
A distinctly American blend. 
Crafted to be especially smooth, 

it's always GOOD TO THE LAST DROP.­

• REAL LIFE
 

(continued from p. 69) 
credit cards and bank 
accounts as well as my 
Social Security number, 
a map with my mother's 
house circled in black, 
copies of anonymous 
letters to newspapers 
and more than 60 hours 
of audiotapes of my 
phone conversations. I 
felt I'd suffered the ulti ­
mate betrayal. 

That feeling only in ­
tensified when, at the 
request of the police de­
partment , I listened to 

The difficult trial that 
didn't end my trials 

In April. Susan and her 
attorney offered me 
$5,000 not to press 
charges. I was outraged. 
What Susan had done 
was a crime. and I 
wanted her convicted. 
As furious as I was , 
though , I was deter­
mined to rise above a 
desire for revenge . So 
I jotted down a plea 
offer-a suggestion for 
a fair punishment­

" Susan had amap
with my mother's house 

circled in black. " 
Su san's tapes of my 
calls. Susan had kept a 
tape recorder next to the 
pol ice scanner, and it 
captured her snide com­
ments as she listened in 
on my conversations. 
"You're nothing but a 
liar," she'd say. " You' re 
evil, Diana." It was 
chilling. Why did she 
hate me so much ? Was 
it a neighborly spat? 
Could she have been se­
cretly in love with my 
ex-boyfriend or perhaps 
envious of my career? 
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which I passed along to 
the assistant attorney 
general prosecuting the 
case. I didn't ask for jail 
time for Susan; I knew 
the maximum sentence 
she would receive for 
her activities would be 
about three months . In­
stead, I requested that 
she serve 48 months of 
probation, so she would 
be monitored by her 
probation officer for 
four years . I also wanted 
her to have no further 
contact with me, to pass 



a polygraph test ascer­
taining that she was no 
longer stalking me, to 
undergo mental-health 
treatment, to get rid of 
her scanner and to pay 
me $4,000 in damages. 

At a court hearing 
on September 4, 1996, 
Susan pleaded no con­
test and was convicted 
of stalking and unlawful 
interception of commu­
nication. I told Judge 
Joseph Guimond about 
the panic I'd felt at be­
ing stalked. Susan lis­
tened silently, showing 
no remorse. Herdefense 
attorney tried to offer an 
excuse. Susan suffered 
from an anxiety disor­
der, he said, and she had 
been trying to create a 
"safe zone" around her 
home. Monitoring my 
telephone conversations 
made her feel more se­
cure. Judge Guimond 
wasn 't sympathetic. He 
said he would have sen­
tenced her to jail, but 
he'd agree to the pun­
ishment I'd recom­
mended. Exhausted, I 
wondered whether it 
was really over. 

Then I found out it 
wasn't. In October I 
learned that Susan had 
flunked polygraph-test 
questions as to whether 
she was still keeping 
tapes or personal infor­

mation about me . She 
and her attorney also 
threatened to try to lift 
the court order banning 
her stalking but later 
backed down. 

Since criminal charges 
weren't enough to stop 
Susan, I'm trying anoth­
er tactic: suing her for 
every penny she has. 
I'm fighting back with 
a civil lawsuit for 
$766,876-$500,000 in 
damages for physical 
and emotional distress, 
plus costs for attorney's 
fees, moving, home-se­
curity systems and lost 
income from missed 
work. The trial isn't 
scheduled yet. Unlike in 
hercriminal case, where 
a defendant isn't re­
quired to testify, this time 
Susan will have to take 
the stand. At last maybe 
I'll hear why she wanted 
to destroy my Ii fe, al­
though no excuse could 
ever justify her actions. 

I'm still glad I didn't 
ask for Susan to be sent 
to jail. I wanted her to 
get counseling so no 
one else will have to live 
my nightmare. Being 
stalked has changed me 
forever. I still feel un­
safe and rarely go out in 
the evening. Someday 
I hope to start dating 
again, but for now I'm 
just trying to heal. • 


