Washington, D. C.
Diana:
I'm so glad you stopped by. Do try e-mail while you have access to it in Texas.
My address is woodmatch@worldnet.att.net. (Microsoft Word automatically prints it
this way). I hate Bill Gates, but the getting familiar with the computer and the web seems
to be as important now as learning to drive was for my mother. My widowed grandmother refused to learn and was isolated in her senior years -- my current ones. Let me
know Naomi's new name and address in case she doesn't alert me to the baby's birth. I
have the perfect baby gift -- perfect because all babies fall in love with it!!
Have a good trip,
Ann
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June 1, 2000
Diana Coke
c/o Hanan Moller
5511 Maple Leaf Drive
Austin, Texas
78723-2610
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Just pitched up @ Naomi's whence I hasten to return you the L100/$150 so
kindly loaned me. It was really good to see you in Washington and I loved lunch. The
trip, like the curate's egg, has been good in parts!!. It was the company I kept that got me
down in the end. With love and many, many thanks for helping me out!
Diana
June 24, 2000
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Upon arriving in Austin to spend a short while with Naomi (where baby is increasingly imminent) I asked her to make out a cheque to repay my debt to you which
was sent off around 2/3 of this month (June). I do hope it reached you safely, if not let
me know.
Diana
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June 27, 2000
Ann Wood
Washington, D.C
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Separately, I am sending you the July Washingtonian magazine with information
on museums and old houses in this area. My suggestions for you are totally ignored, but
here is another effort: Southwest Airlines, the cheapest, safest airline in the U.S., is starting Baltimore-Austin flights July 2. The next time you come to the U.S., instead of joining a group of incompatible people for whom you spend days hurrying to meet and
more time waiting for, plan your own trip. Baltimore-Washington International Airport
is as far north of Washington as Dulles to the south. You could break your trip there,
come to town and use my flat as a base to make cultural ventures into the surrounding
area. Next time you have three weeks vacation, you could break it up and stay with Naomi in Austin and me here and have more pounds to spend on things other than tour
groups. Within the U.S. you'd have flexibility, because the Southwest flights, even if reservations -- which they do take now -- are altered, the cost is minimal. They started out
as a standby airline only, meant to replace long car trips that non-business travelers -people paying for their own tickets -- were making here. I have a reservation to and from
Chicago at the beginning of August. Even if I stay longer than I plan, the increased price
will be reasonable. Has the baby been born?
Best,
Ann
July 1, 2000
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Thank you for letter and for the July Washingtonian magazine. You didn't say
whether you got Naomi's cheque. Did you? It was mailed a month ago! No, Naomi is
still in waiting, though the birth is now imminent. May have to be induced.
Diana
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July 11, 2000
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Thanks for your card. Glad to hear you got Naomi's cheque. Grateful you helped
out. Thought you'd like to know Naomi had a boy, to be called Oz Antony Noah. I
understand first and last are both good Hebrew names. Oz?!
Diana
July 20, 2000
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Simon has just informed me that, without warning me of his intention (although
he'd been making mutterings to this effect for several years past) he has sold the French
house we owned jointly. It is true that he has borne the financial burden of keeping it
maintained, and to pay for that has also had to involve himself in renting it during the
holiday months each year, with all the hassle that this sort of thing entails. He said he
was not going to be bothered any more with that and, having retired last year did not
feel he could afford to make up any shortfall in rental income out of his pocket. Also,
that none of the rest of the family, myself included, used the place often enough to warrant keeping it on as a holiday house. Therefore, receiving a good offer from someone
who has rented it 3 years running, he decided unilaterally to accept the offer — then
inform me of it.
I see the reasons he gives for coming to this decision, but was, nevertheless, surprised to be told of it so precipitately. There will be some money coming my way as a
result of the sale. We owned it jointly, though this counts for nothing in French law. I'm
going to take a bite of it and take myself off on a Swann Hellenic land tour of Rajasthan
followed by S.H. cruise from Mumbai (once Bombay) to Calcutta. Reasons for this
choice: it offers the opportunity for me to pay a return (possibly final) visit to the sub246

continent, to Rajasthan (which I love ) and to Calcutta (where I spent the first 12 years
of my life). You don't often see Calcutta featured on a holiday itinerary!
So, would you like to spend Christmas/New Year in London, house-sitting for
me? The dates I shall be away are from 12/13 December to 4 January. Let me know if
you're interested.
Diana
Aug. 23, 2000
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Your trip to India sounds great, and I was delighted and excited with the idea of
house-sitting for you. At the time your letter came I was getting organized to go to the
50th reunion of the Lake Forest High School class of '50, which was a great success, but
exhausting for several reasons.
First, I wanted to go in order to be able to report on happenings in the Village
of Lake Bluff for my dear friend and former neighbor there, who will be 98 at the end
of this week and unlikely to return. She now lives in San Mateo, California, near her son
and his family. Her mind is as sharp and inquiring as ever, so I had a lot of fun with the
assignment, reunion events and saw people I started school with at the age of four.
However, the getting organized to leave a business, getting out there and back -four hours in the terminal waiting for a 4 p.m. flight take off at 8 p.m. -- and getting up
to speed at the office on my return took time in addition to the actual time away.
The result is I am very unclear in August whether I could get away in December,
so, of course, don't wait on making other plans. I think of all the Christmas music in
London and yearn to be back, but just don't know…….
Am enclosing an article about an area that would be accessible by rail from Washington for you!! Perhaps the air travel isn't as bad on your side of the Atlantic, but the
summer here has been full of horror stories of inconvenience and delays because there
are too many people flying. The airlines now have computers that squish the maximum
number of people in seats and then they cancel the flights that aren't brimming.
Keep in touch,
Ann
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Sept. 6, 2000
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Thank you for your note. I'll keep my eyes and ears open for a house-sitter, but
what makes it not as easy is that the period of time to be covered is over Xmas/New Year
when people usually like to stay home. Keep your options open. It’s available if you want
to come.
Diana
Oct. 20, 2000
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Yours is the first Christmas card, as usual. Many thanks for the greetings and the
renewed invitation.
Every time I consider taking more than two days off, I look back and try to see
some pattern to my business. There is none that I have ever found. Individuals want to
come in, depending on their own schedules, which depend on factors in their lives I
cannot predict. With my answering machine and the cell phones everyone seems to have
these days, business can be taken care of, as long as I am fairly nearby -- and alert. Getting
across the Atlantic is an exhausting leap. Earlier, I had promised myself a trip via Concorde as soon as I felt that I could afford it, but with the planes now museum pieces, that
seems hopeless.
Enclosed is an article about the personal life of the mayor of New York, which
shows how Prince Charles could have arranged his life, had Princess Diana been more
cooperative. I was going to send a story about literary Washington, but unfortunately
put it with papers that the trash truck just took. Edgar Allen Poe was from Baltimore. I
think F. Scott Fitzgerald is buried in nearby Rockville. There are live authors about, too.
I am recovering from a phone problem and a computer problem this week, which totally
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confused and threw me off stride. Your hospitable bookstore, Kultura, is still there on
Connecticut Avenue. The Politics and Prose bookstore farther out Connecticut has authors in to talk. Larry McMurtry owns a bookstore in Georgetown, although I don't
think he lives here.
Anyway, people here do read books. Keep in touch,
Ann
Dec. 25, 2000
Diana Coke
Somewhere off the coast of SW India (postmarked Sri Lanka)
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
I came to escape Christmas, and what do we get? Carol services, tinsel, turkey
and all the trimmings. The outside temperature is in the 90s. Instead of "participating" I
have chosen to write a round robin and see if I can get it photocopied for distribution to
a wider audience. I could be e-mailing everyone, except that I don't have the necessary
addresses to which to do it, and, anyway, the message would have to be brief, since lots
of other people would be wanting to use the facility, which is available in the ship's
library (rather a grand term for a corridor with bookshelves arranged down both sides
of it.)
In the same space there is a jigsaw puzzle table with the current jigsaw laid out
in the process of completion and anyone passing through fits the odd piece or two into
place. The fiction shelves hold a lot of Catherine Cookson. The ship's complement of
passengers is, I believe, something like 300, and there must be half as many again by way
of staff: Filipino men in the dining room(s) and in the bar(s), Ukrainian women in the
housekeeping and cabin staff positions. I don't think they're getting a day off today,
though they must all be Christian. Ukrainian apropos of which, we were in Kochi (formerly Cochin) yesterday which, despite having a majority (say, 60%) of Hindu population and the other 40% equally divided between Muslim and Christians, was dressed
overall ( like the ship) for Christmas, since, apparently, they celebrate the holy days of
all three faiths as public holidays. Lucky school children of Cochin! The Malabar Hotel
has been knocked down and replaced with a tower-block style hotel.
But let me start at the beginning, which is to say, with the land tour of some
places in Rajasthan, originally "done" by me on one of the old Swan Hellenic land tours
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that have now been abbreviated almost into non-existence as cruise add-ons. I loved Rajasthan that first time I was there, which is why I elected to go back. Going back is supposed to be a mistake, and this time it was. To cram in 6 days what previously had taken
19 means that everything you get to see is a) obvious (whether it's worth visiting or not,
because that's what first-time visitors have heard of) and b) so rushed in term of the time
allowed that one -- by which I meant I -- was left feeling not only frustrated, but cross.
It's not that the sites are less beautiful, though (in Delhi) the state of the Red Fort
is such I would take it off the list of must-sees at once. It's now so sadly dilapidated that
one is no longer allowed to wander at will over there. Many (e.g. the fort at Jodhpur, the
City Palace in Jaipur) have been "converted" into museums, and you follow a set itinerary which, whilst taking you past what there is to see, nevertheless, hurries you by so that
you can't linger in those places that most appeal, and any sense of personal discovery is
what you feel deprived of. Inevitably, there are, of course, lots more tourists, including
hordes of Japanese who -- in large groups -- bulldoze through, always getting to the front
and spoiling everyone else's best camera angles. Hardly any backpackers or Americans
or Europeans of any other nationality than Brits.
This ship, of course, is all Brits -- with the exception of one rather garrulous
American couple. Average age probably 60-65, though I am told there is an unusually
large number (by which I mean no more than maybe a dozen of 15-25 year olds who
seem to be here by way of "significant" birthday presents. I wonder if they were asked
first if that's what they would really like? One old gentleman was very grumbly at dinner,
because -- he said -- he couldn't sit out around the pool (which I think is not much larger,
if at all, than the hard standing for my car @ No. 1076 Dover House Road) because of
the noise "the children" were making. In fact, there doesn't seem to be much space allowed for sitting out on deck, if that's what you want to do ( I don't; the temperature
today is in the ’90s albeit we create our own cool by virtue of being a moving object).
Mostly, the people seem to be first-time visitors to India and, mostly, they express themselves after shore visits as being pretty disgusted by what they see. I, on the other hand,
feel saddened: in Rajasthan, by the alteration in the local people's behaviour/attitude
towards their foreign visitors which has become perfunctory, dismissive, almost rude
(that's what tourism seems always to induce in the people over-exposed to it); in Bombay,
the city buildings are so run down as to be almost falling down.
This is because rentals are controlled by a law against greedy landlords that was,
apparently, passed in the '40s and has never been rescinded, so that absolutely no maintenance is carried out at all. This is a pity, because the old blocks of flats were, almost
without exception, art-deco period and style. Of course, land values in Bombay are said
in the top five, worldwide and, where an old building is pulled down (or falls down?)
now skyscrapers take their place -- which your average resident can never afford to buy
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and whose rents mean they can only be occupied by the wealthiest. And Bombay is now
a very wealthy city, though you'd hardly know it to look at it. The streets are full of litter
Men still pee at the side of the street -- though spitting "pan" does seem to have become
a less popular habit. (Well, I mean you have to chew it before you spit it), so the pavements look rather less as though wholesale slaughter has been committed on them.
Talking of the march of progress -- in response to rising property prices, if not
resulting in overall improved standards of living all round -- the real difference in both
the appearance of places where I was some 25 years ago, such as Kochi, where, again, the
seafront is beginning to resemble Hong Kong's, I see a great divide opening up between
the north (traditionally the "wealthy" commercial, entrepreneurial half of the sub-continent and the south. Goa, Kerala, Kochi have a substantially higher literacy rate than Rajasthan (Kochi boasts 100%), an efficient NHS, and plenty of everything: natural mineral
wealth; efficient agricultural systems resulting in plentiful locally-grown foods of all
kinds, including the bounties of nature.
We went on our city tour of Kochi through the fruit and fish markets, and there
was so much in terms of both quantity and variety that we wondered if there was a sufficient number of people to consume it all. There is begging on the street still; but in the
parts we have been most recently, it seems to be more nearly related to the habits of a
lifetime or the requirements of an ancient profession than the real need that drives it
farther north. Of course, that state of Kerala used to be Communist not so long ago -- I
don't know what its present government professes, but the people thrive upon it.
I shall be interested to see Columbo/Sri Lanka where I've never been before.
They still have terrorism to contend with in the shape of the so-called Tamil Tigers, so
we cannot penetrate the interior which is a real shame, because, I understand, there are
super things to see.
So, how am I enjoying the cruise part of the trip? I have to say that I find the
enforced sociability very wearing -- And most especially at mealtimes. It is said to be good
that there are no "set" places at mealtimes, so every time you go to the dining room you
find yourself with a different group of people. The boring thing about this, however, is
that you have to go through the same conversational hoops each time: e.g. are you a firsttime Swan Hellenic traveler. Answer, no. How many other cruises have you made with
S.H? Where did they take place? Next round of question and answer: "Where do you
live?", "What do you do?" Not much, most of them, since they see themselves as past the
age of doing, but at the age of simply being. "Have you been in this part of the world
before?"
It seems, for many, to be irrelevant where our ship, the Minerva, happens to find
herself, since they simply wanted to take the Christmas cruise. They have no foreknowledge or, to be frank, much interest in the land stops, though the shore trips (the
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"inclusive" ones, that is) are well attended. However, one a day is enough for most people. If there is a nearby beach to which a swimming excursion has been arranged for the
afternoon, that will win out over any "culturally" inspired alternative tour. The men are
silent or, if talkative, tedious. The women are pampered, but still habitually garrulous.
There is one called Mildred I would rather miss a meal than find myself sitting at the
same table with again!
More when we meet….
With lots of love,
Diana
Jan. 9, 2001
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Don't read anything into the picture. The cruise was, for the most part, smooth
sailing -- and no, I do not expect a rocky ride during the coming year!
Thank you for the matchmaker’s diary which will come in most useful.
The Indian trip, if you ever got my letter, was good in parts. It cost a hell of a lot
of money, and the downside of that is that one expects to enjoy every minute. This is,
however, unrealistic. I expect that, with the passage of time, what I am more likely to
remember are the good bits, not the bad.
I hope that you had a good Christmas/New Year break, and I wish you all the
best for 2001. I'm supposed to be visiting the States again, or rather visiting Naomi, et
al. However, since I plan to go to Libya in November, I don't know that I can afford
both. My days as a big spender are now over!
With love,
Diana
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Jan. 15, 2001
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Your "Saved From A Watery Grave" is terrific. It's great that you got credit on the
cover for all your work, but I don't understand the British reserve that kept any information about you from being included!!! The natural question to the reader is "Who is
Diana Coke?'
Yes, your long letter mailed from Sri Lanka got here a few days before your letter
from London. The rotating meal seating sounded like a good idea. I well remember that
you chose me as your cabin mate simply because you couldn't stand the other women
and I was the last aboard. There being no other choice you got me.
The baby Oz was photographed on the sheepskin I sent him and traveled thru
the U.S. Postal System stark naked, so everyone could be sure that he is a boy. I'm glad
Naomi was pleased with the sheepskin. Babies do love them, so it was an easy choice.
I'll be looking at your Texas family on the internet. Keep in touch and come to
Washington, if you come across the Atlantic. Washington will be very interesting this
year. The Clintons bought a secluded, large house back of the British embassy from the
Hendersons, relations of Marjorie Merriweather Post of the Post Toasties fortune. The
Hendersons have rented the Abell house adjacent to my office for six months until they
decide whether to buy a place in Georgetown. They have country homes in Virginia and
in New York, but one can never have too many houses.
Fondly,
Ann
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Jan. 23, 2001
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
The freezing cold weather of last week has been replaced with something more like usual January fare: rain,
rain and more rain, a raw chill in the air, and days so dark
that you need to have the electric light on round the clock!
Your most recent letter, mailed separately from the book about the mothers of
recent presidents, both arrived yesterday, and I thank you for both thoughts. I've not got
around to reading any of the latter yet. Your remarks about Oz's posture in the most
recently published photo of him struck me similarly…not, I think, something he would
like to know when he is grown up was widely circulated internationally before he was
old enough to have any say in the matter.
Naomi rang last Sunday in a state of tizz, since the Beloved Boy was running a
temperature. I was inclined to be fairly cool until she told me the practice nurse had told
her not to take him in until his temperature hit 105F. Myself, I thought you were dead
by 106F…Also, she (Naomi, not the practice nurse -- thought that might have explained
her insouciance re Oz"s fever) had just been diagnosed as having gallstones, having had
to take a pain in her stomach to a doctor. The question appeared to be whether to have
straight surgery or the keyhole variety. I told her whatever she decided to do/have just to
make sure she got whomever's the best to operate, whichever modus operandi is used.
She says Austin is full of excellent doctors. Did I ever doubt it?
Thank you very much for your kind remarks about The Book. I'm alone in the
office today, and the 'phone never stops ringing, so it's very difficult to get on with the
next magnum opus and, more especially so, since my computer is in the little office, and
the 'phone has to be answered in the main office. I was once able to pick it up here, but
something seems to have gone wrong and, though I can make outgoing calls from in
here, receiving calls is liable to hitches. You will gather, we are what used to be referred
to as a one-horse outfit.
Christopher is in Australia, and it's Shirley's day off, so -- other than the wretched
'phone -- things are very quiet around here. We had an award (Silver Medal) made by
Princess Alexandra at St. James's Palace one day last week to someone who saved the life
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of a public figure. Well, in the sense that the man saved is (was, he retired in consequence) a well-known jockey. He was flying with a friend (another jockey) between race
meetings, when they crashed. One of the passengers escaped and, despite the fact the
place burst into flames, he went back to rescue a) the other passenger and b) the pilot,
both of them trapped. He was successful with the former but not the latter.
Anyway, the story hit the headlines and generated a huge amount of publicity,
which has meant that all of us here have been run off our feet this past week/10 days,
because -- as I say -- the RHS Committee awarded the rescuer its Silver Medal, and the
presentation ceremony took place only the other day. Janet (freelance journalist who
works with us one day per week) had been asked to do an article for The Guardian, of
which I am enclosing a copy, and kindly added a paragraph at the end plugging "Watery
Grave". Anyway thought you might be interested to read it. I'm also enclosing a piece by
The Times' Washington correspondent for -- I hope -- your amusement. Well, I find her
quite amusing myself.
With love and, again, thank you very much for the book,
Diana
Jan. 25, 2001
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann/Sidney/Jennifer/Naomi:
Not just in print but over the airwaves -- all this high profile stuff has brought a
rush of blood to the head, such that I even thought you might be interested to hear the
tape which I enclose. It has to go the rounds, and so I would be very grateful if, after you
are done with it, you would mail it on in the following order:
Sidney Hunt, 7525 Brill Road, Cincinnati, Ohio 45243
Jennifer Grohs, 4307 Providence PT, Pl. S.E., Issaquah, Wa. 98029
Naomi Moller, 5511 Mapleleaf Drive, Austin, Texas, 78723
As a finishing touch, delete your own name from the salutation at the head of
this letter (if you can call it that!)
With best wishes,
Diana
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Feb. 22, 2001
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
We are expecting snow at noon, and I have no boots, so this will be short. Washington panics before such a weather forecast, and nothing has happened yet this year,
but I may take the opportunity to hop on the subway and go shopping while the schools
close and traffic snarls, if the snow actually falls and doesn't melt before the day ends,
which could very well happen.
I hope the tape is making its rounds as you wanted. Had you included the when
and where it was broadcast, I wouldn't have to scold you about this omission!! A friend
in Hawaii sent me a color newspaper picture of my landlady at some society event where
the women were wearing dressy clothes -- which in Hawaii can be rather horrible -- and
the men were wearing medals over their dinner jackets. She had not included the story
or the date it appeared, and in this case, had I known which paper and when the story
appeared, I might have found the information on the internet. I plan to scold her next.
Rousing one's curiosity should be taken into account.
Ah, well!!!
Fondly,
Ann
Feb. 24, 2001
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Ann:
Thank you for your note with the downloaded pix of Oz. Naomi's godmother
and brother, the latter with his brood, were here to lunch Thursday last, both saying that
the novelty of seeing baby pix when accessing Naomi's and Hanan's website had long
outlived its novelty value!! Expect it'll be like that till there is a no. 2 -- no signs yet!
Diana
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May 10, 2001
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
What's going on in your life?
The article about Lord Glenconner had me looking up Cokes. You never told
me that Simon had retired. Nice article about him. Noting your February comments,
grandmothers are not supposed to tire of pictures of their grandbabies. Am also sending a piece I wrote for Amazon.com about Bonnie's book which people had noticed.
It jumps around a bit. That's unfortunate, because it does have a lot of information
even though it’s organized in a peculiar way. Readers are encouraged to review books
on Amazon.com, and I wanted to offset the unfavorable comments by a few.
Where does the time go? My nose is to the grindstone -- actually the telephone
-- which keeps me in touch with a lot of people doing very interesting things and going
most interesting places, all of which I can enjoy without toting luggage.
Have been most involved for the past months with Betsy Parker, whom you
met, whose husband mentioned a few twinges to his doctor during an annual physical
and found himself in the hospital with a heart bypass operation. It's done very successfully here at the Washington Hospital Center, which advertises on TV about the number of operations performed there, but the recovery is done very carefully. At first the
patient cannot use his (or her) arms, so the doctor gave Carey a pillow to embrace to
his chest, reminding him never to drop it for any reason. Then comes gentle exercises,
and walking is gradually increased. After two months he could go back to the office
for a few hours each afternoon carrying a very light briefcase, and every day he has to
walk a mile three times a day. He has that measured as six times around the block he
lives on. The Parkers are lucky, because a doctor friend -- now a theatrical producer in
New York, but still interested in medicine -- calls every evening at nine o'clock to hear
how Carey is doing and to answer questions about what to expect next. Some complications are frightening without being life threatening, but would scare anyone -- particularly unpleasant for a heart patient and his family. I've learned a lot, should I ever
encounter this situation. Early on, I saw a short film that the hospital gives the family
outlining the routine to follow, including the news that when sex resumes the patient
cannot be on top. I have not explored this subject. There are some things I don't need
to know about.
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The above looks like one of your paragraphs. Stay in touch.
Did your marvelous broadcast tape circulate around to Naomi finally?
Fondly,
May 11, 2001
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
I thought you were sending me a birthday card. It's my 65th next Friday, and I'm
having a party to celebrate. Would you have flown the Atlantic for that?
Thank you for all the pieces received today, including possibly, nay probably, the
longest letter I ever had from you! Or, perhaps, I should say, rather, the longest paragraph.
I think the Royal Humane Society tape will finally have reached Naomi, though
she never said so. I know it bogged down en route with my friends in Washington State,
who happened to be in Hawaii when it arrived. Anyway, you dealt with it expeditiously
enough, for which I thank you.
Naomi and Oz arrive for a visit next month, well, two visits actually, since they're
here for a while at the beginning of June and then for a slightly longer while at the end
of the month!
Summer is here this week, but will probably be gone again by next. I really wish
for a fine day for my birthday so that it can be a "garden party", like the Queen, you
know.
With love,
Diana
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May 29, 2001
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
I am (wo)manning the office by myself this week, since the Boss is away on a
week's vacation in Turkey, and my female colleague has her sister in town on a visit, so
decided to take time off to see some sights with her. It is the first decent week of weather
that we've had this year and may, indeed, herald the start, (at last?), of that thing called
summer, such as this country usually enjoys it. In fact, the weather is precisely as I like it
(warm, but not too hot, dry, by which I mean not raining and not humid either, with a
lovely cool breeze blowing all at the same time) and I, too wish I might be anywhere but
here -- preferably sitting at home enjoying my garden.
It's looking great, landscaped front and back with plenty of hard paving (no
grass, no hedges -- both have to be cut, and I believe in low maintenance gardens that
one can simply sit and enjoy looking at without being troubled by the amount of work
that appears to be outstanding!) and lots of planting around the edges which, presently,
is in full flower and even fuller leaf. The only thing that has some growing to do is/are
the climbing plants which will, in the end, over-run the surrounding walls and pergola
(this last being a significant design feature of the back garden.) There's a white wisteria
on the last that has a smell to die for, as they say, and the rest of the planting concentrates
on smell as a major aspect of what it has to offer. I also have a 'water feature' that trickles
a slow stream over pebbles, which is a nice soothing, cooling sound to listen to whilst
sitting outside.
By the way, there's also a conservatory on the back wall of the house and straight
out into the garden of which it seems a part, since it is glass floor to ceiling.
My thoughts then turned to eating al fresco. Last Friday I bought what is nauseatingly described here as a 'patio set', which is to say four chairs (2 with arms, 2 without)
and a round table in (another nauseating description coming up) 'faux' wrought iron.
Actually, it's made of something more practical i.e. cast aluminum. It came is a dreary
shade of battleship grey, so I spent last weekend painting it black (to match the pergola
structure which was made by a blacksmith in the Midlands and is also painted black).
Now the only thing remaining to do is to assemble the chairs and table. This I was initially unable to do since none of the individual items came with its full complement of
nuts and bolts, screw, etc., etc. I had to traipse back to the DIY store where I bought
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them and have a row before they agreed to cannibalize several other 'sets' in order to
provide me with the hardware the my set was missing. Ridiculous! Nor did the provide
the spanner and screw driver needed to put the items together and, indeed, I find that I
haven't the strength in my hands (wrists?) to be able to undertake the assemblage.
Holidays in 2001: I was booked to go to Libya in the autumn but got cold feet
about its being the kind of place where there could be a repeat performance of a tourist
massacre such as took place outside Queen Hatsheput's temple in Egypt a few years ago.
Remember? The unfortunate visitors to the temple at the time when the terrorists struck
were not only machine-gunned down, but any unlucky enough to have survived that
then also had their throats cut. Suddenly, I began to have nightmares about wandering
around some wonderful well-night deserted Roman ruin such as Leptis Magna in Libya
when I suffered the same fate. Frankly, I chickened out by cancelling the holiday, which
is shameful -- and I wouldn't admit the reason for my cancelling the trip to any but real
close friends!
Instead, having spent too much last year on, firstly, the US Tour in May and,
secondly, The Indian tour in December, I've decided to stay at home and do long weekend breaks instead. Well, one of said long weekends is likely to be in France, doing all
the Chateaux of the Loire (which may well turn out to be a chateau too far); and another
is to Budapest and Vienna in the autumn. I also have three or four study weekends
booked at the University of Cambridge's adult education college which happens to be
located in a very beautiful Jacobean mansion set in beautiful gardens outside Cambridge
at a place called Madingley. There is another week supposed to be happening at what
used to be quite a well-known girls' boarding school (the name of which Jennifer will
remember - Westonbirt) in the West country, which the University of London is using
for its summer school. When I say 'supposed to be happening' what I mean is that
whether this takes place depends on the course being fully subscribed. Westonbirt's attraction is that the man who built the house in the late 18th/early 19th century was very
interested in plants, trees, etc., and started to collect things from abroad, which he then
planted in an arboretum where the trees are now, of course, full grown specimens. And
it's just a lovely place to be around, to walk through, whatever.
The trouble is that I no longer feel 'safe' traveling alone in case some health disaster should strike (once bitten, twice shy), and yet my last two group experiences almost
had my general dislike of the people I found myself traveling in a group with spoiling
my enjoyment of other aspects of the trip, places that I was going, the things that I was
seeing.
So, the fact that I am alone in the office has resulting in your getting an epistle
of the old sort from me, which is itself not only long but also composed of both long
sentences and long paragraphs. Don't tell me -- it's long-winded, too!
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I hope that you are well and getting all braced up for the humidity and heat of
the Washington summer months. Let me know if you feel like making a break for it and
visiting London instead.
Diana
July 20, 2001
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
"The Only Woman in the Room" arrived yesterday, but not opened 'til 7 a.m. this
morning, whereupon I took it back to bed with me and had read 100 pages (2/3 of it) by
the time I got up. I shall finish it tonight. Thank you! I found it fascinating.
Diana
July 20, 2001
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
The Washington Post story is brash. In W's case, as our president is often referred
to, there is no disrespect meant -- or in mine. I have probably told you about the time,
while shaking the Queen's hand I said, "Your majesty," before she said anything to me
and I spent a loooong time looking at the underside of her chin as she looked high above
me. My father and her husband chatted about the newspaper business, Chicago, Canada…forever, it seemed. (The royal party with the Canadian prime minister -- she had
come from there -- were standing on a platform that raised them about a foot, so as not
to be looked down upon by giant Americans. During the eon it took the men to finish
their chat I realized that I could never again be so embarrassed. And I haven't.
The big news here is that Katharine Graham died after a nasty fall. Beware of
being wobbly on new hips when you are 84!! My friend Christina and I have been remembering -- via e-mail -- the day in 1963 when we worked in the Women's Department
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of the Post and John Sweeterman, the publisher at the time and a friend of my father's,
brought her by, showing her the paper after her husband killed himself. She was so shy
that, instead of walking along the aisle between the desks, she slithered between the back
of my chair and the wall of the cubicle that was the women's editor's office. Christina
married and moved to Cleveland, Ohio, and got a job on The Cleveland Press. She interviewed Mrs. Graham for that paper, and she was so sweet and shy, and Christina,
being so much younger -- and a recent employee of the tragic widow, was sweet and shy
herself!!
Hope you hadn't read the book I sent.
Fondly,
Ann
Aug. 14, 2001
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Glad you enjoyed the book. The enclosed article is about courses at the University of Virginia for a very exclusive group of people. How exclusive is gone into toward
the end of the story. And the courses occur at several times of the years. Sounds like something for you. Charlottesville is in a beautiful part of Virginia and the area is very popular
with cognoscentes -- and some movie stars who fancy big estates and privacy.
Fondly,
Ann
August 25, 2001
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
I had no intention of getting this book until I read that it was unavailable in
Britain. Then, of course, you had to have it, and I had to read it. Toward the end I was a
bit confused about whether his sons did or did not want Prince Charles to marry Camilla. See what you think. The party where the boys charged the guests ties in with the
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article from yesterday's Wall Street Journal. They have solved a social problem that puzzled many, obviously, who wanted to entertain more lavishly than they could afford the
time, effort or money for.
Fondly,
Ann
Aug. 28, 2001
Diana Coke
Madingley Hall
Cambridge University
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Many thanks for the newspaper cutting re: book conservation. Too specialist for
me, I am afraid. Books I'm into, certainly, but only as a reader and collector, not in any
hands-on kind of way. Am doing w/e on the Great Moguls here. It's a lovely place for
learning!
Diana
Sept. 3, 2001
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
You must stop sending me royals books (the princes one just received.) If the
whole kit and caboodle were to vanish into thin air overnight, I, personally, would not
be remotely affected by their disappearance. What I am unable to understand is why they
are of so much greater interest, apparently, over there than over here?
Diana
Sept. 11, 2001
I was in the office in Georgetown when Bess and Tyler Abell arrived from the Merry Go
Round farm about 9 a.m.. They were due at an 11 a.m. for Joan Gardner’s funeral at St.
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John's Church on 16th Street just across LaFayette Square from the White House. They
asked me to drive, and I got them as far as 18th Street, where the crowds were too thick
to continue. They walked the last two blocks against the flood of pedestrians heading
away from downtown. I did a U-turn on Pennsylvania Ave and it took me an hour going
with the flood of people to make it 11 blocks back to the office.
Sept. 17, 2001
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
So you don't like the book!! Perhaps I didn't make it clear that I got the book
because it was unavailable in Britain. Enclosed is a label to send it on to Win Browne,
which will save me getting and sending her one from here.
Naomi has more pictures on the internet. Their New Year greeting was too large
a file for me to download, but she is going to include it on their yahoo picture site, so I
may see it all. What I did see was a cute picture of the baby. Some of the earlier pictures
are enclosed, though I know you say you've had enough. Your "thank yous" are a bit
chilly.
Fondly,
Ann
Sept. 24, 2001
moller
To: woodmatch
Hi Ann:
Sorry it has taken me some time to write back to you.
First off--Mum's number is 44-20-8265-1586. There is a six hour time difference.
Be warned--Mum does not always pick up the phone, even if she is there. Very irritating!
The New Year card also had some music and a slow fade in with animated words-some of this extra stuff may have been lost en route. Your description of life in Summit,
N.J. following the terror attacks was terrible. I cannot imagine what it must be like to
have lost someone so quickly and in such a wasteful, useless way. I worry now about the
aftermath--both in terms of the rise in hatred against those who look Arab or Muslim
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and in terms of US foreign policy. I hope that Bush acts wisely and does not propel us
all into a major war. Sigh.
Naomi
Oct. 8, 2001
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Thank you for your phone call. The daily news grows worse and, like the man
says over ???, "In these dark days man tends to look for little shafts of light that spill from
heaven."
I cannot see where the joint Anglo American forces are going in Afghanistan,
given that the territory is unconquerable. Alexia tells me there's been a huge reward offered for Osama bin Laden for years, and no one has been tempted by it. Yet, unless he
is located -- and fast -- things can only get worse in terms of other attempted atrocities
involving greater loss of life.
Have just been accepted to go back to school to do a PhD, but honestly feel that
it hardly seems worth embarking on something requiring such long term endeavor!
Diana
Oct. 30, 2001
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Today the mail arrived for the first time in a week. There had been postcards and
warnings from the Post Office to beware of suspicious envelopes and packages, but no
envelopes or packages to be suspicious of. For a minimum amount of effort -- about six
envelopes -- the terrorists have caused major disruptions here as well as in New York and
New Jersey. Capitol Hill buildings closed and a postal distribution center closed after a
postal worker died of anthrax. 20,000 people die each year here from the flu, and it still
is hard to get people to get a shot each fall.
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I am enclosing a story about a man from Cornwall who saved all but six, including himself, of the 2,700 Morgan Stanley employees at the World Trade Center. I saw
five stories about him in the Cornwall paper, so maybe you have read about him, but his
feat was remarkable, as well as his life.
Hope all is well with you. Oops, just realized that I am assuming the mail is going
out now, too.
Fondly,
Ann
Oct. 31, 2001
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Yesterday I sent you the story of a man from Hayle, Cornwall, who saved 2,694
on September 11. The New York Times has run 46 pages of stories about those who were
lost -- a page almost every day. At about 12 to 15 a day it will take a long time to get thru
4,850. I think there were 80 Australians.
Americans are getting a dose of what it must have felt like during the Battle of
Britain. Flags are everywhere, and, apparently college students are now keener on public
service than becoming stockbrokers. I will enclose a picture of a flag flying over 30th
Street here in Georgetown between two houses. It's very popular.
Betsy Parker, who showed you the National Cathedral, brought me some envelopes from the Friendship Heights Post Office last week. A Postal worker from there
now has anthrax, so I look at those envelopes with new eyes.
Meanwhile, renovation in the house here is going on. A garage built back in the
corner of the garden with a new driveway going by my office window. The kitchen and
master bath are gutted and being renovated, and air conditioning installed on the second
floor. The first floor was centrally air-conditioned several years ago.
Business is extremely busy, and I am expanding my advertising to the Harvard
Business School Bulletin and eight other alumni magazines. My brother, John, sent me
his copy of the HBS Bulletin noting another dating service ad. It was a great idea, and I
am hoping that he and brother Robert, who graduated from Brown and Princeton, and
people I know who are graduates of Cornell, Dartmouth, Harvard College, U of Pennsylvania, Stanford and Yale will send me copies, since I am a graduate of none of the
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above and receive only the Wellesley magazine -- and many requests for money, including requests to remember Wellesley in my will. Very cheerful.
On that note I will close.
Fondly,
Ann
Nov. 13, 2001
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Here are the hero stories from the Cornwall paper, since you have no link to the
web. Also included is a copy of the notice I posted on their web, purposely not including
the RHS e-mail address, which I consider you gave me privately. We are still annoyed
here about the British burning the White House, but I didn't want you to lose your job.
The firemen, police and Wall Street staffers were heavily middle class and IrishAmerican. The Wasps get to work later than 9:00 a.m when the terrorists like to strike.
The crash yesterday seems to me to be another of their dastardly clever attacks and hit
the same neighborhood that had lost heavily on 9/11/01
Fondly,
Ann
Dec. 7, 2001
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
As duplications are eliminated and people who had gone on vacation, or were
just late to work are located, the casualty list from September 11 is going down. However, the death pages continue in The N.Y. Times. There was a Long Island family that
lost two twenty-something sons who worked in the World Trade Center, 16 twins who
lost a twin, five of those were identical twins. The enclosed two pages are from a week
day, and the story of an English brother and sister is told.
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The Pentagon casualties weren't all killed. Some were horribly burned.
It's late Friday, and I've spent the morning at the dentist, so am not feeling cheerful. Will probably take off and take in a movie for some fun!!
Fondly,
Ann
Dec. 10, 2001
Naomi Moller
Austin, Texas
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
I hate round-robins, but each year I plan to write personal greetings and feel
lucky just to get these cards out. So here is our news in brief: Oz - currently 17 months.
Enjoys blowing kisses, hiding things under the fridge and food.Naomi - currently in 4th
year of Phd program, only 2?3? more to go. Hoping to be an academic, maybe Hanan working long hours at work and at home where he reads to Oz in Hebrew and does
marathon training with wife. Ella - great Dane, new addition to house in summer of
2001. Tolerated by cats, loving and anxious
Jan. 17, 2002
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
I started to send you The New Yorker piece on how The N.Y. Times memorial pages
began. Then the whole magazine seemed to be something you might find interesting -and would not scold me for sending you. One may always hope!!
Global warming must be real. The beginning of January sometimes gets bitterly
cold, and then a big snow might come a month later. So far, the geraniums in some
sheltered corners were blooming until a hard frost in December. Now, the sun is so
warm that, as long as it shines and there is no sharp wind, the daffodils try to come up.
Fondly,
Ann
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Jan. 30, 2002
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
I have been waiting years for a chance to fly Concorde, so I was CRUSHED to
see this story in the Sunday paper. Had I known of this-sale price offer I would have done
it!! I will be watching the British Air website with a SHARP eye and hoping that it happens again. So I may show up on your doorstep some day.
If you get tired of winter weather, come visit me. We have had 70 degree weather
for a week, and the flowers are beginning to bloom. Incredible!!
Fondly,
Ann
Feb. 21, 2002
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
The clipping arrived after we talked. Tim Robbins makes intelligent movies. His
partner (mother of his children, maybe they are married) Susan Sarandon is an excellent
actress.
Here is the story about airport security and underwire bras. And the underwear
story from our cultural center, The John F. Kennedy Center for the Performing Arts!!
Ann
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Mar. 22, 2002
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Marvelous exhibition in London at the Tate called America Sublime, or Sublime
American with huge 19th century landscapes of the American scenery, the size and scale
of which were obviously an eye opener to the European artists who first saw them. Am
sending you a book by surface mail.
Diana
June 6, 2002
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
It was good to talk to you the other evening, good from my point of view, I mean,
because I was able to get a load off my mind, and your response was positive, encouraging, upbeat, and left me feeling a lot more cheerful than I was before you rang. Thank
you. I really appreciated your listening.
Diana
Aug. 17, 2002
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Having just cancelled a trip to France, I realize that where I'd really like to go is
back to India, though not at the pace Ashley led us. On an elephant maybe? Sorry I was
unable to speak when last you rang. I hope all is well with you.
Diana
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Aug. 26, 2002
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Ann:
This is a Christmas card, but not a Christmas present, because I know you won't
hold it back till then. Can't help the early arrival of which you always complain. I only
follow Post Office surface mail posting date regulations.
Diana
Aug. 29, 2002
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
I was absolutely right about the 70th birthday party in Oxford, and how I would
find it when I got there. Talk about Banquo's ghost. At least he was risible to Macbeth!
Good to speak to you last evening, even if I did miss "Sex and the City"!
Diana
Please join us In celebrating Fran Rutgers'
(Wonderful childhood neighbor) 100th Birthday
Thursday, August 29, 2002 Dinner at 6 o'clock Peninsula Golf & Country Club San Mateo,
California Mary & John Rutgers R.s.v.p
no gifts please,
650-685-4265
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Sept. 4 2002
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Ann:
I was out at a concert when you rang. Thank you for your message re: what was
supposed to have been a surface (i.e. sea) mail Xmas posting! Ah! Well, you can't win
'em all, or, increasingly, any of them!
Diana
Sept. 9, 2002
Diana Coke
London`
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Is it possible the Matchbox series referred to in the above cutting is already available in the shops on your side? I rather doubt they'd happen here as a series but may sell
one by one, or at least those that'd be recognized in Europe (like the Merc.)
Cutting doesn't say how much. If available as a set, could you price it for me? I'd
like to give OZ one for Xmas or, rather, Hanukkah?
Diana
Sept. 16, 2002
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
One could learn a great deal about matchbox on the internet and where to find them.
Enclosed are some leads from Google, a search engine. The company may be English.
Best regards,
Ann
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Sept. 21, 2002
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
No, you didn't understand. I don't want to know about Matchbox being originally an English company, and having a younger brother, they (Matchbox miniature
cars/were part of my childhood.
What I wanted to know was whether the apparently new "collection" of Matchbox cars, designed specially for the American market (or special sort of car/vehicle to
represent each state of the union) was available a) in the shops your side of the Atlantic.
It wouldn't be here for obvious reasons. b) as a set, i.e. at a specially reduced price. c) if
so, for how much. If you have the cutting still (unlikely), please return it.
Diana
Sept. 27, 2002
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington,
Dear Ann:
Naomi successfully produced her second, a huge girl (like mother, like grandmother!) in Austin yesterday. It came naturally, which is to say, without need of a caesarean like number 1, so she feels great.
Diana
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Oct. 25, 2002
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Many thanks for the message re: book on my answering machine. I'll let you
know when it arrives. As you see, I'm back north of the border, staying with friends in
Edinburgh (where I shall not be seeing Simon) but really doing some research in Glasgow. I never thought to find myself up here again - ever!
Diana
Nov. 20, 2002
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Diana:
Here are some pictures from the internet and a picture of one prince and a story
about another. I'm sending Tali a sheepskin like the one I sent Oz. Babies love them, and
he probably would object to sharing his, causing sibling rivalry.
Fondly,
Ann
Dec. 19, 2002
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
The book arrived today. So how long did that take, and how did it travel?
Diana
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Dec. 27, 2002
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
Dear Ann:
The passing of Christmas simply means a continuing countdown to Alexia’s departure. My pleasure in Naomi and her family’s visit before Christmas was shadowed by
knowing they were going on to Israel.
I wanted to thank you for the book which I now look forward to reading.
Diana
Jan. 3, 2003
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Your Xmas book is a powerful and absorbing distraction just when I need it
most. Yesterday’s Times says the Al Qaeda is reforming on the border between Pakistan
and Afghanistan, no doubt waiting to make a move once your lot is distracted by the
move into Iraq. You can see why I need so badly to be distracted.
Diana
Jan. 19, 2003
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
What goes around comes around -- or does it? I know you have an e-mail address,
but I don’t know what it is. I’ve now got one: dmcoke@callnetuk.com, in order to communicate with Alexia when she’s in Afghanistan.
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Thought you might be interested to see this, tho’ have to say I cannot quite understand why she (Sarah McClendon) merited an obit in The London Times.
Diana

Jan. 21, 2003
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Naomi thanked me from Austin for the sheepskin, so she’s safely back in the
U.S., n’est-ce pas?
I am sending you an October article from The New Yorker on Ms Rice’s stellar
career. And how she stays close to the Bushes 24/7. Spending weekends with her boss
and his wife makes her available for advice on subjects other than foreign policy. That
showed up recently on affirmative action, a subject she now agrees with the president
on. That’s the second article. Then a third one shows how she and Secretary of State
Powell, also African-American, diverge on that subject. He’s been mentioned often as
presidential material and has a lot of support. She may know her career path is different
than his.
There’s also another New Yorker article that may interest you. Glad you liked the
book.
Happy New Year,
Ann
Note the new zip code above!
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Jan. 23, 2003
Diana Coke
London

To: Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
Dear Ann:
I had to get off the stairs to take myself up to bed! Meant to tell you, but forgot the book you sent me for Christmas is now going the rounds. One friend, like myself a
voracious reader and a particular addict of who-dun-its, had been given a rave review of
this very book by a friend of hers who'd just spent 6 months at Harvard where her husband was doing some sort of academic exchange and where apparently she had got to
know the kind of black Americans that the author of the book describes. Since her return
to the UK she has been haunting the bookshops looking to see if this title has made it
across the Atlantic yet so that she could recommend it to her friends but, needless to say,
it's not here yet and may take months to appear - if ever. Anyway, my friend had been
primed as to the book's excellence so she was delighted to get it from me. I, too, found
it riveting though I did think the author might have benefited from a rather more rigorous editor - it went on just that bit too long.
Thank you for giving me the chance to read it.
Diana
Mar. 5, 2003
Diana Coke
St. Petersburg Russia
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
The picture of St. Petersburg is somewhat misleading for this time of year, as the
snows have only just melted, and the ice floes still lie on the canals thick enough for boys
to use as rafts. So much to see my feet are killing me!!
Diana
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May 21, 2003
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
It’s raining again today. Great for the gardens. The book is being mailed separately today.
Fondly,
Ann
June 1, 2003
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
The book and separately mailed note with cutting arrived by the same post. I just
started the book and am looking forward to reading it. Thank you! Am gearing up for
an ENT operation (minor) shortly. Not looking forward to that.
Diana
June, 8, 2003
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Late this morning (a Sunday I hasten to add) so that I could finish “A Roundheeled Woman.” You cut the price tag out, so I don’t know how much it would cost were
I to wish to invest in, say, 5 copies for 5 friends I think would enjoy it as much as I did.
Thank you for it.
Diana
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July 23, 2003
Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Diana:
A friend outlined the schedule of her hip replacement for your edification. She
had it in mid-November of 2001 and was told she would be back to normal in six weeks.
It took 3 months with regular physical therapy.
First, she said it’s a bloody operation and she gave two pints of her own blood
ahead of time to be used during surgery.
Timing:
In the hospital one day for surgery, plus three days recuperation. Physical therapy
began the day of the operation and continued. They taught her “living” -- how to get in
and out of a car without dislocating her hip, how to climb stairs, etc.
One month stay in an apartment, because her house has stairs. Blue Cross/Blue
Shield, her insurer, paid for a physical therapist to come to the apartment -- or wherever
she might have been -- 3 times a week for a month. Her doctor prescribed more physical
therapy, at her request, and Blue Cross/Blue Shield paid 50% for 12 more visits, an added
month of therapy. Her husband is a really nice guy, but worked downtown. Help is
VITAL she said, and her three daughters each came for a week apiece to be on hand for
her.
She did not drive a car for 6 weeks, and she still does physical therapy three times
a week at the same place, which gave her a rate of $40 month to go 3 times a week and
use all the machines and do her exercises.
The good news is that she was playing tennis by June, 2002, and 2 miles a day, as
ordered. She only had to take pain pills for a week, but the heavy morphine stuff made
her sick and she was switched to Percocet (spelling may be wrong). She did have a problem with the steel rod put down her leg, causing pain in her knee.
Someone gave her a book written and published in Britain that outlined five hip
patients’ experiences, which she found helpful even tho’ it was about your medical system. She can’t remember the title or author, but it would probably be even more helpful
to you if some library has it.
Nursing shortages and/or incompetence caused unexpected problems. Some of
her blood was wasted, because the nurse inserted the needle incorrectly. Her arm swelled
to twice its normal size. Pain medicine the doctor said was to be available on demand
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arrived an hour after the request. Keeping AHEAD of pain is important because continued movement is necessary for recovery. In agony this is not possible.
Stay in touch,
Fondly,
Ann
July 24, 2003
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Ann:
Tried to e-mail you this, but link into your website, found no e-mail address on
that. Thought you might find it interesting.
Diana
Sept. 30, 2003
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
My watch tells me it’s the 31st, which puzzles me since, as I believe to be the case,
this month is supposed only to have 30 days. However, everything has been at such sixes
and sevens this past 10 days, I’m prepared to contemplate anything that runs counter to
what I had previously taken as gospel.
I fell down the stairs on the 20th, a Saturday and had to ring Charlotte Darwin
to come and pick me up/dust me down/take me to Chelsea and Westminster A+E where
they took x-rays of my left leg which very swiftly swelled all over while a massive hematoma developed at point on contact between shin and one of the step edges on the way
down the flight of stairs. They, also, gave me an anti-inflammatory/pain killer that was
no good doing either of those things.
Thursday I went to my GP (won’t describe how the leg developed meanwhile).
She sent me to Kingston Hospital A+E because, she said, she was more worried about DVT
than a possible break. The whole of Monday, virtually, whiled away @ Kingston, the only
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good thing being that I very quickly realized I could have been much worse off. Went
home clutching another equally ineffectual anti-inflammatory/pain killer prescription.
Come Friday I had to go to yet another hospital (Queen Mary’s, Roehampton)
for a different thing altogether in preparation for an appointment with an endocrinologist that is due week after next -- the blood test, having been done, I decided to visit the
hospital pharmacy to buy some dressing since the haematoma was now exuding it’s disagreeable contents. I’d already changed my bed linen 3 times that week. The pharmacy
sent me instead to the so-called minor injuries unit who required my presence daily over
the last week for re-dressing of “wound” -- and they did more x-rays of the leg. Their
recommendation to deal with the pain was PARACETAMOL (so good for the liver, as
we all know).
Meanwhile, my leg has assumed the proportions of a palm tree trunk, my toes
looked like burnt chipolatas, and I looked as though I were wearing a black boot to the
knee on my left leg. This is the leg due for a hip replacement in February. Also meanwhile, I am in pain like I have never known before or never, at any rate, for as long a
period of unrelieved as ten days. Every time I put the leg to the ground I thought I would
be sick or pass out.
This week, Monday, I returned myself to the tender care of my GP (who had not
even got a member of the surgery staff to telephone to see if I was “all right”). Saw the
practice nurse who, rightly, I believe, told me an infection was spreading. The leg was,
where not black, dark red, very hot to the touch and the skin was tight as a drum. The
practice nurse called one of the duty doctors even though he was seeing a patient. He’s
put me on a whole new regime of anti-biotics working in parallel and 2 other lots of pills
besides and says, if they’ve not got to grips with the situation in 48 hours, I’ll have to go
into the hospital and be medicated intravenously.
The only good thing about all this: the sleepless nights -- the sitting about with
my leg up, the lack of any alternative option means that I have done a huge amount of
reading, even to the extent of having virtually cleared the pile of books on both my bedside tables. Currently in the middle of “The Sewing Circles of Herat” by an English woman
journalist who has spent years in Afghanistan and who has unprecedented acceptance
by such as constitute the shifting power politics of that country. It only serves to reinforce
my belief that nothing can stabilize the situation there or stop the economy being based
on the poppy crop (best ever this year, I understand) or ever try to persuade them away
from poppies which require minimum input in terms of labour or expense to flourish,
in favour of other cash crops that actually have to be cultivated. It’s a tribal population,
after all, and -- as in Africa -- the tribes have throughout history always been at each
other’s throats.
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Just learned from Naomi she’s pregnant again with frozen embryos created from
the same batch that produced her first child 2 1/2 years ago. How would you react to
that? By the way my new e-mail address is dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana
Oct. 20, 2003
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
While you are recuperating is a great time to explore the internet, which is a
world wide library at your fingertips. Have someone show you how to add Google to
your list of favorites. Then all you have to do is click on that when you want to find
something and type some words into Google blank space to start your research. It can
be FUN!!!!
Ann
Dec. 12, 2003
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Thank you for our phone calls of late. It was good to hear from you.
Here, the city cranks up to Christmas time, and I found myself the other evening
after work taking a bus down Oxford Street on my way to Bayswater. I truly cannot
remember when last I was in Oxford Street where, it seems to me, English is a language
hardly ever heard nowadays. I used to think the Christmas decorations, the illumination
of which was always regarded as something to go to the West End to see lit (usually by
some minor celebrity -- which leads me to wonder if there is even such a thing as a major
celebrity any more), disappointing and the outcome of this switching-on ceremony invariably tacky.
Well, as I say, taking a bus up Oxford Street last week, and the Christmas illuminations seemed to me to look a hundred times better than they used to. Trying to figure
out why, I reckon it’s to do with the fact that these strings of ‘fairy lights’ in huge abundance have taken over from the old-fashioned kind that required bulbs to be fixed to
wire frames suspended over the road in such a way as to make ‘pictures’ once the lights
were lit up. The bulbs began to ‘go’ almost as soon as switched on and, by the time
282

Twelfth Night came round, there was hardly anything remotely resembling the original
concept left to look at. The new mini bulbs, from which can be created positive showers
of golden rain that are then fashioned to hang like pelmets over the width of a road or
up against the facades of the building on either side, are so lavish that, even if some of
the bulbs do go, there seem to be always enough left to make a good show. In fact, let’s
admit, Oxford Street actually looked positively pretty – not a word I’d normally apply to
it during the daylight hours in December.
I have decided to spend Christmas alone at home – I hasten to add, from choice.
Naomi, at one time, was urging me to join her and the family in Texas and, when my
projected trip to Istanbul in mid-November was cancelled due to my falling downstairs
and then ending up in hospital, I did think of turning the insurance refund to similar
purpose and taking myself off to Austin. Then I remembered Naomi’s visit here in July
when she flew over for her grandfather’s funeral, bringing Tali (coming up one year old
at the time) with her.
Naomi believes that a) children get to eat with adults and b) children get to eat
with their fingers and, when they don’t want any more, it’s fine that they throw what’s
left around and spit out whatever may remain in their mouths. This made me feel quite
ill, so I asked her if she’d mind if, should I come to stay at her house, that I preferred to
eat on a tray in my room. I think that kind of put across the message and we tacitly agree
that perhaps this was not the time for grandma to pay a visit.
I have to say that, so far as I am concerned, a little of the grandchildren goes a
long way, and the younger they are, the less of them is needed to go the distance. Toby’s
twosome, on the other hand, I am growing positively to like. Hope, now 5, is as bright
as a button, very articulate, very self-confident and astute in her observations. I’m not
enthused that she should dominate the conversation to the extent her parents permit
but, like I say, over a brief visit I find her vastly entertaining. I’m hoping that this improvement in my perception of the next but one generation will go for Naomi’s as well
as Toby’s children as the former grow older and more nearly resemble human beings in
their public behavior.
The other day I was watching a most excellent documentary about monkeys (of
the kind that I had as a pet when I was a child in Calcutta, until its tribe rushed through
the house one afternoon -- (not, on this occasion to steal fruit from the fruit bowl where it
sat on the sideboard, but to retrieve the young one that had somehow got left behind on a
previous visit). This documentary drew such close comparisons between young monkeys
and young humans, at least as I regard the latter, that I don’t know how anyone can ever
have doubted that Darwin got it right when he formulated his theory of evolution.
Anyway, I shall be home over Christmas though may, if I feel like it on the day,
sally forth to one or other of the kind people who have proposed that I join them for this
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or that (‘but only if you feel like it’). I long ago came to the conclusion that I’d rather
spend time alone than in the company of people I neither knew -- nor wanted to know - very well. So many people invite waifs and strays on high days and holidays to share a
turkey or a joint of beef or mince pies or whatever. The trouble is that this makes for an
ill-assorted crowd of strangers to each other, and a conscientious guest then has to work
extremely hard singing for his/her supper in order to justify being included in this illassorted gathering. I have done it, and I come away exhausted by the efforts.
I mean to spend an idle holiday, not doing any good works myself either, but
sitting around (or maybe lying around if I don’t feel any compulsion to get up) and
watching the little that is watchable on television -- I think, as in the States, the greater
the choice, the lower the viewing standards and the less one can be bothered to stay with
anything to the end. Endless make-over programmes: of houses, gardens, wardrobes,
whatever. Who cares? Also, endless voyeuristic programmes, usually dedicated to dysfunctional family behavior. I realize all this makes me sound very misanthropic, but the
season brings out the worst in me.
I mean to get my study (or den) sorted, which really means doing masses of filing
that I dislike getting to grips with almost as much as I dislike doing the ironing. I have
lots of really great books on my bedside table, many of them in a half-read state, depending on what I feel like when I go to bed. Walking has been spoiled for me by the hips
and I really find it extremely uncomfortable to walk any distance at all. Talking of hips,
the first is to be replaced on the 11th of February, by which time I hope Alexia will be
virtually on her way here. She is spending Christmas in Sri Lanka, she tells me. Now that
would be nice. I’ve been there only a few days but I was enchanted by a) the flowers and
b) the birds. Didn’t get to see any of the ancient sites, of which there are many, but
promised myself a return visit.
Trouble with the hips is not only walking but also sitting for any length of time,
so that I get fidgety in a concert hall or the theatre, even in a cinema. The one good thing
that age has brought me is the realization that, if I’m not enjoying something, I don’t
have to go on doing it. Hence, I need not finish reading a book out of a misplaced sense
of duty to the author, if it really doesn’t absorb me. I often leave at the interval in the
middle of a concert if the second half doesn’t particularly appeal.
I even walked out of HAMLET at the National Theatre, with Simon Russell Beale
playing the eponymous hero. Well, the stage furniture consisted entirely of leather suitcases of the old-fashioned leather traveling-by-sea kind in that particular production,
their configuration being altered to suggest a new location at every scene change. For me
it spelled out an invitation to move on, which is what I associate with luggage, so I did
at the interval. I, also, thought our hero was too fat to be playing Hamlet, who, after all,
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is a man racked by doubt and indecision who should be played (in my opinion) only by
men of a lean and hungry look.
What else? There’s a seasonal film out that follows in the steps of ‘Four Weddings
and a Funeral’ and ‘Notting Hill’ (to the extent of having Hugh Grant playing the British
prime minister in this one, would you believe?) If it hasn’t yet crossed the Atlantic, it’s
called ‘Love Actually’, than which you could hardly come up with a sillier title. The critics
were really cruel about it, but I thought it was fun. Whereas I was disappointed by the
latest example of the Coen brothers’ work which also has an unfortunate title, ‘Intolerable Cruelty’, and stars George Clooney and Catherine Zeta-Jones. There’s not a pleasant
character in it, no matter how good-looking, which makes it difficult to engage with any
of the people represented on screen and, therefore, to relate to the plot.
However, tomorrow I shall be going to see ‘Master and Commander’ which I
know I will enjoy. 18th century naval history in the days of ‘the sailing navy’ is a subject
on which I was doing a considerable amount of research a year or more ago when I first
started on my aborted (or should that be abortive/) M.Phil. By the way, I am still awaiting
the ‘formal apology’ that I was informed should be sent me from the School of History,
Classics and Archaeology at Birkbeck, though not who was to write it -- whether the
Head of School or the Head of Department or the Head of the College. Having been
told that I am owed it, the apology I mean, I think I shall make myself a nuisance until
I get one.
Naomi has successfully become pregnant again, using up (le mot juste’) the remaining product of her IVF treatment, of which her firstborn, OZ, was the initial outcome. Therefore, her third child will be -- in a manner of speaking -- Oz’s twin? I do not
know why, having two fine, healthy, beautiful and, one hopes, bright children (one of
each sex), Naomi and Hanan have elected to press on, unless it is that the existence of
these other potential offspring, kept in a cryogenic state what is now getting on for 3
years, would have required them, either to be given away to other infertile parents, or
simply ‘dumped’ when Naomi and Hanan leave the States since, obviously, they cannot
take them along. Naomi told me that the first of these options was something they had
considered, until they took on board the fact that they would, effectively, be giving away
the siblings of their two existing children (these deep frozen relicts of the original IVF
treatment, you understand, are/were fertilized ova). so Naomi elected to have the remaining number, five in all I think, implanted and was, I think fortunate in that only one
‘took’. So far the pregnancy is progressing ‘normally, which is all that you can really call
normal about a procedure that to me has seemed hardy normal at all and one that has
raised the kind of moral issues I hope my conscience would never to resolve.
On that futuristic note, let me wish you a happy Christmas season and all the
best for 2004, to which I look forward to with some apprehension but, on the whole,
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relief that 2003 is (nearly) over and done with. I hope that your own health problems
next year are fewer than they were this year. The only thing to feel quite sure about is
that age brings with it one form of physical deterioration or another and the thing that
I hope and pray is that, whatever happens to my body, I get to keep my mind clearthinking and -- always -- insatiably curious.
With love,
Diana
Uncorrected, as you see.
Please excuse what used to be called the typos.
Dec. 26, 2003
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
How stupid of me to buy postcards that I feel I have to envelope before putting
them in the mailbox! Thank you for my Xmas present which I look forward to reading
before I pass it on to Alexia when she is over here in February. I’m making a small library
for her to make a selection from to take back to Kabul. It seems good reading is in short
supply, by which I mean not schlock!
With best New Year wishes,
Diana
Dec. 31, 2003
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Ann:
Your enclosure of leaflet re the Matchbox offer is not quite what I had hoped to
find, because the sorts of American classic cars that were written about in the original
newspaper cutting I queried with you were much more varied than what is advertised in
this Special Offer: in fact, only two models, the 1955 Chevy and the 1953 Ford, both so286

called Service vehicles of the sort that presumably in the States a garage would send out
to help a driver whose vehicle had broken down at the roadside. That said, the cost seems
very reasonable at $4.99 per car, and the ‘Set of all four trucks’ is numbered 365 for the
purpose of placing an order. There is a ‘phone number given for people to ring who
want to ask questions: 1-800-409-1240. The thing is this, that I don’t doubt there are other
American classics in the Matchbox Collectibles series and I’d really like to see a copy of
what is currently on offer. Might they have a catalogue they could mail me? Meanwhile,
can you order these 4 if still available at the offer price already quoted? The address to
which they should be sent is MOLLER, 7019 Creighton Lane, Austin 78723, Texas and,
if you are successful in setting it up, e-mail Naomi to let her know to expect a delivery:
moller@io.com. Her phone number, should you prefer to speak to her is 512.927.1915.
In this country, early models of Matchbox cars can fetch hundreds of pounds at
auction if there are two bidders fighting over a particular model to add to their collections. It’s important that the car should still be in its original box, apparently. With that
in mind, Naomi should not give Matchbox cars to Oz to play with (unless he has two
sets, one for collecting, the other for playing with) in order that – by the time he’s grown
up – he has something worthwhile of his own.
Presumably, as he gets older, he would develop an intelligent interest in the way
his collection was growing, and would decide his own preference as to what he should
go for. It just seemed to me that, since he is in the States and will be for the next two/three
years maybe, he should form a collection of American-made vehicles which I’d imagine
are not available on the British (or international?) market.
Don’t know if you get the BBC programme, Antiques Roadshow, over there?
They had a special programme last week (to celebrate Christmas) devoted exclusively to
child collectors. I was fascinated by the sorts of items that a child can form a passion for,
often as a result of a grandparent leaving him/her in a Will something that the grandparent once owned but, equally often, something that the child had developed not only an
interest in but frequently an extensive knowledge of as a result of, maybe, reading a book
or seeing a film. Seems to me a much more worthwhile way for a child to spend pocket
money than on candies which a) ruin the teeth and b) put on the pounds!
Thank you for remembering my original query when this leaflet fortuitously fell
out of the magazine you happened to have in your hand. I know you thought I was
misinformed when I first asked about it, so I’m also glad that I wasn’t.
Since today is New Year’s Eve, let me wish you all the best for 2004 which I – for
one – hope will be a hell of a lot better as years go than 2003.
Diana
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Jan. 23, 2004
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Dear Ann:
Many thanks for both the newspaper cuttings received by snail mail and also
your e-mail with news of the Bush family's increasingly unpopular regard except - presumably - in their state of origin. There has been a very funny series of programmes
(shown, for some reason, too late in the evening for me to have caught them all) about
life in the state of Texas: one all about the enormous fatness of so many of the women,
regardless of race, and therefore also of children, the lengths some go to to try and get
rid of the surplus pounds which sometimes includes diet with surgery but, seemingly
more often, depends on drastic surgery alone; another programme on Texan men's affinity with guns in all shapes and sizes - how so many even go to bed with their guns
(presumably because they can't fit their wives into the marital bed?); another on religious
sects of various very curious kinds.
And so on. Really, one couldn't help feeling that it was all too easy a target.
Diana
Mar. 7, 2004
Diana Coke
London
Ann:
Here’s the medical story -- long paragraphs and all. Good to speak to you this
p.m. Some bedtime reading!
Diana
May 25, 2004
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Thought it was worth sending you the enclosed Sunday Times article, which I
hope Bush and his advisers have inwardly digested.
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Also thought you might be interested in other happenings that I can see would
be of somewhat less compelling concern to non Coke family members. Sorry about that!
Well, Alexia returned from Afghanistan, which she had been scheduled to do anyway
for a month after my hospitalization, and it was all cancelled too late for her to be able
to get her money back on the ticket, so she came anyhow. So I looked forward to her
coming and enjoyed her being her for the two weeks she was in the country. She delivered remarkable news in presenting us with the fact of a ‘significant’ other in her life,
one that she apparently moved in with last summer (which is to say after her visit back
here to attend her grandfather’s funeral), the first time Alexia has cohabited (though
she’s mixed flats before, of course), but she’s been living by herself -- and liking it -- for
so long, I have to say I think this must be serious, since she’s managed to stick with it
for, now, nearly a year.
Alexia was staying with me during her most recent stay, so, of course, I heard her
news first and, when I told Simon, his first question was whether the Beloved was of the
Muslim faith. I said no, and he said thank God!, since already to have a Jewish son-inlaw and perhaps the possibility of another being Muslim was not something he could
contemplate with equanimity. I was able to reassure him that Alexia had filled me in
with some particulars, for example, that her new man is a Dane, that he works with some
Danish aid agency in Kabul, that he will continue to be working there until the spring
of next year, whereas she, herself, finishes her task (Hallelujah!) in the autumn of this
year.
This has altered her own plans as to what she planned to do next, which had
been to embark upon a PhD at SOAS (the School of Oriental and African Studies, part
of London University, located right here in London) this coming academic year. Instead,
she will now await the Beloved’s return to Europe and then, possibly join him in Denmark, or he, possibly, will join her in England. After all, she has a house here, presently
let to tenants. He’s presenting his own PhD thesis in the autumn in Denmark, but, when
I asked Alexia what he might be thinking of doing for an encore, she said that he didn’t
like to plan ahead -- which kind of puts her in the position of not being able to plan
ahead either. She did say that, since all university teaching in Denmark is carried on in
English, there was no reason why she couldn’t do her own PhD (if she still wants to)
there.
This was the reason why Naomi and Hanan went to live in Texas -- because Naomi’s Hebrew just wasn’t good enough for her to be able to do hers in Israel. Actually,
she tells me that Hanan would be quite happy to spend the rest of his life in the States
(he was born there, so has US nationality, which makes it all much easier for him work
wise). She, however, is keen to come back to England to live when she’s finished her 2
years’ internship. She presented her PhD thesis earlier this month, which was cutting it
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very fine, since she is going to be producing her third child this week. Indeed, if it hasn’t
arrived (shouldn’t call it “it”, since we know it’s a girl) of its own volition by Friday, the
birth will be induced. Don’t know what to say about this latest arrival except that it is
the outcome of IVF treatment that Naomi had five years ago. Which is to say that this
baby is from the same batch of fertilized ova that produced Oz, their first child, and is -I suppose sort of an un-identical twin, though four years younger than Oz.
Naomi has referred, when speaking of the baby to me, as her Frostie, which is,
apparently, what in IVF language the babies are called who have been cryogenically preserved for later de-frosting. Curiously, I heard on BBC news this morning that someone
in England has just given birth to a fertilized ovum that had been stored 21 years, apparently the first known to have survived so long a process of deep freeze. It all seems strange
and rather worrying to me, but in countries such as Israel where -- I was told -- almost all
the men have fertility problems, due to inbreeding, it’s the only way to hold off extinction of the entire race.
Actually, I believe in that case, the problem is attributable to what is called ‘lazy
sperm’ which either haven’t the energy or the inclination to reach their target! Indeed,
Naomi had her own fertility problems relating to ovulation or, rather, non-ovulation, so
that -- if left to themselves -- they’d never have made it to parenthood. I am worried that
Alexia is leaving it too late to have children herself, always supposing that’s what she and
‘her man’ want ( I have to keep referring to him by these euphemisms, because I can
neither spell nor pronounce his name, which sounds like gargling). I really don’t see
how, if they were going to make a go at it, she could do a PhD as well as have children,
since I think they don’t do IVF treatments on over-40-year-olds, which Alexia would be
if she put the former first.
What else can I tell you? I just returned from a week-long visit to Sicily, which
drew me because of the fact I heard there were Greek temples there. Well, they may have
been built by Greek settlers, but they look nothing like Greek temples in Greece, so I’m
afraid I rated them very low. No elegant marble columns (in that both the elegance and
the marble are missing). Instead, they’re build of local tufa (volcanic) stone, which is
dark, and the overall appearance of the columns of thick and disproportionately short -not unlike the present appearance of the natives of Sicily: “squat” would be a good word
to describe them. They are also sullen or surly by nature, and totally unsuited to what
has been designated as the new Sicilian economic base -- since no industry appears to
flourish.
I heard Fiat had been begged (or bullied?) by the government into opening a
manufacturing plant there and, after running at a loss for years, they have just closed it
down. Having had lots of money thrown at the island by the EU, at least they have built
an excellent infrastructure of viaducts over the very difficult terrain -- I think the Italians
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do beautiful roads and even if, as I heard in Sicily, many of them are going nowhere
(literally), they’re not a blot on the landscape and, indeed, they make it a pleasure traveling about the island in a coach and seeing what is stunning scenery from such a vantage
point. Also, because these viaducts make level the ups and downs of the terrain, you
don’t get carsick either!
Compare this with the idiocy of the Irish who also were given huge sums by the EU,
which they spent entirely on building miniature South Forks (get the reference, though
dated?) for themselves to live in, and totally ignored the necessity of doing something about
their appalling roads which make driving around Ireland a nightmare experience.
Anyway, back to Sicily -- disappointment in the Greek ruins and the truly dreadful food and the unpleasantness of the Sicilian character were all compensated for by as
I said earlier, the extraordinary geological configurations of the volcanic landscape, the
fact that it was spring and the wild flowers were quite magical, and the weather wasn’t
yet as hot as it can get there in the high summer. Also, some good mosaic floors in an
excavated Roman villa that actually had some bits of wall standing, as opposed to being
totally leveled. And some fabulous mosaic decoration of what were Byzantine churches
-- only have other Italian examples to compare those with, since I’ve never been to Istanbul. Falling downstairs put paid to that proposed excursion!
Guess that’s enough “stream of consciousness” for the time being. I forgot you
don’t like long paragraphs.
Diana
Aug. 4, 2004
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
I have recently returned from a short sojourn in Kent, specifically a village called
Hunton (near Maidstone) where Naomi & family had rented a self-catering, converted
medieval barn of a B & B i.e. the main house did B & B and ran the self-catering as part
of the business. It was a convenient setup, since the two bits of the whole were situated
side by side. I stayed in the B & B, which suited me very well since it allowed some respite
from the constant company of three very small children who, as is the way with today’s
offspring, are allowed much greater leeway than I found tolerable!
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Naomi had told me that there was a spare single bedroom in the barn where I
could stay but - generously - I declined the offer and said her father was welcome to it.
Since the two older children were disoriented by the time difference and also by the
place difference, I gather that most nights in the barn were disrupted by the cries, not
only of the new baby, who sleeps, as all Naomi’s babies have done previously, in the
same bed as her parents, but also of those sleeping on the same floor as Simon.
The answer was apparently that, whichever parent was not other wise engaged
(breast feeding immediately qualified Naomi as ‘otherwise engaged’, so it was usually
Hanan) went up and slept with the querulous child - or at least lay down in the same bed
- until it went back to sleep. To tell the truth, I don’t imagine anyone in the house enjoyed much rest over that week, whereas I, next door, was undisturbed other than by the
natural noises of the night in the English countryside.
During the day, we went out and looked at the local sights of which there are a
number in that part of Kent: grand houses and beautiful gardens. Unfortunately, the
various interest groups had little in common and, inevitably, those who liked looking
round houses would be bored by gardens i.e. Simon ( or vice versa, me). Hanan didn’t
care for either, and the youngest members of the party, ditto. Since pleasing the last
named made life more agreeable for the rest of us, we went round more ‘model farms’
than I was able to take with equanimity since, in my experience, these are usually rather
rundown. The animals look flea ridden, and the fowl are featherless. The weather was
mostly fine and dry, but really too hot to be out in the sun all day. However, it was
nothing to what it is now, when the temperature is up in the 80s and the garden needs
daily watering.
I keep worrying that a hose-pipe ban will be introduced before August is much
older, when I just know my own garden will die overnight. It’s very exposed at the front
of the house to whatever weather has to throw at it. A winter or two ago, strong winds
felled a tree planted in the pavement just outside the front garden wall, which caused
havoc as it came down, but, happily, wasn’t tall enough to reach the wall/front windows
of the house itself. As our summers demonstrate the increasing effects of global warming, I like July and August less and less from year to year and, of course, we don’t have
air conditioning, though I am becoming aware that most people who buy new cars now
buy them air conditioned. The best I can do is that, when I moved into my present house,
I got the electrician to take down the central ceiling light and install what in India was
called a ‘punkah’ in its place. Thank god for that -- sleep would be impossible without
its benign breezes cooling the basking whale that lies beneath.
The current spell of hot, humid weather ended last night in a terrific thunderstorm. Its effect in London was that the Underground was flooded, trains were stopped
and the going home commuters thrown off them, then the entrances to the various tube
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stations locked. My own going home (by bus – I won’t/can’t travel by tube) was totally
disrupted by the ex-subway passengers crowding every bus stop, then pushing their way
in front of the ‘regular’ riders, and the traffic jams were worse than ever, so that it took
me nearly three hours to get home -- by 9 p.m.
Tuesday night there are two TV programmes, both American imports I like to
watch at that hour. One is West Wing, which I enjoyed hugely when it was new, and
still watch because I continue to hope it will regain its initial impetus. The other is CSI
Miami because I like the acting style of the funny little red-haired forensic detective front
man of that series. Otherwise, English TV offers more and more choice with less and less
incentive to accept any of it!
Bed with a book is often the more attractive alternative. So it is irritating to arrive
home so late from work that you don’t even get to be able to watch your favourite TV
viewing of the week. By the way, I am presently reading Orlando Figes’s (I don’t know
if I’ve spelled that correctly) “Natasha’s Dance” or is it “Natasha’s Dream”? He was a
history don I met at Birkbeck, although like Neil Fergusson (now a member of staff at
some New York university), he seems to have made a reputation for himself outside the
Groves of Academe: in Figes’s case, it’s Russia; in Fergusson’s it’s Empire. Don’t know if
you saw the TV series made from the latter’s book on that subject? He has the revisionist
view that the British Empire was, after all, a ‘good thing’ and has now carried this to the
point where he’s written a book (out of which another television series was made) exhorting the Americans to take on their shoulders the cloak of empire. I should have
thought they were halfway there, with their interventions here, there and everywhere on
whatsoever pretext!
I was alarmed to see on a CNN newscast t’other evening that the Medecins sans
Frontieres were pulling their teams out of Afghanistan. The spokeswoman for MSF was
English and, apart from saying that they now felt the security in that country was such
as to put their people at a degree of risk that could not be justified, she committed herself
no further although she was being interviewed by an American news network. I read
The Times reporting on MSF’s withdrawal which, in that account of the reasons why,
attributed to the fact that American military personnel were harming the neutrality of
the organization which has worked successfully in Afghanistan for over 20 years, but
suggesting that there was some connection between the American occupation force and
MSF, and that the latter’s presence in the country was one of the many benefits bestowed
by the former. This has, in fact, resulted in an increasing number of attacks on the personnel of the MSF and is also an association they do not like, which is the reason the
have decided to pull out.
Instead, in the CNN television interview the implied reason was an increasing
lack of security and a concomitant number of deaths of aid workers (over 20 this past
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year alone, though not, of course, only members of MSF teams, though three of them
were shot in one attack in a hospital situated somewhere in the north of the country not
six months ago). What, if any of this is ‘for real’, I shall still be delighted to see Alexia
out of there soon. Did you read a further statistic that the opium crop this year is the
Biggest Ever? Did you know that it was the special responsibility of the Brits (in the support role to which they were assigned from the start) to stop the Afghani farmers planting opium by paying them to grow other crops instead and providing them with the
seeds of recommended alternatives. Instead the funds provided for the first of these options was handed over to the tribal warlords as ‘leaders of the local communities’ in the
expectation that they would distribute it to the farmers which, of course, never happened. Who in their right minds would have cultivated any such expectation?
But how are you? I hope the summer goes well? Have you been on holiday and,
if so, where? I must re-visit the States myself either in the autumn of next year or spring
of the year after, before the Mollers leave Texas after Naomi’s completed her internship.
With best wishes,
Diana
Aug. 20, 2004
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
This note is a meager response to your newsy letter. But it seemed important to
get this clipping to you if there is any chance you could have your operation in Texas.
England looks dangerous.
I am spending the summer rearing a miniature poodle puppy who rides back
and forth to the office on the back of my bike and likes to walk around the block frequently during the day, as respite from sitting in a carrier box sound asleep. It’s the new
way of housebreaking and may work before the summer is over. She’s lots of fun, but in
the 25 years since I last had poodles I had forgotten how much energy they have.
Keep in touch.
Fondly,
Ann
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Aug 29, 2004
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Dear Ann:
I sent you a postcard to thank you for the newspaper cutting about MRSA bugging of UK hospitals, NHS as well as private. I suspect although one doesn’t hear as much
about it infesting the private sector. However, this is belt-and-braces stuff (do you have
that saying where you are? It refers to old-fashioned habit in male dress of wearing suspenders as well as a belt attached to one’s trousers to make sure they don’t fall down). I
also thought I’d test this e-mail address I have for you although I believe that you said
something about having recently changed your server. Am I right?
On the hip replacement front, have only this past week gone to see new consultant in new orthopedic hospital the other side of the river. This is more significant than
you may imagine since all the hospitals south of the river are now sending their hip and
knee replacements to be done at that dedicated unit that opened in the Spring of the
year where I was so abominably treated that wild horses wouldn’t drag me back there.
Hence, I had to persuade my GP to get one of the north of the river hospitals to see me
even though I am not, so to speak, in its catchment area. Well, the new consultant (after
doing his own X-rays) agreed to take me on as a candidate for left hip replacement surgery but his first window of opportunity (since it will be keyhole surgery, that seems like
an appropriate phrase to use, don’t you think?) is not till next June, by which time
Alexia’s six-month visit will be over. She arrives back from Afghanistan this month but
plans to return in March when her dearly beloved’s own tour of duty out there is up.
They then plan to go traveling through the various countries whose names end in ‘stan’
that seem to proliferate in that part of the world. Have I told you all this before? If so,
please forgive me. I am becoming repetitive in my advancing years, which is an O.K.
thing to be so long as you don’t do all your repeating to the same person (or persons).
Re your suggestion that, in view of MRSA, I’d be a lot safer having surgery in the
States than here: probably very true and, after Epsom in February, I certainly talked
about the possibility with Naomi. If she were less encumbered with small children, it
would have been an alternative well worth investigating. However, I really do not think
it is fair, when she has so much on her plate already, for me to dump on her for what
can be a two-to-three-month period of convalescence after surgery. This man I saw last
week confirmed I’d not be able to return to work for two months at least. That is, of
course, if I still have a job to go back to. We (which means I and my colleague Shirley,
who had her 70th birthday in February of this year, are both quite convinced the new
Secretary of the Royal Humane Society is squeezing us dry like oranges before, having
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extracted all the juice we have to give by way of assistance, background know-how &c.
to help ease him into his new position, he then sacks us. Each of us reacts to present
tensions in our own way, she by developing the most irritating little nervous cough that
makes me want to strangle her, I by developing what the GP (when finally I went to see
him because I was feeling so bloody awful) called ‘dangerously’ high blood pressure – at
least that disturbs nobody else in the office context. So, hypertension is one more item
to add to the list of things that threaten to curtail if not my life then my lifestyle.
There you are. I can’t even compose a short e-mail. The world of texting would
be something I should never even try.
Diana
Sept. 1, 2004
woodmatch
dianacoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
Yes, I got your long e-mail -- not too long -- very interesting. This N.Y. Times story
I'm sending is about our current royal family, the Bushes, who I read long ago have a
distant blood tie to your perpetual royal family. Humphrey Bogart did, too. The trucks
were $20, but sending money seems pointless. See if a DVD of “Chelworth” exists about
a man who inherits a great house and restores it and his family ties. It was a joint U.S.British produced series I loved. It had Gemma Jones and lots of good actors.
Ann
Sept. 7, 2004
woodmatch
dianacoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
I do think about coming back to London until I read something like this and
realize it's been at least ten years since my last visit and things have obviously changed.
....... Delighted to have your e-mail address for such things.....
Ann
Sept. 10, 2004
dianacoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Many thanks for e-mails. Yes, as you see, you're hitting the spot. I don't have very
much of interest to tell you this time, so - to your undoubted relief - will not burble on.
Regards,
Diana
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P.S. Having read what you sent me about how England struck a recent returnee from foreign
parts, do please send it to Naomi and Alexia: The former's e-mail: moller@io.com, the latter's:
alexia@areu.org.pk That should put them off coming 'home'! By the way, I have exactly the
Christmas present to send you - it'll be going in the post quite soon so, as per usual, you'll get it
well before the due date. It will reinforce your worst fears about the parlous state of Olde England.
Sept. 15, 2004
woodmatch
dianacoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
The Kelley book is gossipy and getting major publicity here. It's not the sort of
book one saves, but one does read it. I'll send you my copy if you want to read it. This is
from the very long N.Y. Times review:............ "She (Kitty Kelley) prattles on at length
about an alleged affair between George H. W. Bush and his longtime aide Jennifer Fitzgerald (rumors of which appeared in 1992 in The New York Post)”.………….Were you
able to forward the Pub story.?......www.newsdirectory.com ........is a site where papers
from all over the world can be read and copied and articles e-mailed to your loved
ones...or anyone else.... Let me know when you receive this valuable information!!!!!......
Ann
Oct. 10, 2004
dianacoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Dear Ann:
Thank you for not one, not two, but - well, I lose count - shall we say simply
several messages? Is this the same Kitty Kelley whose book about (who was it now? A
member of the Royal Family, I think, Prince Phillip perhaps? that you sent me some
years back. If the book doesn’t weigh a ton and would, therefore, be very costly to mail,
do send it. Seamail is cheaper for printed matter than airmail, or at least it is going from
here to there.
Alexia is due home the end of this week. The situation in Afghanistan appears to
be deteriorating fast and there have been many more news stories about what's going
wrong there of recent date, no doubt due to the imminence of the elections which are
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only going to be held in what are regarded as the trouble-free areas of that poor, benighted country. Tell me, how can elections held in only parts of a country have any
validity? Anyway, A. will be going back there in the Spring -February, I believe. Not for
long but any time spent there is, so far as I am concerned, a bad time.
The news here is filled with various slants on the most recent hostage decapitation in Iraq, of the Englishman called Bigley who was kidnapped at the same time as the
two Americans who were also beheaded. They kept Bigley alive for longer which allowed
the 'story' to escalate here and yet, even while so much was being said and done about
the possibility of freeing him, it didn't seem in the least bit likely to happen. A deputation of senior Muslim clerics even went out to Iraq from this country in order to plead
for his life. The only hope is that even those of their own faith begin to turn against the
fundamentalists. I heard a Catholic priest and a mullah on the radio this morning comparing all this in Iraq with what was going on in Ireland over all those years and which
I personally am not at all persuaded is now over since, sometimes, it seems that the religious differences and the violence to which they gave rise are simply 'resting'.
I used to believe only men did this kind of thing to each other and that women
would not, could not. That was until I saw the pictures of that woman officer in the
American army and what she took pleasure in doing to Iraqi prisoners - you felt that
cutting a throat or two would not, to her, have required very much more than what she
was already prepared to do.
Just to let you know, I did - I think - manage to send the 'Pubs gone wild' article
to both Alexia and Naomi. If I get any feedback, I'll let you know.
Enough! I am going out to lunch with my son and grandchildren.
Best wishes,
Diana
Oct. 10, 2004
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
I have the Mount book, which I, obviously, opened before 12/25. I am sending
you the Kelley book. Yes, she is the Diana biographer. Also, Michael Moore's "Fahrenheit
9/11" DVD. Neither is as intellectual as Mount, but simulating for many reasons -- for
you and Simon, personal -- for all of us political. Enjoy!!! P.S. Now that I remember.
Kelley took on the whole Windsor family.
Ann
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Oct. 13, 2004
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
I LOOK FORWARD IN ANTICIPATION TO THE BOOKS NOW WINGING
THEIR WAY TO ME - OR HAVE YOU BEEN SENSIBLY ECONOMICAL AND SENT
THEM SURFACE MAIL? I’M DEALING WITH MY XMAS PRESENTS A FEW EVERY
WEEKEND, SO THAT I STAGGER THE POSTAGE COSTS. I DON'T KNOW HOW
PEOPLE REACT WHEN THEY RECEIVE THEM, BUT I DO KNOW HOW THEY REACT WHEN TO BE EVEN MORE ECONOMICAL I TAKE ADVANTAGE OF A MEETING WITH SOMEONE UP TO 3 MONTHS BEFORE XMAS TO PRESS A XMAS GIFT
INTO THEIR HANDS WHENW WE PART COMPANY. IN CASE I DON'T SEE YOU
AGAIN BEFORE THE HOLIDAY THERE IS ANOTHER REASON I LIKE TO PLAY
IT THIS WAY - IT MEANS I CAN DO THE GIFT-WRAPPING (WHICH I HATE EVEN
MORE THAN DOING THE IRONING) A FEW AT A TIME.
DIANA
Oct. 13, 2004
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
I'm glad you read your e-mail more than once a month. I have the package ready
and will mail it tomorrow. Spent most of today with my computer tutor ironing out
some problems and talking politics, the latter at no charge. The package will be gift
wrapped inside, but feel free to open it prior to Christmas. Do let me know when it
arrives.
Best regards,
Ann
Oct. 14, 2004
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Dear Ann:
You will be surprised to get this winging back to you but I had to open up the
In-box again (two days in a row - wow!) in order to see if there was any news from Alexia
as to when and where she would be arriving tomorrow. There is and, for once, she's
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coming in by daylight. Now, you may wonder why this should matter - well, I'm growing cataracts and it particularly affects my night vision so that driving about after dark is
not something I particularly like to do if I can help it. In my old age I grow grateful for
small mercies - like the chance to go out to Heathrow Airport in the broad light of day
to pick up my returning offspring.
With love,
Diana
Oct. 14, 2004
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Give Alexia my best, and tell her to stay safe!!-Best regards,
Ann
Oct. 20, 2004
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Sorry to have missed you t’other evening when you telephoned, but here’s my email address dots and all. Also thank you for the newspaper piece on the MRSA(?) epidemic in UK hospitals which is only too real. Have not myself met anyone who got it,
but know people who know people who have.
The books arrived, obviously by air mail, which accounts for their speedy delivery. I look forward to reading them. May I recommend to you, if you’ve not already read
it “Inventing a Nation” by Gore Vidal?
Diana
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Oct. 30, 2004
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Ann:
The article is from the last broadsheet issue of The Times. It’s going tabloid. I may
have to change my newspaper.
a) Alexia leaves Kabul just as the first foreign woman is taken hostage.
b) Some local reaction to what goes on internationally and on your home
ground.
Diana
Dec. 22, 2004
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
You’ll be pleased not to have received this tucked into your Christmas card via
which such bulletins are usually broadcast. However, I thought I’d share with you my
feelings of unmitigated joy at seeing the back of 2004 which has been, for me, a thoroughly unsatisfactory year in virtually every aspect of its onward progression.
The slippery slope downhill started early when the replacement hip operation
that should have happened in February was cancelled, because, due to my GP’s laissez
faire attitude towards an upper respiratory tract infection that she elected not to treat
with antibiotics. I was told when I checked into the hospital they’d only carry out the
surgery with the help (to me) of a spinal block but not tranquilizers, sedatives, sleep
inducers to render me oblivious to what was going on below my waist,-- out of sight
maybe but certainly not out of hearing.
I have a vivid imagination. I’d be left eye-balling the anaesthetist who was, without any doubt, the most unsympathetic member of the medical profession that I have
ever come across in a life now, unfortunately, over-peopled by doctors, nurses, radiographers, phlebotomists and the like. This one was a cow -- albeit a young one. The idea
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of having to commune with her through a lengthy surgical procedure, to have to rely on
her for reassurance, kindness or encouragement was laughable.
I got off the the trolley in the anteroom to the operating theatre and left, despite
the fact I was wearing one of those daft overalls that is worn back to front, is always made
for women of average height and girth (I’m neither) so it can’t be fastened and has to be
held together, making it quite impossible to walk away with either composure or dignity. You get the picture. Anyway that was the end (except that I’ve told you less than
half of it). I have complained to everyone I thought might take a professional interest in
remedying the situation so that no one else is ever subjected to a similar experience. No
one has paid the blindest bit of notice. I’m now in line at another hospital, with another
orthopedic surgeon, to have the hip replacement done next 5th June.
Meanwhile, of course, in February Alexia had traipsed back from Afghanistan to
‘be there for me’ when I came out of hospital. It was good to see her, but a frightful waste
of both her time and money making a wasted trip. She’s now finished out there and back
once more in the UK, and I am delighted she’s done that stint. She returns, however, in
February to tie up some loose ends job-wise, and also to collect her significant other, a
Dane also working with a NGO in Kabul. Actually he’s flying back to Europe to spend
the coming holidays with his family and Alexia will be going over to Denmark to meet
his family over the New Year.
He then returns to Kabul where she’ll join him before they embark upon a protracted trip through several countries in that part of the world whose names end in “stan”. They apparently went on holiday in the Caucasus and were very taken with the
scenery, the lack of other foreign travelers, etc., and wish to repeat the experience - or
something like it. Having recently watched a TV programme about the laying of a new
oil pipeline circuitously routed for security reasons from Azerbaijan up to the Russian
border (think Chechnya), and down again via Northern Turkey until finally it gets to
the Black Sea port which is its endpoint, I got the distinct impression that not only the
countryside along the way, but also the population that inhabits it is pretty wild and
wooly, and the latter into activities such as kidnapping for profit: just the thing that any
sensible person would choose to avoid.
Meanwhile, in Texas, Naomi had her third child in the summer, a second daughter, called Jordan. No, don’t ask me why. That’s an Anglicization of the spelling of her
name which, written in the way it would be spelled according to its Hebrew pronunciation is just a succession of consonants.) Barely two months later the whole family was
over here for a week in July, before moving on to Israel to visit Hanan’s family. I gather
both he and Naomi felt the effort (not to mention the expense) was only just worthwhile,
and they won’t be repeating the experience next year. Instead, Simon is flying out to
Austin on Christmas day to spend the holiday period (his, not theirs) with them. Oh,
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when one is retired, is life just one endless holiday? I don’t know, because I’m not there
yet.
Still working three days a week at the Royal Humane Society, which gathered to
its bosom a new Secretary (with a capital “S’) in the summer - like his predecessor, a
retired Brigadier General. The resulting shakedown was a natural concomitant of the
substitution, to which I hope we are all adjusting satisfactorily - and to the Society’s advantage. Things have changed a lot anyway since I started there seven years ago. It is
perhaps the work from which I’ve derived the greatest job satisfaction of any I’ve ever
done, partly because it entails a lot of letter writing which you just all know I love! Now,
though e-mail has largely replaced snail mail, I won’t use the language of text-messaging
to communicate. I’m working on a second book about the history of the Society, though
it’s taking lots longer to finish than the first because of the increased ‘business’ because
we’re on the net: www.royalhumane.org. Let’s hope I live long enough (or continue to
be employed long enough) to finish magnum opus no. 2.
The only family members I’ve not yet written of are Toby & Co. He has super
kids, Hope aged six-ish and Harry (coming up eight) whom I like more and more the
older they grow. Babies never were my weakness - unlike my niece (my brother’s older
daughter) who is, any day now, about to have her ninth: a girl to begin with, followed
by seven boys. It is not for religious reasons but, so they say, because she hasn’t given up
hope of another girl that she keeps trying! Anyway, to return to Toby & Co., they’re fine
and fun to be with when the opportunity offers. We recently all went to the Mark Morris
version of ‘Nutcracker’ which was unlike any other take on that old Christmas standard
I’ve ever seen. I think I prefer it played straight myself. Toby still writes but, despite his
best efforts, has not yet found an outlet on screen, small or large for his scripts. Nevertheless he continues to do both, write and try to find a market for what he writes.
I must thank you for the Kitty Kelly book, which I look forward to reading for
all the wrong reasons.
With best New Year wishes,
Diana
Jan 15, 2005
Diana Coke
London
Dear Ann:
I am writing to let you know that Alexia and I are going to Istanbul from 3-10
March and you are most welcome to come and stay in my house if you’d like to (I promise not to turn the hot water off this time, though more recent visitors from the States,
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who also came when I was away from home, never did figure out how to get a hot shower
-- luckily they had no such problem with the bath. Let me know if interested,
Diana
Apr. 8, 2005
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Dear Ann:
Seems quite a while since last I heard from you on the ‘phone, which makes me
wonder if you are well which I very much hope that you are. Alexia who was over here,
mainly staying with me, during her six-month return visit to the UK went off from Istanbul eastwards even as I returned west to London. I had got used to living with someone again and fallen back into parental role so easily that, now she is gone, I miss her
and feel rather depressed at having to get used to living alone once again! You will laugh
but it is the aspect of my offspring’s adult lives that I find hardest to deal with – their
coming and going, and the necessary adjustments in my attitude and lifestyle whether
due to the former or to the latter!
Alexia and her Best Beloved are now traveling overland back from Kabul to Europe though I don’t know whether they are heading for Denmark or for England. Alexia
had said she’d ‘be here for me’ (a phrase that I find loathsome) when I was due to go into
hospital on the 5th June for the scheduled hip replacement operation. However, I have
since been exploring another possibility which is a technique called re-surfacing usually
employed on much younger people than I am who begin to have trouble with a hip joint
and are considered too young to have a total replacement (an operation that , as I’m sure
you know, only lasts 15 years max. and that you can only have 3 times max in a lifetime).
The particular criterion for re-surfacing is good bone density (hence its suitability for
younger people). It’s a less drastic surgical procedure than a total hip replacement and
should mean a shorter, easier recovery time. I have the bone density, as two different
women at different times who did bone density scans on me expressed it, ‘a) the bone
density of an African matron’ and b) the bone density of a 20-year old woman. Whichever way you look at it, that’s good news and makes me eligible, I think, for the lesser resurfacing procedure, so I decided to go see the only Orthopedic Surgeon (so far as I am
aware) working at an NHS Hospital in London who does this operation. I hope to get
an appointment (the mills of the NHS grind very slowly) in about 3 months’ time and,
if he is prepared to take me on as a patient, then I feel I’d rather have him go to work on
me than the man I’m actually scheduled to be done by (at a different NHS Hospital) on
the 5th June. That would let Alexia off the hook so far as needing to return to London
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sooner than when I know they (the pair of them) plan to be back here in August, because
she is proposing to take him on a tour of her all her family and friends around the country.
That must mean she’s serious? She has also said that she thinks they may decide to live in
this country rather than in Denmark, which would please me – but I’m not saying so.
I met the Best Beloved briefly when he joined us in Istanbul just before the end
of our visit. I received a very enthusiastic e-mail from A. now in Samarkand and heading
next for Bokhara, the visiting of two places that I had always yearned to see but which I
now expect it is unlikely I shall get to. Next trip is to Italy in May, doing a part that I
know quite well (staying in Sorrento and going back to see Pompeii, Herculaneum, Paestum, at all of which sites I understand more has been uncovered since last I was there
some quarter of a century ago) but also a part that is completely unfamiliar to me, Calabria and Puglia. The weather in Europe (not only here but much farther east since
Alexia’s e-mail says it is bitterly cold in Samarkand and we nearly froze to death in Istanbul where there was snow) is most unseasonable. We here have been warned that there
will be snow by Sunday and I have brought back into the conservatory all plants that
overwintered behind glass but were put out of doors when we thought Spring had
sprung a few weeks ago when the temperature jumped in the matter of days up to 22C.
Well, it’s now hovering around 8C. I also turned the central heating back on again, dammit!
Best wishes, Ann. Like I said before, I hope you are well.
Diana
Apr. 9, 2005
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
Am catching up on things this weekend. I did watch the royal wedding blessing
on CNN which ran news along the bottom of the screen on many subjects. Sinners don't
get the same reverence as saintly popes, who had no news ticker. That service, of course,
was the middle of the night here, so I missed it, but highlights reappear. There is something so primitive about a dead body lying out in the open for viewing. There were more
postmortem medical details about THAT than I needed to know. Will be at my computer periodically today and tomorrow, so if you want to chat, I'm here. Tell me some
times when you'll be near your phone on Sunday or Monday, and I'll try to ring you.
Glad there's better news about your operation.
Best regards,
Ann
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Apr. 11, 2005
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
Bob Schieffer is a veteran CBS correspondent who is taking Dan Rather's place
on the major evening newscast here. For a long time he has had a Sunday morning show
Face the Nation on the important news of the week, ending with his commentary. Below
is his commentary from 4/10/05 SCHIEFFER:
“Finally today, you did not have to be Catholic to be moved by the events of
these past days. You didn't even have to be religious. Just seeing the millions gathered in
Rome and realizing it was the largest spontaneous gathering of human beings in the
whole history of the world was enough to take your breath away. To me, the most moving scenes of all were seeing the old pope so near death insisting that he be brought to
the window to bless the crowds one more time. It was not just his love but his sense of
duty to those he led that impressed me.
I kept thinking about that as the week unfolded as we saw another spectacle,
preparations for the wedding of Prince Charles, a man who gets paid for doing nothing,
yet seems to feel put upon because he has to do it. Nothing that is. We read of his exasperation that the wedding had to be put off a day in deference to the pope's funeral and
we watched him sneer at photographers who asked him to pose for some pre-wedding
pictures with his sons. My heavens, what imposition will he next have to endure, a photo
with his mom?
This was a week for prayer and I must admit one of mine was to give thanks that
I was born in a country whose founders were among the first to recognize the silliness
of the whole idea of royalty and who made sure we would never have to fool with it.
That's it for us. We'll see you next week right here on FACE THE NATION.” -Best regards,
Ann
Apr. 14, 2005
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Ann:
Re Schieffer's comments on the Pope's demise, about which I am going to send
you a newspaper article by a journalist I've never heard of because I don't read the newspaper where said article appeared. However, it says what I felt about the late obsequies,
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which struck me as being no more nor less than the same kind of excessive display that
Diana's death and funeral occasioned here in London.
I remember, once, when Popes died, the publicity attached to that event related
to the process of election of the new Pope: the funeral of the old one was covered simply
as something that necessarily preceded the naming of his successor. However, all the
puffery attached to media commentaries about the worldwide esteem in which the lately
deceased incumbent of the Vatican was held is put into perspective, for me, by the newspaper article referred to. The only kindly emotions ever stirred in me on his account was
of pity that they kept him alive so much longer than nature intended, poor sod!
Diana
Apr. 14, 2005
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
You didn't comment on the royals! The Pope gala -- the largest in human history
-- probably drew a lot of people simply because it was the most recent circus. However,
here it wiped Michael Jackson's trial off the front pages for awhile. It also resonated -and reduced the gigantic coverage of the 15 YEAR legal battle over Terri Schiavo. She
was finally allowed to pass from a persistent vegetative state to complete death. Her family and their priests fought her husband in the courts all that time with Bush even breaking his vacation to come back and sign a law Congress passed to keep the case going. The
courts kept saying no and it finally ended. So when the Pope faded gradually and refused
to go the hospital for more of what modern medicine subjects the body to, it was a transition to sanity. Her parents had one service in Florida and her husband another up north
where she was cremated -- and allowed to rest -- with all of us. Only occasionally mentioned is the fact that she had the stroke due to a shortage of potassium in her system,
which may have been brought on by bulimia. She tried to lose weight using this very
dangerous method. Besides death, bulimics risk rotting their teeth with stomach acid
coming up when it should stay down.
Best regards,
Ann
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Apr. 15, 2005
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Ann:
Not to mention throat cancer - I refer to your e-mail of 14th April re the effects
of bulimia on teeth. It seems that the stomach acids brought up by bulimics also can
cause throat cancer. I know I've been threatened with that, not because I am bulimic (or
ever was, though I may - when around 17 years of age - have been anorexic for about a
year after I was chucked by the first Big Love of My Life.
On the other hand, rapid weight loss could have been the natural outcome of
adolescence and the way puppy fat just falls away. No, in my case the threat of throat
cancer is caused by a hiatus hernia which is particularly troublesome when lying down,
specially on one's back. You suffer from what they call 'reflux', which means the stomach
contents are inclined to rush unchecked (the valve in place to stop this happening doesn't
close properly any more) back up the esophagus and into the mouth. Also happens in
the final stages of pregnancy because there is so much pressure on the internal organs at
that time - there, didn't you just long to know that?
Diana
Apr. 15, 2005
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
E-mails are not private, but out in cyberspace forever. Is that why you don't comment on the royal wedding? Then put it in a letter.
Ann
Apr. 18, 2005
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
Such language!! I find it most amusing. The Daily Mail reported that Camilla
had cancelled her first scheduled solo appearance — nerves?. The Standard reported that
the top Jewish official in England has not added her to the list of royals in prayers for the
royal family.
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It may be a perfect example of be careful what you wish for, because you may get
it. She got Diana's spot in the family and will now have to face the public, many of whom
don't give a "F" about her. The wedding was the kind of event the Bush people here
organize with only eager fans present in the crowds. That's over and, apparently, there
are people who feel strongly the other way and may come out to express it.
How's the hip situation coming? My brother John is recovering from a sudden
quadruple by-pass. Did I tell you? He's doing fine. So is his wife. Once the shock of it all
was over and recovering began.
Ann
Apr. 25, 2005
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
Last night on CBS 60 minutes there was a segment on Americans going to two
hospitals, in Thailand and India, for surgery. A man went for heart surgery that would
have cost $100,000 here and was a fraction of that there. A woman went for hip surgery
of the kind you are exploring. The surgeon said healing is faster because the bone is not
broken. The prices were fantastically low and the luxury of the two hospitals shown was
incredible. The woman took her daughter along and after she left the hospital they went
to a beach resort and lounged in luxury there too.
Ann
Apr. 28, 2005
woodmatch
dianacple@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
I just had a periodic exam, which will cost me $2000 if Medicare doesn't pick up
the tab. It took one hour, and for this, I would consider going abroad the next time. Let
me know how the hip situation is progressing! I hope the pictures comes with the message. There's also a video on line.
Ann
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May 27, 2005
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
BUYING A SWIMSUIT
A true story written by a woman in England to her friend after a swimsuit shopping expedition.
"I have just been through the annual pilgrimage of torture and humiliation
known as buying a bathing suit. "When I was a child in the 1950's, the bathing suit for
a woman with a mature figure was designed for a woman with a mature figure-boned,
trussed and reinforced, not so much sewn as engineered. They were built to hold back
and uplift and they did a good job. Today's stretch fabrics are designed for the pre-pubescent girl with a figure carved from a potato chip.
The mature woman has a choice. She can either front up at the maternity department and try on a floral suit with a skirt, coming away looking like a hippopotamus who
escaped from Disney’s Fantasia or she can wander around every run-of-the-mill department store trying to make a sensible choice from what amounts to a designer range of
fluorescent rubber bands. What choice did I have?
I wandered around, made my sensible choice and entered the chamber of horrors
known as the fitting room. The first thing I noticed was the extraordinary tensile strength
of the stretch material. The Lycra used in bathing costumes was developed, I believe, by
NASA to launch small rockets from a sling shot, which give the added bonus that if you
manage to actually lever yourself into one, you are protected from shark attacks. The
reason for this is that any shark taking a swipe at your passing midriff would immediately
suffer whiplash. I fought my way into the bathing suit, but as I twanged the shoulder
strap in place, I gasped in horror— my bosom had disappeared!
Eventually, I found one bosom cowering under my left armpit. It took a while
to find the other. At last I located it flattened beside my seventh rib. The problem is that
modern bathing suits have no bra cups. The mature woman is meant to wear her bosom
spread across her chest like a speed hump. I realigned my speed hump and lurched toward the mirror to take a full view assessment. The bathing suit fitted all right; but,
unfortunately, it only fitted those bits of me willing to stay inside it. The rest of me oozed
out rebelliously from top, bottom, and sides. I looked like a lump of play dough wearing
undersized cling wrap. As I tried to work out where all those extra bits had come from,
the pre-pubescent sales girl popped her head through the curtains.
"Oh, there you are!" she said, admiring the bathing suit. I replied that I wasn't so
sure and asked what else she had to show me. I tried on a cream crinkled one that made me
look like a lump of masking tape and a floral two-piece which gave the appearance of an
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oversized napkin in a serviette ring. I struggled into a pair of leopard skin bathers with ragged
frill and came out looking like Tarzan's Jane pregnant with triplets and having a rough day.
I tried on a black number with a midriff and looked like a jellyfish in mourning. I tried on
a bright pink pair with such a high cut leg I thought I would have to wax my eyebrows to
wear them. Finally, I found a suit that fitted, a two-piece affair with shorts style bottom and
a loose blouse-type top. It was cheap, comfortable, and bulge-friendly, so I bought it. My
ridiculous search had a successful outcome. When I got home, I found a label that said, "Material will become transparent in water.”
June 29, 2005
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch@att.net
Dear Ann:
You must be thinking I'm all kinds of a rat for not having telephoned you back
last evening. I tried. The number you gave me was, I was told, 'not recognized'. I don't
know why. I tried it exactly as you gave it me and I also tried by adding, in front, the
country code 001 which I tack onto the front of Naomi's telephone number. It worked
neither way.
Don't know if you yourself may have made the attempt to get back in touch with
me but I subsequently had two very long telephone calls, one with my co-mother-in-law
(i.e. Toby's wife's mother) and then with Simon. So it was late by the time I'd finished
talking to these two, and there's only so much telephone conversation I can take at any
one time! It was also much later in the evening, by which time I reckoned you'd have
gone home from work - and I'm not sure whether you have a land line telephone service
where you live or whether you use a mobile wherever you are?
Anyway, I'm really sorry not to have reached you.
Diana
June 29, 2005
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
No problem, as they say. I was calling to chat and you had lots of that yesterday.
We are heading into the July 4th weekend, which is another excuse for people to take a
lot of time off. I am trying to work short days.
This is how I dial you 011-44-20-8265-1586
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This is my office number 202-234-0670 where there's always an answering
machine on.
This is my home number 202-332-6844 where there is usually no answering
machine on.
No cell phones for me. I resist them.
At home the volume is so low it won't wake me up. I have caller ID both places.
Canadian numbers show up, so I know when my aged distant cousins have tried to reach
me and I can call back. I don't know if European numbers show up. A Berlin friend calls
me, but I've never noticed if the number appears. Caller ID is a great invention. When
it first appeared it virtually eliminated obscene calls. It is possible to punch in numbers
ahead of making a call that will make the "Private" appear rather than a number, but
obscene callers, fortunately, don't know that or are too stupid to do it. My paragraphs
are beginning to look like yours!!!
The Fourth is our celebration of the end of colonialism here. We are now exporting it to the Middle East.
Ann
July 1, 2005
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Ann:
Thank you for being so nice about my not getting back to you t'other evening.
I'm glad to hear you think my literary style must be catching, even if it's a style you don't
like!
Hope you're having a good 4th of July weekend. Naomi and her Brood + her inlaws (visiting from Israel) are in a seaside place with the unlikely name of Corpus Christi.
Do you think the man (had to be a man) who called it that even knew what it meant?
They (the same bunch of people) went to Galveston last year and that didn't excite them
enough to want to go back again. Having been but once in my life to Galveston, I too
would never wish to return.
I'm thinking of coming to the States next year and doing one of those train journey trips. Only trouble is the cost has more than doubled since the last time I did the
same thing. I'd go on a different route next time, of course, and try to tie it in with a visit
to an old schoolfriend in Seattle and, of course, to Austin. Trouble is, Naomi starts a job
(is it called an internship?) that would give her the practical qualification to polish off
her PhD. She starts at the beginning of the new academic year when she will be traveling
daily an hour and a half's drive in each direction to some awful-sounding psychiatric
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prison filled, presumably, with the types of prisoner that get confined to such places. It's
a full-time job - and the organization that it will require to make sure that N's children
are being properly looked after during her daily absence and the additional burden
placed on her husband in terms of having to pick up the pieces if something goes wrong
while she's an hour and a half's drive away from home hardly bears thinking on. Needless to say, she feels she cannot cope with a visit from her mother over the whole period
she will be so employed (a year) and, to tell the truth, I myself am not aching to go back
to Austin which warrants one visit in a lifetime but no more. Between you, me & the
proverbial gatepost, I would like to by-pass Texas but don't think I'd be kindly regarded
if I did. You can't win with Naomi
There you are, I've made a special effort and you have four paragraphs here dividing up the contents of this e-mail nicely by subject matter, separate topic for each
paragraph. I suppose I could have sub-divided Para. 3 further yet so as to deal with the
various subsidiary topics of Naomi's prison job, her husband's involvement in family
arrangements once she takes the job up, her relationship with her mother, my feelings
about the place where she lives - and I could have brought the total paragraph count up
even to double figures if I'd put my mind to it. I only make the point to illustrate that I
write in long paragraphs because I cultivate a (lost words)
Best regards,
Diana
July 1, 2005
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
Families, as they multiply, become all-encompassing if you let them. Frankly,
I've never been keen on small children, so the doting grandparent psyche is beyond me.
My parents, particularly, my mother devoted themselves to rearing well-behaved, worthwhile, nice children, and most of them turned out well. However, even she was not keen
on spending a whole lot of time with grandchildren. My brother in Santa Monica had
the first two and I remember she and Howard went to some resort south of there and
didn't go to see Rob and his family. Of course, my father compartmentalized business
and family and it was a newspaper publishers meeting he was in California for.
I make a rule not to go to weddings outside the Washington Beltway -- the highway that circles the city. So far I have not attended Rob's second wedding in California.
Two in Princeton, that of a niece and later a nephew. Most recently, Rob's younger son,
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who had been living with his girl friend in Santa Monica, married her in New Hampshire at a resort one hundred miles from where her family lived. "Four Weddings and a
Funeral" pretty much shows how weddings are done now, as major productions. But in
England the distances are not so great.
The most recent bridal couple came by to see me last month on their cross country trip prior to going to China as Peace Corps volunteers. He promised, unasked, to
send me a video of their wedding. It arrived yesterday and confirms my pleasure in not
being there. In "Four Weddings and a Funeral" which I really enjoy the couple and the
guests are shown. In the video the bridal couple is pictured constantly, but it's not possible to see the guests much. The best man, the groom's brother, the maid of honor, the
bride's father and the groom's father all made unscripted speeches. Except for the latter,
my brother, they were far too long and showed the need for brief notes.
The groom's father had all his family stand, but the room was so large they were
seen in the distance, and the groom thanked people he knew had come from far away,
the farthest were from an island in the South Pacific. His theme was that it wasn't the
trappings of a big wedding that mattered, but having those they loved with them for the
event. Well, then it would be nice if the camera man had shown each table of guests.
There was no receiving line filmed, which would have solved that problem, but maybe
they didn't have one. With one, the bride and groom could have been in every picture,
apparently a requirement, greeting their guests.
From other sources I know a lot of my family, was there, but invisible. I should
have expected this, because there was an engagement party last year in Santa Monica to
which we were all invited to fly in for. Needless to say, I didn't go, but from the pictures
the bride and groom-to-be had a few people there, but I was told there were lots.
And as couples multiply they want you to come meet the family. In another era
juniors were introduced to seniors as a mark of respect. My dear friend in San Mateo,
Cal., who will celebrate her 102nd birthday in August called last night to chat. I would
love to see her. Her mind is clear as a bell, although the bones are a bit ancient. She wants
me to come to California. It's not the flying I dread it's the airports, so I didn’t accept an
invitation to come and meet the family, which has multiplied since I last saw her. I went
out in respect to her, when her son and daughter-in-law were living in Singapore and
their children were away at school!!
Best regards,
Ann
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Sept. 1, 2005
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
This message was garbled when I sent a N.Y. Times article to you just now. .......
So I repeat ---Yes, I got your long e-mail -- not too long -- very interesting. This N.Y. Times
story I'm sending is about our current royal family, the Bushes, who, I read, have a distant
blood tie to your perpetual royal family. Humphrey Bogart did, too. The trucks were
$20, but sending money seems pointless. See if a DVD of "Chelworth exists" about a
man who inherits a great house and restores it and his family ties. It was a joint U.S.British produced series I loved. It had Gemma Jones and lots of good actors.
Ann
Oct. 19, 2005
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Here are some clips:
The N.Y. Times devoting two pages to excusing its coverage of a major story and
its own reporter explains a lot about office politics and reporters. Not offending important sources while getting a story is a delicate balancing act. Getting too close has its
hazards, as we discussed.
The Federal Diary piece covers — with humor--another subject we talked about.
I like Condolezza Rice as a winter sports enthusiast.
As for Naked London. The bio of Greg Friedler seems to make him too young -born in 1970 -- to be the author of Naomi’s expose. Look at your book to see who the
author is and let me know. Then I won’t worry about all those books being sold on
Amazon.com and Amazon.co.uk.
So that’s the news for today.
Fondly,
Ann
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Oct. 19, 2005
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
My copy of “The Book” published in 1987, price (even way back then) 25 pounds,
photos taken by a well-known photographer of the time, Katya Grenfell by name. No
clothes!
Oct. 25, 2005
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Your postcard is here with the good news that the book being sold on the internet is not “The Book”, just a copy of someone else’s idea -- without any of your family.
The enclosed articles end Judith Miller’s career at The N.Y. Times. Dowd mentions Miller’s “tropism toward powerful men”. I had to look tropism up.
Fondly,
Ann
Nov. 3, 2005
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Ann:
Did you get the postcard I sent acknowledging receipt of all the literature sent
about the latest White House furore which has, since, broken onto our own news pages
& programmes.
You may not yet be aware that we also have a scandal running which has resulted
in the resignation of the government minister who had an affair - and a child - with an
American woman called (I think) Kimberley someone-or-other who must have been responding to the corridors-of-power aphrodisiac since it certainly wasn't his looks. HE
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was the blind Blunkett, Cabinet Minister dear to the heart of Blair; SHE was Manager of
The Spectator (do you know it - a politically-oriented current events sort of magazine?).
When the affair - and her pregnancy - hit the fan earlier in the year, he lied about it. He'd
been using his influence to buy her cheap tickets on British Rail and also other favours
such as getting her Thai or Vietnamese 'nanny' a work permit to enable her to stay longer
in this country than she was entitled.
Once found out, he refused to go with a good grace and hung on in there until
he was told he had to resign. He was out of government just a few months during which
the general election took place and Blair was re-elected. He was invited back and given
an even higher government post than previously which he held (briefly) until it was
discovered that, during his political exile, he'd acquired shares in various firms that
would have made him very rich (or his sons, in whose names he'd registered the shareholding). It might have been all right if he had declared his holding, but he chose not
to. When found out, he lied about it (again) and has now resigned (again).
This time I sincerely hope he's gone for good. Oh, and by the way, the baby she
was expecting wasn't even his (though apparently, an early small child is) but the child
of another lover she was carrying on with simultaneously - or, perhaps, it was her elderly
husband's. Believe what you like. Blunkett insisted that the expected baby should be
DNA tested once it was born (by which time the affair was over and she had been 'taken
back' by her husband, if indeed he'd ever been anything other than a complaisant husband who'd known all along what was going on. The DNA tests showed the baby wasn't
Blunkett's which made him look pretty foolish for insisting on them being carried out.
With his head (or his heart?) he is said to have lost his judgement.
Diana
Nov. 3, 2005
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
Wow. I missed all the details of the story. Very Interesting. I hope you are reading
e-mail today. Your long letter came as a response to mine of JULY 1! I will risk asking
you via e-mail if you want the Charles and Camilla coverage?????
It's not very lively, today emphasizing the privileged backgrounds of your royals
and our president. C + C were in color on the front page of The Post today planting a
tree. I'm not sure royal friends are much of an asset to a president who is losing his
political popularity with us.
Ann
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Nov. 15, 2005
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Ann:
Funny - I thought his political popularity (if not quite yet his personal) had been
slipping for some while past. Charles, on the contrary, seems to be clawing his way back
up into the public esteem since he is perceived as being, in some way, a nicer man since
marrying Camilla even though comparisons of her with the fair Diana are still pictured
as invidious. Who'd be a royal? A rhetorical question, obviously, since Camilla allowed
herself to be talked into it. Today's papers have headlines said that her 'share' of the
expenses of he recent US trip added £500,000 to the total bill. All those dresses and servants taken along to do her hair and her feet and her make-up, etc.
Diana
Nov. 15, 2005
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
Camilla asked whether it was always this warm, which would indicate that her
$500,000 wardrobe was too heavy for the balmy weather October here. It may have been
a bit too much for the devastated Gulf coast where most people are in dirty jeans.
There's an article about a simpler hip operation that is coming back in vogue
which I will send you when I find which paper I read it in today.
Ann
19 Nov 2005
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Thank you for that (description of seaside wedding) - you made my day, I really
thought that sort of nonsense was over and done with since the hippies grew into middle
age. Thank you for sending the hip story snail mail. I shall look forward to receiving it.
Diana
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Nov. 19, 2005
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
In hippy days the simplicity was real. Now the bridal couple and all their guests
travel to an expensive hotel in a remote location for a production-type event. My nephew
was married to a girl from New Hampshire. The couple had been living in California,
returned to N.H. for a wedding at a hotel 150 miles from her family home. A lot of this
is done for the scenery in the background. The only quaint note was the fact that the
bride wore the groom's mother's wedding dress. I had been to that wedding and the
dress was fine for both. The mother of the groom did not attend the wedding which
some people find hard to understand, but considering the bad feeling between the divorced parents, I do.
Betsy's daughter was married in Seattle, where she and her beloved live. The
wedding day was rainy, so they redonned their wedding finery on a good day and reposed for pictures against the mountains before going on their honeymoon.
The major production wedding I heard of was a Palm Beach girl, daughter of
man I had a crush on many years ago. She married a German and their wedding was at
a villa in Tuscany. All their guests went to Tuscany for a week of festivities. My god
daughter, husband, her parents and her children were among the guests from all over,
so you get an idea of what production it was.
There is a cartoon in The Washington Post today showing the current Supreme
Court nominee giving answers to interviewers he thinks they want to hear. It's what
people do these days, tho' I know your impulse is to candor.
Anyway it makes my recent efforts updating my website very timely. Take a look
at http://www.annwoodthematchmaker.com. I've been doing this 20 years and it seemed
time to say so!!
Best regards,
Ann
Nov. 26, 2005
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Ann:
The newspaper cutting about the 'new'? form of hip op. arrived by snail mail. I
was interested to get it because it is, of course, the procedure that I will be having in
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February. Funny that it said nothing about the fact that the reason this operation is usually done on younger people is that it positively requires good bone density which, of
course, older people don't usually have and, most particularly, older women do not have.
Anyway, me with my bone density of a) an African matron and b) of a woman of 20 (the
respective verdicts after the two bone density scans I've had done, about 10 years apart
from each other) seemed to me to make it worthwhile to hold out for the hip re-surfacing
rather than a total hip replacement. Hope things go well with you meanwhile,
Diana
Nov. 28, 2005
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
Glad you got the hip story. Separately, I'm sending an article by the editor of the
New Orleans paper. Picture a city as a giant trash dump and you'll see why the people
down there are discouraged. The whole coast was smashed, but N.O. needs a wall around
it to keep the water out, as global warming brings the Gulf of Mexico in. The situation
is having its impact on our beloved leader. If New Orleans is lost why not Bagdad.
Best regards,
Ann
Nov. 28, 2005
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Why not indeed? It (Baghdad) was done for our dear leader, too.
Diana
Dec. 3, 2005
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
This is a test message, because I tried to e-mail Washington Post stories to you just
now and they didn't go thru. I got an invalid address message. If this goes thru, you will
know that I'll airmail them to you.
Ann
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Dec. 10, 2005
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Never ask me why something you send e-mail is returned marked invalid address
or indeed simply invalid (in the sense of ailing rather than its other meaning). I have no
understanding (or interest really) in the workings of computers, any more than I have of
the workings of my car under its bonnet (hood in your language, I think). I just hope
the thing functions as it's supposed to, but have no knowledge of how to facilitate the
functioning.
What doesn't come through disappears into limbo, I'm afraid.
Diana
P.S. Did I tell you that your Xmas package arrived safely, for which many thanks. It is being
kept for the due date.
Dec. 10, 2005
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
The story from The Post that didn't go thru is just a mystery. With your brilliant
mind you should be curious about things possible on the computer. I don't understand
the workings, but the uses are helpful. I don't need a secretary because of it.
The internet brings 99.9 percent of my customer applications. Before the internet
people had to call and identify themselves, overcoming shyness about seeking such help.
Then I mailed out information. Now people search the internet, chose to print an application, fill it out and then mail it in.
This week I remembered how much trouble all those requested mailings used to
be. A man called and said he was not computer savvy, could I mail the information? The
website was rewritten this month with much information gained from 20 years in business and required more pages via the U.S. Mail. Next month the postage goes up to 39
cents an ounce for domestic mail. Requests for information, thus, would become more
costly, whereas an application printed out from the internet costs nothing.
On another subject that might be of interest to you. My brother, Robert, was
here from California this week and downloaded Skype.com, a free phone service, to my
computer. I will be learning how to use it. He uses it to call his son and daughter-in-law
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who are teaching English in China with the Peace Corps for two years. Skype is an English firm and one of many competing with traditional telephone service. I don't have to
learn how it works, just how to use it.
He was recalling what a culture shock it was to come back from Vietnam in the
60s to the U.S. where everyone was going on with their lives as usual. I recalled a Wellesley freshman scholarship classmate, who used the only phone in our dorm in a booth
outside my door to call her boyfriend back home in California in 1950. She spent all her
money crying on the phone as soon as she heard his voice.
On the evening news this week "postcards" from soldiers in Iraq were shown on
TV, pictures from cell phones of bombs going off and soldiers cavorting on bikes, etc.
Some British soldiers put together a music video of themselves dancing along the street.
During Vietnam the news films were flown back to the U.S., a time delay that no longer
exists.
Winter has begun here with cold, cold weather. The furnace is behaving peculiarly, so I will wait this morning for the plumber who has a tendency not to show up on
a weekend. This afternoon the Maytag man is due to service the dryer, which has stopped
drying on one setting, but Maytag service is very dependable and the machine is under
warranty until March, so the repair will cost only a cold afternoon spent inside.
Ann
Dec. 27, 2005
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
“Bait and Switch” looks like it’ll be a good read. How was Xmas for you? Not so
hot for me, since I got some bug, went to bed on the 23rd and only just got up. I shall
look forward to reading when I’m feeling more recovered, but thank you very much for
thinking of me.
Diana
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Jan 8, 2006
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Dear Ann:
Yes, I know I'm apparently 'replying' to a message you sent me dated 1st September 2004 which, of course, I am not. Just wanted to say have now read 'Bait and
Switch' which had an uncomfortable resonance for me, given my own experience(s) since
plunging back at the age of 48 into the job market after I left Simon - what the book calls
'the twilight zone of white-collar unemployment’. And there's Alexia 40 years old yesterday and only now about to embark upon her life as a mother, which should mean she'll
be looking after this baby herself. Yes, yes, I know that many women combine both
functions, as Naomi is right now in Austin. But I think it's hard on every single member
of the family and, at least in N's case, she really does not need to do it since her husband
is in work and earning sufficiently well to have enabled her - had she so wished - to stay
home and mind the children she went to such excessive lengths to have herself. What
was the point of it all otherwise?
`I have just been e-mailing a friend who has lived in Cincinnati (sp?)since returning from a working life spent in Europe as Financial Comptroller for P & G (they all
end up living in that place whose name I will not attempt to spell again, because Proctor
& Gamble used to be such 'company people' who liked to work and play together). From
what Ehrenreich has to say about the way the world of work looks now, P & G might
have been some sort of forerunner of corporate 'togetherness' in the, now, considerably
down-sized context of like-minded, 'likeable', acquiescent clones that currently constitute the sort of employees who are found corporately acceptable. A lot of Ehrenreich's
experiences job-searching have been mine and while I was finding the book amusing to
start with, the joke went sour on me well before the end! I shall be passing it to Alexia
(certainly) to read, to her partner Olle and, when Naomi and Hanan & Co. arrive back
in this country later in the year, I shall also suggest they read it. Naomi will remain unaffected, because she'll have a job before she gets here but I suspect Hanan is not going
to be nearly so readily employable in this context.
I've sent you a book, by the way, but it's coming surface mail so will take weeks,
if not months, to arrive.
Did I say Happy New Year yet? I don't think so.
Diana
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Feb. 1, 2006
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
This is the notice I sent to my friends, family members and acquaintances who
were threatening to come see me in hospital. I have the feeling it was not, on the whole,
well received!
To those who have been so kind as to insist on knowing when, after all this time,
I’m going to have the long overdue hip operation, I would like to say it’s set for 7th
February. The operation is not a conventional hip replacement, but what is called hip
re-surfacing. This is a surgical procedure somewhat less drastic than a total hip replacement, even if it does require that the luckless hip joint be dislocated before it can be put
to rights. I’ve been shopping around for this alternative procedure, which is rather hard
to find an orthopedic surgeon to do in a London NHS hospital, but I finally got lucky,
so it’s all systems go -- I hope.
This card, by the way, is the charity I work for. What I wanted to ask was this:
should you perhaps think of sending flowers/fruit/chocolates to the hospital during my
stay, would you consider instead a donation to the Royal Humane Society? I’d very much
prefer that, because in my experience, flowers, bowls of fruit, other goodies all complicate life unduly in the hospital context. Also, please, don’t visit me there either. Or ring.
This probably sounds very ungracious, but I prefer to deal with the aftermath of surgery
without outside distractions! I hope I’ll only be in a week. Alexia’s arriving in London
on the 12th and, all being well, will be along to get me out on the 13th. After that, fine!
I’m back home again.
Diana
Ann:
This is Naomi’s round robin that accompanied her Christmas card to people,
mostly in the U.K. she thought would be interested. “Dear all:
Well it is only 6 days before Christmas as I sit down to write this round robin
which means that your card from us is probably a belated New Year greeting. Nonetheless, given how busy our life is right now, I sometimes think it is pretty amazing that we
are getting out a card at all. So be grateful (joke!). In any event the new-in-brief of the
Moller family, Austin branch, appears below.
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Naomi: I am completing the final (hurray!) year of my Ph.D, doing an internship
and working full-time providing therapy in a juvenile prison in rural Texas. I provide
therapy -- individual, group and family, to “general” (assault, run-away, drug charges,
etc.) and “sex” (sexual crimes, usually against younger children) offenders. It is very, very
interesting and usually full of drama. I am learning a lot, not least about myself, of
course.
Recently I have also been applying for academic jobs, and in early December I
went to interview for a job at the University of the West of England, one of the new
British universities, for a position as Lecturer in Counseling Psychology. Somewhat to
my surprise they offered me the job, so it looks like we are finally going to be leaving
Austin in August and moving back to Britain. It is rather an appalling thought right at
the moment (moving that is) -- Hanan and I arrived in Texas with little in the way of
possessions and 2 rotund Israeli cats. We will be leaving with a lot in the way of possessions, 2 fantastically fat cats, one very large dog and -- of course -- 3 darling children.
Thus, this international move will be a lot more complicated than the last one.
Hanan: One reason why the move will be complex for us it that Hanan -- not
much one for change -- really likes his job, which he will be leaving. It is not clear what
work he might be able to get near Bristol (where “UWE” is located but one possibility
may be that he can transfer to the British branch of his current company. It is still too
early, however, to start a serious job search. Meanwhile, Hanan is -- again -- training for
the Austin marathon. He is also growing his hair. With it slicked back in a pony tail he
looks -- a friend said recently -- like an assassin. Since I am working 40 hours a week and
commuting 75 minutes in each direction this paid killer is also now Mr. Mom, cooking
dinner 3 nights a week and doing baths and bed unaided or almost unaided 2 nights a
week. Not to mention getting the kids up, dressing, feeding and taking them to
school/pre-school 5 days a week. He manages all this with almost no complaining which
I find incredible, since I always complained a lot (and, he will say, still do).
Oz: is now in his first year at kindergarten. He is learning to write which he
found useful recently when writing an almost daily list (horribly spelled) of “things I
want for Hanukah.” This fall he played soccer (football to the Brits), being especially
proud of his uniform. He also likes to take showers with Tali and Dad (Jo still prefers
baths). As the water starts to pour down, he and Tali hug each other and cry: “Don’t get
in the rain, my sweetheart!”
Tali: is also in a uniformed activity, in her case ballet. She wears a pink leotard,
pink tights and pink shoes -- luckily pink is her favorite color. We signed her up, because
at 2 she loved to dance. This last Sunday, at her first ever “recital” she proved that this
was still true, as she was one of four 3 year olds on stage doing a bunny rabbit dance.
Two of the dancers spent most of the time staring out at the audience, but Tali and one
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other trooper kept right on with their bunny ear wiggles. Like Oz, she makes us laugh a
lot, and not always intentionally.
Jordan: is now 18 months old. Her current favorite thing is naming her facial
features, also yours, which involves sticking her fingers in your eyes as she intones “eyes”.
Like most children her age she also likes the word “no” (a lot) and wearing her spaghetti
on her head. Sitting with Hanan in the car the other day talking about something or
other, I said “Wow”, he said “Yeah, Wow,” and this little voice from the back seat went
“Wooow!!!”
I sometimes remind Hanan that it is good the children are so cute, since if they
weren’t we’d be giving them away this holiday season. However, since we love them like
crazy, we shall instead wish you the same joy, bone-deep happiness and love they bring
to our lives. Peace -- well given the constant bedlam in our house, you’ll need to look for
that elsewhere!
Many hugs from all of us,
Naomi
Feb. 9, 2006
moller
woodmatch
Hi Ann:
Did you not get a copy of the family report that we sent you directly? Strange...
Thought I included one with your card. However a number of the cards got returned to
us because I wrote the address wrong or something so you never know! The most recent
info I got from my sister re my mom's op is that they postponed the surgery again for
one week. So she should be doing it NEXT Tuesday, I think. I will let you know when I
know more and have been able to speak to either my mom or my sister. Probably at the
weekend.
Happy Valentines to you! Mom tends to send me a gift/card each year--which I
think is rather great.
Will forward you the email I got from my sis. It includes her baby-belly pics
which I really like. It is glorious I think that she is pregnant with her first at 40.
Re-the don't bother me I'm sick and grumpy note--classic mom I rather think.
Ah well. My sister and I have agreed that having a "point person" as she terms might be
a good idea so I have elected her to keep in touch with my god mom (who is the one in
turn elected by my mom to keep in touch with the hospital) since the time difference
and my work schedule make it hard to call in the week.
Naomi
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Feb, 2006
alexia_coke@yahoo.com
To: Her Family:
Hey Gnomes:
Just to let you know that after further saga (which I'll let Mama tell you about
when she gets the chance), the latest (from 5pm this afternoon) is that she will have the
operation at Ravenscourt Park, but in a week's time. Seems the best compromise to me
as Mama was not surprisingly incredibly stressed by all this uncertainty, etc, etc, and will
hopefully give her some time to mentally prepare. Not yet sure what I will do... whether
to travel on Sunday as planned, or go a few days later. Will sleep on it.
Meanwhile, here are the famous pictures of this Mama-to-be....Lots of love to you
all.... and hope the hit and run with the cars does not put too much a dent in your pockets
etc.
Alexia
Feb. 13, 2006
moller
woodmatch
Ann:
Just wanted you to know that spoke I to both my mom and my sis this weekend
and it is STILL not clear if mom is or is not going to have the surgery this Tuesday. Looks
like the anesthesiologist has said no and the surgeon thus is refusing to do the op BUT
the hospital admin still thinks it is a "go" so very unclear all around. It appears to have
been an enormously stressful week for mom who was already dreading the whole bloody
thing. Sigh. I feel bad for all involved.
We have had a dreadful Saturday and a truly gorgeous Sunday--bright and clear
and even rather warm. Hope you too had a good weekend.
Naomi
Feb. 13, 2006
woodmatch
moller
Naomi:
Thanks for the update. The last time an anesthesiologist said no Diana got up
from the operating table and left the hospital, to which she can't return. Now she's in
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another hospital in the same situation. Oh, those lungs of hers!! It's been years of stress
and I do hope it can be resolved.
The recuperation is actual pain, plus stress!!! We had our one and only snow of
the winter on Saturday, which melted in the (globally) warm sun on Sunday, while the
rest of the northeast got piles of snow.
My Princeton brother, who went to Brown, had heart by-pass surgery last March
and is playing golf this month in Texas. My Santa Monica brother, who actually went to
Princeton is in China this week up near the Mongolian border visiting his elder son and
bride, there teaching English for two years with the Peace Corps. I used to be a traveler,
as you know, but have been nowhere abroad, since seeing your mother in London in
'93, I think it was.
She is, of course, a VIVID memory and I hope all goes better this week than last.
Best regards,
Ann
Feb. 14, 2006
moller
woodmatch
Hi,
Just a quick note to say that I am now in London, and it seems all is going ahead
tomorrow. I am taking Mama into the hospital tomorrow at 7am. The operation is due
to happen tomorrow, and if Mama is up to it, I hope to be able to visit in the later afternoon. Will drop you a line tomorrow evening our time to let you know what I know by
then.
Alexia
Feb. 14, 2006
woodmatch
moller
Naomi:
Thanks. I hope it’s over.
Ann
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Feb. 15, 2006
alexia_coke@yahoo.com
woodmatch
Dear Naomi:
Hope you are getting these emails. Just wanted to let you know that I saw Mama
this afternoon. She was in bed but semi-sitting up, and pretty talkative. She was feeling
much better than she had in the morning when she was put in a chair and went very
pale, and her blood pressure dropped quite drastically. The hospital staff therefore decided to keep her on the monitoring Ward, and gave her more painkillers. She slept a
bit (after a bad night), and as I say -- by the time I arrived -- was doing much better.
I'll ring her again tomorrow morning, and then again in the afternoon. Janet is
going in to see her at around 2pm, and Toby is planning to go in after work. I might
meet him there if Mama is up to it.
Hope all is well at your end................
I have spoken with Mama. The operation seems to have gone well... She got the
hip resurfacing she wanted, which is great. Of course, she is in quite a lot of pain: at the
moment -- since she is still on the epidural -- it is her back, not the leg/hip that is the
problem (probably because of how she was lying during the operation). However, she
was able to talk with me when I rang.
The direct number for her current bed is 0709 691 3688. I think it will cost a
fortune to ring it (it's some kind of privatized service), but thought you might want to
anyway. She is due to be moved to another ward at some point today all being well, so
not sure how long that number will be valid.
I'm going in to visit this afternoon around 2pm, and will send an email this
evening when I get back to let you know the latest.
Lots of love,
Alexia
Feb. 16, 2006
woodmatch
alexia
Naomi and Alexia:
Please let your mother know that I am thinking of her and received the book
about all the reasons to stay at home!!! She may be thinking of another about now. There
is a REASON why physical therapists are called physical terrorists by their patients, but
it is the next necessary step to recovery.
Ann
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Feb. 17, 2006
woodmatch
moller and coke
Hi!
I'll risk calling your mother -- just for a moment -- if you'll let me know her
number.
Everyone I know who has gone thru these bone operations is stunned by how
painful the aftermath is. One friend's husband even discouraged her from taking the
prescribed painkillers, for fear of her getting addicted. That was TOTAL madness. When
the recuperation is over, people generally are pleased with the results, but have moments
when killing the physical therapist is very attractive.
Your mother said at one point that the National Health Service doesn't provide
therapy for recovery. Is that right? Even when I had a broken shoulder--- hit by a car -- I
had about six weeks of this torture to get the muscles working after being immobilized.
Ann
Feb. 18, 2006
moller
woodmatch
Hi Ann:
These are the two numbers that I have been given by my sis.
The problem is this. The first number is a direct one specifically for patients to receive calls with--however it does not appear to work internationally. Either it rings and rings
or I get a "cannot connect" message.
The second one is the direct hospital number. If you dial this number you need to
tell them her name and that she is on Ward 5 and explain why you cannot use the other
number.
This phone goes to the nurses station and in order to answer it mom has to get out
of bed and use the zimmer frame and stagger to the station (with help) and then sit right by
the nurses station while she talks....
Frankly, I do not myself think that I will talk again to her having done so briefly
today. She is clearly in a lot of pain and says the pain meds make her nauseated. She is talking
about looking terrible and says she is very glad to have banned visitors.
So far her recovery is slow. She was supposed to have gone home tomorrow but is
still a long way apparently from being able to use the crutches. She told me she is "not healing properly" but then said there is no sign of infection.
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I think that it is just that things are going slower than she would like. Sigh--I feel
badly for her.
In any event, here are the numbers: Direct line: 44-0709 691 3688 Hospital direct: 44
20 8383 5678
Thanks!
Naomi
Feb. 18, 2006
woodmatch
moller
Naomi:
Thanks for the update. I won't try to call her. The slow seeming recovery is what
I have heard from people here. Usually, they go to a rehabilitation facility or stay some
place where a minimum of movement is necessary-- no stairs. A week between the hospital and going home from some mid point is quite common. Your mother is very lucky
to have Alexia there; but, pregnant, she can't do any heavy lifting, which would be scary
anyway with someone in so much pain. A lot of pain killers are necessary -- with the side
effects sometimes of drowsiness, so an experienced care giver is a great plus.
Ann
Feb. 18, 2006
woodmatch
moller and coke
Hi:
You may already know about the operation and results. No article mentions the
pain which everyone I know has endured and DOES NOT talk about after recovery. They
DO talk about the improvement the surgery makes.
Ann
20 Feb 2006
moller
woodmatch
Will forward you my sister's latest update. As you can see they are discussing the
care option given my sister's advanced pregnancy stage. My father has (perhaps grudgingly) agreed to chip in for this which at least might help if they need to go private. Sigh-a time I am sorry to be so far away and will be glad to be closer soon
Thanks for AARP article--will forward to my sis to show to mom,
Naomi
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Alexia
Hi Gnome's:
Good to speak with you yesterday, though I didn't ask anything about how you
were all doing... am sorry...somewhat self and Mama-absorbed at the moment!
Anyway, spent a few hours with Mama this afternoon. She was looking much
better (good colour etc), did not seem so tired -- although had had a dreadful night trying
to move beyond her constipation (which she largely had managed to do) -- and had had
a wash with the help of one of the nurses. She'd also had an argument with the house
doctor, refusing to take the painkillers he prescribed, saying that she was not in pain,
except when she moved, and felt that they made her sick and contributed to her constipation. So getting back to normal, I think!
She still has a long way to go on the movement front, though each day there are
signs of improvement. She still cannot get into bed on her own, let alone walk down the
corridor or up/down stairs. So we've started to discuss options if she does come out of
hospital on Thursday but still cannot really manage at night on her own (I will be there
the first few nights). I will try and ring Wandsworth health services tomorrow to see if
they can offer anything, and then ring Papa if going private seems more likely to provide
the level of care needed (though since I'll be heading to Woking relatively early tomorrow, may not get through until the Tuesday). Think that overall Mama would probably
prefer to be at home if she is able to be as mobile as needed.
Anyway let's see. Still have a few days to go, and the physiotherapist will be in
tomorrow, so may offer some advice.
Lots of love,
Alexia
Feb. 21,2006
woodmatch
moller and coke
Dear Naomi and Alexia:
Yes, if your mother is arguing with the doctor, she is getting back to normal. On
many things she is often right in the face of authority. But the pain which patients, facing
surgery, cannot anticipate, is daunting to those around. A trained caregiver will know
when to push, which has to be done to regain mobility. Being alone is extremely dangerous. Falling could be a disaster.
A friend has been to the Hospital for Special Surgery in New York three times:
once for each ankle and once for knee replacement. She had a world famous surgeon
and total confidence in the hospital -- obviously, from the repeat visits. However, on the
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first trip we were stunned by the details not given. She asked me to go along for what
was "same day surgery", so we drove up, thinking we could come back the next day. Ha,
Ha, Ha.
"Same day surgery" in N. Y. means getting to the hospital at 7 a.m for surgery,
and leaving that afternoon. And staying in New York for five days near the hospital, in
case something goes wrong. It was the Christmas season, and the apartment we had borrowed a block from the hospital was not available indefinitely. There was a lot of forced
juggling of schedules by others planning to Christmas shop in N.Y., because hotels were
booked solid.
With a kitchen it was possible to exist with a minimum of activity. The patient
was White House Social Secretary for five years long ago, and one of the most tactful
people I have ever known, but the mis-information and pain discombobulated us both.
When we were finally able to return to Washington, I got her into the back seat of the
car with her foot raised on pillows and headed south, 250 miles non-stop.
For the more serious knee replacement operation she had a limo to N.Y. for the
surgery, and then on to a rehabilitation facility north of the city for a week, and then
back to Washington. For weeks she went to the hospital here for physical therapy sessions.
All this time she was on pain-killers.
I had a left knee operation in Boston as a freshman at Wellesley in the 50s and a
right knee done in Chicago a year later. Had they known both needed doing, both would
have been done in Boston. At the time I could remember the pain of getting mobile
again and be thankful not to have both at the same time. I have no recollection of the
pain now.
Best regards,
Ann
Mar. 21, 2006
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Dear Ann:
Since, as you anticipated, time was going to run out on your card when you rang
this afternoon, I thought I'd send you an e-mail to thank you for having telephoned. Not
that I have anything more to say than I said already, but I do appreciate your taking the
trouble to call. Life is about as boring as I have ever known it to be as a result of convalescing from this operation, largely because one's mobility is so badly affected. I have
been out and about, even to shops, but staggering around on a crutch is really not very
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comfortable and I think 2 crutches would just be asking for trouble. Went with Alexia
to a local supermarket my first venture into the world out there: one woman with small
and tiresome child in her shopping trolley was so engrossed in a) her shopping list and
b) trying to stop child from falling out of trolley that she knocked one of my crutches
out from under me - not once, but twice. She never even saw me, I swear. One has a
horror of falling after a hip operation or, I should imagine, after any sort of injury to the
leg that may have resulted in its being broken. But you would know that because of your
own knee surgery.
Diana
Mar. 21, 2006
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
Looks as though you have a computer and access to e-mail. Great. I'm in front of my
computer during the week and check mail frequently. We could "talk" whenever you feel like it.
I know you hate modern technology, but I am fascinated by it, know little, but keep exploring.
The phone cards are cheaper for international calls than regular service, which has
a wide variety of prices, all of which I am exploring for the office, so currently not charging
any long distance there to see how much it is really costing.
A lot of people here have only cell phones and no land lines, a trend the phone
companies are trying to compete with with their own cell phones and various packages for
land lines. My California brother, who has a son and daughter-in-law teaching English up
near the Mongolian border to Chinese, uses Skype, a computer telephone service that requires only a computer and a microphone added for convenience.
When I get to the end of a phone card, a voice tells me I have "2 minutes left" and
then "1 minute left" and at the end of which the connection to you was broken, and the
voice offers more service. (I assumed you weren't hearing this rudeness) I didn't like that
card, because it began with ads for its service before I could dial a number to call. The first
card I had didn't have the ads. I think I remember where I got it and will get another to
try, though it may now include ads. Everything seems to.
Most of my e-mails to Naomi before your surgery were warnings about the pain
to come -- to you. It takes a long time to recover from such surgery. Bess had a knee replacement and a neighbor of my office had hip replacement, and the doctors never mention the pain to come when estimating the recovery time.!!!!
I do have both the warnings to American servicemen book and the rudeness book
and thank you, if I haven't previously.
Ann
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25 Mar 2006
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Ann:
The assumption seems to have been with a number of people with whom I have
communicated by e-mail in the past that I was now out of touch because I didn't have a
home computer, whereas I've had one for as long as I've had daughters in far-away places
with whom it was difficult to communicate by any other means. However, I find e-mailing quite irksome (don't ask me why)and only go into my In Box about once a week, if
that.
It's been quite useful during this period of convalescence when I can't go
out/don't go out much because of its being an effort getting about on crutches and not
being able to drive. Would be easier I should imagine in a car with a) automatic transmission and b) power steering, but I have an old car with manual gear change which
also takes real effort simply to turn the steering wheel. Even Alexia complains how heavy
it is.
Anyway, I pay a return visit to see the surgeon this coming Thursday when I'm
rather hoping he'll give me the all-clear so far as not having to wear the restrictive socks
or use the crutches any longer and maybe also say it's O.K. for me to drive - using the
gear pedal shouldn't put too much strain on the bad leg. It still hurts if I put my weight
on it but increasingly, around the house, I have already more or less given up on the
crutches. However, going up or downstairs continues to be something I do one stair at a
time, leading with the good leg going up. I hope to God I don't end up walking with
that curious gait that looks as though one had learned it at sea which, it seems to me,
characterizes the walking habit of people who've had their hips operated on.
I had to telephone American Express earlier in the week, to break it to them that
- since I took out my travel insurance with them last August to cover my upcoming
American trip - I'd just had a hip operation about which they knew nothing because it
wasn't on the cards when I took out the insurance. I thought it would invalidate the terms
of the policy but, to my great surprise, they said that not only was it still all right for me to
make the trip but that I would also be covered for anything that might go wrong vis-à-vis the
operated leg.
Given the amount of traveling I shall be doing, getting on and off trains, buses,
planes, even boats, carrying luggage and so forth, there is every possibility of a stumble, if
not a fall somewhere along the way. Alexia was most worried that I might end up in hospital,
having done myself an injury, and that I'd be inadequately insured so that Naomi and Hanan
had to bear the burden of medical expenses on my behalf. God forbid! I was quite set to
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cancel the trip and simply lose the various sums paid out already, such as the cost of the
insurance (always expensive for American travel), the hefty deposits to the travel agency
whose two rail journeys I am taking, the airfares booked for me by Naomi on the internet.
However, it now appears that it's still all systems go.
The only difficulty now lies in the date of my return journey to the U.K. which was
originally booked from Texas on the 29th August. Naomi's decision to accept a job in the
U.K. that requires her to be at work on the 1st September has thrown that out that part of
the plan. Her job at the psychiatric prison somewhere outside Austin ends on the 10th August and I was supposed to be arriving to stay with them on the 14th. She now acknowledges
that it's a complication she really can do without since it's more than likely they'll have sold
the house by then, have moved out of it or be in the process of moving out, with the intention of staying in a hotel for the final weeks of their American sojourn. Certainly not an ideal
time to have mother to stay - and not much fun for mother either.
Either I put forward my departure date, skipping the final Texas part of the proposed
trip, or think of somewhere else to go and stay - preferably somewhere cool since I'd find
most places in the States hotter than hell in August. Where might you suggest? All suggestions seriously considered.
Diana
Mar. 25, 2006
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
Hi! It's 8 a.m on Saturday. The good thing about your recovery immobility is
that you may overcome your distaste of using your laptop and find out what fun it can
be. I know you react immediately to things often negatively but using Google to investigate, research, nose about on many subjects is a temptation that can become a habit.
About your trip. I'll ponder it and add thoughts as they come to me. Of course,
I would love for you to come to DC, stay at the Windsor Park Hotel down the street and
chum about with me as the climate permits. It isn't always dreadful here, and the great
advantage is that most people go away, a fact that might appeal to you
If cool weather is a must, then go north. Maine is popular with people who like
rocks, cold water and isolated islands. My friend, Betsy Parker, whom you met here goes
to a place that her family has owned on Squirrel Island for a long time. Hearing about it
makes me think of Robinson Crusoe, or my family on Sanibel Island in Florida. No
thanks.
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Vermont is not so far, more picturesque and not so rocky. There are some wonderful old "country" houses, made into hotels, which reminds me of Lennox, Mass,
which is in the western part of Mass, near the N.Y. border. A fairly easy trip from New
York City, it is probably a combinations of transports that keeps the hordes away. It
definitely has great old houses. The Vanderbilts was one family that built there. Google
Lennox, Mass, and see what you get. With Google, even if I have misspelled Lenox -- it
may have only one “n” -- you'll get information.
I am recovering from an evening at the theater where I had to sit cramped with
my legs bent for two hours and was so stiff I could barely leave the theater. It was a
sample of what would happen on a long plane trip, and the reason I didn't accept the
thoughtful gift of a trip to London last year. I visualized myself stuck in the seat permanently!!
Please notice I use paragraphs.-Best regards,
Ann
Mar. 25, 2006
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
This is just the first corner of the page for Lenox. There is hotel, B & B, transport
information, a map and lots more. I was right about it being a summer arts center.
Ann Lenox, MA
01240
Town Hall: 6 Walker St.
Phone: (413) 637-5506
Population: 5,077
Settled/Inc'd: 1736/1767
Named for: Charles Lennox, Duke of Richmond
Elevation: 1,210'
Demographic data: state.ma.us/cc/lenox.html
Town website: http://www.townoflenox.com/
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Mar. 28, 2006
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
Please let me know the itinerary you have in mind now and I could think about
places you might go in conjunction with what you've already planned.
Of course, staying here at the tree-shaded Windsor Park Hotel down the street
from me could be cooler than the stop you had planned in Austin. TALK about HOT in
America. Texas in the summer!!! Even the Bushes go to Maine!!!!!
Ann
Apr. 9, 2006
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Ann:
Sorry - have been ill with chest infection which hit me immediately following
first week back at work so that I came home last Wednesday from the office congratulating myself on having made it through the mandatory three days that I do, but already
aware something was about to take a grip of me. Chest infection, fever, headaches (flulike symptoms) and finally resigned myself to yet another course of amoxycillin which I
hope will make me feel well enough to to back to the office tomorrow. Thank God next
weekend's Easter!
I have been talking with Naomi about the change in my own end-of-holiday
plans occasioned by her imminent departure from Texas. She is dead against my making
any alternative arrangement until it becomes clearer how things go for them (for instance, their house is in the hands of a realtor and Easter weekend is the first time it'll be
on the market). She says if it sells promptly, they'll try and delay the moment when they
have to move out in order to suit their own departure, which I guess would be endAugust. I said I'd be surprised if any prospective purchaser were prepared to wait so long
to gain possession. N. seems to have the idea that if they paid a commercial rent to stay
in their own house, then what would a purchaser have to lose?
Anyway, that's their business and I - who would (between you and me) actually
prefer to drop the whole Texas leg of my trip, given the circumstances - have to go along
with it. However, should push come to shove, would it be easy for me to book into the
hotel you mention at a moment's notice or is it so busy you have to book well in advance?
Perhaps not in August when I guess most sensible people go out of town?
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Your e-mail of the 25th March gave several useful suggestions as to where I might
take myself somewhat cooler at the end of August than Texas would be. I realize the
northerner, the better but I think, by that time, I'll be rather weary of traveling because
I shall be doing a huge amount of it, by plane, rail, boat and train and - perhaps - feeling
a bit travelled-out. That's why the Washington hotel option seems the likeliest, once my
daughter has a clearer idea of their plans and how I might fit into those so I couldn't
even plan ahead and I also realize that Maine and Vermont et al. are probably where
southerners like to go in hottest months of the year so they're likely to be booked out.
Thank you for the suggestions - our minds ran on similar lines.
Diana
Apr. 9,2006
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
Am impressed that you were back at work so soon. Sorry you caught a bug. Will
call next week, hoping you feel better.
I'm delighted that you might come to Washington. It should be no problem to
get into a hotel, because people traditionally flee the city during August, taking their
children elsewhere. However, sometimes the heat is not as bad as feared, and with air
conditioning and a good location, one can be comfortable. The Windsor Park Hotel is
just across Connecticut Avenue from me on a tree shaded block. My brother Rob, who
travels a lot, checked in there recently after surfing the web for a good price, was pleased,
so that's the latest report I have. I've never had a bad report.
Ann
May 14, 2006
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Dear Ann:
Gather Naomi is liaising with you vis-à-vis post-Austin stop-off in Washington
and staying at hotel you proposed which, I gather, is quite close to where you live. Don't
give a thought to breakfast. I think it always was mainly men who ate the so-called traditional 'English breakfast' - I never have except when away from home and staying in
hotels/B & Bs that included breakfast in the overnight stay cost since it was always a way
to stoke up for the day's activities and meant - usually - a light lunch.
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I remember very well how badly I miscalculated on that one the last time I came
to the States, quite forgetting how much 'eating out' I was going to have to do whereas,
in Europe, usually one books half-board - i.e. bed, breakfast and dinner all inclusive.
Instead, I found myself not only having to buy lunch and dinner out but also, in some
cases, breakfast also. Not that I minded, except the boring bit about coming back tired
to the hotel after a full day's sightseeing and then, after showering & changing, having
to go out again in a strange city to look for a local restaurant in which to eat. Nor am I
talking gourmet meals!
The thing about traveling alone is that one cannot guarantee finding some congenial person in the group with whom one would necessarily wish to eat meals rather
than eat alone. And, like I say, in a strange city I don't particularly want either to wander
the streets alone looking for a place to eat - or to sit and eat alone. By the same token,
buying to eat in the hotel room seems rather a dreary alternative option.
Anyway, so far as your proximity to the hotel is concerned, please don't feel you
have to entertain me for breakfast. Breakfast is a meal I'd rather eat alone, to tell the
truth. Things I wondered about trying to see this time around in Washington include
anything outside the city within no more than an hour's drive perhaps? I know it's that
time of year when the weather couldn't be hotter or more humid so 'excursions' shouldn't be too long. What do you think? I can do the museums and at galleries - again - under
my own steam. I seem to remember there was an easy bus in from Georgetown at least
to the square where the Corcoran is located, but I can't remember how to get to the
various buildings of the Smithsonian. Is there some sort of pass that I could buy that
would take me into everything?
What's really boring is how physically tired I find myself getting, and how
quickly. Frequent stops to sit down/draw breath are a must. The hip joint is more troublesome than I had thought it would be by this time, and I've written to the surgeon to
say that I am worried about how it still hurts and how my leg 'drags' after a lot of walking. Instead of going for the 3-month check at end June I have managed to get that appointment put forward to end-May, and I hope to goodness they don't find something
wrong with the joint.
Anyway, I look fwd. to seeing you again in the not too distant future and to revisiting Washington.
Diana
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May 14, 2006
woodmatch
moller
Diana and Naomi:
Everything depends on how Diana is feeling and how she wants to spend her
time in Washington. Here are some suggestions subject to schedules and preferences
closer to late August.
Diana arrives Monday evening, calls me at 202-332-6844 (unlisted and unpublished) and goes to bed after a day coping with the airlines.
Tuesday morning, she either comes two blocks to 1903 Kalorama Road, N.W.
for breakfast or we meet at the Churchill hotel grill room 1.5 blocks down Connecticut
Ave., N.W. from the Windsor Park.
Tue, Wed and Thur dinner time: we arrange during the day to meet for dinner
either at my flat or going directly to La Fourcette, an informal neighborhood restaurant,
not popular with the Bush twin-aged set, I hope. 2428 18th St, N.W. 202-332-3077
(Mapquest the restaurant, my flat and the Windsor Park Hotel to follow my reasoning.)
Diana will let me know the type of thing she wants to do. If there’s something
out of town, I might take a day to drive there. Betsy Parker, whom Diana met here long
ago, goes to Maine about that time. I have her car when she’s away, as I do this weekend.
In town transportation by bus (called metro bus) and subway (called the Metro)
I will get a card for each for Diana.
1. Subway: One goes down an escalator or elevator to the platform. One slides
the Metro card into a machine which regurgitates it to one for future use and a gate
opens allowing passage.
2. Bus: The bus card is “flashed” to the fare machine as one boards. I would give
Diana two cards Tuesday morning at breakfast. With them she wouldn’t have to worry
about the transfer system here. The week would be over before THAT system became
second nature to her. It’s just a fluster element she doesn’t need.
The DC metro rail and the bus systems are available on-line. If you can’t find
them, let me know and I’ll print them out and mail them to her. By studying them ahead
of time she’d be all set to use the public transport system instead of taxis, if she feels up
to it.
Please note my liberal use of paragraphs and spaces!! Time to walk the dog again.
Best regards,
Ann
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May 15, 2006
moller
woodmatch
Hi guys:
Will send mom map with your place Ann, and the various other locations that
you mention. Ann, I am assuming that mom knows what your apartment number is--I
just have your PO address.
Thanks!
Naomi
May 15, 2006
woodmatch
moller
Naomi and Diana:
My street address is 1903 Kalorama Road, N.W. Flat 1. I received NO mail or
deliveries there. Everything goes to the P.O. box or to the office. (Fedex and UPS don't
deliver to the post offices.
The answering machine at the flat is rarely turned on. The answering machine
at the office is always on.
Best regards,
Ann
May 16, 2006
moller
woodmatch
Hi Ann:
I just wanted to add your home address to the packet of info I am sending mom
so that she knows where to come.
Thanks,
Naomi
May 16, 2006
woodmatch
moller
Naomi:
Diana has been to my flat long ago. It's a house with a flat on each of 4 floors
and she may remember being there. I'll start gathering the transport info to mail to her,
so she can ponder it. If it's e-mailable I'll send it to you, too. It might be difficult for her
to open, hence regular mail to London.
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Below is the website with all the DC public transport information: maps, schedules, fares, etc. The map is particularly useful, but my printer is producing only the far
S.E. corner of the city, where your mother is unlikely ever to go. The inset for Central
D.C. I can see, but is beyond the range of my printer. You'll see from the site below how
much is available.
Years ago tourists were given no clue to all this, and had to rely on the kindness
--- and mis information -- of strangers.
Best regards,
Ann
May 16, 2006
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch@att.net
Ann:
Feeling pretty much deluged by e-mails from Naomi and if that's how I'm feeling, how much more you must be! She's also forwarded me your e-mails to her, and I'd
like to thank you for all the kind thoughts and actions you're taking on my behalf. I
should imagine, by the time I get to Washington, I shall be such a seasoned traveller, I'll
take whatever hits me right on the chin. Or shall I? Depends, I suppose, how eventful the
trip will have been. The thing that does un-nerve me is the fact that all this booking on
the internet by Naomi on my behalf means that I have no proof positive of travel & hotel
arrangements made by her on my behalf. I do have tremors of doubt about pitching up
somewhere (to get on a flight or lay my weary head down on a pillow), only to be informed they have no confirmation of anyone having made a reservation in my name.
But let me thank you for unrolling the red carpet. I really look forward to visiting
Washington and seeing you. I was beginning to think it perhaps might not happen again.
Diana
May 16, 2006
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
Ah, next comes the homework! I will send the bus schedules with their route
maps by regular mail in a day or so for you to study. The service is good near me. And
the subway is nearby.
You don't have to worry about e-mail booking any more than any other. Naomi
can give you copies of the e-mail reservations.
Best regards,
Ann
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May 17, 2006
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
LIKE I SAID BEFORE, THANK YOU FOR THE ANTICIPATORY THOUGHT
YOU ARE PUTTING INTO MY WASHINGTON SOJOURN. ALSO, FOR MOTHER'S
DAY GOOD WISHES. HOWEVER, YOU SHOULD KNOW THAT OUR MOTHER'S
DAY DOESN'T COINCIDE WITH YOURS SO GOOD WISHES WERE NOT ENTIRELY APPOSITE.
AM GOING TO SEE - I HOPE - THE SURGEON WHO DID MY HIP AT ENDMAY, HAVING SOLICITED AN EARLY RETURN CHECK-UP VISIT A MONTH
EARLIER THAN WAS PLANNED BECAUSE OF THE (AS I PERCEIVE IT) INCREASING PAIN THAT I AM FEELING. WHICH SURELY CAN'T BE RIGHT?
DIANA
May 17, 2006
moller
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Hi mom:
I am sending you all the e-ticket receipts and EVERYTHING is booked either
from Orbitz, which is the biggest website for travel that there is, or (as in the case of the
Washington DC hotel) directly from the hotel's OWN website. Everything has booking
refs etc.... You should not get any problems--paper tickets are a thing of the past!
Hugs,
Naomi
May 17, 2006
woodmatch
moller
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Hi:
I am mailing identical packages of routes and schedules to Texas and London.
The large bus route map includes subway stops if you look for them. I circled a few. My
home, office and the Windsor Park Hotel are marked.
Bus routes for those two neighborhoods are included, as well as the schedule for
all the #30 buses. It is a scenic tour of Washington, from fashionable Friendship Heights
to the U.S. Capital, for 60 cents (senior fare). Get a transfer on any bus as one boards,
and one may keep boarding buses for 2 hours. The city's best bargain.
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This is the Moller address from the internet: 7019 Creighton Lane, Austin Texas
78623. Hope it's current.
Best regards,
Ann
May 21, 2006
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Ann:
Yes, that's still where Naomi lives - can't recall exactly when they moved but you
have the current address and, now, I suppose it's the place they'll be in till they leave
Austin.
Was a bit puzzled when you talked about 'bus routes - I gather there was no
question in your interchanges with Naomi that I should travel twixt Austin and Washington by Greyhound or some local equivalent?! Not that it wouldn't be interesting, but
I suspect it would take too long to allow me any time when I actually got to Washington
to see much there.
Tell me, is there some museum ticket equivalent of the 60 cents senior service
extendable 'bus ticket? That could be very useful if it existed.
I have today sea-mailed you a book (when is it anything else?) It's to enable you
to brush up on the idiosyncracies of behaviour of the English as a race, got rave reviews
in this country though I don't know whether the woman who wrote it (called Kate Fox)
is herself English or American.
Diana
May 21, 2006
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
I airmailed the bus schedules to you. It's easier to "show" them than to "tell" you
about the system. Let me know when you get them. Naomi should have copies by now,
so she knows what I'm talking about.
Yes, there are senior fares and admissions for everything now. The Smithsonian
buildings lining the Mall are still free. Corcoran and Phillips are private. I can't remember the prices.
The BEST book on society I have read is "Snobs" by Julian Fellowes. It's about
English society but the same thing happens here only mobility is faster, both up and
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down, probably. He's an excellent writer. An actor for a long time, he wrote the screenplay for Gosford Park. He's in the film world and in the society world by way of his wife,
who is a lady in waiting to someone. I think she's a descendant of Lord Kitchener. Anyway you get the idea. The book is very amusing.
Best regards,
Ann
May 23, 2006
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
This is not a letter I would put on the internet. Even with a lot of paragraphs.
The Phillips Gallery is in my neighborhood. I’d never been to it, so you can see
my minimal interest in art. It was a private collection in a private house, now expanded
and open to the public. The Wellesley Friends of the Arts had a tour, and I took Bess -who worked with art-minded Joan Mondale when she was the Vice President’s wife. She
had not seen the addition. It’s a small gallery with a new library with plenty of empty
shelves to expand to and state of the art computer equipment. A lot of very modern
(Jackson Pollock, for one) plus some charming French paintings. Perhaps the sort of
place you might enjoy.
Enclosed is a story about the print rooms at the National Gallery. It is one of the
many Smithsonian museums lining the Mall. The Hirschhorn, another Smithsonian art
museums is nearby.
I am also sending a story that popped up on my Google alert for J. Howard
Wood, my father. His widow, apparently, gave more than half the funds raised for the
Shell museum on Sanibel island. A quarter of a century ago I may have ranted on to you
about the house taken away from me before we met in India. Recently, I realized that
while I was scraping by he sold it for a large profit. After all these years there is some
humor in the situation. I say “my sister, father and his wife helped me downsize ahead
of my golden years.”
Bess, in a rare temper, erupted when she saw the story. Something about a
wicked stepmother was said. However, the widow is German from Bavaria. She also has
a very large income and charity donations cut Federal taxes. Of course, everyone here
knows under the tax law she could give $10,000 a year to family members. One autumn
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she sent me a $5,000 Cook Travel voucher for my birthday, which is in July. It seemed
to be a hint to go abroad - away from the family. Fortunately, Cook traded it for cash.
I did recently ask my brother Rob about gifts, and he said his sons had received
Christmas gifts. I didn’t ask the amount.
I mention this, because I have my own work and live comfortably without waiting for her to die, an attitude I think would be corrupting. Beyond that, should I and/or
my sister die before the widow, our brothers or their descendants inherit the estate. My
Victorian (and sexist) father had a will that made his widow beneficiary of his estate until
her death, and then, first, his four children and, should they die, blood relatives heirs
after that. Neither my sister nor I have children. I don’t like to think that any of five
nephews, one niece, or 7 great nephews and a great niece would be waiting for my expiration.
Actually, my mother loved Sanibel from the first time she went there in 1934. It
was accessible only by ferry, and there were no phones and little there except two old
hotels and about 100 people permanent inhabitants. A bridge was built to it in the ‘60s
opening the door for development, condominiums creeping along the shore. Porter
Goss organized the island zoning to curb the development. This was after he was with
the C.I.A. and before he went into Congress and on to head the C.I.A., a job he just lost.
Mother, down for a few weeks at my parent’s house on a remote stretch of beach,
excused herself after dinner with friends at a restaurant a few miles away, and went home
to bed where she died in 1971. Barbara, the German widow has given a lot of money to
poets, artists and hospitals. I like to think that Mother would be pleased with the gift to
the Shell museum.
Love,
Ann
May 20, 2006
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
In order to prepare you (remind you?) of my English eccentricities of behaviour,
I thought you might care to dip into this prior to my arrival in Washington. It’s also by
way of a thank you for your help in finishing my American tour on a high note.
Diana
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May 29, 2006
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Ann:
Can't remember whether I acknowledged receipt of the Washington info. that
you sent in duplicate to Naomi as well as to myself. Both sets recd., for which v. many
thanks (do you think I'll begin to reduce my communications to e-mail speak, given
time? I do hope not . . .)
N.'s over here first week in July which, from my viewpoint, could hardly be less
convenient since I myself leave for the States on the 7th and will be working my usual 3
days that week so there'll be plenty else for me to do on what remains of the week to
prepare for my departure and 2 months' absence. Naomi's coming over to see if she can
ind a suitable house to rent - given, that is the proximity of where she'll be working and
also whatever school she's able to sign her son on at.
I'm glad she's decided to use the state system of schooling for her children, at
least in the early stages of education. My son & daughter-in-law are sending their 2 to
private schools in London, which I think is quite daft and an expense that could quite
well be saved until a time of need later on. However, I believe daughter-in-law's godmother set up some sort of Trust which, by the terms of her will, leaves funds to see the
children through school and even university, so perhaps - if the money's there and designated for that use and none other - it might as well be used for that from the word go.
By the way, upon your mentioning 'Snobs', I got a copy and was surprised to
find it's a novel. So, along with a few others, it's been put aside for holiday reading. 'The
English', on the other hand is, apparently, a piece of academic research that has been
written up in not only an accessible but even a light-hearted manner. Therefore, you
might say, not very heavy-going to read.
Yours,
Diana
May 29, 2006
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Hi:
Thanks The English book is here. Snobs, a charming evening's read, may say the
same thing in a very entertaining way.
Ann
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June 2, 2006
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
woodmatch
Dear Ann:
Thank you for latest e-mail re taxis and suchlike. The last time I was in Washington (we did meet for lunch that time and, if I remember rightly, I used the occasion to
borrow money off you! Would like to reassure you that I won't be doing that this time,
having learned my lesson then - certainly hope to be bringing enough to keep me going
on this occasion.
Anyway, as I say, on the last occasion I seemed quite quickly to have got to grips
with the subway system and also took buses to places such as the Capitol and the Smithsonian. I would avoid cabs, not so much on account of their higher cost but because I
am always nervous in a cab. I gather Naomi has solved my first problem for me by booking me a place on the shuttle from the airport to the hotel upon arrival in Washington.
At least she told me it would take me to the hotel but, from what you say, I wonder
whether she misunderstood because you indicate the shuttle only takes you to somewhere central, not doing hotel drops on the way but leaving you to make your own way
from downtown to wherever you're staying. I have to negotiate this sort of transfer more
than once on this coming trip, which I'm not used to since, usually, I'm traveling in a
group and only have to go with the flow.
Anyway, thank you for your thoughts on the subject - much appreciated. Is there
anything (small) I can bring you from England that you would like?
Diana
June 2, 2006
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Dear Diana:
Naomi knows what she is doing. She probably scheduled you a place on a Super
Shuttle van which will take you to the Windsor Park Hotel or anywhere you want to go.
One cautionary note. I arrived late one night and because there were so few Super
Shuttle passengers, people for Capitol Hill, downtown, the woodsy residential northwest
part of the city -- myself, and one poor guy who was going to the Maryland suburbs were
put in the same van. The driver planned a circle route to the Hill, downtown, several
stops in northwest Washington, and then way out northwest beyond the city. The last
guy was on that van a loooong time.
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You are arriving at a reasonable hour and it's the busy summer season, so there
should be plenty of traffic to my area which includes the Hilton Hotel on Connecticut
Ave (there's another on 16th St and one on Massachusetts Ave.) Your knowledge of the
city's layout can ease your mind as you are directed to a van. At BWI there is a desk for
Super Shuttle -- I'm assuming that's what you're on -- where you buy a ticket and let
them know where you are going.
I will send this to Naomi, too, along with my new e-mail address. I misspelled
her e-mail address in my first notice of the change: annwood@verizon.net
Ann
June 2, 2006
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
annwood@verizon.net
Ann:
Sorry, still can’t use the ‘paste’ option to save my re-typing this morning’s message to old address and don’t have the time to do it over again. Seem to have ‘lost’ the
‘copy’ and ‘paste’ icons from the top of my screen and don’t know how to find them to
get them back! You may laugh.
Diana
June 2, 2006
woodmatch
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
I got your brief message to the new address. You can use the old one now. I
haven't cancelled the service yet and won't probably until July 1.
Jeremy Campbell was The Evening Standard Washington correspondent for several decades beginning in 1966 when I met him and his Burmese-born wife, Pandora, as
we were hanging over the fence around the attorney general's home here watching guests
go into a party for -- as I recall -- Princess Margaret. We were friends until I left Washington in 1978, at which time I left bedroom furniture with them.
This was a storage solution suggested to me by a friend who said to get rid of
what I didn't want forever and leave things I did with friends. In most cases this worked
out well. My tv and other furniture was used, not too abused, and came back when I
moved into my present flat in 1994. Years earlier the Campbells had called and wanted
the bedroom furniture moved to make room for new things they had just bought. This
was done immediately, but a big mirror was left at their request, and in 1994 when I
asked for its return, I was met with silence.
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I'd call, or bump into Jeremy and mention that I'd like it back, and nothing
happened. Finally, I called one day and told Pandora that I'd come pick it up. When I
got there, it was on the front porch. It now hangs in my flat.
They had lived in Georgetown and then bought a house near the Md-DC line in
a leafy neighborhood near one of Jeremy's major mentors. There is always a suspicion
here that foreign correspondents work on the side for the British government. Jeremy
has written several brainy books on brainy subjects.
When they first moved in the 1960s, I helped them paint the living room. The
house was old but quite nice on a big lot. I recently passed it and it is undergoing a
MAJOR renovation and expansion. Their number is disconnected, so they have probably
retired somewhere. They always liked Sarasota, Fla., for the arts community there. They
are huge Wagner devotees, go anywhere for the Ring cycle.
Anyway, all this is background to ask you to call The Standard and see if you can
find out where they have gone, and are they still alive. If you can do this without mentioning my name, you might get farther. If someone wants to check with them before
telling anything and my name were to be mentioned, Pandora might still be annoyed
about the mirror. Also, there is the possibility that they were spies.
This information would be a great gift to bring me. I would like to know.
All the best,
Ann
June 8, 2006
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
annwood@verizon.net
Dear Ann:
Speaking to a friend (a lifelong freelance journalist who has also worked in publishing) I described to her your desire to make contact with Jeremy Campbell and she
said that she knew already from her own experience that it wouldn’t work with a newspaper but said she’d try C’s publisher of his most recent book (2001) and I send you
verbatim the reply she sent me. Tom is her husband, in case you were wondering . . . I
wondered whether Norton is an American publisher you might get a different answer
from the New York HQ? It sounds to me anyway as though, once he settled in the States
during his working life, he probably elected to retire there as well. You said you thought
he’d gone to Florida – I suppose you’ve tried something as straightforward as the Florida
telephone directory? Or do you not have such things as ‘phone directories. Anyway here
is the message said friend sent me:
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Dear Diana:
Info below from Norton website - could hardly be plainer! I am certain it will be
the same at all other publishers/newspapers. Hope this will satisfy AW. Tom thinks he is
the man she wants to get in touch with, Campbell, can't now recall what you said his
first name was, might be a Beaverbrook - there is/was a Lady Jean Campbell of our sort
of age who was B's granddaughter. Sorry later than I intended owing to workload+ heat.
Will talk to you soon - Love, E. Editorial office: W. W. NORTON & COMPANY, INC.
500 Fifth Avenue New York, N.Y. 10110 Tel 212-354-5500 Fax 212-869-0856
“Sorry, we cannot forward email to authors or give out author email addresses
or other contact information. We will, however, be happy to forward postal mail; if you
wish to send a letter, please send it to the address given above and mark it ATTN: AUTHOR [Author's Name].”
July 1, 2006
annwood
moller
Naomi:
You may be in the U.K. I tried calling your mother this week, getting the answering machine and today at midday her time getting nothing.
I will e-mail you a story in The Washington Post today about museums opening
today and the revitalization of the area where they are located since the renovations
started years ago. The area was shabby. Now it's cleaned up. Lots of new building, shops
and restaurants.
The current issue of Smithsonian magazine, available on a lot of newsstands goes
into detail at great length about the museums and the various areas of interest, which I
think could keep one occupied for days. It's a great addition to the visitor scene here for
maximum pleasure with minimum amount of plodding about the city.
In the past I have tried to e-mail Post stories to your mother and they haven't
gone thru. Have no idea why.
All the best,
Ann
July 1, 2006
annwood
moller
Dear Naomi;
Should I address you as Dr. Moller?
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Yesterday The Washington Post ran the enclosed story on a newly restored museum. It may be something that would interest your mother, so could you save it for her?
There didn’t seem much point in having it go across the Atlantic for her to tote around
the American West.
In hot weather it could be a great treat to spend time seeing what has been done
and is displayed. No one else she knows will have been there. It’s so new.
I got her answering machine this morning to let her know what I am doing, in
case she hasn’t already left.
All the best in your big move...
Ann
July 31, 2006
annwood
moller
Naomi:
How is your mother's trip progressing? If you talk with her, please tell her I know
where Jeremy Campbell disappeared to.
Thanks,
Ann
July 31, 2006
moller
annwood
Hi Ann,
Mom is typically incommunicado. She called me once from her friend's house
in Seattle. She is sending me postcards... I may not talk to her before she arrives here but
I will pass on your message whenever I talk to her next!
Naomi
Aug. 1, 2006
annwood
moller
Naomi:
Thanks. How was your trip? Diana won't be able to bring Seattle weather with
her to Texas or Washington. I expect to hear many comments about that!!!
All the best,
Ann
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Aug. 7, 2006
annwood
moller
Naomi:
I will give this information to your mother, too. Note the number. it's the only
one I found that works.
British Embassy 202-588-6652 ask for press and public affairs office
The old days of lining up for a White House tour are over. All tour visitors have
appointments. Non- U.S. citizens have to go thru the State Department or an embassy.
I called the Embassy of Great Britain. The number above gets reception, and was
put thru to the press and public affairs office, and left a message with my name and
number. It wasn't yet 10 a.m., so I will suggest Diana call there before she leaves and
begin arrangements for her visit later this month. The tour is free of charge, but can be
taken on-line without all the trouble of actually going there.
Ann
Aug. 9, 2006
annwood
moller
Naomi:
Your mother read up on places here and mentioned some she would like to see.
Aug. 22, 2006
I booked her into Hillwood Museum for Tuesday, Aug. 22. It is the former home
of cereal heiress Margery Merriweather Post, one of whose husbands was U.S. Ambassador to the Soviet Union. it's full of things to see.
The hours are 10-5. It's a self guided tour, and it is suggested that people come
by 2:30, an indication of how long one might want to linger. There is a cafe, and Diana
can make a reservation when she gets there. I will drive her there, and could possibly
come for her later. Another possibility is asking some friendly person to drop her off on
Connecticut Avenue, which is nearby to catch a bus that goes downtown and stops across
from the Windsor Park Hotel. (My guess is that the people visiting Hillwood don't live
downtown and will be heading to the suburbs.)
She has never been to Mount Vernon and seemed interested in going. There is a
cruise that goes down the river, stops there for people to visit, and then brings them
back. I could drive her to the dock at 8 a.m. The boat starts back at 1:30, getting back at
3 p.m. I might be able to pick her up for a drive back along the Potomac.
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If she is interested, I will set it up ahead of time.
Ann
P.S. Your mother also wanted to go to the National Gallery, Tudor Place and Dumbarton Oaks.
The latter two are blocks from my office, getting to and into all three can be decided later.
Aug. 9, 2006
moller
annwood
Hi Ann,
Sorry for being such a sporadic correspondence. I am finishing at work this week
and we are moving out of the house next week--the day after mom arrives. I will pass all
of the info to mom--she has only called me one time so I am thinking you have had more
contact from her since she hit US shores than I have... So far she seems to be enjoying
herself though I do have some concern as to how she will manage the heat here and
where she is currently. At least everywhere is air-conditioned, no?
Thanks!
Naomi
Aug. 9, 2006
annwood
moller
Hi:
She survived in New York during the extreme heat, so it doesn't seem to phase
her. She had sprained an ankle and that seemed to bother her more than the heat or hip.
Ann
Aug. 15, 2006
annwood
moller
Naomi:
Only the Hillwood House date is paid for. (My treat. I have no guest room)
The rest is a tentative schedule. Knowing ahead of time what works for her, I can
plan my schedule. August work slows, but does not stop.
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Tues, 8/22
10 a.m.
Hillwood. Make a reservation for lunch at the cafe on arrival.
Closes at 5 p.m.
Self-guided tour. ........ If ready to go by 2 p.m...... 2:30 pm.
Tudor Place last tour of the day, no reservations needed, admission $5
Wed. 8/23
8:15
Cruise to Mount Vernon from Pier 4 for tour of Washington home and gardens,
arriving at 10 a.m. returning to Pier 4 at 3 p.m. (I need to book this)
Thu. 8/24
National Gallery open 10 a.m to 5 pm.
Fri. 8/25
Dumbarton House and garden, Georgetown
Aug. 15, 2006
moller
annwood
Hi Ann:
I will show this to mom--she arrives tomorrow a little after lunch. Then maybe I
can email you???
Naomi
Aug. 16, 2006
annwood
moller
Hi Naomi:
Fine. I am planning to drive her from place to place, so if I know what time to
pick her up Tuesday to go to Hillwood, she can even call me from there later to let me
know whether she wants to stay on after lunch or go to Tudor Place.
The rest of the days include places that interested her.....in a drivable (geographically) way, but is flexible, I think.
Ann
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Aug. 16, 2006
moller
annwood
Hi Ann,
Mum says that everything that you suggested sounds really great. Thank you for
all your kindness in organizing everything.
She seemed in pretty good spirits when I picked her up today--very tired and also
in some pain from the ankle but we will take it as slow as she likes while she is here. I
suspect my main concern will actually be to slow her down!
Thank you,
Naomi
Aug. 17, 2006
annwood
moller
Hi Naomi:
Great. I'm glad she's pleased. I will wait a few days to book the cruise for Tue. or
Wed.. The weather has been quite nice this week. The forecast for next week is still to
come.
An added feature is a concert on the lawn of the Capital Tuesday or Wednesday
evening around 8 pm.. One drives right there and just walks across the street. I am told
it is lovely.
Ann
Aug. 19, 2006
annwood
moller
Naomi:
Hanan told me about your weekend trip, so Diana hasn't slowed down yet!! He
gave me your cell number, and this is a repeat of the message left there Saturday morning. The weather for next week looks good.
I will book her cruise for Wednesday. It means picking her up at the hotel by
7:30 a.m. Okay?
Possible airline problems. Please let me know Diana's airline and Flight number.
Whenever she arrives, she may be hungry. If she arrives before dark, I could drive her
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around and familiarize her with the neighborhood and get a bite to eat. If it's late, I'm
just two blocks away. There's no restaurant closer.
Just in case the airline phone information is wrong, ask her to call me from the
airport. The pay phones would take a couple of dollars in quarters for a quick call. It will
take an hour or more to get in town, depending on who else is in the shuttle. Could be
two hours. She could call again to let me know she had arrived at the hotel.
My number is 202-332-6844--not listed or published.
Thanks,
Ann
Aug. 22, 2006
annwood
moller
Naomi:
Your mother seems rested and is up at Hillwood where she will have lunch.
Please let me know what she is supposed to eat. There's a lot of wonderful food available
at Whole Foods, where I pick up meals often. Dinner tonight can be whatever you suggest before noon. I will use your guidance for the rest of her visit.
Thanks,
Ann
Aug. 22, 2006
moller
annwood
Well, Mom is diabetic but she is ignoring that mostly. I would not let her drink
coke (the non-diet kind) when she was with me and I tried to get her to eat protein and
carb mixed at least but really she does little to eat as a diabetic. Sorry not to be more
helpful--this is a battle I try not to fight with her too much as it just leads to fights between us.... Maybe just buy what you like? She prefers things pretty plain as spicy things
upset her stomach these days.
Naomi
Aug. 23, 2006
annwood
moller
Naomi:
Thanks. I'll give her Gatorade and an orange and banana to take on the cruise
today 8:30 to 3 pm. There's just a snack bar aboard a really large ship for the Potomac
River Also giving her a bag of ice for her ankle. We ate in last night and went to a movie,
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and I plan to pick up interesting, not spicy dinners, from Whole Foods for tonight and
tomorrow. I enjoy her company and she is more comfortable with her foot up with ice
on it whenever possible. Easy to do at home. The hotel is working out fine.
BUT from what the desk clerk said to her, she's not clear what the rate will be or
whether anything was paid in advance. Do you still have any info on it? The information
may be with her passport and money, locked up at my office, but in case it isn't it will
ease her mind to know what to expect when she goes to check out. Since her plane leaves
early evening Friday I will suggest that she check out that morning and have the Super
Shuttle pick her up at my place.
Ann
Aug.23, 2006
moller
annwood
Hi Ann,
Thank you so much for looking after mom. I really appreciate it.
RE: hotel. It is NOT paid in advance--I was not able to do that. But I booked it
with a credit card and she has the SAME credit card (in her name but on our account)
and I want her to just charge the stay to that credit card. It is a BA Visa card and she
should know which one I mean. I wanted to pay for the hotel for her 70th Birthday so
please tell her strongly not to pay herself. The pre-arranged fee amount I cannot find but
she should have a piece of paper about it.
Thanks!
Naomi
Aug. 25, 2006
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
moller
Ann read me your reply to hers to you on the above subject and I thought I
should let you know that I do very much want NOT to take back US $ traveller's cheques
and so, when I go to pay my bill tomorrow which will be in the morning. I have to check
out at noon. I've agreed with the person who's behind the desk that the amount I have
left in cash will be taken off the bill. O.K? Have had 3 very good days here with Ann,
seeing houses and gardens both here in the immediate vicinity and by going upriver on
a boat to do the George Washington house (Mount Vernon). Today I have been all day
at the National Gallery where they had four totally disparate exhibitions I wanted to see
and I walked a million miles - or so it seemed. I think my ankle is showing signs of
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improvement - or at any rate it was before I did my culture vulture act today. Hope your
own arrangements are going according to plan - would they dare to do anything else?
Thank you for last w/e which I really enjoyed, despite the temperature.
See you soon - safe journey.
Lots of love,
MAMA XXX
Aug. 25, 2006
moller
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Sounds good, Mom, though maybe I'll have to now buy you a 70th giftie? Glad
you are having a good time in DC. Glad also the ankle is finally improving. Posted your
stuff (actually H. did) and I also called your office to give them your message since I
feared the pc would not arrive in time. We are gearing up to the big move. Doing the
last stuff time seems to be flying by. Hope I get everything squished in the cases.
Hugs. And see you soon!!!
Naomi
Aug. 25, 2006
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
moller
The hotel bill was $550 to which my contribution was $400. Make sure you are
only billed $150. Waiting for Super Shuttle to pick me up at Ann's.
Please thank Hanan for mailing my parcel.
Lots of love,
Mama.XXXXXX
Aug. 26, 2006
annwood
moller
Naomi:
Your is mother the energizer bunny. Neither the hip nor the ankle kept her from
doing all the things she wanted. She should be home by now with her foot up. I was
delighted to have her here and to be able to get her to and from the places she wanted to
go. She wound up with four exhibitions at the National Gallery, for which roller skates
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should be provided. I am catching up at the office, but plan to spend the rest of Saturday
in bed.
Bristol sounds like it will be great for your family.
All the best,
Ann
Aug. 28, 2006
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
How’s the ankle? Better I hope. You certainly covered a lot of ground with it. I’m
glad the Windsor Park worked out well. it was fun to catch up with your doings, tho’ I
never could keep up your pace. You are an Energizer Bunny!!!
Fondly,
Ann
Aug. 30, 2006
annwood
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
Yesterday I sent you an envelope with the September Washingtonian with my
new ad looking good! Also, a New Yorker with several interesting articles. And some
Washington Post stories, about the Brit who was killed in Georgetown in early July, and
the quick capture of his killers, and a New York Times story that you couldn't get online.
I list these, because you didn't notice and threw out the Michael Moore DVD I
sent you once.
Fun having you here, along with the good weather you brought. It has gone back
to tropical heat and muggy with the threat of storms, but not enough rain yet.
Ann
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Sept. 2, 2006
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
annwood
Dear Ann:
Stuff you sent was delivered in today's post - all present and correct, and many
thanks for interesting reading. In fact, there's been another series of arrests in the past 24
hours even though a disclaimer has been issued about their being related either to 9/11
or 7/7 or indeed any other Al Qaeda plot the police got wind of.
Many thanks also for your kind and generous hospitality during my stay at the
Windsor Park Hotel, as also for arranging all the visits that you did for me - special thanks
for Hillwood (your treat, as you put it) and the delicious suppers you fed me. Now that
I'm back to the far less elaborate meals I do for myself, I know I've come back down to
earth with a bump.
I returned to work on Tuesday (we had a Public Holiday, the last one of the
calendar year on the Monday after my return). Never know when I've been away whether
I shall return to the office to find my desk has been cleared in my absence, except for a
note saying they no longer need my services left in a prominent position in the middle
of it! However, there's a lot of work piled up while I was away and, also, at home.
Went into my computer today for the first time and it's overflowing with messages that need to be replied to. So I'll make this short. Really, a very sincere thank you
for such a very enjoyable stay with you - I say 'with you' but you know I mean just down
the road from you. That was an excellent idea of yours that I should stay there, even if
they do do lousy breakfasts!
Diana
Sept. 9, 2006
annwood
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
Here's a house tour you may take without leaving home. Stanley Johnston was
an Australian correspondent for The Chicago Tribune, who broke the story that the U.S.
had broken the Japanese code. President Roosevelt was not pleased.
Stanley kept Col. McCormick, head of The Chicago Tribune, company in his declining days, and lived there after he died, managing the estate. When Stanley died, his
widow, Barbara, was asked to stay on and did so until she married my father and moved
to similar accommodations.
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Copy this address and paste it into your address bar and away you go to Wheaton,
Illinois. http://www.cantignypark.com/rrm_museum_virtual_tour.htm
Sept. 17, 2006
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
annwood
Dear Ann:
Thank you for e-mail most recently received. I find Paul Scott's Raj Quartet almost unreadable (although I have read it, when first it came out and received plaudits
from all the critics). Perhaps I'd have a different view of it, were I to read it again now.
Perhaps also I could take his style of writing better, I don't know. Really, there are only
two books of his that I loved reading and would read again, one of which was 'Staying
On' that I think cannot be faulted and another book whose title I cannot remember but
it was placed farther east in either Thailand or Burma I think. There has been a biography
of the man by a good biographer called - again, if I remember rightly, I think her name
is Hilary Spurling - and it would perhaps be interesting to read what made him the man
he was.
I think the reason his Raj Quartet made such an impact when it first appeared is
that he was one of the first authors who chose to talk about the Brits in India from a
more sympathetic-to-the-Indian viewpoint. You know it's really rather nonsensical to
talk of Britain's hanging on in India long past their sell-by date since Churchill and other
politicos had been talking between the wars about getting rid of the burden of Empire
in the case of those parts of it where England could be said to have 'occupied' territories
where the native population was of considerable numbers and clearly wishing to be free
of us. I think the idea was to let the predominantly English-speaking settlers of countries
such as Australia, New Zealand and Canada make their own choice in the matter. The
maintenance of colonies (and of peace) in those nations likely to 'give trouble' - given
the parlous economic state of Britain after the two so-called world wars in the first half
of the 20th century - cost money when it was as much as these islands could manage to
support themselves. Britain had known for centuries, as the US government has only
comparatively recently learned since it got involved in Vietnam, that 'keeping the peace'
(a favourite Bush euphemism of his own government's policies) costs not only immense
reserves of cash but also human lives. So, when the maintenance of Empire became impracticable because it was unaffordable, the tacit opinion long before the end of WWII
was that those nations that wanted out would be let go.
Churchill packed Mountbatten off as the last Viceroy of India as immediately
post WWII as he could get the man on a ship out there, with the express instruction not
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only to design an appropriate way of disposing of the sub-Continent as a part of the socalled British Empire but, more, to make it happen in a time frame of no more than six
months. Which is why it all happened far too fast, resulted in the damaging partition of
the country into, originally, two (and then three) different nations because one of the
original two nations (Pakistan) was actually divided by the vast bulk of the other major
sub-division (India) and, anyway, what became Bangladesh in the east may have had a
religious majority (Moslem) the same as Pakistan's but the people were ethically different and more akin to the peoples of the Ganges delta in which they predominantly live
- which is to say, they are of the same ethnic derivation as the Bengalis of Calcutta or, as
they now call it, Kolkata. The Pakistanis of the western part of that divided nation are
totally different racially and, of course, speak a different language (indeed, languages)
besides. No wonder the eastern part of Pakistan chose to break away so soon after.
I really think the issues involved in the long history of the British in India have
little to compare with the Bush interests in the Middle East (of barely more than 100
years' duration) which seems to me purely motivated by self interest. Of course, I cannot
deny that it was self-interest in the shape of commercial concerns that took the British
to India in the first place (that was after the American colonies broke away and, as for
trading partners, England now turned eastwards in search of commercial expansion. The
British 'relationship' (for want of a better word) with the sub-Continent went on long
enough for other things to happen besides in - that favourite phrase of Bush's - 'the hearts
and minds of the people' (of both countries I might add).
As a result of a changing attitude over close on 400 years (you really should read
a book by William Dalrymple about how the British were with the Indians in the 18th
century - as different as chalk from cheese to Victorian attitudes and those epitomized
by the British memsahibs and their husbands of the period of which Scott writes) but as a result of changing attitudes as I say - several other considerations have to be borne
in mind when making comparisons between the British Raj in India in the first half of
the 20th century and the Bush regime's actions in the Middle East in what? The last 50
years?
Another thought: if, in the first instance, it was the economically impoverished
but potentially oil-rich countries that first drew American interest to the Middle East in
- shall we say? - the post WWII years, that is what still underlies any continuing involvement by US government in that part of the world. When those countries lacked cohesion, lacked sophistication, lacked know-how, they were easily exploited: by Americans,
English, French, Russians, any country in the world that had something to barter with
for oil. But the oil rich countries of the Middle East formed OPEC. Now, no matter the
talk of Muslim fundamentalism, tyrants and dictators, terrorism and the fight against
jihad, Al Qaeda, bin Laden, whatever, whomever (all presented in such a way as to make
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nationalism look all WRONG and the oft-repeated phraseology of Bush's representation
of exploitation all RIGHT), oil is still what the world wants.
There was a Muslim invasion of Europe before, into Spain by the Muslims, and
they were well stuck in (witness the buildings they left behind in Seville, Madrid, Granada, Cordoba) and would never have returned to the deserts of north Africa had not
Ferdinand and Isabella (King & Queen of Spain) not got their act together and made a
concerted effort to drive 'the Moors' out. Given the terrain in which most Middle Eastern
countries are located, it seems to me hardly surprising that any Muslim force that thinks
itself sufficiently powerful to be invincible should not attempt a takeover of Europe.
What seems to me to be the greatest irony of all is that the focus of this new upsurge of
Muslim fundamentalism is, in reality, of greater danger here in Europe than it is in the
States - and European countries suffer from terrorist attacks more than America does.
N.B. Further, note the rise of Christian fundamentalism as encouraged by Bush
in the States to justify his own and his government's interventions: the phraseology he
uses to disguise the on-going thirst for more oil than the good God gave America as his
mission to save the world (the Christian world that is)from the dangers of Muslim fundamentalism. In what way does one sort of religious fundamentalism prove to be 'better
than' any other?
Sorry, I've wandered far from Paul Scott's Raj Quartet, but one thing leads to
another! I think there may have been a time (beginning towards the end of the 19th
century and into the 20th, until India was given Independence) when the superior stance
adopted by the British towards the very varied peoples of that vast sub-Continent of India
may be compared with Bush's attitude towards the countries of the Middle East, many
of which are little farther down the road than the emerging nations of Africa in terms of
how long they have enjoyed a national identity. I think Bush is an ignorant (one could
say an uneducated) man in terms of the history and character of the various nations of
that part of the world which makes him think of them as all coming out of the same
place, so being like unto each other. In fact, they are very different from each other and
are much more disparate than is generally appreciated. If western diplomats had used
their differences instead of what are supposed to be their similarities, the situation that
presently exists might have been averted. Wishful thinking . . .
Diana
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Sept. 19, 2006
annwood
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
Yesterday I mailed you a big Washington Post story about the Bush people who
were sent to govern/rebuild Iraq.
The Raj Quartet fascinates me, because it goes into the history in back of the attitudes of the people -- white, black, Indian, English- in India during the early 40s, particularly when Britain was fighting the Japanese on their doorstep.
The long commercial investment in India -- we know about the railroad -- is a lot
different than the greedy American drain on Arab oil. The Bush administration sent
Christian fundamentalists into Iraq with disastrous results so far and more in the future.
Ann
Sept. 30, 2006
annwood
coke
Dear Diana:
The magic of my scanner and the internet bring you at an Indian rail siding from
1979, I think. Let me know whether your computer will show it to you.
Cheers,
Ann
Oct. 5, 2006
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
annwood
Yes, I have that one - you must have sent me a print of it way back. Seeing it
again brought back memories!
May not have photo 2. but I'd have to find the album in which the rail trip photos were entered at the time, and goodness knows where that album now is!
Diana
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Oct. 17, 2006
annwood
dmcoke
Diana:
Your operation was developed by a Brit in Birmingham, approved here in May
by the FDA. You are on the cutting edge. Pardon the pun.
Ann
Nov. 1, 2006
annwood
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Diana:
"The White Mughals" is here and looks fascinating. Will enjoy many evenings
with it.
Ann
Nov, 12, 2006
annwood
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Subject: Merry Christmas
Diana:
On November 8 I surface mailed a package to you. Please let me know when it
arrives. Nov 6 was the cut-off for mail guaranteed to arrive by Christmas, but the clerk
here didn't think that was a problem. Sometimes the surface mail is surprisingly speedy.
Ann
Nov 18, 2006,
Diana Coke
annwood
Dear Ann:
You may get a garbled version of this message since I started and then lost my
reply to yours of 12th November. I'd agree about surface mail seeming invariably to get
where it's going much more quickly than one might expect, which is why I use it in
preference to airmail - quite apart from the fact it's cheaper. Will keep an eye skinned for
your Christmas mailing, and let you know when it arrives. At this end, winter has at last
arrived, the autumn having been and gone in the first fortnight of November (which
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was at least six weeks late in getting here). There's been a lot of wind and rain, which
may have finally hurried things along.
Hope things go better on your front than at my end, but won't bore you with
all that.
Diana
Christmas, 2006
The Mollers
naomi.moller
hanan.moller
(01454) 855 624
Just moments before I took this picture Oz gave himself a haircut. His parents
are not as pleased as he is. Ah well, we hope he and the girls bring you joy this Holiday
Season. Am sending my usual annual round robin as usual rather belatedly...Anyway,
wanted to wish you a good New Year, and hope you had a fun Xmas.
All the best,
Alexia
Dec. 28, 2006
annwood
alexia
Alexia:
And Happy New Year to you. I'd love to read your news, but have neither Yahoo
or Word mac to open the attachment. Any suggestions?
Cheers,
Ann
Christmas, 2006
Moller
Texas
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Moving from Texas was a process of losing keys. We stopped working and gave
back office keys. We sold our house and handed the keys to the new owners. We sold
first one and then the other car, heading over keys long with title papers. By the time we
got on the plane we had no keys at all. It was rather strange. Then we arrived and got our
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first car key. When we moved into our Victorian rental house we got five really big keys
(two for the front door and three for the back). then we got a second car. And got office
keys along with ID badges. It seems we have arrived….
Our new address and phone number and my new email address ae all over leaf with
a picture of my keys. Hanan’s email is hanan.moller@gmail.com. We expect to be here
about 9 months or so, however long it take us to buy, but in the meantime, you know
how to contact us, so please do!
Much love, Naomi, Hanan, Oz, Tali & Jordan
Jan. 11, 2007
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
annwood
Dear Ann:
You will be thinking me very rude and ungrateful that I haven't answered your
'Merry Christmas' e-mail or, indeed, notified you as to when the book you sent me actually arrived. That was just after the Christmas/New Year break which, given both those
days fell on a Monday, seems to have meant that the whole country ground to a halt for
a minimum of 10 days (including the Royal Mail service). I should tell you that my sonin-law, newly arrived as you know from Texas, seems rather shocked by I think what he
regards as 'a poor show' of 'work ethic' as demonstrated by his work colleagues in his
new office compared with his old! Naomi keeps telling him to relax and go with the
flow, to be cool and lay right back there, but I think he thinks the English are decadent,
lazy and sybaritic. He's probably more right than his wife is on this.
However, looking at the plus side, I'm hoping it may mean that, so long as they
stay here, they'll enjoy more family life together than they have allowed themselves hitherto, which can only be to the benefit of the children who (with both parents working)
seem to have spent the greater part of their lives in some sort of day care or another
during the week. Naomi's work schedule is now pretty much of her own devising and
she seems to be settling in nicely to an academic pattern with which I am only too familiar, having been myself a member of admin. staff in various offices, first, of the University
of Edinburgh and, more recently, of the University of London. I remember it nearly
drove me mad that, from lunchtime Friday (if they came in at all) till Monday lunchtime,
there was never a member of academic staff to be found on campus. Sometimes they'd
drop by to explain that, if they were needed, they'd be 'working at home'. As the song
says: 'Nice work if you can get it!'
But back to your Christmas gift which, due to its rather later arrival than others
received, has joined a rather tall pile (well, 2 piles actually) of books on my bedside table.
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I was just writing to the friends I stayed with nearer the beginning of my American trip
last year (the couple that lives near Seattle, who also sent me a big and heavy hardback
by surface mail) to thank them for it. I don't know whether you've read 'Hubris'? In fact,
I'd read about it already although it has not yet come out in this country. I found it quite
riveting! Other than the catalogue of lies and deception and confused - not to mention
confusing, whether deliberately or otherwise who can say? - contradictions to previously
made statements - in short, what a truly disgraceful account it (the book) gives of the
people who govern us and on whom all our lives depend.
I was particularly interested in the chapter that kicks off with Colin Powell's
speech to the United Nations justifying sending troops into Iraq and asking for UN support of this action though it was made plain enough they'd go in anyway, with or without that support.. It happens that I was at home the afternoon that the BBC in England
gave live coverage to the whole of the Powell address. I was completely persuaded by
what he said that things were as he said they were. He seemed to be himself totally convinced of the truth of the information he was relaying to the rest of the world - and I still
believe he was acting in good faith.
I don't think I'm gullible but, even as the picture presented of the deserts of Iraq
being tunneled with storehouses stacked ceiling high with WMD went from a certainty
to a probability to a likelihood to a possibility - and then the other way - I went on believing in not only the existence of these WMD (on Saddam's previous performance in
the first of these encounters with him) but in my conviction that if he had them, he'd
use them. And that is why I supported the Bush initiative right up to the moment when
one realized that one had been had - which is what 'Hubris' spelled out. To have the
process of disillusionment described in detail was as interesting as it was painful to read.
And if I felt I'd been had, what do you suppose poor Powell felt?
By coincidence, here I am writing to you on the day that Bush has announced he
is sending in another 21,000 American troops to try and clean the place up though the
mess is far worse now than it would have been if Bush and his advisers had had their
minds not fixed on the immediate present but on the near future in which, as they anticipated, they'd have achieved their objective. I can see that, if they were to clear out at
this point, it would not only be a deathblow to Bush's hopes of having earned a name
for himself in the glorious (?) record of American presidential history but also of the
hopes his party might have of winning the next election. Just as I am inclined to believe
that, in this country, Blair has not only shot himself in the foot so far as his record in the
annals of British Parliamentary history is concerned, but has also lost the support of the
electorate in our next election: can't remember which comes first, yours or ours?
Have passed 'Hubris' on to Alexia's partner who is supposed to be very interested
in politics and particularly world politics. I suppose that's the route you have to go if you
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belong to a tiny country such as Denmark where I don't think anything very much has
ever happened - well, not that I know about anyway. Talking of Denmark, that is where
they have gone off to today for what is usually called a long weekend break to visit his
mother and her partner who live in Jutland. That was the part of Denmark taken away
from the Germans (though I think well before the Treaty of Versailles when other bits
of what had been previously Germany as, for example, Alsace was handed over to
France). So, although Jutland has been Danish for quite a while now, it seems that not
only they think of themselves but the rest of Denmark thinks of them as 'different'. I
understand Jutland to be very flat and given over predominantly to pig-farming.
Anyway, I'm now looking forward to reading the Carnegie book that you sent
me. Strangely, the Carnegie Trust is an organization that works in a very similar kind of
way to the Royal Humane Society, giving awards for courage in life-saving. Unlike ourselves, however, the Carnegie Trust was very well endowed by its founder and still remains wealthy whereas we are always looking around for ways and means of saving
money. The latest way is to get rid of yours truly since I was told a couple of weeks before
Christmas that from the beginning of the year I was to go down to 2 days a week and, if
no money had been received after a period of 3 months, I must pack it in on 1st May.
This really spoiled my Christmas I can tell you since I sank into the Slough of
Despond. This is because I enjoy what I do as Archivist/Historian of the Society - it gets
me out of the house 3 days a week, and of course I enjoy the money I earn even though
that is regarded by others who have been taken on more recently than I was as peanuts.
In fact, I think I'd do better if I took up house-cleaning but, of course, I'm past the age
when I could get down and do under the beds.
Anyway, as I say, I was very low over the so-called holiday period. Went back to
work on 2 January when we (there are three of us women in the office, doing different
things so our functions don't overlap) were told by the Secretary — who has not even
been with us two and a half years, had a very difficult shakedown period and was only
just (I thought) beginning to seem that he was getting to grip with things — that he was
leaving in mid-March. In consequence and the fact that he's chosen a very busy time of
year to do this, they need that we (the women) should all be there to see the new appointee through his (it's bound to be a man and pretty well bound to be a retired and therefore senior member of HM armed forces) period of initiation. Hence I have a stay of
execution.
I wonder whether you have seen a film I'd like to recommend. It's called 'The
Queen' and that's who it's about - at the time of Diana's death. The woman who plays
the Queen is brilliant (cannot for the life of me remember her name but she's very well
known here as a TV actress - don't think she's done any films or, if she has, I've never
seen one). She doesn't remotely resemble HM but in some inexplicable way I cannot
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describe she absolutely becomes her. I turned to the person I was with in the cinema and
said, as the closing titles came up on screen, 'My goodness! That was such a good film' and so indeed it was: quite excellent in breathing life into a woman who continues to
come across as an automaton without feeling, humour or any ability to relate to the
people she rules. Which is why it was so easy for Diana to win over her, if not win her
over.
My computer in the past couple of weeks is being flooded by spam which has
not previously troubled me at all. I think my 'protection' must have failed, but I neither
know why nor what to do about it. I only know I dread turning the computer on because
another Niagara will rush in on me. I'm not even sure that sending things out means
they get away safely so I'm going to make a hard copy of this and send it to you snail
mail.
With thanks for my book which I very much look forward to reading and will
report back to you when I have, and best New Year wishes,
Diana
Jan. 11, 2007
annwood
dmcoke@dmcoke.plus.com
Dear Diana:
I'll call you later if I have a chance trying to catch you not at dinner.
Helen Mirren is in The Queen, and is fabulous. I belong to Netflix so have seen
all her movies that are available on DVD. You read SNOBS by Julian Fellowes. He wrote
Gosford Park, in which she starred -- again fabulous. She was also in Calendar Girls where
she did, as she as been known to do since her early theater days in England for "taking
off her kit"
There was a N.Y. Times Magazine piece on her and a 60 minutes segment recently,
so she is well-known here with her clothes on. She's very amusing when interviewed.
Yes, you are gullible if you believe any politician. Powell can't feel taken as you do, because he knew he was lying. How do you know when a politician is lying?ANSWER:
when the lips are moving.
I had holiday news from Alexia, full details of baby, but no picture, and news
from Naomi of settling in Bristol, which sounds like a happy time with more time to
teach their children English manners. They seem to be learning the language.
My brother, Rob, came for supper last night, which I must admit was one of my
better compositions assembled from my freezer and carryouts. He does all the cooking
for his family in California and is excellent, so I don't cook for him. He didn't notice my
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fabulous new floor until I mentioned it, which I had to because I am so happy to be rid
of that awful old blue carpet. I will attach a picture that gives a glimpse of it. I lived for
so long with no floor that I don't mind slowly putting things back, removing the slight
layer of tile dust before doing so.
Happy New Year,
Ann
Apr. 24, 2007
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
Dear Everyone;
With whom I have fallen out of touch by mail since my home computer was
invaded by all manner of viruses, and I decided to switch it off until it was 'sorted'. My
son-in-law has had the hard drive part of it at his house going through whatever the
process is that cleanses and also protects it from other, future invaders - but I still can't
use it because, every time I switch on, it tells me it's going to do some more 'cleansing'
which (because I don't have broadband) then takes literally hours to achieve, at vast cost
to myself because it's done at lOp. per minute for the internet connection, making for
an outrageous addition to my 'phone bill because the process takes two to three hours
to happen.
I don't want to subscribe to broadband because I'm really not interested in exploring the internet (I'd rather read a good book!), and regular subscription to broadband would add quite substantially to my 'phone bill that I know I shan't get value for except in terms of keeping my computer free of future contamination - so I'm spending
for the machine's benefit and not my own. Maybe the answer is simply to go out and
buy another computer and start afresh, but that's also a very expensive way of dealing
with the problem don't you think? Any advice gratefully received!
Generally speaking, I am better than I was, and enjoying the Spring weather and
the plethora of early flowering that has erupted in my back garden which - at this season
of the year - is planted for perfume that, I must admit, is sometimes positively overpowering. There was a clematis armandii in flower all along one wall whose scent practically
knocked me out and, when flowering was done and the whole had been severely pruned
back in the hope of a similar performance next Spring. I now have a white wistaria on
the pergola, which smells, if possible, even sweeter. There's also a scented clematis and,
now, the jasmine is coming out.
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The thing about all these flowering climbers is that they don't seem excessive
because they all bear white flowers. I try to keep to white flowering plants in the small
back garden, because it is the scent that I value as I sit in the conservatory or out of doors
of an evening. The front garden is twice the size of the back which is rather silly because
I wouldn't sit there, right on the road, so I don't bother about scented plants but am
inclined to be more adventurous with colour instead.
I had a superb (and early) show of very big red poppies but, one night, someone
came in off the street and trod all the flowers down. Did you know I live on what was
once a Council estate and, although the Council house tenants were, in Maggie
Thatcher's day, given the right to buy the houses from the Council for very reasonable
prices, thereby becoming property owners. When the London property prices zoomed
upwards, many of them chose to sell. So, lots of the houses on the estate are privately
owned, but there remains still a residue of Council tenants and it is the likes of them coming home from the pub late at night - who seem to feel the compulsion to destroy.
Hence my lovely red poppies were cut down between one day and the next ...
Workwise, I shall at the end of May start working two days a week instead of
three. When informed that I was being 'cut back' (shades of dead poppies), I lamented
the loss of the extra day's pay. However, I'm now beginning to think of it as being a
blessing since we have another new Secretary which, here, is what the senior administrative officer of the Society is traditionally called- always a man and always an ex-Serviceman of senior rank. Whenever there is a change of Boss, there is the fear that other staff
changes will result for whatever reason but, often, simply because you (I mean, of course,
me) are part of the old regime. So there is a certain nervousness and insecurity until the
new man shakes down and gets used to what he's inherited by way of staff from his
predecessor. My own vulnerability lies in my age. Naturally, anyone coming in is bound
to be younger than I am and, therefore, more likely to think I'm too old for the job.
We have had the most remarkable month of April, which followed on the wettest March I can remember. Maybe all that rain followed by all that sun is what put
everything in the garden so ahead of itself. The weathermen threaten us with the the
hottest summer on record, so I shall quite soon start to wilt because I don't at all like the
heat, and this country is not geared up to it either in terms of air-conditioning or other
such aids to survival.
Yesterday Alexia, Ole and Kelda (now coming up to 1 year and 3 months) returned from a flying visit to Copenhagen where Ole had been summoned to defend his
thesis. As so many people say who've had to do it, he found it quite alarming in prospect
and wearing to do because it took two hours, which is a long time to be on the defensive
during an interrogation. He explained that he went to the university in Denmark where
the teaching and the work is all done in English and he now, of course, has been speaking
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mainly English for years and so, when he was told that part of his 'defence' of a piece of
work written in English had to be done in Danish (for whose benefit I wonder since
you'd think the examiners would all have been English speakers themselves?), he really
struggled with that. Said that Danish doesn't have the vocabulary (did he mean the academic jargon?) into which he could transpose his now habitually English thoughts! I
notice, though, that he speaks to Kelda always in Danish.
Naomi et Cie. have moved house from rented accommodation to a place of their
own. It's in a village called Winterbourne on the outskirts of Bristol, chosen deliberately
for its convenience and closeness to both N's and H's workplaces and also the children's
schools.
I think that what must make living here such a novelty for all five of them is the
fact that they can actually enjoy the great outdoors which, in Texas, was something you
looked at through glass whilst taking refuge indoors from the overwhelming heat and
humidity that prevailed through the greater part of the year. They were invited to lunch
in Dorset last Sunday and, when N. rang me that evening, she seemed almost overwhelmed by the beauty of the countryside they'd walked in.
They were near Sherborne in a part where both town and country somehow
manage to stay beautiful and apparently unspoiled by human occupation despite all that
is written in newspapers, etc. about these overcrowded islands. I think there are lots of
places you can go in the UK that continue to give the impression of being virtually unpeopled and that are scenically quite stunning - Naomi kept using the word 'green'
which, I recall, was a thing that struck us so intensely on returning to this country after
Greece - usually more brown than green. Scenery doesn't have to be green to look good
but I think it makes for a more beautiful landscape in summertime - specially now that
threats of global warming hang over us.
Toby and Georgia are leaving London next year to move to Somerset (also westwards). They're going to take up permanent residence in what used to be the stable block
of Georgia's grandparents' house in a hamlet (that's all it is) called Chantry. They already
spend most weekends there so I suppose it will not seem such an upheaval as it might
otherwise have done, though I've always thought of them as being a very metropolitan
couple and the idea of their taking up country pursuits seems somewhat incongruous.
In preparation, it seems, Hope has taken up horse-riding as enthusiastically as any small
girl.
Ann, forgive me for doing it tis way, but I thought it was better than nothing?
Diana
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May 24, 2007
Diana Coke
London
Dear Ann:
Computer still not fixed though I’ve been sent by a kind friend the name of a
computer man who comes recommended by a computer illiterate elderly female like
myself, and all I have to do is save up the necessary amount of money to pay his bill.
Meanwhile, at the end of this month I go down from 3 days per week at work to
2 and instead of worrying about the smaller amount of salary that will now be coming
in, I’m thinking that it’s rather nice the shorter week coincides with the beginning of
the summer.
The trouble is that we have no in-between seasons nowadays, just winter and
summer. I particularly love spring and, better yet autumn, both of which used to evolve
slowly, changing colour by slow stages and giving the onlooker plenty of time to enjoy
the changes at leisure. Now, boom! Yesterday it felt like winter, and today it’s summer.
As you describe, we also have had a very unusual beginning to the year, weather-wise,
with each month behaving startlingly differently from the one that went before, and the
one that follows after. Things that grow have been either held back or hurried on to the
point where when, last Thursday (my birthday) Ole, Alexia and Kelda came up from
Woking (40 minutes by car) to spend time that day with me, and we decided to visit
what is called the Isabella Plantation in the middle of Richmond park, which is a creation of the head gardener barely 50 years old.
Apart from masses of established trees, it was planted up on the ground with
masses of rhododendrons and azaleas which, some years ago now, Alexia and I saw in
mid-June at the peak of their perfection. There has been this year, of course, a great deal
of unexpected wind and heavy rain, alternating with hot, dry weather, the former in
March, the latter in April, and then some of both in May. There was barely anything left
of rhododendron or azalea blooms a week ago in the Isabella Plantation when -- as I say
-- we should still be looking forward to them.
However, a rather unencouraging morning suddenly turned brilliantly sunny
and warm just as we got to the park, and it was lovely to be out there in what now looks
as though it may have been the first day of summer.
This coming week Alexia & Co. are off for a month in Denmark, where I understand Simon will be joining them for a week or so towards the end of their stay when
they will be heading north to where Ole’s mother and her partner run a nursery garden
-- not so much for selling flowers to the general public but for growing flowers that are
used for the flower-arranging lessons that Ole’s mother teaches, fresh flowers during the
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summer and dried flower arrangements in the winter. I believe she also grows vegetables
though those are not for decoration but for local eating. She and partner (Eric by name)
came over around this time last year, and we galloped around looking at gardens open
to the public (e.g. National Trust and others) which are legion in Surrey.
You may gather from the foregoing that I am now totally recovered from last
year’s hip operation. I wish! Walking down King’s road, Chelsea, the other day, I was
overtaken by a woman not much different in age on crutches. We got into conversation,
and it transpired she’d just had a hip resurfacing at Chelsea & Westminster Hospital
which -- I have always thought -- is the NHS hospital that I have been a patient in that
I’d actually choose. She said she’d spent some three months there since, post-operationally, she’d got the MRSA bug from which, if you are old enough and frail enough, you
usually die. In fact, She said she was lucky not to have caught the other, newer option
that we are reading about in the tabloid press. I think it would take me to be unconscious
to find myself being carried off in an ambulance to any hospital at the present time, and
it seems to me totally unsurprising that lots of what would/should have been NHS patients who have any money at all to spare will go abroad instead for surgery.
At the risk of boring you with health problems, I spent a day in a hospital (outpatient’s visit) nearer to home last week because I’d gone to see the GP about acute pain
in my right breast. I’ve had two separate operations in/around that part of my anatomy,
the second being the pulmonary lobectomy that I had in ( I think) 1990 where the Canadian surgeon closed me up not with a needle and thread but with staples.
Now when I have a chest x-ray, it looks as hough I am wearing a long necklace
because the staples show up as starting mid-chest at the front and then going all the way
around to the back somewhere between my shoulders. Anyway. I have a chronic cough
and coughing is so violent I worry about how the staples can hold when I am trying so
hard to burst them open. I thought the pain might suggest my worst fears were being
realized. The GP sent me to this breast clinic and after chest x-rays, the specialist (an
Australian this time) asked about the nature of the pain and when it occurred and what
I might have been doing in the 24 hours before it occurred, and then informed me that
I had arthritis of the diaphragm/rib cage. And when he told me what could be done
about it, I remembered I’d had a go of this same pain in the same place while still living
in Japan, as a result of a bout of pneumonitis.
Do you know what to do about it? You have steroid injections in your chest.
They work like magic. Only discomfort is from the actual injection being given in a
totally unfleshy part of the body, the breastbone itself. That is the route I’ll be going if
this particular problem doesn’t simply go away of its own accord. I’m only afraid the
good effect of the shot may be as short-lived as any other thing I’ve tried in my search for
freedom from arthritic pain. I would not have believed one could experience stabs or
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jabs of such acute pain in such a variety of odd places about the body: the ball of my
thumb, the knuckle of the second finger of my right hand, the back of my neck, the
small of my back such that I find it almost impossible to lean down to pick anything up
off the floor, not to mention that once down on my knees, if I can’t bend over -- neither
can I stand up again. Now that is a boring health problem if you like and incurable.
Why? With all the resources and money available for medical research, why
hasn’t anybody come up with a cure for arthritis or, if not for the condition, then for the
pain? I am hugely inconvenienced by it, and have to employ a gardener at vast expense.
As for housework, the floors don’t get cleaned nearly as often, and when Naomi visits,
she comments on it....
We went to stay with Naomi and her crowd a few weekends back, at the house
they just moved into in a village called Winterbourne outside Bristol. The weather was
vile the whole time, so we had to look for places to visit indoors. One of these was the
S.S. Great Britain, the first iron ship built by that amazing man Isambard Brunel. A special dry dock has been built for it and the internal arrangements restored and the massive
engines are working and turning the huge propellor just as once they did, -- kept us all
absorbed (from age nearly 3 to nearly 71) for hours!
How goes the latest addition to your family?
Diana
July 18, 2007
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
It seems a while since you rang, but how nice to hear from you and thank you
for your last phone call. How's the new addition fitting into the family?
My computer, as I have complained for months, is out of action because I couldn't face dealing with the avalanches of spam that rushed in every time I switched on,
despite the efforts made by various well-meaning (and high costing) 'experts' who came
to fix it.
Naomi's husband, Hanan, didn't charge to install what I believe are called fire
walls that proved totally ineffective unless one went in daily - which I saw somewhere
was now being recommended as the one absolutely essential thing every computer user
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should do to stave off the spam and viruses introduced by the spam into one's own systems. This - the daily visit - I could never do because it would be just too boring. It seems
it is now thought to be essential to 'cleanse' one's IN-BOX as regularly as one cleans one's
teeth, in order to function properly. I use a computer as I might a typewriter, to answer
letters from anyone who's been kind enough to write to me and, if I cleansed it as often
as that, it would put me right off the real purpose, which is communication.
Anyway, I realize how long it may have been since I communicated previously
because now, at long last, the hip operation of 14 February 2006 (you see how the date
is engraved on my memory) has (and I keep my fingers crossed while I type it) become
just that, an unpleasant memory. The pain of it is past, though I shall never again walk
for the simple pleasure that walking gives, and I still climb stairs leading on my 'good'
(i.e. the non-operated leg) because the operated one still cannot take my weight without
collapsing under it.
And no, I do not mean that I am any heavier than I was but simply that the leg
is weaker than it used to be. They cut through the musculature of the hip joint in order
to free it for the purposes of replacing or resurfacing it and, though muscles grow back,
they seem not to be of the same strength as previously. They probably would be if one
were more ‘sportif' than I have ever been. It's quite enough, as I perceive it, to be hastening up the platforms of Waterloo Station or the endless stairs from the platforms of
Putney Station to street level, without undertaking any more exercise. Besides, my lungs
are now regularly infested with what I'm told are 'parasitic' bacteria which are impervious to antibiotics so I'm lamentably short of breath and any exertion puffs me out.
Latest family news is that Alexia was informed last Friday she'd been successful
in interview at the University of Gui1dford (the next station up the line from Woking,
where she lives in Surrey) which means their acceptance of her application for funding
to carry out a project the department she'll be joining at the start of the next academic
year. Academic grants are probably one third of what she might be earning in a proper
job but, as everyone says about this less pleasing aspect of the offer.
She, Ole and Kelda seem to live on love and air - which is to say the adults at any
rate are of a naturally frugal bent. Alexia herself says that, whatever the project is that she
will be working on over the next three years, it should also provide her with the groundwork for a PhD thesis which, since Ole finally was given his by the University he attended
in Denmark earlier in the year, seems to have fired her up with a wish to go the same
route. The good thing is that this kind of work is easier to fit in and around the bringing
up of a still very young child, and Alexia seems very much to enjoy that although such a
late starter in the motherhood stakes.
It's 4.30 p.m. and the office officially closes at 4 p.m. I shall have to finish this by
hand when I get home, although you may well not be able to decipher any more of it
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than has been typed. Our Society is in confusion, having 'lost' two ill-chosen candidates
in succession for the post of Secretary - note the capital'S', we are an ancient Society and
that's an ancient title for what would probably be called by a much grander-sounding
name these days - in the past six months.
Both of them, I might add, were totally unsuited for the job since both were
retired senior military men who had, presumably, in their previous careers never shared
an office with women, if indeed they'd had to share an office at all, and were also used
to people working under them being of the 'Yes, sir', 'No, sir', 'Three bags full, sir' variety
- which none of us three women is. I could write reams about the character and manner
of ex-military men in these circumstances and not much would be favourable, let alone
flattering.
In case you wonder who selects candidates for our Boss (through advertising the
post at the Officers' Association to the exclusion of any other source), it is the Chairman
and male members of the Committee of the Society. There is a minority of women on
the Committee but of course they're not asked what they think or invited to share in the
selection procedure. For those of us in the office, it’s - to say the least - to have to 'break
in' a new Secretary so frequently, and we'd love to think 'they' would get it right this
time. But, of course, we're not asked either how or why the most recent post holders
decided the job didn't suit them, or they it.
This time last year I was already embarked on my great American excursion,
which ended in Washington. I was just thinking t'other day how successful that whole
thing had turned out to be, with the exception only of the company I was keeping on
the 2 separate Great Rail Journeys I made.
Shan't be traveling with them again, because I now know I don't have anything
in common with their regular clientele! I'm so glad I ended on the up note of staying in
Washington which, thanks to your pre-planning, went without a hitch. Also thanks to
your patience, kindness in fetching and carrying me about when you thought a lift
would help. It's left really good memories, I can tell you. Thank you for all of that.
Diana
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Aug. 20, 2007
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
I find myself doing guard duty alone in the office due to the fact we are presently
without a replacement Secretary (though one has been appointed and will start on 1st
September); the P.R. person is off doing her regular stint as a Blue Guide in the Palace
of Westminster which she does every summer during the period when Parliament is off
on its summer hols., and the other 'worker' is taking a long weekend. The 'phone is as
busy as ever and I find it difficult to concentrate on anything by way of research when
continually interrupted.
Other than the 'phone the place seems eerily silent since this is a one-room open
plan office whose usual problem is the noise four people make when sharing the same
rather limited space. The overcrowding’s not as bad as it sounds, since we’re all p/t and,
usually, don’t coincide here on the same day. However, we also have other people coming in with a fair degree of frequency who follow their own research interests in our
archive. Today, however, all is quiet ...
It now looks as though our summer here down south happened in April which,
they said, was the warmest (one could really say hottest) and driest April on record. Since
then it has been - apart from a sprinkling of short spells of sunshine and warmth - very
wet indeed. August has been quite awful with daily rain and temperatures well below
the seasonal norm.
I nevertheless find the latter infinitely preferable to what apparently last year's
July and August were like (when I was mercifUlly in the States, so missed them). What
is strange is to observe how Nature has been confused, such that flowers that bloom in
the Spring (tra la!). are doing it again now e.g. I read in the papers that farther north
than Edinburgh the daffodils are blooming for the second time this year and, in my own
back garden, a Spring-flowering clematis armandii and the white wisteria are also flowering again - although not quite so abundantly as first time around. I've also heard the
birds are confused.
A couple of weekends ago, I joined Alexia, Ole and Kelda on a visit to the Barnes
Wildflower Centre (founded under the aegis of Peter Scott, though the first and bestknown of his centres is still the one at Slimbridge in ~ I think - Dorset). We noticed any
number of waterfowl with what must certainly have been their second broods of the year
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in tow. We are being told to try and-’save the bumble~bee'..because there are many fewer
of those around than-was previously the case, and also to watch out for mosquitos which
are now taking up residence. Are both the consequence of an overall rise in temperature?
Talking of the Barnes Wildfowl Centre reminds me of another happening of that
weekend when, on the Saturday, I had not one but two TIAs which I could not have
given a name to until I saw my GP the Monday immediately following. I thought I was
having a standard migraine headache that Saturday which was inconvenient since I was
awaiting an electrician to come and do various odd jobs around the house so, when the
symptoms alerted me to the onset of migraine, I took my usual medication to stave it
off.
I dealt with the electrician until his last task and, when I was trying to explain to
him what needed doing, I suddenly realized that - whilst I could hear as clearly as anything in my head what it was that I was trying to say - it came out gobbledygook, total
nonsense. After I had hurried the electrician on his way I was alone and, since I don't
talk to myself, have no means of knowing how long this state of affairs lasted.
That evening whilst watching television, I became aware that I was feeling giddy
and that the room seemed to be swinging around me. I also felt nauseated and, assuming
I'd eaten something that disagreed with me, I decided the best thing was to go to bed in
the hope that lying down would help me feel better. It didn't and I was very sick later
on, but that was once a common symptom of my migraine headaches and I usually felt
better afterwards.
On the Monday, the GP informed me I had had two TIAs (Transient Ischaemic
Attacks) or mini-strokes which - I can tell you - has shaken me up more than somewhat.
Not so much the things themselves but the implication(s) to be drawn from them.
Needless to say, I've learned most from the internet since, nowadays, GPs seem to assume various web sites obviate any necessity for them to offer explanation, reassurance,
prognosis or anything but palliative medication which, in my case, is an additional
blood pressure lowering pill to add to the one I was already taking.
The one good thing about the timing of this event is that it happened six weeks
before I'm supposed to be going on a very busy study tour of the places where the
Indian Mutiny (or what was called that in 1857 but is now more common1y referred
to as the First War of Independence) flared up, starting in Delhi and moving down the
Gangetic Plain through all the places where the English garrisons were stationed and
where they were attacked by the native (I do not mean that in any pejorative sense)
soldiery.
As far back as the age of 12 when I was back at boarding school in this country,
there was a teacher whose sole subject was the history of the British in India and I
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suppose that was because it was a school that catered particularly for so-called 'daughters of the Raj' - even though it was 1947/8 and already Mountbatten had achieved his
remit of granting Indian independence within the short space of six months of his
appointment as last Viceroy, despite the death & displacement that resulted from the
way in which it was hurried through. Not that there is any certainty that I taking it at
a more leisurely pace would have had any less bloody an outcome.
Anyway, the Mutiny is what I'm joining a group of similarly interested people
in order to explore. The trip will also afford me the opportunity of revisiting the Taj
Mahal, which has for me a sort of iconic status that I can neither describe nor explain,
and we shall end the trip in Calcutta which is where I spent my childhood to age 12.
It will be my last trip to the subcontinent.
That is, of course, if my travel insurance can be re-arranged to take account of
the TIA contingency. If it is not to be covered, then I have to consider going without
insurance for another occurrence, in which case I've suggested to my daughters that
they shouldn't bother with flying me back if I have a definitive stroke while on the trip
but should instead arrange that I be laid on a pyre on the banks of the Ganges (most
probably at Varanasi though I'd rather it were Kolkota - all these name changes are
very confusing) and ~ ~ my ashes scattered on the sacred river.
Simon's been having a number of Edinburgh Festival visitors which will have
kept him busy - perhaps busier than he truly appreciates? I found Chelsea was the place
where I had constant visitors which makes me think it was the location rather than
myself that attracted them! Don't mind at all if people who come to Putney are willing
to amuse and cater for themselves.
Cooking is now an abomination to me and regular mealtimes a thing of the
past. I try to keep a grip on the latter because - as Naomi never stops reminding me diabetes positively demands regular feeding. She and her family are presently spending
six weeks in Israel. Alexia & Co. are back from a similar length of time spent earlier in
Denmark. Next month Alexia takes up a funded research job (that, she hopes, may also
afford her material for a PhD) at the University of Surrey which, being located in
Guildford, is easy of access from Woking. Toby etc. are presently holidaying on a Greek
island. This time next year they'll have taken up residence in Somerset.
I’m sending on this as a more coherent (I hope!) catch up to our last conversation. Thank you for your phone call.
With love,
Diana
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Sept. 29, 2007
Diana Coke
Agra, India
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Don’t know whether this was part of the Ashley Butterfield tour or whether I
only saw it for the first time on a later trip here. Was glad to be reminded of it today.
Tomorrow we move on to Gwalior.
Diana
Oct. 22, 2007
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
I thought you might be interested to hear the outcome of my Indian trip which
was a flop, a farce, a fiasco, a failure and any other noun or adjective you might choose
to describe it that begins with the letter ‘f’. Enclosed are two local newspaper (English
language) accounts of what happened to us when things went pear-shaped. Not only did
we make news in India but also in the UK in a smaller way, although it stirred up family
and friends who began ringing us up to find out exactly what was going on and why.
It seemed that what sparked things off was the black marble memorial plaque
that a small delegation from a Shropshire regiment which had become engaged in what
is thought by some to be the first insurrection of the native troops that marked the beginning of the Indian Mutiny of 1857. They had, it was said, asked permission to take
this plaque to a protestant church in Meerut and add it to the dozens and dozens of other
memorial plaques commemorating all sorts of incidents over the entire length of years
the Brits were in India that bedeck walls and floors of every single Christian place of
worship through the sub-continent, memorials not only to military men but to their
wives and children, who died in their thousands, also, of the various diseases for which
there was then no cure.
However, upon arrival in Meerut the vicar (Indian) of the church in question
refused to accept the plaque and, by the time the 60th Rifles had lugged it back to Delhi
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with the intention of asking one of the churches there to accept it, the press were on to
the story and the motivation, not only for the desire to leave it in India when the 60th
Rifles returned to England, which they did after only a week or so, whereas we were
supposed to be spending 3 weeks, but also for the ulterior motive behind the gift was
making headlines and we were attracting crowds wherever we went, --- and were ourselves being besieged in whatever hotel we were staying in.
Such that the police (they are armed and quite intimidating in their flak jackets
and tin hats) decided we needed their protection, so they closed the main gates into the
grounds of each hotel and then planted tanks or armoured cars outside so that everyone
ran the police gauntlet coming and going. I mean, it must have really annoyed anyone
unfortunate enough to have been staying in the same hotels. Annoyingly, I might add,
the 60th Rifles were better accommodated than we were so that all this interest was being
taken in the wrong assemblage of people.
By the time we got to Lucknow, the police presence was so OTT it seemed to me
that it greatly inflamed the mob as our train came into the station, which was where we
were greeted by missiles, and I did begin to feel afraid that the policemen (who seemed
very jittery) might let off one of their rifles by mistake and start a real riot. We were told
we could make none of the visits that were planned for Lucknow but must stay within
the hotel boundaries because, really, the police could not afford to give us the protection
we now did seem to have need of in a way that -- at the beginning -- I thought was exaggerated, as much by the over-reaction of the authorities as as by the inflammatory articles
that were now appearing daily in the papers as we kept moving on along our appointed
itinerary. (I imagine the non-english language papers were much less moderate in their
views than these two press cuttings that I enclose for you to see).
If we were not going to be able to go anywhere or see anything, it was decided
by the group leader who features in the newspaper accounts as being our spokesman,
there was no point in going on -- specially since the police were by this time regretting
having got involved with us at all and said they couldn’t go on providing us with protection. We left Lucknow without having seen anything more than the hotel interior, and
flew to Calcutta where we had to spend the rest of our stay -- which turned out to be lots
longer than was necessary. Even I who grew up in that city saw more of it than I’d have
chosen to do, and indeed it was difficult to find enough of interest to keep us occupied
-- whether with the events of the Mutiny or anything else.
Regrettably, the 3-week trip was cut to something just over 2 weeks since the
curtailment was attributable to civil disturbance, so people’s travel insurance doesn’t include that in the normal way of things. By the same token the travel agency who had
taken us out there is saying they couldn’t help the way things turned out, because they
had applied for all the proper permissions and authority to go where we went and to do
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what we did and that the whole thing was sparked by a) the memorial plaque brought
by the 60th Rifles b) by the triumphalist accusations that were then leveled at all of us,
the Rifles as well as ourselves who had no military connection c) imminent local elections d) the fact that the Indian equivalent of the British National Party in this country
seized their opportunity to stir up nationalist feeling at our expense and, finally e) the
state of Uttar Pradesh into which we have moved when we arrived in Lucknow and
where we would be staying for the next week, although moving on to other Mutiny sites
almost daily, has always been politically volatile to the point of virtual ungovernability
and, presently, the communist party has the majority vote.
For all these reasons, not only was the holiday a write-off, but the precautions
taken vis-a-vis insurance cover have proved useless to ensure any financial compensation
for our disappointed hopes.
To cap it all, I returned home with an intestinal infestation -- roundworms. I
have never had resident parasites in my life, not even when I spent the first 12 years of it
living in Calcutta. There’s irony for you!
I received my first Xmas present yesterday, and it came from my friends in Seattle. No, I don’t think they were trying to beat me at my own game. I think they were just
getting the Christmas mail out of the way, since they’re going off to spend a couple of
months exploring New Zealand.
With love,
Diana
Dec. 12, 2007
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
Dear Ann:
The Alan Bennett book arrived -- and has been swallowed whole already.
Not being able to take my Christmas presents (as you may imagine, predominately books) with me by train to Bristol on Christmas Eve, I’ve been opening a couple
every evening for the past week or so and -- this is where I have to come clean -- must ask
you if it was you who sent a book called “The Great Hill Stations of Asia”, because I cannot
think of anyone else who might have done!
The dust jacket “blurb” refers to a fellow called Oachterhony who is said to have
died because he couldn’t be got to the hills quickly enough to save his life. We visited
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his tomb in a graveyard that’s up north -- why would he have been taken down south I
ask myself?
Look forward very much to reading the book.
Diana
Jan. 1, 2008
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Got your card today asking that I particularly let you know what I thought of
Alan Bennett. What can I say? Other than it is very much his work. Did you know a really
thick book that came out in 2005, a collection of lots of different pieces of his writing
was the biggest seller of that year and the paperback version was timed to come out
around Christmas time so that it could be the biggest seller of the holiday season -- which
it was!
The irony of the booklet you sent was that the Queen hardly reads at all (or so
we, her subjects, are given to understand).
It may be a calumny, and Alan Bennet was specially commissioned by H.M. to
try and re-educate us into believing that she’s a bookworm! I’d have difficulty if I went
out and started asking people in the street whether they thought this was true or not in
getting too many affirmative responses! But Bennett’s good for a read anyway... a short
one.
Diana
Feb. 25, 2008
Diana Coke
London
Dear Ann:
Thank you for your last communication.
The sun is shining and it's actually quite warm today, even if the weather forecast
last evening said that the temperature was about to do a nosedive. It's been up and down
every few days this month, veering to the extremes of unseasonably warm and bitterly
cold, the changes often taking place in the middle of the day so that, having dressed for
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what was promised (or threatened), by the time of leaving work it's gone to the other
extreme and I find myself sitting on the bus - one of a series of three necessary to accomplish my homeward journey - throwing open the slits of windows above my head as
quickly as the woman beside, behind or in front of me slams them shut.
In the old days (i.e. of the Route master double-decker which had no back door)
a constant inrush of 'fresh' air came in off the platform at the rear end of the bus and
kept the interior aerated without recourse to windows. Don't know if you've had occasion to travel on the newer 'Bendy' Buses which swing about alarmingly, specially when
they take corners too fast. Don't suppose Ken Livingston, our current Mayor who introduced them to London's congested roads, has ever ridden on a Bendy Bus. Those of us
who would never have voted for the present mayoral incumbent in the first place hope
he will soon be defeated in upcoming elections for office. Ken has folie de grandeur of
such proportions as to fully qualify him to be called a megalomaniac. There was a television programme done about him lately. It seems he regards himself as not just the
Mayor but the ruling Entity (call it whatever name you like) of the country of London,
the city being so called on account of the size of its population which, Ken says, is greater
than whole countries, small or large, that he and his court have visited. Mainly such
places where tinpot dictators rule with a rod of iron and the populace is severely repressed, where Ken gets himself invited on a State Visit (all expenses paid and a huge
fuss made of the visiting potentate) all on the promise of 'trade agreements' that offer
the host country something its dictator says they need although the vast majority of the
people (invariably very poor indeed) would never get to use
Whatever it is that forms the substance of the trade agreement, even they may
not been told what that was. Ken Livingston, at a very bad time in Anglo-Irish relations,
invited Gerry Adams the IRA's spokesman to London, welcoming him at a banquet held
in his honour where the speech that he (Ken) gave was so offensive I could hardly believe
he was allowed to finish it. So ... out Ken! Unfortunately, the main contestant putting
himself up as an alternative choice in the upcoming mayoral election is a Tory MP who
was up at Oxford at the same time as my children. His name is Boris Johnson and he's
done some pretty stupid things during his political career - but then is there anyone in
British politics who hasn't these days, from whichever party he (or she) comes? Trouble
is his appearance doesn't help ~ if Ken Livingston looks (and behaves) like a weasel, Boris
Johnson looks like a stoat.
I may not have told you that, a couple of weeks after Christmas, Alexia told me
that she and Ole are going to be married. I imagined this would happen immediately
(after all, their daughter Kelda is two years old on the 5th March, and they were together
for some while before she appeared on the scene). But no, it seems that, whereas indeed
they were thinking in terms of marrying in the summer, they then learned that Ole's
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younger brother and his wife are expecting their second child at that time so they decided
to postpone their nuptials till probably - the Spring of next year, so as not to steal the
new arrival's thunder. Both A. and O. are now working in the same department (that's
purely coincidental), but different sections of it, at the University of Surrey. Alexia's engaged on a multi-faceted government funded research project which, she was told at the
time she was interviewed, had several different angles/approaches (if that's the right
word) that she might like to consider before she settled on one and that, at the same time
as she was doing that, she could probably get a PhD out of it, which was something she
had been thinking of doing when she first returned from Afghanistan - but then she got
sidetracked by pregnancy and, ultimately, Kelda. Ole's also doing a research fellowship,
of shorter duration than Alexia's commitment (never know how to spell that word!) but
it should keep him occupied for a year or eighteen months - and will be a good thing to
put on his CV. Who knows? It may even lead to his being offered something else to go
on with. They've finally got planning permission to put up a wooden 'kit' house in Denmark on the site where Ole's original thatched farmhouse was burned down even as they
were on their return journey back to Europe from Afghanistan. It should be completed
by the autumn of the year though it's not going to be possible (I would have thought,
though nobody's asked my opinion) for them to go and live in it whilst, at the same
time, both working here, although I have read that there are commuters who travel
weekly from various European countries of origin to work in London. I have an old
schoolfriend whose son (a Shell geologist) is based in a flat in Kuala Lumpur for three
weeks every month during which time he's traveling around wherever Shell is pursuing
the search for more oil in that part of the world, then he goes home for 10 days at the
end of that time to where his family live (and go to school) in Perth.
I have not seen the Bristol family since spending Christmas there, when Simon
also came down from Edinburgh - then, after he left, he was replaced by one of Hanan's
brothers and his family, five in all. Counting me, there were eleven of us there together,
of whom six were under the age of 6. Oh, and let's not forget the cat. I'm returning after
Easter, Naomi having just been to Edinburgh to see Simon. She took Oz with her and
flew up for a long weekend. I haven't spoken with her since she came back so don't know
if this indicates how she may decide to play things in the future. She has said she thinks
it's most inconsiderate of both her father and me that we cannot accommodate all five
of them on a visit.
As for Toby & Co., Harry (my oldest grandchild) will be l1 on the 12th March
and has just been deeply engaged in his II + exams (if that's what they're still called).
Simon asked him what he felt about that and he said he rather enjoyed it all, although
the educational authority in this country has very recently decided to cut out the Oral
part of language exams taken by school children because it is felt they are too stressful! I
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get awfully tired of the use of that word (STRESS) by people of all ages nowadays - as
though life had not always been stressful in one way or another. Just read a marvelous
book (paperback) called 'Lifting the Latch' about a farm labourer's life (as perceived and
told by himself) in the earlier part of the 20th century before mechanisation changed
agricultural work methods. Now that is what I'd imagine to have been a hard (stressful?)
time to be alive, and especially so in rural England,
Hope things go well with you,
Diana
Mar. 7, 2008
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Loved your long letter -- as usual in very few paragraphs. Naomi has lived in the
U.S. where bringing a gaggle of children to stay with granny is supposed to be a great
treat for granny. That’s the modern way.
The Woods were never that way. My parents went to California and didn’t go up
the coast a bit to see their grandchildren years ago. And as the family got older, reservations were made at a nearby hotel in Florida, when the family gathered there.
When my father died, I stayed with the next door neighbor in Lake Bluff, where
there is no hotel. My brother stayed in the Deerpath Inn in Lake Forest, two miles away.
His widow had the family home to herself.
There’s no mention of your e-mail being back, up and running, so I am enclosing
two stories that appeared recently, one in The Washington Post, and the other in the
Georgetown University paper. The Post reporter was on the business page, which is why
I talked with her. I talked with the charming girl from Georgetown, because I had recently been to the memorial service for Fran Lewine who died with her boots on, still
working for CNN after a long career with the Associated Press. She had been a marvelous
mentor to young reporters -- I thought I’d do the same -- and an avid worker for women’s
rights, helping us with a project, mentioned on my website.
She was also one of about ten women, all except one women reporters and editors from Washington, who went on a press club trip to Africa in 1971. I joined the tour
on the spur of the moment soon after my mother died, and Fran was great company at
a bad time. She loved to gamble, was good at it, and led us to old casinos where the tables
390

had huge fringe covered lamps over them. It was like being in a Somerset Maugham
story.
There was a great turnout for the memorial service with a slide show of her career
and travels, emceed by a colleague from CNN.
Will get this off to the Post Office this morning, and hope to hear from you soon
— by e-mail
Fondly,
Ann
May 12, 2008
Diana Coke
Venice, Italy
Don’t know wether this will be posted from Vincenza where it is being written,
depends on whether I can find a post office to get the requisite stamp. Came to “do” the
Palladian villas of the Veneto and a few gardens that had nothing to do with Palladio.
Diana
June 30, 2008
Diana Coke
London
Dear Ann:
Remember? I work Monday, so missed your call today, but thank you for doing
the Google thing at your end for “Palladian Days”. I thought the book was out of print
in the U.K or the U.S., but maybe they had a reprint done to keep tourists in Italy who
visited the house happy!
Diana
July 7, 2008
Diana Coke
London
Dear Ann:
I am sending you this letter since I’m alone in the office today and the months
of July and August are quiet times for me (I suppose people out there have, generally,
plenty of other things to do in their free time during the summer than following up on
family history enquiries!)
Wimbledon ended yesterday. I watched more sporadically than used to be the
case, partly because I don’t seem to enjoy tennis as a spectator sport as much as I used to
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in my younger years and partly because I was otherwise engaged over that fortnight,
except at the weekends. Therefore, on Saturday, I made a point of catching the ladies’
finals between the Williams sisters, which I thought — myself — was rigged so that
Serena who has won (is it?) five previous Wimbledon finals was able to ‘give’ the match
to her sister, Venus. They neither of them appeared to exert themselves particularly,
standing in one place on the base line and swatting the ball as it came anywhere near
them Wham! Bang! Thank you Ma’am! One of Venus’s serves registered 129 miles per
hour. I mean, that seems slightly ridiculous to me. On Sunday, which was a dreadfully
wet day, though the skies kept clearing between torrential showers so there were intervals of play when they rolled the covers off Centre Court and the two men finalists
(Federer and Nadal) got in a few games before they had to stop again and retire. Thus,
the final set was being played between 8 and 9 p.m. and I had just got back from having
been out to lunch with Toby and family who leave London in 10 days time to go and
live in Somerset I found myself unaccountably depressed at the thought of their leaving
London, not because I see very much of them though they live(d) barely 20 minutes’
drive away over Hammersmith Bridge, but because it was kind of comforting to know
they were in easy reach, were I in need.
Anyway, I looked to the tennis to cheer me up. Have you watched the Spaniard
play? He has a curiously simian cast of feature and the oddest habit, when serving of
pulling with his right hand (a left-handed player) at the seat of his trousers as though his
underpants were caught up in the crack before he throws the ball up to serve. One wants
to know why he doesn’t simply wear a different style of drawers? The other Nadal oddity
is that he refreshes himself between games from two soft drinks bottles that he places on
the ground in front of his seat by the Umpire’s chair. These two bottles have to be a
certain distance apart, and in a certain order, and he makes a point of settling them to
his entire satisfaction before he got back on court to continue the game. He’s 21 but has
the build of a mature and muscled man (compared with our own English champion,
Andy Murray who is a weed and spent all of last winter exercising, lifting weights, consuming supplements of the muscle-building kind—and all gaining him something in
the region of 11 lbs avoirdupois, which didn’t do him very much good though the tennis
commentators kept talking about how much he had improved his game this year.) Anyway Nadal beat Federer though it took him five sets to do so, with all those interruptions.
Spain’s had a good year what with winning both tennis and football. I don’t watch football at all, but they also beat Germany in the European Cup.
Despite everyone going on about this summer’s rain, rain and more rain, I’m
always glad to see it since it saves me from having to water the garden. If you could see
the size of it, you’d be amused that I call it that. It’s in two parts, the one in front of the
house being about twice the length of the one at the back. However, it’s as much as - no
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it’s more than -- I can manage, and I now get a man to do the stuff I can’t get down or
get up to.
In fact, let’s face it, I become increasingly incapacitated. I started the day today
with a hospital visit to find out the results of a barium swallow I’d done last week. The
purpose of the investigation was to see what was awry in my throat (my GP helpfully
hinted at cancer). However, what I learned this morning was that the barium swallow
had provided three good reasons why I have difficulties in swallowing, often choking
when I eat. Firstly, the ‘spurs’ on the cervical stretch of my spinal column is pressing
on/digging into my gullet. Secondly, halfway down my gullet and in addition to the
normal contractions that make the food go down the throat, an additional and rather
quicker-working set of muscles on one side contribute further contractions that confuse
the issue so that -- because they don’t act in harmony or rhythm with each other -- instead
of swallowing, I choke. Thirdly, I have had for years a hiatus hernia which controls the
reflex of the stomach contents (not to mention the very acidic digestive juices), above
the valve has gone ‘floppy’ and doesn’t do the job that well any more, thus also upsetting
the proper procedure. I must say, I do find this aging process a dead bore.
So let’s move on to what happens in the world at large. Our Prime Minister has
been dashing about (not something he used to do in his previous incarnation as Chancellor of the Exchequer) exhorting other countries to do this, that and t’other, which -- I
think not unreasonably -- they take objection to when they know he is not likely to survive the next general election due in November of next year. Whether all this high profile
stuff is supposed to represent him as having some sort of international influence, I don’t
know, but I find it hard to imagine it will make the slightest difference to his image here
at home.
Today the G8 conference of world leaders meets in Tokyo where Japan wanted
the main topic of discussion to be ‘saving our planet’ whereas the rest (Brown included)
wanted to talk about food shortages worldwide, and the majority vote won. I saw a TV
programme which seemed to suggest that the main reason Japan was promoting the
‘saving our planet’ theme is because they mean to make huge economic capital from
devising various planet-saving technological advances which they can sell to the rest of
the world. To illustrate how gadget-minded the Japanese are, the commentator went into
a public lavatory and held out a remote control toward one of the loos, then pressed one
button after another on a control panel (that looked quite as large as your average computer keyboard) to illustrate what you might achieve with it: Button no. 1 lifted the lid,
Button 2. heated the seat, Button 3 released a built-in air freshener, Button 4 flushed the
loo, Button 5 lowered the seat. it makes one wonder how we’ve all managed without it.
I send you a cutting to illustrate why my best intentions to get my own computer
fixed spam-wise -- this year have not yet materialized. Maybe they never will.
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You very likely feel that to have to make telephonic connections with me, given
how you often need to ring more than once in order to catch me, is not only time but
also money-consuming that you might save yourself if you could simply e-mail me your
news and views. Please don’t stop calling in disgust!
Diana
Nov. 10, 2008
Diana Coke
Libya
Though we’ve been here 3 nights I’ve chosen to spend the time at the superlative
Greco-Roman sites that proliferate here, also in neighboring Tunisia where we’ll be in a
couple of days time. I’m sorry not to have seen the Libyan countryside, but I’ve waited
years to get to see the Leptis Magna and Sabratha, and now I have.
Diana

Nov. 25, 2008
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana
You cover a lot of ground with your hip!! The trip sounds great and I hope you
did get to see everything you hoped for.
The handsome little wooden tray/dish arrived. I did cheat and open it before
Christmas, well before, actually. One of the advantages of being a grown-up is doing that
without any guilt at all.
I mailed a small package to you yesterday, not insured, or with mail tracking, so
I hope you get it some time, even after Christmas. Faith in the U.S. mail system is poor.
My Christmas card is with the package. Looking at it will not spoil the surprise
of the package. The card has my picture on it, taken so long ago that you may not recognize me.
I am “carding” people this year who will recognize my family. I am waiting to
see the reaction. The pose is Victorian and tells a lot about the small world I grew up
in........or tells nothing, and could be a joke.
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Let me know if you ever re-establish your e-mail. I am using a new iMac desktop
at the office, replacing a 5-year old Mac. it is fabulous. I designed the Christmas card on
it and ordered them from Apple. The result from an old (1945, I think) Christmas card
was great. It was sent out by my parents, so it may be a shock in 2008 to some pictured.
The youngest, who no longer wears cute little suits, is now a grandfather.
Fondly,
Ann
Jan. 4, 2009
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Don’t know where you got to when I rang this afternoon. I waited and waited
for you to come back on the line, and then I got one of those “caller waiting” messages
on my phone and thought it might be Alexia. She’s at her mother-in-law’s in Denmark
right now, returning tomorrow. They left their car here where I live, because (the little
cheapo airline that used to run a regular service to Copenhagen having gone bust in the
autumn) they decided to make this trip by train, starting at St. Pancreas.
We’d gone down to Bristol in their car and they were only staying 2 nights and,
as I say, starting from London. They decided to leave the car near me, when they set off
on their trip. Therefore when she rang from Denmark, while I was still with her sister,
she said she’d ring Sunday evening to give me some idea of the time of their arrival here
tomorrow. I thought it was her trying to reach me, so I ran off whilst waiting for you to
come back on the line.
Wanted to thank you for your Christmas book, which -- please correct me if I’ve
got it wrong -- was, (I think, the Decca Correspondence.) I’ve not read it and think it
may well not have been published here yet. I really look forward to reading it in due
course and will let you know what I think. Meanwhile, Happy New Year!
Diana
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Jan. 23, 2009
Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
This is detailed missive, because I can’t refer you to Google. Or e-mail you. Looking thru old files I found an Evening Standard article Jeremy Campbell wrote in 1976.
Then I found what I had written about visiting with the Ben Hallidays and Googled to
learn more about Countisbury Hill and the Hallidays.
Found lots of information. The summary of 4 CDs makes me think listening to
them would be fascinating. He’s vey candid. I can’t find a date, so he may be dead.
The Google information mentions that Glenthorne was bought by Christopher
Ondaatje, who spent a lot of money on it.
The area has probably changed more since my visit in 1976 than it did between
the time of my father’s visit in 1924 and mine.
The summary of the Ben Halliday oral history CDs is enclosed with Jeremy’s and
my versions of the events of ‘76.
All this because I know you are a house and history buff.
Have you ever been there?
Fondly,
Ann
Feb 19, 2009
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
I do wish you would go back on e-mail! It makes writing -- keeping letters and
files so easy.
Looking for something in the drawers and drawers of paper records I found all
about my trip to Exmoor in 1976, even the cloth patch the team wore. Jeremy wrote the
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enclosed heated account of my “holiday”. I don’t use ‘blue” language, but I’m sure someone did.
Keep in touch,
Ann
Apr. 6, 2009
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Herewith, as promised when we last spoke are some cuttings from last Saturday’s
Times about the G8 meeting in London last week, particularly in relation to the Obama’s
him-and-her.
Today’s news has two major items: the Italian earthquake and Barack in Turkey.
I expect you get much the same slant on what’s happening as we here get since it is
generally perceived that it’s the UK and the US against the rest; notably, of course, France
and Germany. What influence the former might have had on the latter or vice versa,
come to that, is debatable.
While they were all together in the same place maybe some; but once each lot
gets back home where, in many countries general elections seem to be imminent, you
have to ask yourself whether decisions taken now will still hold after such elections and,
possibly, changes of party in power. Anyway, what could we do about any of it?
With love,
Diana
May 20, 2009
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
There are a lot of places in Washington where I haven’t been. I can bike comfortably, but I am so lame walking that these red buses tempt me. They run about every 20
minutes or so.
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A ticket is good for two days. One can get on and off at any site. One way to get
an idea of what to go back to would be to take the two hour ride the first day and go
back to places one decides to see more of.
The weather is so glorious I may do it on my own, not waiting for a friend with
grandchildren or a senior traveler such as myself. Touring sitting down is my idea of
heaven!!
Hope you come back sometime!!!
Fondly,
Ann
Sept. 10, 2009
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C
To: Diana Coke
London
Diana, dear:
Enclosed is a copy of a picture I gave to my pups’ veterinary this morning. His
office has framed autographed photos of famous owners and their pets. We are more
modest. I asked Sassy and Pepper sign theirs, but they declined. Also, their pawwriting
is very sloppy.
Thanks for the postcard of Washington’s old home. I still have the old set of
postcards from there that you sent me years ago. The curator at Mount Vernon wanted
to see them, but I never went down. G.W. wouldn’t recognize the modern additions -audio visual, etc, and an auditorium hidden somewhere among the old cow sheds.
I am fine, particularly, after taking off for a long August break. I was talking with
clients who were off to Mongolia, or just back from some other exotic spot. I think Alexia
has “been there, done that” to Mongolia, so it has lost its cachet; but you know Americans, always behind the times.
Anyway, after years of no vacations, it was great not to be on duty all week......for
several weeks.
Currently, we are in the midst of the health care reform. I am in love with Medicare, since what it doesn’t cover for me is so minor, the bills are down to old fashioned
amounts.
My brother went hiking in Patagonia last year and decided that to keep up such
activity he needed new knees. He got one replaced last month and is going back Monday
to the same surgeon for the other.
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He is tracking expenses because, as I do, he has Medicare, but with a supplement
that covers the 20% not covered by Medicare and his information will be most helpful
when I finally decide to get a new left knee. In 1970 my mother heard about knee replacements being done, or developed in England. She badly needed one, but didn’t last
til they got here.
Everyone seems to be doing it, and I suspect it’s because Medicare covers so much
of it. Rob actually was influenced by the possibility that changes in the law would reduce
payments to doctors, and hence the number of surgeons who accept Medicare patients.
His first choice of surgeons didn’t, but suggested one who does, and Rob is pleased with
the result. He’s doing all the physical therapy and exercises, but has walked three miles
at a time!!!
You resist modern fads, and I did too, getting a fax machine only when a small,
easy to use one came on the market. And I will not join Facebook, or God forbid, Twitter,
but I do think e-mail is a great convenience is some ways. Personal correspondence is
easy to send and to save. No problems with handwriting or old papers in file drawers.
I hope you’ll try it again.....
Fondly,
Ann
Dec. 6, 2009
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
Dover Road
London, England
Dear Diana:
I saw Dr. Philip Bobrow on Wednesday, liked what I saw and heard, then saw
the scheduler. I chose Feb. 15 for surgery. In the last two weeks of January I will see my
internist and my cardiologist with papers for their clearance to pass on to the doctor.
He uses the Stryker device for minimal invasive surgery, with a 4" or so incision,
less cutting and quicker recovery. On Nov. 14 brother Rob showed me his scars which
were 12" from above to below his knees. He had one knee done in July and the other 8
weeks later in Los Angeles by another method. He is walking a mile or so, driving and
recovering well, apparently. He still had pain pills in his pocket. We both had trouble
on the stairs at Bistro Le Pec. (He was coming back from surgery and I was going toward
it.)
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The great news -- and I must say I tell everyone about my plans and, hence, hear
about a lot of knee surgery -- my computer consultant has a sister-in-law who went to Dr.
Bobrow and to Sibley Hospital and had exactly the surgeries that I plan, one after the
other.
I am due at Sibley at 5:30, a time that may be delayed if a hip replacement is
needed to be scheduled before me. I am assured that Dr. Bobrow can be depended on to
keep appointments (unless there's a real emergency such as when his daughter went into
labor early).
After the operation there's a three-day hospital stay and then four days in the
Sibley rehabilitation next door. Then if all agree I would go back to Sibley for the second
operation. Hospital stay and rehabilitation repeated. Physical therapy starts at the hospital, and therapists are sent to one's home several times a week for a while afterwards.
Then back to Sibley for rehabilitation appointments in addition to exercises done at
home.
Physical therapy is of extreme importance for recovery. There's little point in the
surgery without it. I've had experience with lesser knee surgery in 1950 and 1951 when
my knees were operated on for osteochondritis dissecans. Then there was no physical
therapy. At Wellesley I went to the hospital over Thanksgiving weekend and then back
to class. All those hills were my p.t.
I don't have to do both knees if I decide to delay the second one. I like the system
where decisions about what to do next can be made as the time nears. People may go
home and have someone come in to cook/clean, or to the Washington Home, if they
fear being alone. (If I can move, I'm not fearful, and I am used to being alone) I have
added the most luxurious twin airbed with lovely bedding for the living room as an extra
bedroom, replacing the old futon.
The office I can take care of by phone. At home -- lots of choices. I am exploring
options for the pups. I could leave them here (they are jumping in and out of their new
dog door to the patio night and day), And there is a variety of dog walking/sitting services
to feed and water them. I would like to find the flat as I leave it. There are kennels in the
country (illegal in the District) But a facility on Wisconsin Avenue near Rodman's seems
to the canine equivalent of a five star hotel.
I picked Feb. 15, because I need to be in the office in January and up until Valentine's Day, the the 15th is a Monday, which I'm told is a good day to go into a hospital.
The service for my father's widow is next Saturday. I still bike to and from the
office, but the thought of walking thru airports or sitting in a plane makes me realize
how handicapped I am. I don't know if either of my brothers is going from Princeton or
Santa Monica. My sister is right there. She helped with the enclosed obituary in The
Tribune. It notes her progress from Bavaria to Lake Forest.
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How I wish you had e-mail!!!
Fondly,
Ann
Feb. 5, 2010
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
I have just finished reading a book of collected letters written by Henry James to
Isabella Stewart Gardner. I remember very vividly a visit made to the museum named
after her in Boston the year I traveled from Washington to Boston to New York with a
group of people I’ve gone on trips with since the mid-1980s, when I returned to live and
work in London
I got this book of correspondence because I really do enjoy reading and writing
letters, but primarily because I hoped to learn more about this woman -- wealthy in her
own right -- who married an equally wealthy Bostonian called Gardner in 1860. They did
what all the nouveaux riches of that age did with the huge sums of money that the socalled “robber barons” had made from mining, railways and other such money-making
activities: they bought “goodies”, they built huge houses which had then to be furnished.
They travelled extensively in the “olde world” and bought a lot of those goodies back
(e.g. old master paintings) from Europe to the new. When they died many of their homes
became museums which they had, of course, become because of the accumulation of
goodies they had built up. I went round several of the Newport mansions that particulate
trip I made to the States, and I’d love to pay a return visit to look at them again, though
I understood that it was not at all certain they’d be open to the public ever after because
of the cost of their upkeep.
Anyway, the thing that was rather disappointing about this book I just finished
reading is that, although it has most of the letters now in the archive of the museum,
there’s not one written by her to him. I guess I’d have to go to the Henry James archive
to find those! However, from the tone of his to her I’d guess they’re just gossip, news
about the people in a very narrow (but well-heeled and hugely well-travelled) set who
socialized a lot, exchanging chat about who they’d seen recently or what they’d heard,
and it was a group of people who wrote letters daily and really did keep in touch, even
when they were living on different continents.
401

Because of the nature of the letters, they are heavily annotated (sometimes the
notes section relating to a single letter will be longer than the letter itself!)
This brings me to the reason for my writing. Henry James was one of a family of
five brothers and one sister. Her name was Alice James. She was a voluntary invalid who
nevertheless is said to have followed the events of the world with great interest and intelligence. She went to Europe several times, and even lived there when Henry James
himself left the States to take up permanent residence in England because he was so
angered by the fact that America refused to come into World War I.
Anyway, one of the letters Henry wrote Isabella tells her about the reception he
attended in Washington (letter dated 23.1.1882) that was given to welcome Oscar Wilde
on his forthcoming tour of the States. This reception was held by the Lorings of Boston
(Simon’s mothers maiden name). The note about this name says the Lorings referred to
were the family of Judge Edward G. Loring who were dear friends of the Jameses. In fact,
Katherine Loring was an even closer friend of Alice James. Alice James never married.
Katherine Loring did marry, but he died and K went to live with A.
They even went to live in the UK when Henry James was resident there and at
another point in the book of correspondence between Henry and Isabella, it is annotated
that Alice had taken a long lease (maybe she even bought it, but renting was more common then) on a house in Leamington Spa (note the significance for an invalid of the fact
this was a spa town, like Bath or Cheltenham or Tunbridge Wells). This was in 1889 but
it seems that Katherine Loring then packed up and went back home. By this time a resident nurse had been added to the menage. the note says that the relationship between A
and K was very intense with bouts of jealousy on Alice’s part when Katherine dedicated
herself to her own invalid sister, Louisa. It seems to me likely that Katherine packed it in
when Alice became too tiresome to go on living with! Alice also went back home but
any way she died of breast cancer in 1892.
I’ve been trying to figure out how, if Simon’s Loring grandfather died on the
Titanic in, I think the first decade of the 20th century, he may have been descended from
Judge Edward G. Loring, always supposing he was in the direct line of descent and not
in a totally different branch of the family. He can’t be more than a couple of generations
later. What do you think?
Diana
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Mar. 29, 2011
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
You have coped with a lot of medical issues. Mine were all in one year. I took a
lap top to Sibley Hospital, so have all the correspondence as a diary of that time. Postal
mail was, as you noticed, a bit thin.
The schedule was three days in the hospital for one knee surgery, next door for
four days of physical therapy, then back to the hospital for another knee surgery, and
back next door for another week of physical therapy. A nurse was sent to my flat for
several weeks to check my blood, etc. The thinner given to prevent clots is rat poison. A
home attendant came for several weeks to help me with sitz baths, and little chores. A
physical therapist came for three visits. I reported that he was leaning on one knee to
exercise other, and had to be reminded that he was leaning on a new incision. He had
little experience working with a two-knee patient.
He was discharged and I began going to Friendship Heights for physical therapy.
I made 33 trips by cab, subway as I became more surefooted, and finally by foot, walking
to the Dupont Circle metro stop and then from the Friendships Heights metro stop to
the medical building where my surgeon has a physical therapy business on the top floor
of the building. Maybe 10 or 15 people doing their exercises at a time. I had a very nice
therapist, and the views of the city were great, so it was a great improvement over the
isolation at home.
Going out there three times a week wore me out. I cut it back to Mondays and
Fridays in May, so I could go back to the office part time. Recovery was uphill for the
rest of the year. I tried swimming laps at the Y, which has a magnificent pool downtown,
but the chemicals in the water were too powerful for my skin. (There were classes for
little children, who, I suspect didn’t always make it to the bathrooms, so my next pool is
a new public pool where mostly adults swim)
I got away for a week at the end of September to go with my sister-in-law, Wellesley ‘57, to look at scenery along the Hudson. It was a mini ‘54 Wellesley reunion., the
class I belonged to briefly. Kate was president of her freshman class, when mine were
seniors, so she knew more of the group than I did, which was none. And on to Boston
to discuss finances with two advisors, who have been a great help. If there was ever a bad
time to inherit a lump sum it was in the middle of last year.
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However, it’s a new era, and I have kept your letter on my desk, because I want
to suggest that if you have other ideas for Christmas travel -- to avoid children, perhaps - I’d be interested.
I have not been on a plane since whenever it was I came to see you last. My knees
gradually made sitting still for any length of time impossible. I could bike long after I
began limiting walking to a block or so at a time. In the autumn of 2009 I was asked to
speak at the funeral of a dear, dear friend. I barely got thru delivering a tribute to her. At
the reception afterward it seemed rude to sit down when so many people wanted to talk
about her, so I stood for a couple of hours and decided the old knees had to be replaced.
The one piece of wisdom I pass on to people considering two-knee surgery is that
two men I know who had both knees done on the same day recovered much faster than
I did. One went to the Hospital for Special Surgery in New York, which is famous and
popular with patients from abroad, and my friend Bess Abell who went there for one
knee several years ago.
The other man wanted my surgeon -- who believes in doing one knee at a time,
by the way -- but their schedules didn’t mesh, so he went to another surgeon at
Georgetown Hospital and had them both done the same day. I went to visit him four
days after the surgery and was amazed at how well he was doing, even then.
I have a special international long distance calling card with lots of minutes on
it, which will probably last the rest of our lives, since you usually hang up on me after a
few seconds.
So ....any ideas for Christmas?...
Fondly,
Ann
July 4, 2011
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
I would love to see you and London, so the postcard with your lovely invitation
is mighty tempting. I wish I could do it, but August is out. The details, which wouldn’t
be possible on the phone, if I caught you at an inconvenient time, and you hung up on
me, are these:
Volunteering interests me, and a client told me about her work for the Make A
Wish Foundation being the contact for critically ill children. There are a lot of groups
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doing volunteer work. Those that draw dilettantes don’t interest me. My client explained
that she goes to the child, finds out what his/her wish is and provides continuing contact
between the child, family and Make A Wish local office, as the wish is set up. The Make
A Wish office does the actual detail work of organizing the wish. The wish can be anything, a computer, a Batman bedroom, or a trip to Disneyland (there are a lot of those),
etc. I like the idea of getting out to talk to people, and figured my years of interviewing
all kinds of people would be an asset. (The volunteer does not go to Disneyland.)
When I worked on the Hill in 1955 for Rep. Marguerite Stitt Church (R. Ill.),
she sent me to visit a young boy at the National Institutes of Health. who was obviously
dying of cancer. There was nothing to be done for him or his family.
Recently, my client said she liked doing what she could to ease the situation for
such children. I've been interviewed, passed the background check and will attend the
next orientation class in early August. At first I will accompany another interviewer on
a case or two. Then I'll be on my own. I'll be expected to take on several cases a year.
I am also gradually fixing up my flat and the contractor will be available in August after his daughter’s wedding in Greece. The painting could easily be postponed, but
the Make A Wish orientation class happens just a few times a year. I can’t miss the one
in August.
I am assuming you got The Gap Year, and I am am sorry that I didn’t ask you to
read it with a red pencil. I proofread it. My website person proofread it, and my computer
consultant went over it with an automated proofreading application. Horrors! All that -- and on the very first page there’s a word or so left out. And probably more errors later.
It could be too much trouble for you proofread and return it -- particularly without e-mail. Maybe my California ex-newspaper editor brother will do it.
Any ideas for Christmas travel?
Love, Ann
Aug. 3, 2011
Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
YOU HAVE MAIL from Hillwood.
George, the contractor is back from his daughter’s wedding in Greece and we
have agreed that the end of September would be better weather-wise to paint my flat. He
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does a great job, seeing things that need doing. After walking around he estimated that
it might take more than a week, which means a longer hotel stay--and kenneling for the
pups. I had been thinking four, but it may be eight days or so.
As a result I am considering which of the many hotels in the neighborhood to
move to. I might even try two. The Hilton has a pool, but it may close at the end of
September. The Windsor Park is close by. But the American Guest House is closer, picturesque, and I hear serves fabulous breakfasts, included in the price.
I’ll check it out in person soon. The weather here in December is usually still fall
like, so if you’d like to come for Christmas we could do things locally, or explore..I could
rent a car.
Let me know what you think,
Fondly,
Ann
Sept. 27, 2011
Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Your “spells” must be worrying. Are the doctors more help?
I am glad that you are thinking about a couple of weeks around Christmas. My
flat is a wreck, but the colors are going to be lovely. Worth spending a week or so putting
everything back. Fortunately, I remembered to say, “Don’t take out the picture hooks.”
One night, so far at the American Guest House and I like it. Lucky, because I had
to book another night, allowing the work on the flat all week. During the winter, the
price is cut in about half. That’s the good news. Unfortunately, they are closing from
Dec. 22 to Jan. 2, 2012!! My neighborhood is full of hotels, and I can explore some of the
less well known ones to see if they have winter bargains, too.
I enclose a picture of the air bed that I set up in my living room when I was told
I needed a care giver after my two knee surgeries. The advice came from people who have
never lived alone. In a one floor flat, she was in the way, and just sat letting me hobble
around waiting on her!!! And after eating all the cashews someone had given me, she
reminded me that I needed more...... I sent her away after two days.
You are welcome to the airbed -- in the fabulously repainted flat -- but two poodles may be more animal life than you like.
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Anyway, I hope something works out. At the rate the tropical weather is going
now, it will still be summer in December here.
Fondly,
Ann
October 27, 2011
Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
There is so much information on the internet, I am amazed that you don’t/won’t
tap into it. I enclose some old stuff I found on Ashley Butterworth. They got married,
apparently and are doing good works.
The Heritage Architecture 2011? Did it come from you. I find Norman Reuter, tax
attorney and/or professor at the Sorbonne.
We are having a lot of rain, but flowers are still blooming. When you hear reports of our bad winter weather. It comes in February. On a map Washington is down
closer to Spain than London.
You are nestled there, and I am here. Maybe we could go somewhere on a tour?
We have roomed together before!!!
Anyway, I hope all is well with you and yours. I am still finding things I put away
before the painters came. My flat looks great now.
Fondly,
Ann
Jan. 18, 2012
Diana Coke
Ann Wood
Dear Ann:
Herewith another book published by the same people (Slightly Foxed) who did
the one already sent @ Christmas about the setting up of a Catholic School called the
Oratory, Brompton, in Knightsbridge in the post-war period. This is also a tale of childhood spent in Southwest London, but earlier on, taking in World War I, as well as II. I
thought you might find it interesting since you said you enjoyed the other. Also an Alan
Bennet, since I know you like him, too.
Diana
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Apr. 30, 2012
Diana Coke
47 Dragon Road Winterbourne, Bristol, England
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann—
I got the book you were sending me a copy of, for which very many thanks. I
have started it, but left it at home since it’s a hardback and I’m started on a fortnight’s
worth of moving about, by public transport mainly (which means I’m carrying my own
luggage as opposed to just throwing it haphazardly into the boot (sorry! trunk of the car)
though how something at the back of said car can be called a trunk I don’t understand.
Anyway, as I say, I did start it and I cannot imagine how the author has managed to write
a whole book on raw subject of living alone and, which is more, being apparently surprised that it is increasingly becoming the option of choice.
For example, once upon a time living alone meant living by yourself. Now with
so many gadgets that can bring the outside world to you there is no reason to feel alone
even though you live alone. (I should add that I am a purist when it comes to solitary life
style since I don’t listen to the radio not even for background noise.) I have an ex-directory phone number so miss all the cold calling that the majority of telephone subscribers
are subjected to, and — now that my answering machine is on the blink — I’ve been
without its services for so many weeks I’ve decided I don’t miss the calls I’m missing,
though, perhaps, I’m being increasingly irritating to friends who cannot now even ask
that I ring them back when they try to reach me.
In this increasingly silent world in which I choose to live, I think it has to do
with increasing deafness in my left ear which, though I’ve been given a hearing aid “to
trial”, I find it a) uncomfortable to wear in the ear, and b) seems to make the strange
noises I hear in the problem ear both are more troublesome than they already were. I’m
better off without the aid.
Another thing that bothers me is the way that everyone else (not me, of course)
gabbles these days with the resulting confusion of words run together and no stopping
for breath on the part of the speaker, so the listener who is “running behind”, so to speak,
is never offered the opportunity to catch up.
Staying with Naomi’s for a few days, I find that she has started to gabble herself
which must be to get things said to her children before they have moved on — or moved
away. Hanan (N’s husband) has taken his offspring to Israel for that Jewish religious
festival that equates in the calendar with our Easter (as Hanakah (sp?) equates with
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Christmas. Amazingly it is the first time that he has found himself traveling with his
children without Naomi. Always, previously, she’s found herself going round the world
with 3 very young children. I know what it’s like. I did it for years, the first time with 3,
aged 1, 2 and 3 years of age. Simon always got to travel alone by the simple expedient of
pleading work so that he came afterwards, by himself. That’s roughly what Hanan has
been getting away with also, until —- suddenly, for reasons I will not enquire into —
Naomi is the one that is pleading work for a week, since her term does not end until
next Thursday, and Hanan, etc., left his Thursday.
So I came to stay this Thursday, and it’s wonderful how agreeable it is being here
in the unwonted peace and quiet of a childless house. In fact, as at home, I find myself
also “alone at home” since Naomi’s taken herself off to the garden shed that they’ve just
enlarged and modernized so that she (or, I suppose, Hanan?) can use it for a “home office”. No interruptions — it’s way down at the bottom of the garden
CHELSEA LUXURY B&B in Sloane Square,
Cordon Bleu cooking.
Tel 0817 908159
Saw this ad in the altogether new “The Lady” magazine, possibly the longest
lasting leftover of the “women’s journal” type of literature till a new editor was brought
in who sacked anything that moved and introduced new material and a journalistic style
that — I would have thought—lost it everyone of its existing readership.
Diana
NOTE: Just called my old friend Diana Coke in London to thank her for marvelous book, "The
Fishing Fleet: Husband Hunting in the Raj". She must have caller i.d.. She said, "Can't talk
now, Ann, okay," I started to say. "I wanted to th..", but she had hung up. Always has been
rather abrupt. Saved me a longer expression of gratitude, and can go back to reading the book!
Nov. 24, 2012
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Your rather pissed-off sounding Christmas card greetings arrived yesterday -- and
I don’t blame you. I know it would from your point of view, have been preferable if I
had not picked up the phone when you rang, but I always feel I must answer if it rings
in case it’s an S.O.S. from one of the children.
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As a matter of fact, you hit the nail on the head when your Xmas message said
you hoped I was not ill. I had been ill enough to be carried off to the hospital in an
ambulance with all the bells ringing and the paramedics who came with the transport
busy, busy taking my blood pressure and my temperature and asking questions that,
frankly, I was in no fit state to answer.
Fortunately, Alexia had come up from Woking that morning and it was her decision to call the doctor’s surgery and get someone to make a house call, and it was the
G.P. who came that decided I should go to hospital.
I’ve not been well for months and months and, of course, as the months expand
into years, you think that the reason for your “malaises” is simple: you’re growing older.
I don’t know whether you have the Michelin man in advertisements for the French tyres
of that brand name. I would have been taken for his bride.
I was put on various “things” to make me expel the accumulated fluids and could
not leave hospital till all the swelling had gone down. I have to be super aware of the fact
that this sequence of events could happen all over again if I don’t keep an alert eye on,
firstly, the color and appearance of my toes which assume the redness and fatness of
sausages.
I’m told the heart is struggling and my first care must be to make sure that it is
not put to any unnecessary stress or effort. Living alone, this is a somewhat unrealistic
recipe for the rest of one’s born days. I do tire readily, and when I’m tired, it’s usually so
tired I simply have to stop what I’m doing to take a break. However, there’s also the
inconvenience that neither energy or stamina come back as quickly as once they used to
after taking a rest. Life has definitely slowed down, and I really don’t see that it will ever
“get better’ again because the heart is -- like the consultant doing his ward rounds said -simply failing. It will limit my future activities quite substantially, I am afraid, and probably means no more foreign travel which, nowadays, is invariably stressful in one respect
or another, and I don’t suppose I will now easily get travel insurance.
Goodness knows, it was difficult enough before, and dreadfully expensive to buy
if anyone was prepared to insure you at all. Naturally, I’m down at this latest development on the health front and take my new “heart pills” in the hope that they will keep
me going for a while yet.
I’m sorry I put the phone down on you. People were kind enough to ring but
each and everyone who did wanted a re-run of what I said to the first solicitous enquirer,
and I was getting very tired by the need to repeat the same old thing over and over again.
Unfortunately, I hate the telephone even when fit.
Have a good Christmas,
Diana
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Dec. 2, 2012
Ann Wood
Washington
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Your National Health Service has certainly done poorly by you. How did this
happen? A lot of dreadful politicians here get marvelous surgeries that keep them doing
ghastly things to our economy. We may be heading for a financial cliff, but I’m going
over it in fairly good shape.
My new knees, now almost three years old are doing well. My walk was strange,
so I took up swimming. There are twinges that tell me a new hip may be required, but
Medicare pays for 80% and the other 20% is covered by supplemental insurance that I
pay for, but lets me go to any doctor who accepts Medicare because some doctors have
stopped taking medicare patients. But in this city there are a lot of highly qualified doctors who do.
I am putting together a Christmas e-mail, which I will, of course not send you,
but mail a copy to you and one to a former Wellesley classmate who lives in Hawaii with
a computer as a decorative object.
I hope Alexia, Naomi, Toby and their families are all well and you will take care
of yourself for the holidays
Fondly,
Ann
Dec. 30, 2012
Diana Coke
London
To: Ann Wood
Washington, D. C.
Dear Ann:
Spending the holiday split between Alexia and Naomi. Currently at the latter’s.
Went yesterday to one of the many Bristol museums where there was an art exhibit devoted to Banksy, the only name given to a Bristol-born graffiti artist whose fame has now
spread country-wide. This is one of his. Thank you for seasonal greetings.
Diana
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Feb. 11, 2013
Ann Wood
Washington, D.C.
To: Diana Coke
London
Dear Diana:
Your letters are so interesting that I type them into my computer for later reference.
Later. As a result I’m late in answering. I have your more recent postcard from Bristol which
seems to indicate you are getting around -- and received the Xmas scarf. One sent to Berlin
arrived, last month, repackaged by someone, but apparently undamaged. I am a great fan of
Antiques Roadshow u.k. Past shows are run constantly here, so I see interesting places shown
by Fiona Bruce, my favorite presenter with morning coffee. I may see shows from last year
or ten years ago, so I can compare the various presenters. Today I saw Bristol with its Wills
cigarette and charity history.
Last June I took my Sunday Peanuts art to the local version called “Chesapeake Collectibles” along with a sampler and a chair. The Peanuts was valued at $400,000, stunning
me. When the segment was finally aired in January the appraiser said it was worth only
“$75,000 and up”. (video.mpt.tv --Chesapeake Collectibles - Episode 302, 1/17/13) My comment about being stunned remained. I would not have been stunned by $75,000 and plan
to call about the change. I took the art to Owings Mill, Md, Maryland Public Television
studios because Charlie Brown is so popular, Peanuts is on lots of things, but $400,000
seemed to be pie in the sky. Apparently, it was.
Last week I spent some time trying to locate a cottage for the summer in Rockport,
Mass, where I have visited friends. I found a likely studio where I could take the dogs, but a
friend from Brookline, Mass. -- who has a studio back of his summer house up there -- looked
at it on Friday. He got home before the storm closed down New England. The pictures
looked charming, but he said it was so small that furniture would have to be moved each
time the sofa bed was opened, and then moved back each day. I explained the situation to
the owner. People plan early, so options are limited. Something may occur.
Going away for the summer to somewhere I could take the dogs seemed a pleasant
idea. I had explored the possibility of renting a flat in London, but plane travel is so unappealing and kenneling the dogs for two months is unkind. Also, I am 80 years old and the
planning may be the fun. Doing it could be exhausting.
Your “failing heart” overwhelms me. I won’t go into the British health care system,
which angered you the last time I wrote about it. But I do recall you getting so annoyed at
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one point that you got up off the operating table and left the hospital. I always admired that.
I am lucky, having by accident come under the care of a good cardiologist who discovered
and treats my high blood pressure. Last fall a colonoscopy/endoscopy -- needed after a seven
year lapse -- so exhausted me I asked the doctor whether I would need to do it again before I
die!!! New high tech hospital and doctor I will not visit again.
The reaction to my brief appearance on CBS Sunday Morning News last February was
a deluge of phone calls and applications, leading to what I call my “sabbatical”. Tenured
professors get sabbaticals. Why shouldn’t I after 26 years? I’m really enjoying my flat, which
has gradually been redecorated and adapted to home/office/dog use. Not biking to
Georgetown five days a week means I have time to swim instead at a marvelous aquatic center. I must say that seeing aged self on “Chesapeake Collectibles”, filmed in June -- I was extremely glad that my regular swimming regime started in August.
It’s cold out today, but snowless. In February, 2010, I had to get to Sibley Hospital
across town for my new knees. The annual February snow made the streets almost impassible. This year the storm was larger and stayed up North. Personal mail:
1903 Kalorama Road, N.W. Apt. 1
Washington, D. C. 20009
202-332-6844

Aug. 29, 2013
annwood
Diana Coke
Dear Diana:
“Closed Circuit”, filmed in London, made me want to go back. Particularly, at the
beginning of the film I could mull that over. As usual I needed subtitles to understand
what the people were saying. The theater did have the sound up, which is often a problem,
but I will still see it again when via Netflix when it comes out on a DVD disk. It’s exciting
with no car crashes and shoot ups. Julia Stiles is the only American actor, playing the deputy director of the London N.Y. Times bureau, and she gets killed off-screen for what she
knows about MI-5’s terrible, and highly secret, error. It’s playing in a lot of theaters, which
is unusual for an essentially all-English movie, but seems quite timely.
It made me want to call and chat with you -- after a long time -- but you’d probably hang up. Hence, a letter. I hope your health is better, or at least you are comfortable.
My two new knees are now three years old, working fine. As of last August I have
been swimming regularly, starting with laps five times a week, and after celebrating my
81st birthday, down to three times a week. A fortunate summer break because I casually
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mentioned during an annual visit to my internist that my walk wobbled from side to
side. She prescribed 12 physical therapy sessions, and I graduated last week after seven,
having improved so much that Medicare could no longer be billed for the sessions. I still
do balancing exercises morning and evening to prevent backsliding. It’s a great pleasure
to walk in a straight line again.
The passport obtained in 1993 has never been used and will expire in December.
I do prefer London spring or fall during daylight saving time, but remember going to
lots of Christmas music one winter, although I am not the least bit religious. I love the
old carols.
I also remember the Nell Gywnn House where I took a flat one summer on vacation from The N.Y. News. It’s still there and very handy. There are lots of new things I
haven’t seen. So I am tempted to come and catch up with London and what you are
doing. This may all turn out to be as plans for a house on the Massachusetts seacoast did
this summer. A friend went to look at it and vetoed the project for a number of practical
reasons, and I must admit I enjoyed all the exploration and planning, but was exhausted
and glad to drop it.
No e-mail to or from you, but I do hope you are still writing/typing or communicating in some way.
Fondly,
Ann
Oct. 30, 2013
Diana Coke
Ann Wood
Dear Ann:
You rang months ago when I wasn’t in to answer the phone, but I did appreciate
a) your call and b) the message left on my answering machine. You know that I’ve been
feeling “not myself” for a long time now and, of course, I begin to think that I will never
be myself again. Endless tests have been carried out to try and find out what is wrong,
whether it’s physical or mental or, more probably, something of both and the reason
simply general degeneration attributed to age. I feel pretty awful most of the time which
explains my silence.
Forgive me!
Diana
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Dec. 1, 2013
annwood
dianacoke
Dear Diana:
Winter has finally come with Christmas looming on the horizon. I hope you are
looking forward to a happy holiday season.
Here is a bit a red to brighten the season for you.
Much love and lots of good wishes,
Ann
Feb. 11, 2014
Diana Coke
Ann Wood
Dear Ann:
Since last I was in touch with you a lot has happened that I would rather had not
— and perhaps it never did, except in my mind, which is perhaps the most alarming
scenario of the many unpleasant things that have, at last, frightened me from my home.
I hesitate to tell you what seemed to me to be going on because not a single person
(including my own children to whom I’ve recounted events as they occurred to me to
be occurring so long as I was living these last few months in my house where I have been
for the past 15 years without untoward happenings disturbing my peace of mind, noone believes the things that drove me away at the end ever really happened. Only I believe that they did because of a group of people led by one of my neighbors, were determined to get rid of me by frightening me with playing tricks that led me to believe I was
no longer living alone in my house by — literally — moving in on me.
They’d get a set of the existing keys of the house and, as soon as I realized this of
course I had a new set made. In fact, it was 4 sets altogether. By the time I’d taken delivery
of the 3 “copies” of the new keys, the originals of this new set had already been stolen
from my key which, by this time, I was carrying around in my shoulder bag whenever I
moved from one place to another in the house, as though it were a part of me.
The telephone appeared to be bugged and yet the “listeners” made small effort
to remain quiet themselves so that I was made aware of their presence. And I mean aware
that they were actually living in the house with me, not on the same floor where I might
be, but audible somewhere where I was not. And, when I picked up the courage to go
and look for the intruder elsewhere, there was — of course, you will say — there was no
one there.
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No one found a single thing I told them to be believable and when I gave them
examples of things that happened and said they were real, the common reaction was that
I “must have imagined it”. Denying that, I was then left with the supposed only other
explanation that I was seeing ghosts or, easier to give credit to this one, that I was seeing
ghosts or having visions of my own creation.
Mostly what happened did so in the house. You might think I was most frightened at night but, having been on the “qui vive” all day when I mostly stayed at home
to “guard” the house. I suppose I was expecting for the house to be robbed one night,
but I was so keyed up I figured out that by staying “on watch”, no one would do that till
they had the place to themselves.
Which they did let me do, go out I mean, because I had go buy food, keep doctors’ appointments, etc. But they staged something clearly intended to alarm me by
throwing open their own front door when they heard mine open, and a crowed of teenagers mobbed me down the path, shouting as they did so. Once, when I was going to
Waitrose I was followed. It was the second time that they tried something else, because
I felt, in the aisle where the chemical household cleaning products were stacked, suddenly breathless followed by a paroxysm of coughing that was soon so fierce I could
hardly breath at all and people came from other aisles to bring me help (a chair, a glass
of water, etc.) and very gradually my choking lessened. When I felt I could leave to go to
my stop, I realized the woman who got on right behind me, and who waited for me to
seat myself before, very deliberately she put her whole weight on one of my feet that the
same time she looked straight into my eyes and gave me the most malevolent look I have
ever received—bear in mind, she was a complete stranger to me, but she knew what she
was doing. I could not see where she got off the bus. After that I began to think that, one
day, this woman — or another — might be behind me and seize the opportunity to push
me off the pavement or, on a “zebra” crossing, under an oncoming ‘bus.
In case you were wondering where I write this from, I am presently spending a
week with Naomi whose e-mail is naomi.moeller@gmail.com and have already been
with Alexia a week (you know her e-mail, I think?) I cannot go back home and my house
will soon be on the market. To replace it is a lot harder than selling the house I have and
do not want to move from. But I would be a nervous wreck if I were to return there, so
I am presently living in rentable accommodations at a nursing home (shades of things
to come?!) I have no permanent address meanwhile but will try to keep in touch. Was it
you sent me lovely red leather gloves for Christmas? Thank you, thank you belatedly,
Diana
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Aug. 12, 2014
Diana Coke
Ann Wood
Dear Ann,
A voice from the past, if not from the dead. Moved into new home a couple of
weeks ago, and immediately obvious realization was that I hadn’t down sized adequately
enough, because half my possessions are still stored in the garage. Whenever I sort out
the mess that fills the house, I shall have to search for ways of disposing (preferably by
sale) of all surplus requirements.
Hope the summer passed enjoyably for you.
With love,
Diana
Ann’s Summer 2014 - How I spent my vacation
Pepper and I drove to upstate New York and parked the car outside the Chautauqua
Institute. It is known as the summer camp for intellectuals — according to a sprightly
woman at a lecture on African religious customs by an Emory University professor. We
were just beyond the temple roof of the outdoor Hall of Philosophy where she sat on her
own folding lawn chair.
She began attending the nine week summer seasons at the age of three and is
now 90+ — clearly printed on the gate pass hanging on a chain from her neck. It also
said Free, a big bonus for all over four score and ten years. My two week gate pass — without my age — had the price $758 in the corner. It covered lectures, concerts, the swimming pool, to name a few perks. Food and accommodations where a matter of choice
and not included.
Next to her I sat on a hard bench. Experienced visitors also carried seat cushions
— sold at the book store — for evening symphony performances in the Amphitheater.
Dogs were welcome on the grassy grounds and around many outdoor events. Pepper’s
attendance was limited. He barks a lot, but he rode peacefully about in the (rented) bicycle basket.
Google the Chautauqua Institute site for the full story. It’s a private, gated retreat
for the quiet life, based on “music religion knowledge".
That’s what the pillar has carved on it in the central plaza. The site on the edge
of Chautauqua Lake is lovely. It has all the charm of an old time small village and all
kinds of lectures, speeches and classes during the nine week summer season when there
are 8000 visitors who pay a weekly gate pass fee for them, plus whatever their housing
and meals cost. It used to be full of old fashioned hotels, which have mostly been replaced by condos and new houses, or old ones remodeled.
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On the grounds there are few restaurants and small places that sell gourmet carryout.. I have 56 pictures taken around the grounds, too much to email, but they can be
put on iCloud. I’ll attach one of the central plaza and the house where I rented a 2 bedroom condo with nice neighbors. Actually, everyone at Chautauqua is pleasant, as people used to be where I grew up in Lake Bluff, Ill. They speak to each other passing by
and help each other out. Quite a change from Washington where on does not speak to
strangers.
Sept.7, 2014
alexiacoke
annwood
Dear Ann;
Good to hear from you. Mum's new phone number within the UK is 01252
371720. The UK prefix (at least from another European country) is 00 44. I therefore
think the phone number from an international number should be: 00 44 1252 371 720
Let me know if that does not work, and I'll see if it is different from the US. But
fingers crossed that should get you through.
It's been a stressful 6 months for her, and there's still stuff to do to the new place,
so she has yet to feel settled. But fingers crossed..
How are you? I was away over August with the family, but now back and beginning to look for work, having been concentrating on getting Mum into the new place.
Hopefully it will work out for her.
Love, Alexia
Oct. 2, 2014
annwood
alexiacoke
Alexia:
I sent her some pix and reading material, all of which could have been e-mailed,
were she willing to use e-mail. However, I have also discovered I can call her for less on
my cell phone than Verizon had been charging me on an international calling card, a
bargain that I bought years ago, mainly to call her, because she never called me.
After all these years it ran out on Oct. 1 with one minute left after my most recent
call to her. So a new way of communicating was necessary. I don’t know whether calls
and mail cheer her up at all, but I am willing to try.
All the best,
Ann
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Oct. 2, 2014
annwood
alexiacoke
Alexia:
This is my version of how I met your mother:
I flew to Delhi and went to the private siding at the rail station where among
the elegant pasha private cars and the student/native student private cars I found our
1927 Pullman. It was Ashley Butterfield’s first first-class Indian tour after many student
tours. The car had a large bathroom at one end, a compartment with its own bathroom
and then four compartments between a living room, pantry and kitchen at the other
end. I was last to arrive, and the singles ahead of me had already paired off with Diana choosing me, sight unseen.
She was candid about her choice figuring I couldn’t be worse than the other
options. One was an dreadful American travel addict and another was a nurse with appalling B.O. Our compartment had a lower bed, actually a real, elegant single bed with
mattress, inner spring and four posts. The upper was a leather hammock. Such were
Indian accommodations when servants couldn’t sleep outside the mistress’s door. I was
so over-awed by Diana’s imperious manner that, when she chose the bed, I accepted the
hammock. The tour was five weeks. After several weeks passed I heard two traveling
companions from Cambridge talking about trading berths, when we got clean sheets.
Taking courage I asked Diana when we would trade off, and she said, “whenever
you like”. It was that easy.
Now, thinking about this brilliant, impossible woman sitting in her flat out in
Surrey, I want to send her a laptop. Maybe it’s like putting a laptop with a chimpanzee,
hoping curiosity will make something happen, when there is no one in the room to rebel
against. I used the laptop when I worked in the office in Georgetown with a desktop,
and here at home, carrying the laptop back and forth.
I have contemporaries who fear technology, and I say it’s like learning to play
the piano, practice is painless but needed. Mistakes don’t matter much. Maybe she would
be lured to try it, and it could be a topic of conversation with other inhabitants, somehow
breaking the barrier she sees, which I know often exists only in one’s mind. Anyway I
would like to send her this laptop Macbook pro 13-inch.
Ann
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Oct. 3, 2014
alexiacoke
annwood
That's a lovely story and a hopeful idea. Why not, if you are sure you don't need
it any more and the costs of sending it are not exorbitant (she could buy a laptop here
for about £300)? She did get someone to recommission her ancient Amstrad word processor last year and I set it up for her and wrote down instructions on how to use it, but
she has not touched it. However, a laptop has so much more to offer, particularly if I am
able to persuade her to have broadband, so who knows??
Oct. 10, 2014
annwood
alexiacoke
Just back from the neighborhood Fedex where the service is excellent. Things for
Diana to fume about: a large box arriving on her doorstep, many layers of bubble wrap
inside around a 2009 macbook pro laptop. With it is a Christmas package with the cable
and English plugs. Other plugs for exotic parts of the world are included. I will be billed
for the taxes and duty.
Hope she eventually likes it.
My computer guy wrote what he had done to set up the laptop for Diana, and
these instructions are in the package with the laptop. You can e-mail him for further
help. Look at his web page. He is a technical wizard and is very nice, easy to work with.
This is him and what he has done for her:____________
The computer has been set up with the password of “password”. The address
book has entries already added: myself (Jimmy), Ann, Alexia, and Diana. Because she
doesn’t have an e-mail address, I didn’t set Diana's e-mail up. Alexia might want to set
her up with a Yahoo account and then add it to the system by opening the e-mail program on the Dock. For an office suite, I set up the free LibreOffice, which is the icon
with a white piece of paper. It’s very similar (and compatible with) Microsoft Office. If
Diana has trouble with her computer, she can contact me. I set up a program that allows
me to see the computer screen with permission. I added a link to my website on the
Safari shortcut bar where she can find my contact information or read my Mac blog. All
of the basic Apple programs are there: Mail, Contacts, Calendar, iBooks, and iPhoto.
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Aug. 10, 2015
annwood
alexia coke
Alexia:
Summer is passing and I will be here for the rest of August giving my dog two
types of pain pills thrice daily. She tore something in her leg, and Plan B would have
been expensive surgery, followed by rehab and pain meds. It was Catch-22. I’m applying
rehab massages done to me after hip surgery……Not a lively summer. However, I am
back to swimming an hour, 20 laps, or biking an hour, 5 miles, so hope to get away later.
CBS Sunday Morning tv news did a segment a while ago on Indian rail journeys.
The trip covered too much territory in a week or so, but there is shorter one with another
firm that goes to the upper, left hand corner of India that I missed last time. It’s called
“Palace on Wheels” and it sounds quite suitable for an old lady….all the pesky details
taken care of. The one that caught my interest is a one week trip from New Delhi to
Jaipur, Sawai Madhopur & Chittaurgarh, Udaipur, to Jaisalmer, Jodhpur, Bharatpur,
Agra, and back to New Delhi.
Old files produced the itinerary of Diana’s and my five week trip in ’79…….
Dehli, Ajanta, Bombay, Madras, Agra, Satna or Jhansi (for Khajuraho), Manmade ( for
Aurangabad and the caves of Ajanta and Ellora, Aurangabad, Quilon, Cochin, Alley,
Otacamund, Mudumalai Wildlife Sanctuary, Kazipet, Nagpu, Varanasi, Exursion to Sarnath, Lucknow, Hardiwar, Dehli.
Wikepedia definition of al fresco: In temperate climates, al fresco dining is especially popular in the summer months when temperatures and weather are most favorable. It is a style of dining that is casual and often party-like in its atmosphere.
The huge stove in the kitchen of our ’27 Pullman sleeper bogie was too hot to
use. Here is Diana cooking al fresco. I do wish she would use e-mail. Please let her know
I’m thinking of her!!!!!!
xxx
Ann
Aug. 11, 2015
alexiacoke
annwood
Hi Ann
Good to hear from you, and that you are now able to exercise so well after the
hip op... though sorry to hear your dog is suffering -- hopefully will be fit again soon
under your patient care.
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We are in Berlin, staying at the flat of a friend who has been saying for the last 10
years we should take it over whilst she is away on her usual summer jaunt to Denmark. So
here we are in a lovely art deco apartment, enjoying a bit of a heat wave after what has so
far been rather a cold and windy summer further west. First impressions of Berlin have
been very favourable... we are in the university section of town with grand, somewhat
faded mansions, but many being renovated, on cobbled streets lined with trees: visit to the
nearby botanic garden, a museum of ethnology and Asian art (with some fantastic pieces),
and a swim in a nearby lake. Tomorrow we head into the heart of the city...
A train trip in India sounds fun too, though wonder if it could live up to the
amazing bogie adventure you had with Mum!
Have persuaded Mum to get internet, so hope on my return to start familiarizing
her with email... fingers crossed you may eventually be able to communicate with her
that way!!
Love,
Alexia
Aug. 11, 2015
annwood
alelxiacoke
Alexia:
That is terrific news about Diana. I was convinced that she could find the iMac
laptop easier than anything she had in London. The dog is in the hospital for a few days.
Another peculiar ailment, or she just thinks that is the place to spend August.
A good friend of mine Dr. Margret Hoehe did research here at NIH, at the Howard Hughes Medical Center and at Harvard. She went back to Berlin much to my regret
and visits rarely when here for conferences.
I will send a copy of this note to her on the chance you might get in touch with
each other. You both have had globe circling careers. She is also good fun.
xxx
Ann
Dec. 16, 2015
Ann Wood
Diana Coke
Dear Diana:
Your Christmas gift is here, and I do thank you so much. I’ve been reading about
ammonites in the National Geographic, and they are fascinating…..as fossils….and also
when they were swimming about with long, flowing tails behind them….quite lovely.
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I am fine…..going in to see the orthopedist who replaced a hip last December
for the one-year check. He will probably not be pleased that I fell off my bike yesterday,
and neither am I. No damage done…just a bruise. An extremely nice Chinese-American
woman hopped out of her van and helped me free my tennis shoe from the chain guard
and pulled me to my feet. I declined her offer of a ride, carefully biking home. I was
looking at some workmen digging in the street not paying attention to the curb. Ah,
well.
Are you liking the country better? No, I did not get to India. Maybe my traveling
days are over. I am so comfortable in this flat where the feng shui now seems right…after
many rearrangements of all in the small flat. Less is better….
Did you ever get e-mail? I hope so.
Much love,
Ann
Jan. 3, 2016
Alexiacoke
annwood
Hi Ann
Happy New Year. Just back from Yorkshire and a fiftieth birthday party... Lots
of fun.
Glad Mum called... Think she's trying to get on top of her Xmas responses. She
too has trouble hearing, so would be good to get you both in the same room as she is
still sparky and spikey! But yes, she is rather negative about where she is which is a real
shame, as her immediate surroundings are rather nice... But she is very confined by her
raging arthritis which means she has a lot of trouble walking, and that is of course, not
only frustrating but very painful.
Will share the link you sent...
Love, Alexia
July 5, 2016
dianacoke
annwood
Dear Ann:
I have heard that you have recently air(e)mailed Alexia in which message you
copied from way back when one of my letters to you to illustrate to what extent you now
missed getting letters from me.
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I have to take care what I try to do, because, if it goes sour on me half way through
I cannot tell you how off-putting that is before I dare try again. There, see that word I
wrote before again? I bet you can make anything of it, but the word is supposed to be
try.
My brain tried itself to take up the composition but as soon as it starts to try (that
word again) and think independently everything falls apart. I will (I hope) write to you
again — one day — I hope. This gives you something to read meanwhile.
Diana
July 7, 2016
Ann Wood
Washington
To: Diana Coke
Mitchett Heath
Surrey
Dear Diana:
“The Road to Little Dribbling” is here, and is such fun to read that it’s hard to put
it down long enough to thank you for sending it. And I do appreciate your note. Combined with “The Lady in the Van” the book makes me very nostalgic. I am enclosing two
products of my wandering about England, and a map that shows how close I was one
winter while Ms Shepard was camped at Alan Bennet’s driveway. It just kills me that I
didn’t wander around the neighborhood and see her. She was just seven minutes
away!!!….there for 15 years!!!
I do so regret missing that…and many of the places Bill Bryson writes about so
amusingly. Of course, he missed her, too. Not much consolation…but some.
Affectionately,
Ann
July 7, 2016
annwood
alexia coke
Dear Alexia:
Your mother sent me “The Road to Little Dribbling”, which I just love, even tho
it makes me quite nostalgic for England. I have mailed today a thank you note with two
pieces I wrote about my wanderings in England. Also a map of the Camden area where
I had a flat overlooking the canal, and where the snow piled up inside the French windows. Alan Bennet’s driveway where “The Lady in the Van” was parked was 7 minutes
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away, and my reporter’s ego and curiosity kill me that I didn’t walk around and find her.
She was within blocks!
It seems to be an effort for Diana to write and I don’t want her to write me a
thank you note for my thank you note, so please alert her that a large envelope is on the
way, and I hope it amuses her!
All the best,
Ann
Sept. 7, 2016
Ann Wood
Diana Coke
Dear Diana:
The authors of The Huntress have writing credentials, and she is a niece of Alicia
Patterson. I couldn’t put it down, because my family was in the orbit of the McCormickPatterson newspaper clan, since my father began as a reporter for The Chicago Tribune.
Patterson even spent her girlhood in the country area north of Chicago where I grew up.
Her family was big rich, as you will see, as ours was not! Her family has been written
about before, but this is up close and personal. The medical care that Alicia Patterson
got by fashionable doctors in an elegant New York hospital is appalling.
With well-known authors, the book doesn’t seem to have gotten great editing…maybe because the niece died in March. Some sentences are puzzlers. Dates are
sometimes hard to figure. A hotel in Washington is given a wrong name, and the distance from (Chicago, I think they mean) to Libertyville is not 8 miles, more like 30.
However, I read it all yesterday….…couldn’t stop.
I am working with a great editor on my travel diary, which was originally meant
for you in far away Surrey and my four best friends here, but with work it has been
decided to go for a wider audience. More on that later.
I am secretly enclosing this with the book,
xxx Ann
Sept. 11, 2016
annwood
alexiacoke
Alexia:
My tech man was here today updating all my devices and set up an account for
me to call internationally on Skype. I tested by calling your mother, probably upsetting
her, because I didn’t explain what we were doing. So please assure her that I will call her
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again soon and let the phone ring a long, long time, so she has time to get to it. The
answer message picks up, but I will just let it ring many times…. And if I miss her, I will
call again.
I sent her a book last week, the biography of Alicia Patterson, a newspaper heiress, publisher…very gossipy book. Will send her a copy of Gary Trudeau cartoons all
about Donald Trump. In a week or so.
Love,
Ann
Sept. 24, 2016
annwood
alexiacoke
Alexia:
She has both packages. She opened “The Huntress”, which is about a newspaper
dynasty and quite gossipy, which I thought she would enjoy. The second package, I assured her, is two books, and she may open. The connection was spotty, and she coughed
a lot. At my end I need to apply mosquito repellent and go outdoors to talk with her,
because reception in my basement flat is one or two dots inside.
Outside it can be up to four dots. So it takes some preparation….until there is a
frost sometime in October and the bugs are gone for the winter. E-mailing her would be
so much EASIER, for which she would have to have an internet connection…..stubborn….
Xxx Ann
Nov. 9, 2016
alexia coke
annwood
Hi Ann
Wondering what Trudeau's next stage for the Trump cartoon may be... How are
things at your end, post - bombshell?
Love, Alexia
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Nov. 11, 2016
Diana Coke
Ann Wood
Dear Ann:
I have been meaning to write you with the same promptitude that you responded
to our last telephone conversation via SKYPE, but I still have the best intentions. Nothing comes of it as thinking about what I am writing makes not better sense of it, but still
sits with errors (bet you can’t read that word) Don’t know if you have the facility to play
one or both of these, first “Lady in the Van” and second on your birthday, whenever.
With love from Diana
Dec. 12, 2017
alexiacoke
annwood
Hi Ann
There is a phone number for the ward at the hospital on which I believe it is
possible to talk with patients (because I go relatively frequently I have not attempted to
use it). I'll search it out for you, though do have to say that Mum is still rather confused
and sometimes has difficulty with both hearing and talking, so may find speaking on the
phone for any length a bit of a challenge. But she is also very bored and so any interaction
that takes her outside of herself and the current situation is something that is positive,
so definitely worth a try. Things moving very slowly, even more slowly than I had feared.
But I still have hope things will improve for her: have asked to speak with the doctors
when I go tomorrow to get an up-date.
My Skype address is Alexia.Coke1, but have to say that I rarely use it.
Hope all well at your end. Your gifts have all arrived, and I will be taking them
to Mum next week before we head to Denmark for Christmas to visit my mother-in-law
who Kelda and I have not seen in a year and a half. Sorry to be leaving Mum, but Naomi
will be keeping an eye on her whilst we are away.
Love, Alexia
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December, 2017
Alexia Coke
Ann Wood
Dear Ann:
I want to update you on Mum. She had a fall in July in Mytchett Heath and
seems to have been on the floor for several hours, having forgotten she was wearing an
alarm with which to call help in an eventuality. She did not break anything, but the fall
seems to have contributed to mental health problems that have been building for some
time. She was too frightened to return home. On top of this the management of Mytchett
Heath, a very nice assisted living estate felt that she could no long live there on her own,
but — having experimented with someone living with her, she was adamant she did not
want a live-in carer.
She spent a week in hospital as alternative accommodation was sorted. She then
moved into a luxurious new residential home, initially on a respite basis. Her mental
health continued to deteriorate and in mid-October she voluntarily went to a mental
health hostel in Guilford.
This is where she still is. There are slight signs of improvement, but her recovery
has been hampered by an ongoing chest infection, another fall and the fact that she has
been refusing her physical health medications, of which there are many. Not surprisingly
she is both rather confused and depressed. She has been feeling down for quite a long
time. Our hope is that she will begin feeling better soon, but it has been very slow so far,
and so it could be some time before she is released from hospital.
I am including contact details of the hospital and my own address so you can
stay in touch. She does appreciate letters/post cards and might like a phone call, although
she has hearing difficulties and so may find this difficult. She is beginning to show an
interest in having visitors, but this varies day-to-day; it may make sense to wait until her
health has stabilized more.
She does think about friends and family and she wanted to wish you all the best,
being a festive time of year.
Will be taking gifts to Mum next week
Love, Alexia
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Diana Coke
℅ Victoria Ward Farnham Road Hospital Guildford
GU2 7LX
Tel: 01483443568
Diana Coke
℅ Alexia Coke
184 Walton Road Woking
GU21 5DX
Mar. 28, 2018
Alexia Coke
Ann Wood
Dear Ann,
Mum has now been at Kettlewell’s Nursing Home for six weeks. I wanted to wait
until now before sending off change of address details to see how she settled in there.
Overall, I think it is going okay, given the circumstances, and better than I feared it
might.
Mum has a small flatlet with a little kitchenette and her own bathroom, and
some of her own furniture, books and pictures. But she chooses to spend most of her
time in the common lounge area where many of the other residents sit. I think she feels
safer in amongst people, although she does not communicate much with the other residents. This is partly because many have dementia and have difficulty making meaningful
conversation, and partly because Mum herself struggles to engage.
The home is very different from the ‘luxury hotel’ feel of the care home she was
in before she went into hospital: it feels more homely, if less smart and nice-smelling;
has a garden which I think Mum will appreciate when the weather is warmer; is in a
large “Arts & Crafts” style house, and is 20 minutes walk/5 minutes drive from me which
means I can drop in several times a week, which was important to both of us in choosing
where next. I have also been able to take her out a few times, which she was unable to
do during her 3.5 months’s stay in hospital, including into town, because it is only a few
minutes away. Most important, so far the staff seem nice and understanding.
But, understandably, Mum is not happy. She is still constantly fearful and anxious, despite her medication (though I think overall at a lower level than before); she is
aware that she is more confused than before; finds it difficult to hear. She has resisted
persisting with a hearing aid, though she has said she will try again — fingers crossed.
She is in a lot of pain because of her arthritis, therefore finds it very difficult to move
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around. My visits are largely about attempting to distract her from her negative feelings
and thoughts, usually through doing crosswords and sometimes puzzles, as she seems to
find lengthy conversations a struggle because of her deafness, her intermittent confusion,
her memory problems, and her fears.
She would very much like to see/hear from friends, however, if you are willing
and able. Kettlewells is about 15 minutes walk or 5 minutes taxi ride or a short bus journey from Woking station (exit on the platform 1 side to the station), and there is parking
at the home. she would be very happy to see you in person, though it might be good to
let me know if you are planning on going so I can put in her diary/let the staff know, so
as to remind her (I usually go on Mondays and Wednesdays in the late afternoon, Saturday mornings, and sometimes take her out on a Friday/visit in the afternoon, though
there is some variation to this itinerary). She also enjoys letters/cards (I usually help her
with reading these). You could try calling Kettlewells too: they are apparently happy to
take the phone to residents, but am unsure how much she will hear. Maybe worth a go?
Anyway, wanted to update you on where and how she is now.
Please feel free to contact me, too.
(Alexia.Coke@yahoo.com;
Tel 01483 766014;
184 Walton Road, Woking,
GU21 5DX).
Hope all’s well at your end.
Love, Alexia
Apr. 17,2018
alexiacoke
annwood
Yes, I will send Mum your best. And yes, I know what you mean, when you say
you miss her.
Unfortunately my father isn't doing so well either. In fact he moved south week
before last to be near my sister because his partner was not able to cope with his increasing confusion. He wanted to remain in a place of his own, so he is renting somewhere,
but we are not sure if this will work long-term (he keeps wandering off and getting lost).
He has agreed to having carers/housekeepers come in which he refused in Edinburgh,
but it is increasingly clear he needs someone there full-time to ensure he eats, drinks,
takes his medicines, goes out safely, and to help him organize his time -- and understand
(he cannot turn on his tablet, struggles with the phone and often cannot tell the time).
It is sad that both Mum and Papa are struggling with such issues now. But hope that we
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can find a solution for Papa where he is able to get in a routine that he finds manageable
and brings him more contentment than he has had the past year in Edinburgh...
Love,
Alexia
On Apr 17, 2018,
Alexia Coke
annwood
Thanks so much, Ann.
I didn't know she had done any broadcast about the RHS. It was great to hear
both Mum and Christopher (the boss she really liked) explaining what the society was
about. I have to admit that she sounds very different from now or my memories of her
voice: more high-pitched -- wondered if that was due to the recording?
First day of spring-like weather... and because it has come so late the Royal Horticultural Society has said all the spring flowering (magnolia, blossom, bluebells, etc) are
likely to come all at once in the next few days: spectacular but strange.
Love,
Alexia
July 8, 2018
ann wood
alexiacoke
Alexia:
I heard years ago….Living in Japan Simon negotiated with the Japanese for Johnson & Johnson. Diana saved him. Six years in Japan were too much for him. He would
report to headquarters in N.J. on progress, and they would prematurely announce a deal
was done. It wasn’t. Japanese preferred many back and forths in negotiating. One day
his driver reported that he hadn’t gotten off the train at the end of the day. She began
searching the British papers for a job back home for him. I met her when we shared a
cabin on the Indian railways for 5 weeks. Her British hauteur prevented me for weeks
from asking when she would trade the lower berth, an inner spring bed, which she had
claimed on arrival in Delhi, for the leather hammock she left for me to occupy. (The
hammock was an upgrade for an Indian servant, who could not on a train sleep outside
the door, as usual.) I think it was her brilliance and that hauteur that got the family out
of Japan and to Scotland. What do you remember?
Love, Ann
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Oct 29, 2018
Alexia coke
annwood
Hi Ann,
I am writing with the sad news that Mum died on Saturday afternoon. She had
been becoming more and more frail and the doctor had said a couple of weeks ago that
he thought it might be a matter of a few weeks. But she had rallied last week, and so it
was still a bit of a shock.
And I felt badly because I was away for a couple of days in Devon, so not there.
Naomi arrived a few minutes after she breathed her last breath.
But a carer she was very fond of was with her, and it seems it was peaceful and
she was not in distress, which is a great relief. Moreover, she had been in increasing pain
physically and mentally, and therefore I think it will be a huge release: she wanted to be
free, and I think she is now.
We have started making preparations for the funeral and will be holding a small
ceremony at a cemetery near where she lived in London, and I hope going on to a restaurant whose location she loved for the funeral reception thereafter (in Richmond
Park). Will then take her ashes to spread where her mother's ashes were spread, as she
told me a year and a half ago that was what she wanted.
There will be much to remember.
Hope you are well.
Love,
Alexia
Oct. 29, 2018
annwood
alexiacoke
Alexia:
What a sad time for everyone who knew and admired Diana. I would like to do
something. The first thing I think of is flowers for the service. Please tell me the phone
number of a florist that you deal with or one that you like - whatever. I would like to
make direct contact. Then let me know if there is something I could do for you. You
have been a fantastic support and wonderful daughter to a remarkable woman.
Much love,
Ann
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Nov. 4, 2018
annwood
alexiacoke
Alexia:
I wish I could talk with you. Couldn’t get thru on Skype, understand the Skype
message, or the message I left for you. It’s a combination of the connection and accent.
Let me know when/if you would like to talk. I’m here most afternoons, which
would be your evenings.
Love,
Ann
Nov. 4, 2018
alexiacoke
annwood
Thanks so much, Ann. Will aim to give a call tomorrow evening (our time) if
that's ok. The small funeral is going to be on Friday at 12.15pm (Mum did not want
anything big -- in fact at sone point she told me she did not want one at all -- I said it was
also for the people left behind and she relented a bit when we discussed it when she was
still in London).
We are holding it at Putney Vale cemetery, in a chapel there, and then going on
to Pembroke Lodge in Richmond Park where Mum loved to go when she lived in her
adored house in the area. We plan to scatter her ashes where her mother's ashes were
scattered, as she requested this last year. This is in a cemetery between Canterbury and
Dover in Kent, and we are discussing whether to create a small 'family garden' there for
her and our grandmother. If so, we will probably not scatter her ashes until February/March when the weather is likely to be better for planting.
We are in the final stages of putting together the order of service for the half hour
ceremony we will be having. I can send you that and what Naomi, Toby and I decide to
say within that time, if you would like?
Your offer of flowers is a lovely one. We are mostly encouraging donations for
children in conflict through Save the Children (this was the last charity she gave to -- she
was very moved by the plight of children in Syria). But we will have a few flowers at the
'funeral reception', as Pembroke Lodge calls it. So if you wanted to send some flowers
there through Interflora, they would be very welcome (as you know mum was very fond
of flowers). I can send you the address if so.
Look forward to speaking tomorrow if that works for you.
Love,
Alexia
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Nov. 4, 2018
annwood
alexiacoke
May I say a few words for Diana?
Diana and I became acquainted sharing a Pullman compartment for five weeks
in 1979 …..a rail journey around India, which could have made or destroyed any relationship between two people.
Instead our friendship lasted in letters over forty years… and the thousands of
miles across the Atlantic…. with my visits to her in Scotland and London….. and hers
to me in Washington.
There is no woman I admired more for her intelligence or stood in more awe of
for her confidence. She always seemed capable of doing the impossible, whether is was
getting a Delhi desk clerk to rouse his manager at midnight to release a friend’s checked
baggage in time for a dawn flight or to leave an operating room just before the anesthetic
because she found the service incompetent.
Was there anyone like her? I don’t think so…... and miss her friendship dreadfully. I still have the 3 minutes broadcast tape of her talk about working with the Humane Society. It’s wonderful to hear her voice and I will listen to it on this sad
day….again... and many times to come.
Ann
Nov. 4, 2018
Alexia
ann
Dear Ann,
I am very sorry. I completely forgot that we are out tomorrow from 3.30 p.m. as
we are going to see a friend's son play a solo at the Royal Albert Hall (been in the diary
for a while, but had completely forgotten with all else that is going on). So will try you
in about half an hour or so (once Kelda is in bed) if that is ok. Otherwise it will have to
be Wednesday evening as I will be ferrying Kelda to her after school stuff on Tuesday
evening.
Love, Alexia
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Nov. 4. 2018
alexia coke
annwood
Dear Ann,
Good to speak with you, if briefly. The flower service Naomi suggested using
was Interflora as they will deliver, etc. Their UK website is here. Hope you find something you think she would like at a reasonable cost.
Please could you address them to Diana Coke, c/o the Banqueting Office, Pembroke Lodge, Queen's Road, Richmond Park, Richmond,(London), Surrey, TW10 5HX.
If the flowers could be there on the morning of Friday 9 November that would be great.
I'll be in touch.
Love,
Alexia

435

Nov. 12, 2018
alexiacoke
annwood
Dear Ann,
Am forwarding pictures of the lovely flowers you sent for Mum which adorned
the 'funeral reception'. They were really lovely, and I think she would have really appreciated them: the colour combination and reference to the Indian flag was just wonderful.
I will also forward an outline of what was said in the next couple of days. Ole,
my husband, was meant to have audio-recorded the service, since he has a very good
recorder for his research, but though he had changed the battery in preparation, he had
not realized the memory card was full until he switched it on when the service started.
He was very, very sorry and apologetic when he admitted to me afterwards, but I thought
there was no point in getting mad withhim, though I was upset -- nothing could change
it. So will forward a copy of the 'order of service' by post, and email what we said.
We wanted to be authentic (not a 'white-wash') and I think people who were
able to be there (and it was a nice number... near 30) felt that together we had captured
many of the elements and aspects of Mum that they knew, too. It was hard, and Naomi
and I were very tearful at points, but I think -- though she had not really wanted a funeral
-- that she would have (I hope) appreciated the event overall, particularly the music and
readings. The trees were in lovely autumn colours, and the rain largely stayed away, so
we had lovely views over Richmond from Pembroke Lodge where we held the reception.
Also had her photo album of your India trip at the reception...
Love, Alexia
Nov. 12, 2018
annwood
alexiacoke
Alexia:
I was wondering how you were doing, so the e-mail is a great help. I’m sure Diana
would have fussed but been very pleased. That’s the way I remember her! Do send along what
you have and have someone write an obituary. She knew a lot of people. I think one of her old
friends was in Seattle, Washington? The internet is a boon.
Love,
Ann
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Dec. 23, 2018
alexiacoke
annwood
Dear Ann,
So sorry that this has taken so long for me to do. Just been overwhelmed by work since
mum's funeral. Now on Xmas holidays and catching up. There is a Xmas card plus order of
service & invite with photos of mum that will be wending it’s way to you, but won't now arrive
until after Christmas, I'm afraid. But I thought I would send this to you now. The 'celebrant'
sent it to me as a record of what was said (though Toby ended up having to cut his contribution
to ensure we kept to time). But in lieu of a vocal recording (which my husband was very sorry
he mucked up on), I hope it gives a flavour of the service, and provides a sort of obituary. I am
currently also looking into mum's ancestry, courtesy of the internet, so trying to find out more
that she was curious about.
Anyway, not a usual Xmas gift, I realize. But thought you would appreciate it. Hope
the document is not too big.
Do hope you have a good Christmas and New Year. What are you doing this year?
Please stay in touch. I do enjoy your updates.
Love, Alexia
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Toby
Mum was an uncompromising person. She was uncompromising to
the max. She gave uncompromising 110%. She was uncompromising on steroids. She may even have been uncompromising on acid.
What she liked she really liked, and that thing became a symbol of quality, refinement, preternatural beauty and moral superiority. What she didn’t like was ugly stupid and probably evil for evermore. But despite being a self-anointed aesthete and intellectual,
Mum was no highbrow. She liked Swing and Sinatra as much as jazz.
Chandler as much as Shakespeare. In the world of Mum, however, there was no knowing
what would be idolized and raised up and what would be rejected and cast down Why
one breed of dog (a Staffordshire Bull Terrier) passed her exacting standards while another (Collies) were deemed ‘vulgar’. Why the two Ronnies were fun while Morecombe
and Wise were ‘feeble’ was an unfathomable mystery.
She was prone to incredible sweeping generalizations. All great Russian novels
were tedious. Picasso was a hack. The Pyramids were disappointing. It was frustratingly
impossible to have a balanced conversation with her about anything she had already
deemed unworthy of further examination. But, when she did rate something, her joy in
it was palpable and infectious and she would go, literally, to the ends of the earth to see
it, marvel at it and consume it.
Mum was not a people person. It’s no secret that she much preferred things and
places to human beings. Anyone looking at the photo albums of her extensive travels
throughout her life could be forgiven for thinking that she was a space explorer whose
rocket put down exclusively on planets in which the mighty civilizations which once
ruled were long since extinct. The exclusion of human life in her photographs was understandable for those of ancient sites such as Leptis Magna or Machu Picchu, but altogether miraculous in the ones of hustling modern cities like Calcutta or New York.
But despite her Sartrean perspective on other people, and her habitually lordly
and sometimes frankly rude treatment of others, Mum nevertheless made good friends,
many of who she managed to not fall out with. She often forged unlikely alliances and
could invoke unquestioning obeisance and loyalty in those she encountered on her passage through life.
I remember on the great treks we took by road, rail and boat across Europe to
Greece each summer as children with Mum and us kids in a beaten up Peugeot 504
painted by her, by hand with bobbly metal paint in black and silver wasp stripes so it
looked like something out of Mad Max, we would inevitably break down on some tiny
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mountain road in the middle of nowhere and Mum after a lot of shouting, would somehow charm and recruit same hapless shepherd or road-worker to the cause of our crusade.
Once, driving somewhere with her, distracted turning around to hit one of us in
the back seat for some misdemeanor, she plowed into the back of the line cars ahead of
us causing a multiple car pile-up. As we and a dozen or so others sat on the embankment
by the roadside waiting for the recovery vehicles and an ambulance for the poor man in
the car in front who had suffered a minor heart attack as a result, he and Mum got talking
and by the time he was being wheeled off, he was thanking her anymore or less apologizing for being in her way and thereby causing the accident.
I was constantly amazed at how, dealing with Mum at her most demanding and
dislikable the staff at Kettlewells House, and the hospital before that, treated her with
unwavering kindness and affection. With her mind failing speaking her mind became
potentially even more offensive than it had been before. Once, I was in her room when
an orderly came and and Mum said loudly in her best stentorian tones, “Don’t trust that
one. He’s an incorrigible thief”, the poor accused’s only response was to chuckle and say,
“That’s right Diana”. Despite her own nature, Mum had a strange knack for getting people and animals to like her. Because they clearly rated her a person of character.
Mum was forged in the crucible of End of Empire India followed by the inevitably Spartan and probably outright cruel environment of an English post-war boarding
school. Although not stemming from remotely distinguished stock she forged through
life as a redoubtable dowager dinosaur left over from the Edwardian age, a character,
perhaps, from her favourite books The Raj Quartet. She demanded perfection. Her judgements, once made, were final. Her houses were spotless. Dropping in, I always felt like
an abject sinner entering the church of a particularly old testament and unforgiving God.
although she likes possessions and her shelves were over-crowded with them, a smote of
dust or a smear were forbidden. She insisted that the bath was throughly scoured after
every usage. More eccentrically, she would lift up the cutlery in a drawer and put the
knives and and forks which had just come out of the dishwasher underneath, to ensure
that every one got equal wear. She couldn’t abide disorder or dirt.
But she was no Calvinist. She loved good food, the sweeter the better. Cakes,
creme brûlée, marzipan, chocolates. When on a chocolate jag, like a junkie, nothing could
stop her. All, admittedly half-hearted, pretense of decent human behavior was jettisoned.
Once, my sister Alexia was given for Christmas by an indulgent godparent the most
incredible (to me) miniature fruit machine which dispensed chocolate bars instead of money
when a penny wss put in the slot. Alexia, who would no doubt have eked these out over
months or even years in the steady and sensible way she has, was horrified to come home
from school one day to find that our mother had forced open the mechanism and eaten all
the chocolates. Mum was totally without remorse.
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In an episode of the sitcom Happy Days in which the Fonz, cornered into making an
apology and admitting he has made a mistake, so defiantly is he accustomed to believing in
his own perfection, he is incapable of saying the words “I was wrong” and stumbles repeatedly over the word “wrong” finally giving up. Mum was like that. I don’t think I once heard
her apologize.
That’s probably the first and last time Mum has ever been likened to the Fonz from
Happy Days.
As a mother, Mum was not great with affirmations of praise or affection. Let’s be
honest. She was terrible. But it wasn’t that she didn’t feel supportive or loving. She just
couldn’t show it in straightforward ways. Instead she gave gifts generously, wantonly. These
would arrive in huge boxes, sometimes at traditionally determined times - Christmas and
birthdays - but often randomly and out of the blue. And while these boxes sometimes contained strange craft ware fashioned by the latest subject of her passionate and Medici-style
patronage of the arts, just as often they were things or books which showed that she had
thought deeply about who you were and what you would like, had completely got you and
what would make the perfect gift.
She was a thoughtful person. The horror and ignominy of sitting my finals (thanks
to the four preceding years as a trainee libertine who entirely avoided lectures, tutorials and
essay-writing), was slightly assuaged by the detective novels I received, one each day in the
morning post, for the three weeks duration of the exams, as a reminder that there was an
outside world, and someone, somewhere was thinking of me, and sending me good wishes.
What did I inherit from Mum? My love of reading of course. Mum adored books.
She read voraciously. Many of the authors she loved are also the ones I do. She loved films
too. Some of my best times with her as a child were spent sitting beside her in companionable silence (eating sweets) watching Sunday afternoon films on BBC2, often musicals starring Gene Kelly, Fred and Ginger, or Audrey Hepburn, but sometimes more gritty fare such
as film noir with Bogart or James Mason, of a Hitchcock. Many of my favourite films are
those I first watched with her. An American in Paris, North by Northwest, Star Wars, Brazil.
Those books and films shaped me. And by her choices, she shaped me.
Having said that, sometimes she gave me books which when I asked her about them
she would spit dismissive — “I didn’t like it!” — the implication being that while it failed to
see her own high ideals it was probably woolly-minded and trivial enough to appeal to my
baser and less rigorous criteria.
While health issues increasingly dogged Mum as she went through life, I think that
in some ways her gradual physical collapse fitted in with her worldview — that we are continually under siege from life and that this illness or that infirmity is there to be suffered, in
some cases overcome, in some cases not, with every pill and scar and pain an emblem to be
paraded and celebrated in the war of living. The almost camp relish with which she would
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narrate her latest medical misfortune was to me not a negation of life but a celebration of
herself as a doughty campaigner. Because she suffered most, this was somehow a sign that
she lived the most. It was impossible to win a competition of ailments with her. The disorders and “procedures” for which she attended hospitals, doctors’ surgeries and health centers
across the land were legion. I remember she once described one of the horrific and biblical
nosebleeds which, poor woman, afflicted her, saying that it was so violent that if it had gone
on a moment longer she would have bled out, the consistency of the torrential flow being
identical to that of ‘chopped liver’
As a primary school teacher euphemistically said of my daughter Hope after she had
used the scissors, she was supposed to be making an an Easter Collage with to cut a huge
chunk of hair from the head of the boy sitting next to her, effectively scalping him, “Well,
she’s certainly very spirited.” My mother Diana was also very spirited. She was a major force
in this world, a sometimes miscreant force admittedly but a major one nevertheless. Once
met she could never be forgotten. Bright, funny, sardonic, she possessed a bleak outlook on
the world which was unique and if only she could have written it down, she would have
rivaled Beckett at his most dyspeptic. The world is a lighter but more tedious place without
her.
Her passion for poetry was one thing I am proud to say I certainly didn’t inherit
from Mum. It could be that she didn’t bother to imbue me with it early on because she
thought I was too dim to appreciate it, but I like to think it was actually her claims to an
affection for poetry were bogus, and merely a pose to make herself look more intellectual. I
may well be wrong, but the reason I suspect this was that I did inherit a good deal of her
nature and laying claim to a love of an artwork or art form I don’t really understand or appreciate in order to impress people is something I must confess to at various points over the
years.
So why, am I going to finish with some lines of poetry? Obviously, because I’m hoping that is what will stick with you when you think about me after today, and remember
what a poetic and cultured individual I am. I don’t know if Mum liked or even knew the
poetry of Robert Frost.
But these words, written in 1942 when she was still a small child, which I found
quoted in a book about something else - completely — two nights after she died, I thought
fitted her and this say occasion well.
And were an epitaph to be my story
I’d have a short one lady for my own
I would have written of me on my stone
I had a lover’s quarrel with the world
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Naomi
Things I learned from my mother.
Some the things I learned from my Mum were explicit. she taught
me to love jewelry by giving me lots over the years. She also —
perhaps less happily - taught me her obsession with jewelry TV
shopping channels.
She taught me to be interested in clothes by commenting on my
outfits - quite crushing my teenage ego. Memorably she commented on seeing an adored outfit (neon pink corduroy dungarees
and an emerald green shirt) that “pairing pink and green is the
spinsters last resort!” I was 13 at the time. This said, she also taught me that it is OK as
an older woman to dress with verve, and even a touch of the theatrical. (See this outfit!)
More prosaically, Mum taught me and my siblings how to do housework. For
example that dusting ‘properly’ means moving things and not just dusting around them.
She used to say: “There is no point in doing things if you don’t do them right.” Relatedly,
she also taught me that children should do chores - a lesson my own children, I am sure,
wish I had not learned.
Mum would probably have described herself as a survivor and she definitely
taught me about the importance of determined resistance. Once when I was a teenager
Mum had an altercation with a motor bike driver. He pulled up beside the driver’s side
window, on his huge bike, and this scary big person just stared at her through his motorcycle helmet. You know what Mum did? She unwound her window and stared right
back until the light changed and he drove off.
Mum taught me that art, sculpture, theatre, dance and books are of value and
enrich a person’s life, principally by taking us (as children and adults) to many, many
galleries, historical buildings and performances.
Mum taught me that interests are to be pursued. For example, at some point in
middle childhood I expressed a liking for animal books. For weeks afterwards she
sourced titles through the library, bringing me back books I still remember - Born Free
about Elsa the lioness, 'Tarka the Otter’, all the Gerald Durell books, a great book about
a pet sloth.
In this way Mum taught me that it is good, really good, to live life with passions,
indeed that it is good to be a passionate person. Because of her I value people who are
enthusiastic, vivid, strong-minded, and - it must be said - sometimes difficult. Because of
her I mostly value those things in myself.
Mum also taught me things implicitly. As a terrible pessimist, she taught me the
value of optimism and hope.
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Implicitly Mum also taught me about the importance of work for women. She
grew up in a different generation and in line with prevalent social expectation, she gave
up full-time work. She gave up an idea of a career to look after her children. She was a
dutiful mother. But she was often bored and frustrated, her great intelligence and drive
wasted in the domestic life and part-time secretarial roles. It is because of Mum that,
despite my maternal guilt, I have felt able to have a full-time career that I enjoy enormously, while also being a mother to three. For that I am really grateful.
No one here, I think, does not know that Mum was a complex person but that,
of course, taught me things too. My struggles with our complex relationship have been
epic and expensive (many years of therapy). But, my need to understand her, or us, fostered a curiosity about people and their emotions which explains why I am — today —
a psychologist. So I can say — and really without irony — that my mother is the reason
I became a therapist.
Mum’s children, her friends and her acquaintances, will all testify that she could
be enormously kind and caring. She was funny, generous, passionate and charismatic.
As a mother she could be brilliant. I remember when she found cigarettes in my bedroom when I was a teenager. She did not say anything to me but when I called her to the
door because there was someone from a charity asking for money, she turned to me and
said — “Ah! — cancer research. We should probably contribute to that!”
All these brilliant parts of her, and yet my father used to tell me when I was a
child, “Your mother loves you”, because at the time it was not clear to me that she did. I
had a huge row with Mum the evening before I got married about the fact that she had
never told me “I love you”. And she never did. But I do understand that every time she
gave me another perfect gift — years and years and years of jewelry, clothes, books, art
work — that is what she was saying.
So, in all the tangled, complicated ways she interacted with people, the most
important lesson that Mum taught me was that love is important. I wish — I really truly
wish — that it had been easier for Mum to both express and receive love. And I want to
say here and now, just in case of any doubt, that I really loved her and that I am grateful
for everything she taught me, explicitly and implicitly.
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Alexia:
Here are some different perspectives on Mum — with common
themes and echoes of what was already said: A reference letter
from sub-Dean of Faculty at King’s college, London
“She is a very intelligent and literate person with well developed
social skills and an active cultural life. Her theatre-going for example is eclectic in its coverage and I found connections with her on
topics, particularly those concerning a shared love of Shakespeare,
most stimulating. She has presence and she got along well with
academics, students and office staff here. She has a strong personality and does not suffer fools gladly but is fundamentally an easy person to get along
with, with a well-developed sense of humour.” E-mail from Ann Wood this week
“Diana and I became acquainted sharing a Pullman compartment for five weeks
in 1979, a rail journey around India, which could have made or destroyed any relationship between two people. Instead our friendship lasted in letters over forty years — and
thousands of miles across the Atlantic — with my visits to her in Scotland and London
and hers to me in Washington.
There is no woman I admired more for her intelligence or stood in more awe of
for her confidence. She always seemed capable of doing the impossible, whether it was
getting a Delhi desk clerk to rouse his manager at midnight to release a friends’s checked
baggage in time for a dawn flight or to leave an operating room just before the anaesthetic because she found the service incompetent.
Was there anyone like her? I don’t think so and I miss her friendship dreadfully.”
Letter from Alison Closs this week
“The best times in our friendship were in discussions about books that we had
both read and in visits to the theatre in London and our shared interest in Alison Kinnaird’s glass and in painting and, of course, in travel. I remember we once went, in the
late 1980s, I think, to the Royal Court and saw Tilda Swinton in Karge’s ‘Man to Man’.
Diana had managed to get seats in the front row — a mistake as it turn out as at one
point Swinton had to spit out a full mouthful of water. It landed on us and Diana
laughed and laughed. She was a superb letter writer and I wish she had written to publish
but she never really believed how good she was.”
About an interview she had at Eton school, Diana wrote:
“I was, indeed, at Eton, at the time I was asked to be, i.e. 12:30 p.m. The outgoing
secretary whom I liked welcomed me back and told me the list of likely candidates was
now whittled down to two, me and ANOTHER. I was then called in again to re-meet
the Bursar and his Assistant. The latter sailed into me again: would I be able to cope (he
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wanted to know) with a ‘phone call one minute from the Groundsman and the next
from the Queen Mother? I enquired whether I was expected to address both in a different
manner since in fact I would be more likely to address both identically. I don’t think
that was the right answer. He then pointed out (as if one had not been able to observe
this) that Eton was a predominantly male environment, and did I think I would be able
to ‘handle’ that. The implication of this remark was, of course, that few women are employed there and those that were must necessarily regard themselves as second-class citizens. I asked him to re-phrase the question, lest I had misunderstood the implication. I
had not. I said that it had never worried me to be a woman, that I had a good opinion of
myself and an even better one of my own sex and that, en masse (that was a qualification
I think he missed), I preferred women to men because I thought they behaved better. I
don’t think that was the right answer either. Lunch then happened with the Bursar and
wife in a local pub. I liked her a lot but was confirmed in my opinion that he is probably
a wimp. She whipped me round the school after the interview, and I really enjoyed the
place (it is steeped in history). You may imagine that I did certainly suffer twinges of
remorse at my own wrong-headedness and determination to cut off my nose to spite my
own face when they wrote and told me I had not got the job!”
Mum experienced her life in dramatic superlatives. Her outlook tended more
towards the half glass empty than half glass full, so adjectives such at ‘dreadful, ‘awful’
and ‘excruciating’ punctuated her descriptions of everyday episodes that others might
have simply seen as minor irritations. But her vocabulary also included words such as
‘magnificent’, ‘sublime’ and ‘exquisite’ which, though more rarely exercised, were usually accompanied by an excited enthusiasm and glow that was often infectious.
Anxiety was a trait she passed on to her three children, yet she tried not to let
this fetter her life or her children’s. She did not prevent any of us going off traveling at
relatively tender young ages, though she saw dangers all around. In erratic letters home,
I did sometimes edit what I was doing/where I was — so as not to raise her alarm. Little
did I know that my description of house-sitting llamas in Vermont one Christmas —
what I perceived as an innocuous and fun way to spend the holiday - would provoke her
to warn me, based on the advice of some expert in her office, to beware of poisonous
llama bites.
She was extremely well-read, if not always completely well-informed. Though
she enjoyed biographies and travel books, her choices were eclectic and she dipped in
and out of most genres. Yet she eschewed Radio 4 because — she told me when I recommended a programme or two - that she did not want to be told what to think. Instead,
Terry Wogan was her constant morning companion whilst he ruled the Radio 2 airwaves. And when he stopped broadcasting, she pretty much stopped listening to the
radio or to music at all.
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She did not rate the everyday. However, I remember going with her to the Affordable Art Fair in Battersea Park some time ago and there was an exhibition that depicted the doing of daily tasks, which I rather liked. But she found the subject mundane
and therefore not worthy of depiction. ‘Culture’, o her, seemed to be about creating
and/or revering the exceptional. And as such I think she epitomized the idea of being
‘cultured’, particularly in this sense: she was exceptional - a ‘one of a kind’ as the phrase
goes. As such, she will not be easily forgotten. And though she sometimes doubted it,
she will be very much missed.
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