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“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 

  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

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 work-
ers 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. 

L 
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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, 
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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 lux-
ury. 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 mon-
keys 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 else-
where. 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 corre-
spondence 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 prop-
erties, 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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 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 look-
ing 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 depart-
ment 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 

Howard and Ruth Wood with their children 
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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 bicy-
cles; 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 vil-
lage. 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. 

 
 
 
 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, 

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. 
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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 ex-
tended from the Evanston/Chicago border thru northern and western suburbs and farm-
land 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 fa-
ther 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 For-
est 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 mid-
career 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 
office. The reason, he told me was, “The Chicago Tribune Ruth Wood getting oysters 

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 unex-
pected gift. Within the year he 
remarried choosing the Bavar-
ian-born widow of a Tribune for-
eign correspondent, gracious, ef-
ficient 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 Ja-
maica, 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 can-
didates 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 

Howard Wood in his Tribune Tower office  
hosting a president 
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returned from abroad, we were in touch, meeting a few times over the years. Occasion-
ally, 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..  

  
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
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 Mar-
tin, who saved and returned them to me and were, put into a computer, becoming the 

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

Learning of its 
sale for $135,000 

by reading the 
Washington Post  
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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, en-
couraging 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 let-
ters among all the boxes. On Cairo Hilton stationary suf-
fering 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. 
 
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. 

 
 

My last White House  
press pass 
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 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 conver-
sations 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 Insti-
tute 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 

Visa stamps from budget trip around the world trip 
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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 gentle-
man 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 sur-
gical recovery rooms of Columbia-Presbyterian Medical Center, NYC, she was encour-
aged 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 an-
other 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 apart-
ment 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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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 op-
portunities 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 ex-
pressed 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. 

My two dogs in their VW 
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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 invi-
tation 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 en-
courages 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 ac-
tions made them  suspect, hope or believe that she loved them, although it was impossi-
ble 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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