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For mothers and daughters, fathers and sons—

and for any two people willing 

to tell each other the truth, 

or at least to boldly ask the questions.





Foreword 

by reese Witherspoon

 

The first time I met Diane Ladd—the woman I had admired since I saw her in Alice Doesn’t Live Here Anymore—she was seated in a screening room on the 20th Century Fox lot, about to watch the film Wild.

Laura Dern—Diane’s daughter, my mother in the film—and I had decided it would be a good idea to show the movie to our parents early so that they could prepare themselves. The intensely emotional story is based on the memoir by Cheryl Strayed about how she walked a thousand miles of the Pacific Crest Trail to recover from the devastating loss of her mother.

There is a sort of immediate intimacy that happens when people play family members in a movie. It’s hard to describe the process that actors go through—losing all inhibitions as fast as possible and falling in love or building a relationship in a matter of weeks. In the case of Laura and me, it took an hour. The first day of shooting, we filmed her death scene in a musty, dilapidated hospital. I threw my body on top of hers and wept while she dutifully kept her eyes sealed. The moment Jean-Marc Vallée yelled, “Cut!” we burst into laughter over the absurdity of our job.

During that shoot and the publicity tour that followed, Dern (I call her Dern) and I shared so much: Our childhood dreams of being actors. Our love of acting and all the films that inspired us. Our mutual friends. Our families. To say that she has become a dear friend would be an understatement. We consider ourselves sisters. If ever there were a process to make this legal, we would be there with documents in hand, ready to pledge allegiance to each other.

I’d gotten to know her two incredible children (with her ex-husband, the musician Ben Harper)—Ellery, age twenty, and Jaya, age sixteen. So the natural next step was to meet each other’s mothers—which brings us back to the 20th Century Fox lot, sitting down with these women who’d raised us and watching them watch us model some of the very life lessons they’d taught us.

Our mothers held hands during the whole film. At the end, they sat staring at the screen and crying quietly together for a long while.

Laura and I did too.

We all went to lunch afterward, and it was the beginning of a magical friendship.

I have come to call Diane “my other mother.” Her voice, a low Mississippi drawl, reminds me of lightning bugs and sweet tea and bourbon. The way she carries herself so elegantly through rooms and dresses for every occasion and always has endless genuine and effusive compliments for people she loves—and sharp words for those she doesn’t—to me makes her the embodiment of southern grace and charm. And I’ve never witnessed a better storyteller in my life.

She’s one my very favorite actors because of her ability to show a spectrum of human emotion with such authenticity. She can explore the depths of despair, break your heart into a million pieces, or tell the bawdiest joke—sometimes all in the same scene. She brought her incredible talent to the films Chinatown, Ghosts of Mississippi, and The Cemetery Club, and she was deservedly nominated by the Academy for her roles in Wild at Heart, Alice Doesn’t Live Here Anymore, and Rambling Rose. Not to mention her wonderful stage and television work. What a joy it was to see her and Laura play mother and daughter on the phenomenal HBO show Enlightened! Time magazine once said Diane “is one of the top ten actresses not only in this country but the whole world.” I could not agree more. She is the stuff legends are made of.

As for Laura—how do you describe a force of nature? She is a hurricane of creativity and intelligence, passion and humor. A gale-force wind of ferocious love. A tidal wave of questions and curiosity. She’s always ready to push an idea further out on a ledge, create necessary chaos, shake up stagnant rooms, wake everyone up!

Growing up, Laura learned from her extraordinary parents how to use pathos and humor to create indelible characters. Her father is Bruce Dern, one of the most prolific and respected actors of his generation—known, of course, for his iconic roles in Coming Home and The Great Gatsby, and as the only actor ever given the honor of killing John Wayne in a movie. In the myriad important films her parents made, she saw them directed by Martin Scorsese, Mike Nichols, Roman Polanski, Hal Ashby, John Frankenheimer, and Alfred Hitchcock. Family friends included Shelley Winters, Jack Nicholson, and Dennis Hopper.

Laura was nominated alongside her mother for an Oscar for her performance in Rambling Rose. She went on to deliver stellar performances in Wild at Heart and Citizen Ruth, both essential viewing for any aspiring actors. She gave Marmee boundless warmth in Little Women and divorce lawyer Nora Fanshaw profound ruthlessness in Marriage Story. But my favorite of her performances has got to be as the social-climbing alpha female Renata Klein in Big Little Lies, probably because I had a front-row seat to watch the magic happen.

Off-screen, too, she just cares. A whole lot. About people in this world, about relationships and communities. She cares about art and self-expression. On a set, she’s like a child on the playground imagining the most elaborate game of make-believe, and you get to play it with her.

Every time I see her soar into her rightful place as the talented, brilliant woman she is, I’m overwhelmed with emotion and pride for my friend whose body of work is so singular and impactful. On Oscar night 2020, I sat at home in my PJ’s shrieking with joy and snapping photos of my TV every time I spotted her on the red carpet. And when she won the Best Supporting Actress Oscar and dedicated it to her mom and dad, I burst into tears.

I knew that sharing this historic Hollywood moment would be so important to them because of the many nominations they had received from the Academy, separately and, in the case of Rambling Rose, together. Knowing their love of the industry and the respect they have for their peers, I was deeply moved to see their family’s legacy cemented onstage that night. As far as I’m concerned, it remains one of the best Oscar moments ever.

Around that time, as her career reached a new pinnacle, Laura told me that her mother’s health had taken a dramatic turn. A lung condition had made it hard for her to breathe. The doctors said she might have only a few months left to live. I was so moved when Laura told me that they’d begun taking walks every day to help her mother heal—and when she added that they’d begun taping the conversations they had during those walks to preserve Diane’s stories for posterity.
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In every mother-daughter relationship, there are memories that deserve time to be explored and reexamined through a different lens. We grow up. Our parents become vulnerable. How we handle these times is a true mark of our character. Knowing them both, I was not surprised to hear that in the conversations they were tackling trauma, joy, love, death, and every other topic, and that the walks were healing not just physically, but also emotionally and spiritually.

Neither of these women ever takes one moment for granted. They ponder life’s biggest questions fearlessly, always aware of how precious and fleeting our days can be. I have watched them argue and reconcile. I have watched them fall into a tender embrace after dinner. I have sat at their feet and learned from them—two of the most fabulous, glorious, talented women alive.

Now that they’ve decided to share these walk-and-talks—along with gorgeous family photos, tasty recipes, and reflections on so much that they’ve experienced separately and together—you get to join them as well.





Diane

As we made our first drive up to the Palisades bluffs in Santa Monica for a walk, I kept looking over at Laura in the driver’s seat. She looked so determined.

When it comes to these walks, I can tell she means business. I want to go along with her plan, but I’m scared, and I can’t let her know it.

I’m also furious that I’m sick. My doctor, I, and many people in my town believe that my condition is due to industrial farming in my area. They were spraying in my neighborhood with pesticides—like we were cockroaches! For three years! Without telling me! Over ten pesticides were being sprayed, including glyphosate—which can cause all sorts of terrible things! It was only after my dog, Ginger, was poisoned by the air and died in my arms that I began to realize what was happening. I was left with lungs so severely damaged that I can barely breathe.

I went to one doctor after another, and no one gave me the right answers.

Are you sure you’re not a smoker? they asked, looking at my scans.

For one year, decades ago, I smoked. That’s it.

I was given one misdiagnosis after another: vertigo from an inner-ear infection, an esophageal disorder . . . finally they called it idiopathic pulmonary fibrosis, IPF. And they confirmed to me that the pesticides were the cause. Such bad scarring in a nonsmoker almost always comes from environmental toxins.

Now I can’t stop gasping. And Laura is going to make me exercise? The pulmonary specialist—another of these fancy doctors who know everything and talk about me like I’m not there—told Laura, “Even if she only walks half a block, that will make a difference. It’s about getting the lungs to work harder for fifteen minutes a day. Don’t let her stop before fifteen minutes, whatever it takes.”

Fifteen minutes? Fifteen seconds feels impossible. I have oxygen going into my nose through a cannula. The doctor said I might be hooked up to this machine for the rest of my life. Terrifying.

But what upsets me most is Laura seeing how weak I am. That day at the doctor’s office when we got the news, she broke down. She said, “But I still need you, Mom. You can’t leave me.” Now all I can think is that on one of these walks, I’m going to fall down dead on the sidewalk. I picture Laura having to call an ambulance, standing over my body as a crowd gathers. How can I walk as much as she wants me to when I’m terrified of dying in front of her?

The pain from my lung scarring is incredible. My esophagus has shrunk and I’m starving. People bring soup, mashed potatoes, milkshakes, but whatever I can get down isn’t enough. I wake up at four thirty in the morning, staring at the ceiling—depressed, exhausted, hungry, hurting. I’m sure that Laura dragging me out into the sunshine is the right thing, but it’s hard in every way.

I don’t want to think about dying. So many questions keep going through my head: What if I’m not around to see my grandchildren grow up? What if I’m not there when they need me? Will I miss their heartbreaks, their marriages, their babies? Will I never get to experience the joy of watching them find their way in the world?

What keeps me going is that desperate longing to do more. I worry that I didn’t hold my loved ones enough, that I didn’t ask the right questions or give the right answers. I imagine myself in a coffin, pounding on the lid, saying, “Wait! Just one more week, one more day, one more minute! Don’t bring the curtain down yet!”
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‌“Diane Ladd, that cake is the most creative way to make sure your daughter is unstable enough to want to play interesting women for the rest of her life.”

— laura, QUOTING DAVID LYNCH
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Diane

 

My daddy, Preston, died when Laura was fourteen. I’m glad we’re able to talk about him now, because for all his failings as a husband, he was a wonderful father to me. And because I was an only child I had his full attention.

I spent the first few years of my life in Meridian, Mississippi. Meridian means dividing line. Then, at six, we moved to Chickasaw, Alabama. There were two reasons for the move: first, because my mother’s sister, Aunt Bertha, lived in Mobile, Alabama, and was dying of cancer so mother wanted to be fairly close, and also because we were now in World War II. Gas was being rationed so my daddy couldn’t get enough to do his needed travel as a country veterinarian. So because he was never a lazy man, Daddy took a job as a pipe fitter foreman at the Chickasaw, Alabama, shipyard. In 1946, after the war ended and Aunt Bertha had gone to be with the angels, we moved back to Meridian. That town had a population of sixty thousand, but still you did not pass another human being on the street without nodding and smiling at them. My father would say, “Hell, even dogs sniff each other. How can human beings pass each other and not acknowledge, ‘Hello, other human being!’?”

When I was a little girl, he made me think he could change the weather. We would be in the car, and he knew, of course, it was about to rain. He would say, “Want me to bring the rain for all the flowers and trees, honey?” I’d say, “Oh, yes, Daddy, please.” I loved the rain. And he’d chant until the skies opened up. And as the storm was lightening up, he’d say, “Diane, maybe we should call the ol’ sun to come visit. You want me to make it stop raining?” And I’d be so excited, and Daddy’d say, “OK.” He’d say gibberish and then shout, “Stop raining!” And he’d time it so the rain would stop as he finished his chant. He taught me to believe in magic.

When I was a little girl, he’d say to me, “Girl, I will love you until the ocean wears britches to keep its bottom dry.” And when Laura was little, I said that in turn to her.
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He had a gorgeous voice. He loved country music, and I loved opera, and we both loved singing as we drove down the road on his work trips to sell medicine for chickens. He could write a song in two minutes, and he taught me how. I can write a song about anyone the second I meet them.

Our very favorite was an old folk song that had been sung by workingmen building levees on the Mississippi River. It was recorded by Woody Guthrie in the 1940s as “Crawdad Song.”

You get a line, I’ll get a pole, honey

You get a line, I’ll get a pole, babe

You get a line, I’ll get a pole

We’ll go down to the crawdad hole

Honey, baby, mine.

Our families sung it as long as anyone can remember. It was Laura’s favorite bedtime lullaby. She and my dad sang it when they went fishing together. And to this day we use the lyric “honey, baby, mine” as a term of affection.

There are so many stories about my daddy that it’s hard to know where to start. When I was ten, he gave me a little .410 gun for my birthday, and he taught me how to shoot well. I learned that a gun is a weapon, not a toy, and that I needed to keep it clean. I used to clean it with a coat hanger and a rag. He said, “If you have something in life, you’ve got to take care of it.” Early one morning, he took me and my little gun hunting. I did not like the idea of hunting because I didn’t like the idea of killing. But at least he ate what he killed, and he prayed over it, God bless him. So I agreed to go.

My daddy raised the sweetest, most beautiful bird dogs in the country, so men would come from all around to go hunting with him. On one of these trips, he brought me along. These other men didn’t particularly want to take a ten-year-old child on a hunting trip, but he said, “Don’t worry. She can keep up.”

We tracked through the woods a long time. And finally the dogs took us to a place with deer, and they cornered a beautiful buck on top of a hill. This creature looked like a painting with the sun filtering through the trees.

“Don’t say a word,” my father whispered to me.

The men all raised their guns simultaneously. My daddy was just about to pull the trigger when echoing through the woods came a little voice: “Run, you little son of a bitch! Run!”

The deer looked up in alarm, and he did run, and he got away.

I saved the deer. But of course my daddy never, ever took me hunting again—which, of course, was fine by me.

Many years later, I was having dinner at the home of Deric Washburn, a writer at the Actors Studio in New York. We didn’t have much money, any of us, but Deric knew how to cook, and he made us a delicious meal of chicken livers cooked with wine and yogurt over noodles. I told Deric Washburn my hunting story and he said, “Someday I am going to write a screenplay called The Deer Hunter.” And he did! And he forgot to call me—they gave the part to a young Meryl Streep.

Years after that, when I created the role of Belle Dupree on the TV show Alice (based on the Scorsese film for which I created the role of Flo), I made my father a character by improvising stories about him. In my first appearance on the show, I sang a song he wrote, “Uncle Bud,” which earned him a screen credit and a check.

When he was dying, he made me promise him that I’d sing another of our favorite songs, “I’ll Meet You in the Morning” for him at his funeral. I made it through without crying, but it was one of the hardest things I’ve ever had to do in my life.

 

I will meet you in the morning by the bright riverside

When all sorrow has drifted away.





Diane

I was pregnant with Laura when I was doing a film called The Rebel Rousers with Harry Dean Stanton, Jack Nicholson, Cameron Mitchell, and Bruce Dern. We had to shoot in Kingman, Arizona, when I was eight months pregnant.

I was getting nervous that if something went wrong, I would need a caesarean. When we began shooting in Arizona, I asked, “Is there a good doctor here?” They said, “Yeah, we have a good ol’ doctor—when he’s sober.” After that, every night, I just lay there and prayed to God, “Please get me and this baby off this set safely.”

In one scene, the director had Harry Dean and Jack jumping up and down on the roof of the car I was in, trying to assault my character. The top of the car started to bend in. I jumped out of the car and screamed, “That’s quite enough of that! I’ve got a baby in here!”

They were actually very chivalrous, though. At one point, Jack had to lean toward me menacingly and was very nervous about it. He said he didn’t want to actually scare me.

When Harry Dean met Laura a few years later, he said, “I hope my voice isn’t familiar to you.” He worried that he’d made a bad impression when his character was trying to attack mine and she was along for the ride!
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Diane

When you first fall in love with someone, you want to tell each other everything. And when you meet a stranger on a plane, you think you’re never going to see that person again, and so you feel free to tell that person everything. But a relationship that lasts many years is something else. Emotions are very powerful. In a fight between emotions and logic, emotions win every time. And often you wind up cutting off both. The feelings are so powerful that you can’t handle them, and so you pull away. It happens between parents and children and between husbands and wives. There are moments where you failed the other person by covering up something or telling a lie. Parents cover up all the time because we want our children to love and respect us. We aren’t shrinks. We don’t have a degree on the wall. We make it up as we go along. You’re scared. And so you shade the truth. You want your child to do what you want your child to do. You want to maintain your authority. You want the child to respect you. I think there was a time when I lied and Laura realized it and yet was not in a position to confront me. And there are ways in which Laura has surprised me, not been completely honest. We are all unknowable, ultimately. On crime shows, the killer’s mother says “My child would never do that!” But you don’t know. On these walks, Laura wants to speak and hear the full truth. I’m pretty sure something’s going to get said eventually that will hurt me. It’s my job to try to take it gracefully. That’s the parent’s job, isn’t it? I know there are things Laura could attack me for. And there are times she’s wounded me too. What is worth bringing up? What will it help to talk about and what will hurt too much?

 

[image: clip0052]

 

‌“There we were on the bus. I was seven, holding pots and scared the fish would jump out. And then this woman came up, and she said, ‘Kitty Styles!’ I thought to myself, Oh my God, please do not talk to my mom right now. We are on a very important mission and in a whole lot of ways this is not a great time.”

—laura





Diane

The haircut! Fourteen years ago, and Laura’s still holding it over me. I guess that’s the kind of thing that can never be put to rest. The only thing you can ever get to is for me to say, “I think it was out of hand for you to be rude to your mother.” And she can say, “You used us being away to do what you wanted to do with our child. You were wrong.”

I still think they were wrong. Ben and Laura thought he looked cute. I’d taken him for haircuts before, but just for a trim. “Two inches!” they’d say. But then they were out of town! And yes, there was a meaning to my method. But I did not spur him on. He really said to me he’d like to have his hair cut. So we did it. He looked great. They gave him a balloon. He was so happy. Then Laura and Ben came home, and Laura went frigging nuts. It felt rude to the poor old grandmother.

I left in a huff, and I went to my car and parked on the side of the road and felt sorry for myself and sobbed that my daughter could talk to me like that. I never wanted to see them again. I never wanted to set foot on their doorstep again. It became a mountain, not a molehill. They apologized later, but the damage had been done. Not a good thing. I was heartbroken. Laura got me on the phone and told me to come back that night. I can’t remember if I did or not. It was so painful. I took that photo out of the scrapbook of my mind.

Did Ellery want it cut, or did he just know I wanted him to want it cut? It’s fourteen years too late to figure that out, but it’s still bothering both of us. Those things never leave your consciousness. You try to get over it, and so many loving, tender things take place in between the flare-ups, and all you can do is hash it out and know where you stand and agree to disagree.

This conversation may seem like a failure, but it’s not. When you have old conflicts that go undiscussed, it’s like riding an elevator that’s rattling and that makes you feel unsafe. You don’t know when it might just crash to the ground. These conversations, even if they’re tough, make those ropes stronger. They help you ride up and down in life with less fear of a sudden drop.
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‌“When you have old conflicts that go undiscussed, it’s like riding an elevator that’s rattling and that makes you feel unsafe. You don’t know when it might just crash to the ground. These conversations, even if they’re tough, make those ropes stronger.”

—diane
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Diane

After yesterday’s walk, I feel lighter. I went home and fell into my first deep sleep in a long time. I woke up feeling five years younger. After this conversation, I felt understanding and peace of mind. I still felt tremendous sadness and regret over Diane Elizabeth’s death. But I also felt a new feeling: pride that I’d gone on with my life and had not succumbed to grief. Laura gave me that forgiveness. She said, “Look what you’ve accomplished!” She took an arrow of pain and pulled it out of me. She did that standing there before me on the sidewalk. I’d avoided that block for a long time. She pushed me to go there, and as we talked in front of the old house, the layers of the past fell off like the layers of an onion. With nothing more than her love and her wisdom. I could see, finally, that yes, after surviving the unimaginable, I did OK. Life slapped me against the wall, but I came back. I worked, I had this beautiful second child. I have grandchildren. Laura taught me today that the wind blows, but eventually you see the sun again. You see that you have a treasure standing there next to you.
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Appendix

 

Questions to Ask on Your Own Walks

What are the most powerful memories you have of childhood?

What or who were your first and most important influences?

What are your favorite things—song, movie, book, food?

What do you regret, and of what are you most proud?

Whom would you like to forgive or be forgiven by?

Who were the loves of your life? What were the heartbreaks?

What gives your life meaning? What do you want your legacy to be?
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Diane’s Acknowledgments

 

I owe a “Thank You” to my Creator for the ‘Opportunity of Life’ and to my husband, Robert, and my daughter Laura, for their faith: even though doctors said, “Only six months left to live,” after I unknowingly absorbed Poisonous Pesticide chemicals in 2018. They inspired me to continue on fulfilling my Destiny with joy and love for the ‘Highest Good.’ My first miracle, after the tragic death of my two-year-old daughter, I experienced a Tubular Pregnancy, and the doctors said, “You will never have another child; it is impossible.” I replied, “I will.” And I did! Laura Dern is my first miracle. Recovering my own life is my second miracle.

Gracious ones who helped me feel the energy to live: in alphabetical order, Steve Anderson, Wendell Bachman, Laurel Felice, June Field, Mary Jo Healy, Nirmala Heriza, Lynn Kaplan, Todd Risley, Shirley Smith, Kim Vincent, Howard Wills, and Candace Wilson. Agent: Aron Gianini. Agent: Mollie Glick. Former Agent/Manager: Iris Grossman. Attorney: Stephen Breimer. Attorney: Patricia Glaser. Attorney: Jason Aylesworth. Doctors: Rachael Beller, Mark Berman, Robin Bernhoft, Kenneth Chang, Pradip Doshi, Dominique Fradin-Read, and Nurse Charles, Phillip Fleshner, Harris Gelberg, Richard Horowitz, Ken Kafka, Arthur and Carol Kornhaber, Jeff Kupperman, Nikhil Kumta, Gladys T. McGarey, Doug Nelson and wife Donna, and Nurse Gail, Cynthia Watson, and Nurse Linda. UCLA Medical Plaza: Dr. Eric Esrailian, Teresa Moussa, and Harry Solorzano; Todd Bates; Majda Benkhadra; Dr. John Belperio; Diana Son. Jacinte Paquette and Staff. Former manager Stephany Hurkos and family. Former manager Scott Hart. Business manager: Philpott Meeks and David Butler/Karine/Sandy/Harry/Victor/Elija/Cathy and all.

Animal Trainer Tracy Kelley who saved my “Murray,” and Dog Walker Tony Sabala, who took care of my treasured pets when I could not be there. Stand-in: Iona Kaye. Writing partners: Carlton Scott Alsop, William Jack Sibley. Actors Studio East: Deborah Dixon. Actors Studio West: Helen Sanders, et al. Directors: Martha Coolidge, Roger Corman, James Dearden, Jonathan Demme, Roger Donaldson, Bill Duke, Nick Hamm, Todd Haynes, Tonya Holly, Demian Lichtenstein, David Lynch, Todd Robinson, Damian Romay, David O. Russell, Martin Scorsese, Harry Winer, among others. Assistants: Michelle Pauley, Katya Priestley, Sylvia Hague, and former assistant and “adopted” daughter Brittany B. Fowler. My very talented other “son,” Damien Chazelle.

Aunt: Johni B. DuBose and daughters. Cousins: Lahoma DuBrock, Alene Ladner, Debra Ladner Fink, Amy Lanier, Irma Jean Kirkland, Fred Newman, Kathy and Marvin Strahan. My ex- husbands Bruce Dern and William Shay Jr.

Friends: My “adopted family” (alphabetical order) Ellen Elliott-Applegate, Fern Barishman, Dr. Harvey Bank, Bonnie Birch and family, Beth Brickell, Gael Belden, Bradley Cooper and mother Gloria, Glenda Christian and Bill Young, Colleen Camp, Jody Carter, Heather Collins and family, Joe D’Angerio, Connie DeNave, Robert Duval, Francis Fisher, Jane Fonda, Elliot Gould, Debi Otto and Ray Harding, Lainie Kazan and daughter Jennifer and family, Sally Kirkland, Shery Lund and family, Ron Jackson, Jay Jennings, Sharon and Bob Jiminez, Sandra Martin, Stephanie and Linda Matlow, Mary McLaglen, Kathy Mitchell, Barbara Niven and Chesapeake bunch, Patty Pagaling, Evangeline Rogers, Nancy Sinatra, Donna and Steve Sallen, Connie Stevens and Joely and Tricia, Tamara Trexler, Renee Taylor and son Gabe Bologna, Rebecca and Josh Tickell, Emily Tracy and Bertold Haas, Lucas and Nicki and Simon, Michelle Vicary, Brenda Vaccaro, Marianne Williamson, and Bonnie White. Mentored brilliant actress: Sarina Freda.

My beloved grandchildren: C. J. Harper, Harris Harper, Ellery W. Harper, Jaya E. Harper. My ex-son-in-law by marriage Ben Harper. My son-by-marriage Brandon and wife Kristen and Aiden and Avery. Daughter-by-Amy Hunter Oleson and Rylie and Madilyn. Daughter-by-marriage Emily Hunter Ragsdale and husband Jason and sons Travis and Houston with their always loving notes. Like family: Kristy Westbrook and husband Michael and family. Godchild: Bellina Logan and husband Ben Bode and daughter Lola.

My family, friends, teachers, and guides on the other side of the Veil: Thank you for “being” you. All my gratitude to Suzanne O’Neill and the Grand Central Publishing staff. And, last but not least, my “other daughter.” Reese Witherspoon—thank you for the introduction, darling.

Much love in light,

Diane
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			Walk 12 - Fish in Flowerpots

	

				Diane
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			Walk 13 - The Haircut

	

				Diane



	



	



			Walk 14 - Our Old Street
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			Walk 15 - What We Leave Behind

	

				Laura
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