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Interviewed:  27 April 1997.  Lantz Mill, Virginia 
     Elissa FREE:  Sunday, April 17th, 1997.  We're out in the country at 
Lantz's Mill, 56 Bell's Lane, Edinburg, Virginia. 
     ANN COTTRELL FREE:  Shenandoah County. 
     EF:  Shenandoah County.  (Pauses to check tape.) 
          We're starting our oral history today of Ann Cottrell Free.  Cottrell, 
C-o-t-t-r-e-l-l.  Free, F-r-e-e.  Ann, A-n-n.  We're going to start from the 
beginning. 
     ACF:  Introduce yourself. 
     EF:  I'm her daughter, Elissa, E-l-i-s-s-a.  Blake, 
B-l-a-k-e, which is a family name which we'll be hearing about.  Free, F-r-e-e.  
We're going to start from the beginning -- going to start right at the very 
beginning.  Tell me when you were born and what you have -- of course, you don't 
remember, but what you have been told about your very early infanthood, 
childhood. 
     ACF:  I'm Ann Cottrell Free, as Elissa said.  I was born at 8:20 on Sunday, 
June the 4th, 1916 at 421 West Grace Street, Richmond, Virginia. 
     EF:  Eight-twenty in the morning? 
     ACF:  P.M.  Sunday.  My -- 
     EF:  Where were -- Where -- What -- What place was this? 
     ACF:  421 West Grace Street, Richmond, Virginia, my parents' home.   
   EF:  What did it look like? 
     ACF:  I'm going to -- I'll describe the whole thing.  This was a large 
apartment house, you might say, a lot of flats in it, which was rather unusual 
for that day and age.  My grandparents had lived there first, George McDuffie 
Blake and Emma Walters Blake.  And then my mother and father lived there with 
them until after I was born.   
          My father never made a whole lot of money, so he was mooching off of 
my grandfather (laughs.)  But the place still stands.  I'd like very much to go 
inside there.  It was apparently an enormous place.  The man who presided, you 
might say, at the -- at the birth was my uncle, Dr. William Johnson West.   
     EF:  He delivered you? 
     ACF:  Yes.  He was the old fashioned family doctor -- almost like the 
country doctor.  Hardly ever sent bills, always on call, very wise, and -- 
     EF:  And how was he kin to you? 
     ACF:  He was my -- my father's -- (canine comment) --  
     EF:  That was Patches. 
     ACF:  He was my father's brother-in-law.  In other words, my father's 
sister was married to Dr. West. 
     EF:  Your father's sister, who? 
     ACF:  Marian West. 
     EF:  And for the benefit of Amanda and so on, that's Froggy's father.     
ACF:  I'm going to explain all that. 
     EF:  Okay.  Just making -- interjecting. 
     ACF:  I've kept up with my -- Dr. West's daughter, Dr. and Mrs. West's 
daughter, Marian, now Marian West Stocker, who became -- she's an -- an 
intellectual and a scholar, and -- and taught school, and is specialized in the 
classics.  And then she married Dr. Arthur Stocker, who was a professor of 
classics at the University of Virginia.             
     ACF:  I'm getting off the track now, but we came -- we -- we're pretty good 
friends, although we're somewhat different. 
          Okay.  I was born there and then we moved to 3105 West Grace Street.  
But I think before we moved, when I was three weeks of age, my mother and father 
brought a won- -- wonderful mammy into my life.  Her name was Adeline or 
Adelaide, I've never -- don't know which, Walker.  And I wish I knew about her 
ancestors- -- her background. Which African country her ancestors came from.  
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     EF:  Walker, W-a-l-k- -- 
     ACF:  W-a-l-k-e-r.  She's buried in Richmond and I've been trying so hard 
to get Elissa and Bill to take me out to her gravesite at Evergreen Cemetery, 
where I saw her for the last time. They opened the coffin; I was 10 years old.  
It was quite a shock.   
     EF:  So, she became your nan- -- your --  
     ACF:  She was -- Mammy.  
     EF:  -- your mammy back at that first address? 
     ACF:  Probably as I was only three weeks old, I said I wasn't sure whether 
she came on then or not, but I had a lot of people looking out for me.  My 
mother, my grandmother and my mammy.  And my mammy was the one that I think I 
loved the most, 'cause I was with her most, and she -- she was my -- she had a 
tremendous influence on me.  And, of course, any person like that -- she was not 
terribly literate, I suppose, but she had one or two books.  And I think that's 
why I've always been interested in exotic places.   
          One of them was called Edith and Her Ayah.  Ayah is the -- the Indian 
for "mammy" or "nanny."  And there were Bengal tigers and all that, and that -- 
I got imprinted early with the world of the exotic.  Ayahs and tigers, etc. 
     EF:  From her books. 
     ACF:  From her little books.  I guess they all had an effect. 
     EF:  How do you spell that? 
     ACF:  A-y-a-h.  When you go to India and now and take Amanda, you would get 
an "ayah" to look out for her, if you needed somebody like Donna, like her 
nanny. In China you would get an “amah”. Anyway, so my mammy -- I'm just taking 
a little parenthesis.  I might not ever get back to it. 
     EF:  I know.  Well, I think -- 
     ACF:  My mammy took very good care of me, of course, and my mother did too, 
and all of them.  And then my -- one my earliest recollections is being dressed 
up to go out in a go-cart, which is -- we call a stroller today.  They were much 
larger, made of wicker.  And they used to dress up little girls with little caps 
with ribbon rosettes on the side.  And then they -- all the mammies in the 
neighborhood -- everybody had mammies for little kids -- they -- the mammies 
would roll us out to a nearby park.  It all sounds very British or -- or old New 
York, you know, that type of thing.  All of them in their uniforms and so on. 
     EF:  Did she wear a uniform? 
     ACF:  Oh, yes.  They all wore uniforms in -- 
     EF:  Was it a white uniform? 
     ACF:  I don't remember.  Probably black with white collars and cuffs. 
     EF:  Was she the only household help or was there some -- 
     ACF:  Yes, she did everything.  And this was when we moved up the -- 
     EF:  Well, wait.  I think you left out a -- one of your -- 
     ACF:  We moved.  
     EF:  -- residences, didn't you? 
     ACF:  We moved at a -- the tender age, well under a year, to 2008 Park 
Avenue.  I think my grandparents lived with us, too.  Then -- Then he left and 
went up -- up to Washington.  That's another story. 
     EF:  Who -- Who is he? 
     ACF:  George McDuffie Blake. 
     EF:  Your grandfather, maternal grand- -- 
     ACF:  Then he went to Louisa after that.  There was not much love between 
my father and them, there never was.  In fact, my father destroyed their lives 
in the latter part of their life, because -- Well, that's another story. 
     EF:  Well, we'll get to that.  
     ACF:  And so, we moved there, 2008 Park Avenue, in -- 
     EF:  Was that the first place you remember? 
     ACF:  -- in the -- what they called the "Fan District" of Richmond, 
Virginia, which is very pricey and fine now, although this was a flat, a long -- 
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It was on the first floor.  It was long and narrow.  And a few years ago, Elissa 
and I went back together and -- and tried to reminisce or -- I didn't get a lot 
of flashbacks, except that long, dreary hall.   
          And the front room is where we had the Christmas tree, I remember, and 
then there was -- it's like a railroad car.  We had three or four bedrooms, one 
after the other, and then a nice, big kitchen in the back.  And my -- of course, 
Mammy did the kitch- -- did the cooking, and -- 
     EF:  Is this the first place that you remember?  I guess this would be the 
first home you would remember. 
     ACF:  Definitely. 
     EF:  She did the cook -- Did she live with you?     ACF:  Yes, she had a 
room there. 
     EF:  Okay.  I didn't know that.  At the other place, too, the first place? 
     ACF:  I said I don't remember.  I was only three weeks old. 
     EF:  I know, but you -- nobody told you? 
     ACF:  I don't know what -- when she came on, but she always – Mother always 
said, "Mammy's been with you since you were three weeks old."  And I guess we 
were at 421 West Grace Street.   
          But in any event, I was -- my only recollection of those very, very 
early days -- I told you about going out in the “go-cart”.  And then when I'd 
come back in, my mother said, "All the other little babies came back looking 
pretty much as they did when they went out, "but you came back with all the 
ribbons in -- like all torn down in shreds and your face filthy."  And she said, 
"How could it happen?"  And -- But anyway, I was -- 
     EF:  Nothing's changed. 
     ACF:  I was always into things and I was a trial and tribulation, I'm sure, 
to all of them.  And I remember I would not -- And you -- you remember things in 
snapshots or vignettes.  One time -- All this is well before I was five.  This 
might have been age three.   
          Mammy couldn't always handle me, so Mammy said, "I'm leaving."  I 
said, "Go on.  Go on."  So, she put on her hat and coat and went out -- went out 
the house and went down to the corner, and I suddenly realized:  'Oh, my gosh, 
I'm all by myself.'  And I rushed out, down to the corner.  "Mammy, Mammy, I'll 
be good.  I'll be good," and she came back.  She called my bluff.  I don't know 
what would have happened if -- if I hadn't given in, because she couldn't handle 
me.  Nobody was strict enough with me.  They all picked up after me.  My room 
was always a mess.  But that's the reason I cannot -- I'm disorderly now.   
          I can never hang anything up.  I can't get things back together in a 
room anymore, although I can put a story together, an article, but -- That was 
'cause I was a mess pot and was it was their fault for not -- for not doing 
anything. 
          And then I was about -- still under five.  Across the street from us 
on Park Avenue, on the corner was a -- a little -- what they call a 
confectionery shop, where you could get bread and sugar, the essentials, and 
candy -- 
     EF:  Do you remember the name of it? 
     ACF:  No.  And my mom sent me -- my mother sent me over to get a loaf of 
bread.  I was pretty young to be doing that -- I guess somebody -- I don't know 
why I did it.  I guess -- I guess somebody had given me a nickel; that's all it 
cost then.  And I was very careful, went out -- They shouldn't have ever let me 
go across the street at all, but it wasn't the traffic we have today.  Most of 
it -- A lot of it was still horse-drawn, very few -- not as many cars, of 
course.  And I looked up and I looked down, like I had been told to do, and the 
next thing you know I was flat on my back. And I remember looking on the 
underside of the car -- it's imprinted on my mind.  You get like a flash 
(burn?), an image, like a photographic image of the underside of a -- of a -- it 
was a small truck from one of the department stores.  And I remember seeing the 
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underside.  Right now I could draw a picture of it.  And then I got up and the 
blood was streaming.  And I remember I had on a little brown coat and it was all 
-- And then the driver got out and -- 
     EF:  Streaming from where? 
     ACF:  From my head.  I hit my head.  But I got up, went across the street, 
and then turned around and came back, went in the house and not a living soul 
came and rescued me. 
     EF:  What do you mean? 
     ACF:  Somebody should have -- There were -- There were witnesses. 
     EF:  You mean not a living soul on the street helped you? 
     ACF:  On the street.  I went in the house -- 
     EF:  How old do you think you were? 
     ACF:  All of this is -- I moved from there when I was five. 
     EF:  So this was under five.  Five or under. 
     ACF:  So, I remember then going into the bedroom -- 
     EF:  Well, were you -- you weren't badly hurt then, just -- 
     ACF:  No -- You -- You want to tell this story?  Do you want to tell it or 
do you want me to tell it? 
     EF:  Yah.  I thought you were moving on. 
     ACF:  No, I'm not.  I went in and mother -- she seemed to take a lot of 
naps.  And the room was dark and she -- I think -- 
     EF:  Maybe she had migraine headaches. 
     ACF:  She might have had headaches, I don't know.  So, I said, "Mama" -- 
because she had turned the light on.  She said, "What happened?"  I didn't want 
to admit that I'd been struck by a car 'cause she's going to think that I 
crossed the street without permission or didn't look up and down.  So, I lied.   
Of course, that's interesting.  And Elissa, remember that:  Little kids will 
think -- will say whatever they -- they think people will want to hear.  They 
want to survive. 
     EF:  Right.  What did you say? 
     ACF:  I said some bad boys beat me up.  Mmm.  She said, "Who were they?"  
And I think I named some.  And she was getting ready to go after them, and I 
said, "Oh, no.  Oh, no."  And then she called my -- called Uncle William, the 
doctor, and I said that a car had hit me.  (Laughs.) 
     EF:  Did the -- the man -- the driver, did he come in? 
     ACF:  No!  Didn't come in.  He got in the car and went off.  And there were 
people watching.  See, I remember -- 
     EF:  What season of the year was this? 
     ACF:  Oh, I had on a little lightweight coat.  It was -- It was not summer 
now, it was a -- a middle season.  Could have been spring or fall. The coat was 
covered with blood. We all said it was Joseph’s coat of many colors. (That’s in 
the bible Elissa!) 
     EF:  Mmm.  Amazing. 
     ACF:  It is amazing.  Uncle William came.  And I must have been pretty 
young.  I remember standing up on the side -- I still was sleeping in a crib.  
And I was standing on the side which can be pulled up and down. I remember 
standing there while he cut the back of my hair off to fix the wound, a 
superficial flesh wound. 
     EF:  You stood in the crib? 
     ACF:  Well, I remember standing there and he was working on my head.  Well, 
they were big. 
     EF:  What was he like? 
     ACF:  Oh, he was wonderful.  He was a -- I hate those overall adjectives.  
He was a tall man (Patches) with a -- seemingly very taciturn, with kind of a 
square face, and -- I said taciturn, but -- and kindly and -- and when he said 
anything you always listened, 'cause he was a man of few words.  And he -- You -
- We all had implicit faith in him medically. 
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     EF:  We never said this, that you were the only child and also his daughter 
Marian -- 
     ACF:  Oh, yes. 
     EF:  -- Froggy was the only child (inaudible). 
     EF:  You were just finishing, I guess -- telling me about Dr. West. 
     ACF:  Well, that was just an accident. 
     EF:  What'd you call him, "Uncle William?" 
     ACF:  Uncle William.  And he meant a great deal to me because I -- I had -- 
I admired him and, I guess, loved him and I never had that feeling for my 
father.  And then another incident of my childhood was we -- They had trees -- 
     EF:  Was this at that same location? 
     ACF:  Same location.  The city planted trees on the streets and I don't 
know how long -- it's -- were fairly young trees and I took a -- what you call a 
sickle, which is -- A sickle is -- 
     EF:  Yes, I know, sickle. 
     ACF:  I'm sure my daughter, to whom I'm doing this, doesn't know what a 
sickle is. 
     EF:  I know what a sickle is. 
     ACF:  You know what the -- a hammer and sickle, that communist emblem -- 
     EF:  I think everybody knows what a sickle is. 
     ACF:  Anyway, I took a sickle and skinned the -- skinned the bark off the 
tree, destructive. 
     EF:  Very. 
     ACF:  And not very nature-loving, was it? 
     EF:  No. 
     ACF:  And my father found out about it -- 
     EF:  A tree in front? 
     ACF:  In front. 
     EF:  Like lining the street? 
     ACF:  Yes.  And he punished me in a rather unusual way.  He said, "I'm 
going to have you arrested."  So, he took me downtown to a room with a whole lot 
of men at desks in it -- or I got the feeling it was the police -- some police 
station.  I think it was just some office where he had friends, I don't know, 
but he was always in with the police.  They took me in before the man at the big 
desk, and I had to tell him what I had done.  And he said, "Well, I'll let you 
off" -- I guess he said, "I'll let you off this time."  But it scared me to 
death and I always was afraid of the law after that.  (Laughter.)  I don't know 
why I did that. 
          The other bad thing I did was -- in that same age -- era of memory -- 
The girl up the street named Alice Selzer -- she was a selfish little thing. 
     EF:  Selzer? 
     ACF:  Selzer, yeah.  She had -- 
     EF:  How do you spell it? 
     ACF:  I don't know.  Never seen how it's written.  I guess it's S-e-l-z-e-
r.  And she had corkscrew black curls and she was a selfish little minx.  And 
she had a birthday party and I had taken her a gift, of course.  She was about 
six -- six or seven houses up from us and she wouldn't let anybody play with her 
gifts.  That made me furious.   
          And I went home and asked my mother, "Can I" -- I don't know whether I 
spelled it out, like can I do something to Alice, “can I pull her down the 
steps?”  Well, my mother, absentmindedly, said yes, so I went back with full 
permission and took Alice by her curls and pulled her down the steps, bumppity-
bump.  And -- Because I was furious 'cause she was selfish.  And everybody got 
into a big furor about that. Her parents came down and complained.            
But my best friends then living on Park Avenue was a family that lived in the 
flat upstairs named the Allen family.  There was Helen, Gracia, the young one, 
and the oldest Caroline, three sisters.  And the father had a moustache, looks 
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like -- oh, kind of like Ronald Colman, but you don't remember who Ronald Colman 
was.  Tom Stoppack, is he one of those actors that -- 
     EF:  Tom Selleck? 
     ACF:  Selleck, yah, with a moustache, rather good-looking.  And the mother 
always looked kind of beaten-up.  And she had -- looked kind of drab, but she 
had to do -- run everything.  And I played with those girls all the time, and 
they were -- they were full of spark.  We were all pretty bad, Helen, and 
Caroline, and Gracia and I.  I can't remember anything bad that we did. 
     EF:  Were they older? 
     ACF:  Well, Caroline was older.  I don't know what ever became of those 
girls.  And then they moved out to Westhampton and I used to visit -- in a big 
house.  My recollection, it's almost like a farmhouse.  Westhampton was a sub -- 
suburb then, it was very rural.  And that's when I first met my first farm 
animal. Got in a field with a cow and they said, "Oh, he's going to get you."   
And I ran, but nothing happened.  And -- 
     EF:  You were visiting them? 
     ACF:  Yes, after they moved.  Then also next door -- next door was Edna 
Alvay (phonetic) and her mother.  Edna Alvay and her mother were interchangeable 
parts, so far as I was concerned.  They both had kind of -- everyone wore their 
hair tucked up then with kind of bouffant on the side, and I always think of 
them as sweet-smelling, pink and white face powder, and -- and smelling good.  
They were always -- They were super-feminine, always thinking about their looks.  
And I used to go over there and I'm sure they dabbed me with perfume and all 
that.  So, that was interesting, another walk of life. 
          And then the other thing I remember -- it's all coming back in a rush 
now -- is my other -- first encounter with an animal.  My mother had a -- a cat 
came and Mother took care of it, and then she let her stay.  And I don't know 
(inaudible) -- she had kittens on the little -- little side -- not patio, 
nothing that stylish, but like a little section next to the house.  She had 
kittens and the next thing I knew, they all disappeared.  Then I real -- I 
became aware later that my mother had done something unpardonable.  She sent 
them off to the “dog” pound, I guess. 
     EF:  Or to be drowned. 
     ACF:  Something bad.  And -- 
     EF:  Just get rid of them. 
     ACF:  But people don't think.  Mother didn't want to cope with the kittens, 
so -- I mean, I was so young, I don't -- All I know is they vanished, so I can 
only surmise.  My mother had loved animals, but she didn't have a whole lot of 
knowledge or a heightened conscience at that time, just like most ignorant 
people today, and -- not only ignorant people, most people.          So, that's 
-- then -- then -- I don't remember a whole lot more down there.  We had a car 
and I remember going out to the Gayton coal mines, where my father was in the 
coal business.  And then out of Richmond, then out -- not very far, but 10, 15 
miles was a coal seam that had been mined.  And I remember things like that.   
 
          I remember some of the sites of the city, the old city hall and all 
that.  Then I do remember some -- a claim to fame, 'cause I'm probably the only 
one left.  The great hero, the French hero of World War I was Marshal Foch, F-o-
c-h.  He was in charge -- he -- he was just like General Pershing for France.  I 
think he was also a kind of overall commander.  He came to Richmond, Virginia 
and they had a big parade, and that's -- my mammy took me out to Monument Avenue 
and I saw him go by.  That was Marshal Foch. 
     EF:  This is when you were living on Park Avenue? 
     ACF:  Mm-hmmm, around the corner from -- 
     EF:  You remember a lot from age five and under. 
     ACF:  Oh, this is under five.  Yes, 'cause I moved up to -- we moved when I 
was about five. 
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     EF:  Do you want to tell me right now about what your father did? 
     ACF:  Daddy was a -- the junior partner, you might say, of his father's 
business, S.H. Cottrell & Son, Coal Merchant.  His father was a -- I don't 
remember him, but from his photographs.  I never heard any anecdotes about him 
ever.  A rather austere man. 
     EF:  What was his name? 
     ACF:  Samuel Henry Cottrell.  And the -- the Cottrells had come into -- 
     EF:  You said (COT-trel), not (cot-TREL). 
     ACF:  It was all (COT-trel), of course.  And they should -- you should 
accent the double L 'cause it makes more sense, but I don't ever say (COT-trel) 
anymore 'cause it -- it doesn't convey. 
          So, he married -- I have no feeling about him whatsoever.  I feel like 
I can't -- 
     EF:  Did you ever know him? 
     ACF:  (Inaudible) kind of.  I don't remember, no. 
     EF:  When -- How old were you when he died? 
     ACF:  I don't know.  Not -- Four.  Oh, also, go back to -- now come back to 
-- I've come back to another experience.  I'll wait and come back to it. 
          So, he was -- Daddy was dominated by the stern father.  Then he died 
and his brother, Walker Crump Cottrell took over – he was a good orator, very 
handsome.  And I think that my father, basically -- I shouldn't have such awful 
feelings for him, but performance is what counts, I guess.  He was deeply 
insecure.  His parents had given him no real love.  His mother was, I thought, 
quite -- she had a lot of other children and -- 
     EF:  What's her name? 
     ACF:  Her name was Julia Givenzel- -- not Griselda, -- Crump, from a fine 
old Virginia family.  And I have to come back to that middle name.  It's like 
Griselda, but -- Givenzel. 
     EF:  Yes, Givenzel. 
     ACF:  That's right, Givenzel. 
     EF:  You called her -- What'd you call her? 
     ACF:  I called her "G-Muds."  It's all very German.  Gran- -- like 
"Granmutter."  Mother for German. 
     EF:  Were they German? 
     ACF:  No, not at all.  I don't know how that got started.  He was "G-Dads," 
for Gran.  "G-Dads" and "G" -- "G-Muds."  But she was, I thought, rather -- She 
was -- She put a lot of emphasis on clothes, and social, and was very sweet and 
gentle. 
     EF:  How -- How many brothers and sisters did your father have? 
     ACF:  Oh, about four or five.  He had Marian, Walker, Julia, Stuart, Sally 
and Leila.  Six.   
     EF:  Where did they live? 
     ACF:  They lived in Richmond, but they farm -- 
     EF:  I know, but where? 
     ACF:  I don't know.  They farmed Daddy out to some cousins, Aunt Mamie 
(Mary) West (G-muds sister) 
     EF:  Why did they farm him out? 
     ACF:  I don't know why.  He -- He had that -- He loved gambling and 
fiddling around.  He was -- He wouldn't take any education.  They put him in a -
- 
     EF:  Who?  Your father. 
     ACF:  Yes.  They put him in a boarding school – Fork Union Military Academy 
in Fluvanna Co. -- and he ran away, but I -- 
     EF:  Maybe that's where you get your bad streak. 
     ACF:  Oh, no doubt about it.  But I think the bad streak, if you want to 
call it that, was that the poor guy -- the daughters got all the love and these 
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two sons got the other -- Stuart and Walker got a lot of it. It was really a 
rebellious streak that I inherited.  
 
     EF:  11:41 a.m. on Sunday morning, 27th of April, 1997.  
     ACF:  I said I thought he had a great deal of psychological and emotional 
neglect from his parents.   
     EF:  This was your father. 
     ACF:  I think that the other children were favored and I -- probably he was 
basically rather sensitive.  He -- He just didn't have anyone to cling to.  
That's why he spent a great deal of time with his cousin, Mosby West, who was 
kind of a semi-juvenile delinquent, that type.  He was always into trouble, but 
Daddy loved -- Mosby West's mother. 
     EF:  (Inaudible?)  That's interesting. 
     ACF:  Oh, just another West.  There are a lot of Wests round there.  Aunt 
Mamie.  And Aunt Mamie was more of a mother to Daddy than G-Muds.  Aunt Mamie 
was G-Muds' sister and she was a much more human person. Her last name was 
Crump, she married a West.  She was not -- I always think of G-Muds with the 
soft skin, little beaded band around her neck (inaudible) and -- not a hair out 
of place, everything just perfect.  Whereas, Aunt Mamie -- I don't remember what 
she wore, but she had more -- had a much more weathered face and skin. 
     EF:  Let me interject here that there are a couple of portraits of G-Muds 
around. 
     ACF:  Because she was beautiful as a young girl. 
     EF:  I know, but Marian has one and -- 
     ACF:  I don't want it.  I've got the (inaudible), that's enough. 
     EF:  Stuart Cottrell.  I'm just saying that, to have it on the record those 
portraits of her are around. 
     ACF:  They're not real portraits.  They're photographs -- I don't think 
they are.  But anyway -- 
     EF:  Whatever.  Do you want to tell me here or do it later about how -- We 
haven't talked about your mother yet.  About how your mother -- how they met, or 
do you want to come back to that? 
     ACF:  You asked me the questions, I'm answering. 
     EF:  Well, let's stay focused on you right now. 
     ACF:  Let's get the childhood.  You can do (inaudible). 
     EF:  Right.  I will. 
     ACF:  Let me get on to this about Daddy.  I was saying about his character.  
Because that will come up if you're going to have an intimate family oral 
history.  That he was so mean -- later on so mean to my mother, the 
uncontrollable temper, drank too much.  He didn't do anything right and he was 
not a real success in life.   
          But, of course, in retrospect -- and I tried to think about that a 
little bit then.  He had been emotionally neglected as a child and, therefore, 
he was in utter rebellion from day one, where he wouldn't take any schooling.  
He'd always get -- He'd always want to reach out to the worst element in the -- 
and -- and he would adhere to -- He would adhere to those he felt were socially 
beneath him more than -- than the -- his equals or even above because he had a 
massive, massive inferiority complex. He wanted to be a part of the elite class. 
In fact all of them aspired to it.  And then that transmitted itself into 
preying on the weak, which was my – what my grandparents and my marvelous 
mother.  He treated her so badly that I'll never, never forgive him.  And we can 
hear about that now or later. 
     EF:  No, not now, because we're getting all out of order. 
     ACF:  Well, they met as young people up in Louisa, Virginia and animals 
brought them together.  She was living up there with Grandfa- -- her father, my 
grandmother -- my grandfather, and -- 
     EF:  Well -- George McDuffie Blake. 
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     ACF:  At "The Elms."  And they had -- she loved animals. 
     EF:  Elms is this beautiful estate. 
     ACF:  Well, she had a -- sort of a semi-estate and she rode horseback and 
he was boarding at the -- sort of the estate next door and they rode horseback -
- 
     EF:  Which was called Corduroy (like the fabric?). 
     ACF:  Corduroy.  That was the only bond they had. 
     EF:  How old was she and how old was he? 
     ACF:  Oh, I think she was in her late teens or early twenties, something 
like that, and -- But he -- She was so nice to him, 'cause I've got all these 
letters.  And then he went to work as the junior one in the office, you see.   
His father apparently wasn't nice to him; Walker was the fair haired boy.  She 
was talking about I hope you'll get more money and he was always sickly.  It 
might have been psychosomatic.    (Amanda in background.) 
     EF:  Was it coal business? 
     ACF:  Yes.     
     EF:  Coal.  Where did they get the coal from? 
     ACF:  West Virginia mainly. At one time he owned a mine – (Pierre Cottrell 
discovered Gayton Coal mine, near Richmond.)  
     EF:  Who did?     
     ACF:  Daddy. She had gotten a college education. 
     EF:  Your mother. 
     ACF:  Yes. 
     EF:  Emily. 
     ACF:  Yes.  She was unhappy.  I think you ought to, when you're writing -- 
doing a family history, bring in the psychological, motivating, influential or 
whatever -- influencing factors that made them what they were.  And I think that 
she had a certain kind of -- neglect, too.  Her father was always on to some new 
enterprise.  He just -- I'm just like him, a new project all the time. 
     EF:  Right.  To say right here for the record that Ann wrote an article all 
about George McDuffie Blake and his life.   
     ACF:  In the spring issue of the 1996 Louisa historical magazine. 
     EF:  Yes.  Louisa County, Virginia historical magazine, just for the 
record. 
     ACF:  And showed that he -- he was always trying to find his niche and he -
- but he would -- didn't -- he didn't mind batting an eyelash, uprooting his 
small family and moving to another house or another location.  He was selfish, 
too.  And my poor little grandmother, she -- 
     EF:  Her name. 
     ACF:  Her name was Emma Thornton Walters and she was the daughter of 
Susanna Snow Booth Walters and James Augustus Walters.  “Pet” was born in 
Richmond, but those -- the parents both came from Baltimore.  And I've done a 
good bit of research and -- 
     EF:  When you say she was born in Richmond, you're talking about Emma? 
     ACF:  Emma. 
     EF:  Emma, your grandmother. 
     ACF:  Yes.  She was -- And she was a very delicate little child, but that's 
another story on its own, unless Elissa wants it now. 
     EF:  No, no.  I think we better come back to that in a section on your 
grandparents. 
     ACF:  Well, we're talking about Mother meeting Daddy and all that.  But I -
- But my grandmother, she was ever-patient.  She's the one who had -- I might as 
well put this in the record as well.  She had a lot of stillborns and she must 
have suffered a lot in childbirth.  It's a wonder she didn't die. She -- I have 
the list of the -- of -- of four or five children were born, only one really 
survived.  One child grew to be 14 months old, but I think -- But what happened 
then was she suffered so and the doctors in those days gave as a painkiller 
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something called laudanum, which is a mild form of morphine, opium, and that's 
about all they had.  Now we have tranquilizers.   
          So, I didn't learn this until I was much older, that they got her 
hooked on laudanum.  And I remember that it wasn't her fault, it was a 
painkiller.  And there she was, they lived in the country and she was neglected 
by my grandfather. He was full of all his projects -- in real estate, and then 
he finally bought a newspaper, and once he had a trotting horse.  In other 
words, he wasn't thinking of giving anybody the time of day, least of all his 
wife and child. She was isolated from her Richmond family and friends. 
           And you can see these things from my vantage point of age now. She 
didn't complain enough. My mother told me that Pet would sit there dreamlike.  
The breakfast dishes were left on the table half the day.  
          But that's when my cousin, her sister, my mother's aunt, a school 
teacher, came up from Richmond -- Aunt Maggie her name was, Margaret Walters 
Michaels, and educa- -- tutored my mother because (inaudible) they weren't doing 
a thing about schooling for Emily. They had some so-called private schools 
around, but Aunt Maggie tutored Mother. In Richmond she went through all the 
grades – graduated from High School. My mother ended up a very smart woman.  She 
went to college and she turned out okay that way.  But she, I think, was 
miserable. 
     EF:  Where did your mother go to college? 
     ACF:  She went to Randolph Macon Women's College and then Richmond Women's 
College.  She didn't go the full four years. I wish she had, but she's in the 
alumni records of Randolph Macon. They got a much better education in those 
days.  And I see her school books from her early days.  She -- She took German 
and she -- she -- and they -- when they did everything about grammar.  They 
parsed the sentences and stuff that kids don't know about today.  She always 
said, "I'm a good speller."  She surely was.  She was a very smart, educated 
woman.   
          Of course, if she had had more of a chance, God knows where she would 
have ended up.  But that's why she had great ambitions for me to fulfill what 
she couldn't fulfill, and she never held me back ever, although I was a dope at 
school.  But she always was -- was behind my ambitions and put up with all my 
craziness. 
     EF:  Let's get back to you (inaudible) a bit later. 
     ACF:  Back to Richmond at 2008 Park Avenue.  The most traumatic thing I 
guess that happened to me there -- I only can remember that in vignettes as two.  
Two terrible things happened.  We had the great flu epidemic of 19- -- I have to 
look up that date.  I thought that was a date of 1918 when I was two years old.  
That's right.  And everybody got the flu, the Spanish Flu that the boys brought 
back from World War I, and people died like flies.  Died like flies, as they 
say.  And Daddy got it, of course; he got everything.  
  
          And -- And then -- then he came down with spinal meningitis right 
after that.  It's all merged in my mind.  And they took him to the hospital 
called Hygeia Hospital and he almost died.  And the hospitals were overcrowded.  
The only recollection I have is I remember being at the -- he was on the 
elevator going up to one of the rooms in his -- you know, pajama -- patient 
(inaudible) and the place was so under- -- whatever you call it -- 
     EF:  Staffed? 
     ACF:  Well, worse than that.  Rats ran across his feet in the hospital. 
     EF:  He told you about it? 
     ACF:  Oh, yes, that was something we heard about all the time.  And so -- 
Then up -- And I stayed -- While he -- Mother had the flu, too.  My sweet cousin 
and Godmother, Renee Rosin Booth, who's part Swedish -- She was Pet's niece.  
She rode to the rescue then and took me in, because Mother was sick and he was 
sick.  And I don't know where Pet was.  Anyway, but I -- 
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     EF:  It's amazing you didn't get sick and die. 
     ACF:  Amazing.  So -- I'm too mean to die.  Anyway, so I went down there 
and stayed with Cousin Renee on Allen Avenue and I loved her.  She was quite 
nice, and I'm the godparent of her -- her grandchild, who hasn’t been too 
(dashing?) (laughs) in case somebody hears this. [Lyttleton Cockrell. Died of 
lung cancer in 1999. His mother, Dorothy Booth married Eugene Cockrell. She also 
died of lung cancer. They both smoked.] 
          So, then from Richmond -- I stayed there.  The flu epidemic and the 
boys coming home from World War I and Avenue Foch -- I mean, Monument Avenue -- 
Avenue Foch is in Paris.  You know Avenue Foch, don't you? 
     EF:  Nope. 
     ACF:  It's Marshal Foch.  He was a great allied leader in World War One.   
One of the things my mother did then was to go to hat school.  Women wore hats 
all the time and they -- some -- some people had a hat school.  I always 
remember asking "Where's Mom?"  "Oh, she's at hat school." 
     Bill Nooter:  What's hat school? 
     ACF:  She made hats.  Women were all hipped on hats in those days.    
     EF:  Hat school.  Your mother was at hat school.  But why don't you tell me 
about when you moved to the West Grace Street address? 
     ACF:  Right.  Next memory is taken up to where my longest childhood home 
was, but it wasn't there then.  That was -- later became 3105 West Grace Street.  
It was near a field and that was called the Shepherd's Tract.  Shepherd's had 
been a farm.  And just like today, they were dividing it into lots.  And my 
father and a friend bought four of these lots and started to go into -- thought 
they'd go into business and build -- each one build a house and one to sell and 
the other to live in.  That way they thought they could make a profit, which 
they probably did.   
          And the houses were very well-built, extremely well-built.  They had a 
marvelous architect, a man named Jim Hill, a friend of Mother's, Mother's 
friend's husband.  And they're solidly built.  Only thing, in those days it 
never occurred to anyone to have a -- any extra bathrooms.  And later on -- 
years later, when my mother couldn't go up and down the steps, I put a bathroom 
in downstairs for her. 
     EF:  I remember that. 
     ACF:  In the -- It had a big kitchen pantry those days.  We don't have 
pantries anymore.  And that was easily converted into a washstand and toilet.  I 
don't think I had a shower there.  And it also had a basement with a nice 
bathroom -- I mean, not plush, but the maid's bathroom.  And that was a nice 
four-bedroom house, beautifully built, although not -- not very good-looking 
from the outside, but -- 
     EF:  This was a row-house. 
     ACF:  Yes, it was.  It was -- was semi-detached, but -- Anyhow, I spent my 
child -- my -- went to the local schools from that house and went to -- first to 
Robert E. Lee Grammar School.     
          I must have gone to kindergarten before I moved out there.  I went to 
a place called William Fox.  That was near my other house on Park Avenue.  I 
remember going to kindergarten at William Fox School, then when I moved up to 
Grace Street, I went to the Lee School.  That must have been the first grade.  I 
must have had my sixth birthday when I -- up there. 
          And I remember ushering in the New Year, 1923 -- that would have been 
when I would be seven, I guess.  And there was a little woman who worked for us, 
a little African American girl named Nellie.  And she dressed up in real frilly 
clothes.  It was New Year's Eve and she said, "Hold a penny" -- or a dime "up 
against the moon, you'll always have good luck."  And I did.  I remember it.   
          So, then I went to the Robert E. Lee School and I went later to 
something called normal school and all that.  (Break.) 
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          I went to the Robert E. Lee School, which is up on Kensington Avenue 
and I could walk every morning.  And the interesting thing there was when I 
first became conscious of social and economic differences.  Across Broad Street 
was a very poor section, blue-collar I'd guess you'd call it, where those -- 
those children came from over there and they were kind of a rough lot.  And 
their parents had no background or education and I think a lot of the 
neighborhood was drawn from people who worked for the railroad. Called Scot’s 
Addition. 
 
     [End of Tape 1, Side 1.]   ...different from us, let's put it that way.  
This is going down in history; I don't want to look like such a snob.  But they 
-- then there were children over there, too, that were from the same socio-
economic background.  You could always tell -- it's interesting, isn't it?   
          And -- Then I remember one boy named Irving Bradley.  And he was a 
cute little thing, but a bad boy.  Then another little boy that looked like a 
weasel.  He was a bad boy, too.  Of course, I gravitated toward them.  And so -- 
(Laughs.)  I can't remember anything wrong that we did, but we kind of chummed 
around.  I'm sure that -- I'm sure that Irving probably would smoke.  He was 
what?  About seven years old.  He -- He was just the type who would.   
          And the teachers I had there, I had a Miss Cornwall, who had -- was 
hold -- trying to hold on to her departing youth by really -- powdered cheeks 
and fluffed-up blond hair, tucked up with these pillows like that on the side.  
And she was very -- a pretty good teacher though.  And then -- then another 
teacher named Miss Shackleford (phonetic), I remember her.  That was third 
grade.  Then I remember Miss Sneead [Rather mannish, probably lesbian.] I 
remember those three teachers and they were all -- but I liked them and I think 
they liked me.  That meant you were doing pretty well in school, although I 
didn't do very well later on.   
          And then that school was distinguished by the fact that it didn't have 
steps to go from the second floor to the third.  Maybe a lot of schools are that 
way.  It had inclines.  And you'd take your lunch with you, of course.  There's 
no such -- I don't think they had lunches like they do now.  And I don't 
remember much about learning anything especially.  I guess I did.   
          But then -- then -- then a new a school was built in our district.  It 
was called the Normal School, where they were teaching young women to be 
teachers, normal schools.  And you had these student teachers and some were good 
and some were pretty bad.  I remember one named Mari Haskins, and I was 
enchanted with her.  She spelled her name Mari -- she was dramatic, too -- M-a-
r-i.  And she was tall, black hair and green eyes.  She should have been a 
model.  And I remember Mari Haskins.  I kind of wondered what she was doing 
being a teacher.  But I don't remember a whole lot about her, frankly. But she 
was my first crush. 
     EF:  Did you walk there? 
     ACF:  Yes, I could walk there, too.  And -- 
     EF:  Do you remember the addresses of either school? 
     ACF:  Well, it's still there.  It's now called the A. P. Hill School, and -
- 
     EF:  The normal school, what street is it on? 
     ACF:  They changed it. 
     EF:  Do you remember the street? 
     ACF:  Patterson, I think. It’s well known.  So, I didn't -- Then across 
where I lived there on Grace Street, I guess there were several highlights 
there.  One was the fact that my mother and father came up to Washington in -- 
in the 19- -- 1926.  And even before that -- They road horseback a great deal 
and -- 'cause that had been the bond that had brought them together.   
          And they -- there was Deep Run Hunt Club up little ways and there was 
a livery stable, if you want to call it that, down further and they bought a 
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horse named "Buddy."  And I have pictures of "Buddy" now.  He wasn't anything to 
rave about, but he was a very nice horse though and they had him.  And then -- 
     EF:  Where did they keep him? 
     ACF:  They kept -- They had a two-car garage and they converted half of it 
into a nice big box stall with the flooring built up, so he didn't have to stand 
on cement.  And I remember -- That's how I learned a lot about bedding horses 
down.  They always gave him plenty of straw and -- so they'd be comfortable.  I 
say they 'cause we had another one later.  And always with water, just right, 
and -- and learned about bran mashes, which is a -- with molasses.  I know all 
about horse feed.  In fact, I have -- I still have it, the -- the big box that 
we kept some of the food in.  We've got one that looks something like that in 
the barn right now. 
          Anyway, so that's -- Then they had a cat named "Duff," a gray cat with 
a crooked tail.  But Duff -- And then later on, with "Windmill" -- I'll come to 
her in a minute.  But Duff and Windmill used to sleep in -- 
     EF:   Well, Windmill was a -- a horse.     ACF:  Yes.   They slept in the 
same stall.  "Buddy" loved -- I mean, Duff like to be with Windmill and vice 
versa.  So then -- God knows what happened to poor Buddy.  They traded up.  I 
guess he ended up in the bone yard somewhere.   
          While I was  -- Down there on Cherry Street there was a riding 
academy, if you want to call it that, and that's where a lot of people -- school 
teachers and all kinds of people hired horses and then they'd come on up through 
the city.  And my mother would join them on her horse, then they'd go on out to 
their regular rides. 
     EF:  So, they didn't -- She didn't take the horse in a -- 
     ACF:  Trailer. 
     EF:  Trailer? 
     ACF:  They didn't have trailers then. 
     EF:  She just rode. 
     ACF:  She just rode right on out into the woods from there. 
     EF:  Today, that's downtown Richmond. 
     ACF:  And so, I -- Then they started up the Deep Run Hunt Club.  My father 
was a charter member.  And I'm still on their mailing list.  They were always 
looking for their lost stockholders.  And I wrote to them and told them once, I 
-- All these people have really brought everything back in a swish in a wave of 
memory, all these people.  I don't know why they do that.  I've talked to them.  
I never could (inaudible).  I wrote to them the ones I knew were dead, no heirs.   
          I said it brought it back to me 'cause those were wonderful times at 
the Deep Run Hunt Club.  And I don't know whether I should get into that part 
now, but at age 7 -- Let me finish up -- My life riding and all that, that was a 
world apart from that tacky neighborhood we lived in.   
          Those boys that lived across the street, Alvin -- Alvin and Lee Moore, 
and they were just as tacky as they come.  And their mother was just as tacky as 
they come and their father was, as well.  He was a brakeman on a railroad and 
she -- all she could talk about, Mrs. Moore -- she was just as sweet as she 
could be.  They always -- always -- They ate at five o'clock and they always had 
white bread, sliced bread.  And she could -- For hours; she would regale you 
with every one of her ailments. If she'd eaten right and gotten some exercise, 
she wouldn't have had any of them. She played “Death of Floyd Collins” on a 
victrola. 
          And the boys -- There were three boys, Alvin, Lee and their brother, a 
bigger boy was Wilbur.  He got older and got married.  Then Alvin, later on, 
after I had grown up a little bit, he got drowned.  And Lee, he -- he -- he 
might even be alive, for all I know.  When he grew up to be a man, he -- he was 
a big hunk.  When I came home, 'cause I'd come back on visits from New York and 
all that, it was very funny.  He hardly wanted to speak to me.  I see now what 
it was, 'cause he'd stayed home and I had gone on.  But we used to all play 
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together, Alvin and Lee.  Then Bert Ernest lived next door.  And we'd go to a 
cave house with a structure over it, like a clubhouse. 
     EF:  Where? 
     ACF:  In a field near us.  It was still semi-rural. 
     EF:  It sounds like it was sort of the outskirts of Richmond. 
     ACF:  It was then.   Of course, that was bad because I was the girl, and 
that's when the boys wanted to get into early sex, and that wasn't very good 
either, always pulling their pants down and stuff like that.  I didn't care for 
that especially.  But I was the tomboy of -- of the neighborhood.  There were no 
girls in the neighborhood.  I was -- nothing but boys, and they were in -- 
getting into puberty.  But by that -- But then I just moved on to the world of 
horses. 
          When I went to the country in the summer -- My grandparents had moved 
up there.  Then there were lots of boys and girls and they -- we had a clubhouse 
back in the -- 
     EF:  This is Louisa? 
     ACF:  Yes.  I'm switching off.  That's when we had stick horses, and named 
them.  Like Roy Rogers and "Silver," all that was -- I can't remember the names 
right now.  Named them after all the horses that would be in the movies at that 
point in time.  So, I -- I had a lot of playmates to fill up my childhood, but 
most of them were boys. 
          Now I remember one time there was a -- a big holly tree across from us 
on Grace Street -- (Pause, break.) 
     ACF:  I have no particularly vibrant memories of 3105 West Grace Street 
neighborhood.  
     EF:   Well, let me...  But didn't the person next door shoot himself? 
     ACF:  Or was this -- Oh, there were two suicides.  In the four houses, 
there was two -- four houses, two suicides. 
     EF:  Elaborate. 
     ACF:  Next door were the people named -- Daddy sold it to the people named 
Ernest, Jim and Jesse Ernest.  And his brother Clyde Ernest lived there with his 
wife Mary.  And, of course, I was young; I can't imagine why they would be 
living there.  Clyde must have been financially in a bind of some sort, living 
with his brother.  And I think he must have been two-timing Mary, his wife, 
because of her suicide.   
          All I know is that one morning -- this is all a description given 
later by Mother. I was in the room right next to the -- The houses shared a 
common wall, and she got up and shot herself. 
     EF:  Oh, she shot herself. 
     ACF:  Herself.  And Mother heard the shot, and saw the bloody pillow, and 
saw them taking her out, and all that.  I think that Clyde had been two-timing 
Mary the whole time; she couldn't take it. 
          Then the other person who committed suicide was two doors down, the 
man with whom my mother and father had joined in with in building those houses.  
His wife was named -- His name was Ralph Fick -- Fick, F-I-C-K, and she was 
Laura Dorsey.  Dorsey is an old Maryland name, very distinguished.  She played 
the piano.  She was a very young plump woman, but she was deaf, I remember that.  
So, therefore, she and her husband just really couldn't communicate too well and 
I -- Since this is on the tape, I'm not hurting anybody's feelings, my memory.   
          Apparently my mother and Ralph Fick became rather close together.  And 
then Daddy found out about that.  I don't know how far it went.  And then that's 
-- One day Daddy said to me, "You are never, never ever to go in that house 
again."  Now he was like a father to me.  I -- I called him Cousin Ralph.  He 
had dogs and he was sweet and his wife, Laura, was nice.  He had a son “Dorsey”, 
too.  That was my second home.   
          I did not have a good home there with my father.  I loved being with 
my mother, but -- So, you can see, Daddy had just turned everybody off -- 



 15 

     EF:  Well, wait -- You never said who committed suicide. 
     ACF:  I haven't gotten to it yet.  So anyhow, my father told us one day we 
are -- for no reason.  He told my grandmother, my cousins, nobody's ever to 
associate with the Ficks again.  Other words, ostracize them.  And I didn't know 
what that meant, 'cause I used to run over there like twice a day or more.  And 
I have pictures with Cousin Ralph with his dogs [puppy called Rags and me] and 
so on.  And I never knew what was -- what the trouble was.  Don't forget, I was 
very young.  And they used to go off to a place in the country, a whole group of 
them, like a house party of a group. They always seemed old, but they were 
probably just in their forties.  I have pictures of them now.  And then one day, 
he went out in the woods in his car and he shot himself.   (Pause for Amanda.) 
          Well, end of story. 
     EF:  Also, you told me a story when I was a child about your mother 
throwing all the dishes down the steps. 
     ACF:  Oh, yes.  Well, see – my parents couldn't stand each other. 
     EF:  So, tell me that story. 
     ACF:  I never had a -- I did not have a good childhood.  My father was 
disagreeable.  He treated my mother badly.  She had a lot of --    (Pause for a 
story by Amanda about a footprint.) 
          My life at 3105 West Grace Street is -- was marked by turmoil between 
my parents.  Of course, I thought probably all families were mean to each other 
and shouted and screamed, and so on.  So, she -- I can't remember what the fight 
was, but my -- I remember my Aunt Sally was visiting.  And my mother was so 
furious with him that she went to the top of the stairs and picked up a -- a 
bunch of plates and she threw them down the steps.  Bravo!  I'm glad she did.  
She broke them up.  She was so frustrated, so furious.  And, of course, Sally 
told everyone -- That went through the whole family, I'm sure, like lightening:  
“Emily threw the plates on the floor.” They were blue and white willow pattern. 
     EF:  Who's Sally? 
     ACF:  That was my father's selfish sister.  She was visiting from 
California.  So, of course, they blamed my mother, but it was Daddy who had 
always tormented her, and he was probably two-timing her then, if he had the 
money.  I don't know.  But anyhow, they screamed at each other my whole 
childhood.  It was because he was mean.  And my mother was always in the right; 
he was always in the wrong. 
     EF:  Just to get an idea of what it was like, did you all eat dinner 
together?  What did you usually have?  Who cooked the meals? 
     ACF:  Yes.  Well, Mammy -- Mammy cooked the meals.  We had really good 
food, as you can imagine, lots and lots of vegetables.  And those were the days 
that they cooked greens with -- What they called a -- baked them with a streak 
of lean.    
     BILL:  Lard. 
     ACF:  And -- Well, I guess it was lard.  It was pig fat. 
     EF:  Did she make homemade breads? 
     ACF:  Oh, oh, hot rolls, and biscuits, and cornbread, and spoon bread.  I 
love spoon bread.  And the other thing I adored, and you can't -- can't find it 
anymore, salted herring roe.  It's so good. 
     EF:  So, what was it like?  Would she serve you or -- 
     ACF:  No, you didn't -- they didn't go around and pass it over each person; 
everything was on the table.  Think of Mammy.  She prepared the meals, she 
cooked the meals, she washed up from the meals, and then ate in the kitchen.  
She lived with us upstairs and -- 
     EF:  Oh, she did.  Which room? 
     ACF:  A little front room.  And she lived in that room until she got sick 
and had to go to New York to live.     EF:  Which room was yours? 
     ACF:  My room was a little back room.  And I just loved my mammy.  And she 
-- Of course, her hours from before seven o'clock in the morning until after 
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seven o'clock at night.  There was no such thing as recreation. [Church on 
Wednesday evenings] I remember her standing in the hallway (inaudible) 'cause 
she wasn't invited to sit down in the dining room.  She could sit down in the 
kitchen and we could go in there and sit down with her, but she couldn't sit 
down in the dining room or the living room.  She would stand in the doorway 
between the kitchen -- you might say a little hall and the dining room.  That's 
when we turned on "Amos and Andy."  That's a bitter pill. 
     EF:  Radio. 
     ACF:  Radio.  We would sit there, transfixed listening to "Amos and Andy" 
every night, and Mammy – still standing -  enjoyed it a lot.  We all did; it was 
quite good.  And the man who played "Amos" -- they were all white, you know. 
[Came from Richmond. His name was Freeman Godsen.] 
     EF:  What time did you usually eat dinner? 
     ACF:  It seems to me that I think -- I think we ate at either five or six, 
so it's -- 
     EF:  So, you ate early, too. 
     ACF:  Oh, everybody ate early. 
     EF:  Now was your father home? 
     ACF:  Yes.  And he -- 
     EF:  So, it would just be the three of you and -- and Mammy. 
     ACF:  And Mammy.  Of course, she wouldn't -- didn't eat with us.  And my 
grandmother visited some.  There seemed to be always people visiting and lots 
and lots of -- tons of good food.  Of course, all the meats:  the roast beef, 
the pork chops, the ham.  Of course, that's a big thing in Virginia, the 
Smithfield ham.  
          My mother said “go get a ham and go soak it.”  You soaked the ham 
overnight because it had been salted down, smoked and salted down.  Then you 
soaked it to get all that out again.  But I tell you, too bad it comes from a 
pig. They are very good from the standpoint of taste.  Too bad we can't make an 
imitation -- When they have made imitations, they were nothing like that. 
     EF:  I remember you told me you used to sit in the living room and read 
particular books. 
     ACF:  We had a built-in bookcase in the living room and I -- and always 
National Geographic magazine, which I brought with me.  I still have them, going 
back to the 1920s.  And see, being an only child, I really soaked up everything 
in the National Geographic.  That really gave me a taste of the Far East -- 
Chinese and people with the pigtails, and Outer Mongolia.  They didn't get into 
Africa much.  They went to the East mainly.   
          And we had a big sofa.  That sofa in the -- that I have there from 
Franklin Pierce was not there the whole time, that was in Louisa, but it came on 
down and they -- 
     EF:  That was in Louisa? 
     ACF:  Well, they brought it down, but Papoo [grandfather] had it for 
awhile.  Anyway, had the Franklin Pierce sofa, which I grew up with.  And why -- 
when I pass on, I don't know what Elissa and Bill and Amanda are going to do 
with it, 'cause it -- You can maybe get a write off.  The Smithsonian won't give 
you anything for -- 
     EF:  Did you have any portraits of anybody hanging on the wall? 
     ACF:  Yes.  In the dining room -- Let's see, that was -- We had a portrait 
of my great-grandmother over the mantelpiece in the living room, when they -- 
but then they realized that because the hot chimney was behind it, that was 
cracking it.  And they did have sense enough to move it into the other room. 
     EF:  This is the Susanna -- 
     ACF:  Susanna Snow.   
     EF:  -- Snow Booth Walters portrait which we have now. 
     ACF:  And also, we had Mary, Queen of Scots, and then we had two portraits 
of my grand -- great-grandparents on the other side, Ann Octavia Drewry.  You 
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can't get classier names than Ann Octavia Drewry and Susanna Snow Booth Walters 
-- 
     EF:  Well, where -- What happened to those portraits? 
     ACF:  Emmett took them and nobody knows where they are. 
     EF:  Emmett, that's your father.  I don't know if you said his name before. 
     ACF:  Emmett.  Emmett, it means ant.  Anyway. 
     EF:  Okay.  Do you want to get into his philandering now? 
     ACF:  Well, I wasn't aware of that until much later.  But he was always in 
a bad mood.  Another interesting thing was that he had that coal yard.  And, in 
the early days, it was so sad to me that they didn't use trucks, they had horses 
and mules and they kept them underground.  And I saw them there and I remember 
the drivers and -- It was so hard for those poor mules. I guess the minute they 
got lame; they sent them up to the stockyard, bone yard.   
          And I remember the men who worked there.  There was one named C & O.  
That's named after the Chesapeake and Ohio railroad.  They gave people funny 
names.  Then one named George, which always in my mind I had a mental picture of 
that song "Ole' Black Joe."  And then there was -- then there was one who was a 
little bit more energetic and educated, you might say, named Dan. 
     EF:  Are these all African Americans? 
     ACF:  Yes, sure.  And he did -- Dan did yard work for Mother and he knew 
all about “Mr. Emmett.”  He knew about Mr. Emmett and his double-timing, because 
-- and I think he told Mother some stuff.  Everybody turned -- Everybody loved 
my mother and saw what Daddy was doing. 
     EF:  Anything else about 39 -- 31 -- Was it 390- -- what? 
     ACF:  3105.  One of the most terrible things that happened, although I 
didn't see it when it happened, I saw it the next day.  My mother said she awoke 
-- awakened at night and the sky was red and she heard these terrible screaming 
noises.  And over not very far from us, about five blocks as the crow flies were 
the stockyards where the horses that were being sold there, and it caught on 
fire and they couldn't put it out.   
          And then Daddy took me over the next day and I saw these still-
burning, simmering, smoking remains of -- It looks in my memory - like hundreds 
of horses.  All I remember mainly, their bodies.  Awful.  Awful.  And -- 
Everything was so different then.  Of course, every older person says that, 
everything was so different. 
     EF:  Here comes the (inaudible).  (Pause.) 
     ACF:  So, with a horse in the backyard.  And then I went through my teenage 
years, which is entirely different from those early days, playing with the boys 
and going to those schools in the neighborhood.  Then my -- I -- When I got to 
junior high school, I went to -- age, I went down to Binford Junior High.  It 
was a middle school and I remember it quite well.  I didn't do too well, but had 
excellent, excellent teachers.  I remember every one of those middle school 
teachers, Elissa. 
          Miss Anthony taught English.  That's when we learned the “Lays of 
Ancient Rome” the Lars Parsena at the Bridge,   you remember, at the bridge, I 
mean.  All that and that was like "Evangeline," kind of -- a thing you had to 
memorize.   
          And then Ancient History was taught by the woman who could have 
written that book that you grew up with on ancient history.  She really made 
ancient history come alive.  Her name was Miss Florence Duke.  And she loved her 
students.  If you did real well, you became her "Angel Child," and I became an 
"Angel Child."  In other words, she really rewarded you with compliments and I 
loved ancient history.  She made it really alive.  That's a good teacher. 
     EF:  It is.  What grade was this?     ACF:  This is junior high school, 
year of middle school. 
     EF:  Which school is this? 
     ACF:  Binford Junior High. 
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     EF:  Where was that located? 
     ACF:  Oh, it's down on Floyd Avenue, I think it might -- 
     EF:  Floyd? 
     ACF:  Yes.  The -- When we're in Richmond next time, I'll show it to you.  
I think I pointed it out to you one day.  I don't think it's used now.  Maybe it 
is, maybe it isn't. 
          Then I had a Latin teacher who was perfectly beautiful. Her name was 
Helen Mann.  She wasn't a very good teacher.  I had a crush on her. And I didn't 
do very well in Latin.  And I don't remember anything about the arithmetic.  But 
I do remember the English teacher and the Ancient History, Miss Anthony and Miss 
Florence Duke. 
          And then the next place was to go to high school, and there was only 
one high school in Richmond then, called John Marshall High School, named for 
the chief justice of the United States and it was located right near his house, 
which is still there.  And the chairs -- We had some chairs that Mother said 
came from Chief Justice John Marshall, [Before he became Chief Justice. Paid 
grocery bill to Graeme?] but I can't prove it, unfortunately. 
     EF:  How did -- Those red velvet seats? 
     ACF:  Yes.  I don't have proper documentation. But anyhow- 
     EF:  It's probably true. 
     ACF:  Oh, she heard it.  Anyway -- Well, we can build a case if we can.  
Now John Marshall.  We're talking about education today.  Of course, we didn't 
have the delinquency and the drugs and all of the other horrible stuff we have 
today, but I don't see how anybody got an education there, and I certainly 
didn't.  We were on shifts.  We had a morning shift from eight to twelve, then 
the other one I guess went from twelve until four.  So -- 
     EF:  What year was this approximately? 
     ACF:  Oh, freshman year of high school. 
     EF:  Yes, but what year? 
     ACF:  Well, I have to stop and think.  About 1932, something like that.  
Then that school -- We would crowd like 40 or 50 kids to a classroom.  I 
remember so well I didn't do a thing with mathematics, I just said to myself 
“I'm not going to bother about it at all.”  I just sat in the back room -- back 
of the room and read books, novels.  I remember this teacher came up and grabbed 
up the book I had inside of the trigonometry or algebra book and held it up.  
And the book was called "Bad Girls" by Vinta Delmar (phonetic), which is one of 
those “no-no” books -- (laughs) 
          And then I flunked that course.  I flunked every single course I took 
except English.  And my mother became desperate.  Her daughter couldn't take -- 
get an education.  She said, "I'm going to make you go to school until you're a 
grown woman, till you're 25 years of age."  And then she said, "Well, maybe I 
could get you into Collegiate," but she didn't have any money.  And my father, 
cheapskate that he was, I think she had to borrow the money to get me into -- 
And then Marian went there.  She was a wonderful scholar, as you know.  And --     
EF:  Yes.  Marian West. 
     ACF:  Marian West.  I got -- I was allowed into that school, and then -- 
     EF:  Where was that located? 
     ACF:  That was on Monument Avenue.  That's a -- so, it's ritzy school. 
     EF:  It's a good thing you were bad at school.  Then you -- 
     ACF:  I would never have gone to Collegiate, which changed my life. 
     EF:  What grade did you start Collegiate? 
     ACF:  Oh, I only went there about three years, two or three years, and then 
they put me back a year.   
     EF:  Was it an all-girls? 
     ACF:  Yes, all girls, and small classes.  About ten -- 
     EF:  Was that the society school for girls? 
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     ACF:  You might say that.  Kind of the Holton Arms of that day, upper class 
people.  And, you know, you had to pay to go.  And it was smaller classes, 
excellent teachers.  All of the teachers very well educated.  And I had Miss 
Juliet Woodson for French, Miss Epre Duncan for Latin, Miss Mallory for Algebra.  
Two English teachers I remember, Miss Gaines and Miss Gallagher (from Vasser).  
And then they had wonderful athletics.  We had hockey, we had basketball.  And 
everybody knew everybody else.  And, of course, I was kind of an outsider coming 
in, but that didn't seem to faze me. 
     EF:  Did you wear a uniform? 
     ACF:  Well, we wore bloomers and middy blouses a lot.  I used to walk to 
school and -- 
     EF:  What, down Monument Avenue? 
     ACF:  The first year I didn't do too well -- Yes.  But they realized that I 
had -- they put me in the wrong course.  They put me in the class of 1933, and I 
went with those girls that whole year.  Then later they decided that they 
wouldn't take my credits from John Marshall 'cause I had flunked everything.  
They put me back a year, so I became a member of the class of 1934.  But 
emotionally and psychologically, I always felt more that I was in the class of 
1933 because I knew -- got to know those girls my first year.   
          So, I -- I became the editor of the school yearbook.  I helped the 
first editor, Isabel Barroughs, then I became it next year.  I helped on the -- 
worked on the little school paper.  I was in the drama club.  I got really good 
grades at English.  I didn't do much at math, Latin or French, but I managed to 
wobble through.  In other words, I blossomed. 
     EF:  Did you have one particular teacher, Miss Johnson -- 
     ACF:  Miss -- No, that was later.  Miss Edith Pendleton Gaines was 
wonderful.  She became the head mistress.  I got into a big fight with the 
previous headmistress, Miss Marianna Higgins – austere, white haired majestic 
looking.  I remember she called me in for something I had done wrong and I stood 
there with my hands like that.  She said, "Miss Cottrell" -- I think she called 
me, they did that -- "would you stop drumming your fingers on my desk?"  I was 
insulting her.   
          I was full of spirit and all that.  And I'd get into trouble, but I 
adored Miss Gaines because she liked my poetry.  And Isabelle Burroughs 
(phonetic), who later died, she wrote poetry and we became -- 
     EF:  Who was she? 
     ACF:  She was -- Well, she was a student there.  She and I became soul 
mates because she was an excellent writer and poet.  And she had a terribly sad 
life later on.  She wrote a play which ran for one day on Broadway, or Off-
Broadway, and I think that broke her spirit.  She was a good writer and a fine 
poet. I think she probably drank too much; she died pretty young. She later 
wrote a column, “Light Airs” on sailing for Times Dispatch.  And all those girls 
-- Then I went into the other class. 
          I hate to tell you this -- I mean, I shouldn't say I hate to.  I never 
became a part of the -- really a part of the “in-crowd” because they had all 
been there since childhood and belonged to this old Richmond families, but I 
didn't care. 
          We had this -- I used to walk to school with -- They had a few Jewish 
girls.  And I used to walk to school with Dorothy Sycle. She married a rabbi 
later.  They had this separate strata of society of the Jewish community in 
Richmond. They did not mingle socially with the Protestants.  Which reminds me, 
a book is being written on Virginia and the Jewish community in Richmond. 
          Unlike so many of those old family [Mordecai, Oppenheimer] Jewish 
people in Richmond, she did not become Christianized. Families like Mordecai and 
Oppenheimer changed over.  
     EF:  I'm surprised at that day and age they could go to that school. 
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     ACF:  Well, it's amazing because my mother -- and she was so wonderful, but 
so narrow in so many ways.  Later on, a man named Frank -- a young man, boy 
named Frank Straus wanted to take me to a dance and my mother wouldn’t let me go 
because Frank was Jewish.  When I was in college, some Chinese boys wanted to 
take Lois and me out and mother forbade me it.  She was narrow minded, and he -- 
but my father was worse.  And -- Oh, this -- (Comment by Bill) 
     ACF:  Oh, all of Richmond was bad, but it's very funny about the strata of 
society in a -- in a closed society.  But -- 
     EF:  You still have your hockey stick from where? 
     ACF:  Yes, I was a real good hockey player.  I became goal guard, which 
means you wear all these padded things, way up to your hips almost, and I was 
very quick.  I could stop the balls getting into the little -- What do you call 
the little round -- What do you call the thing at the end?  The goalpost.  
(Pause.) 
          Anyway.  Oh, my life in -- at 3105 West Grace Street really changed 
once I went to Collegiate, because I had hockey, I had poetry, and I had drama, 
I had some good friends, and that was wonderful. 
     EF:  Did you still have Mammy? 
     ACF:  No.  Mammy died when I was ten.  Let's turn it off. 
     EF: ...tell what time it is and where we are?... 
     ACF:  We're riding down 81 and there's a lot of mist from the cars passing 
us.  And the big -- I don't like riding on 81 and if we have an accident, I'm 
going to leave it on, then people will have our last words.  Wouldn't that be 
interesting, if anybody had sense enough to turn it on?  They probably won't.          
(Tape on and off, Patches barking.  Running?  Riding?) 
     ACF:  I will continue the oral history.  I went to Collegiate School for 
Girls, as I said before, and that changed me.  It awakened me intellectually and 
taught me more self-discipline about everything.  And I love athletics.  I was 
riding horseback all at the same time.  And I finished in 1934 and Roosevelt had 
come in just the year before. 
          Richmond, Virginia was singularly untouched, you might say, by the 
Depression.  I don't know why that was so.  It was tobacco money and paper 
money, and I don't know why it we had -- Only one bank failed in Richmond, the 
American Security Bank and Trust.  (Pause.) 
          So, I -- The only recollection I have of the Depression is when 
Roosevelt came on the radio in his first inaugural with his ringing tones, "All 
we have to fear is fear itself," and that was all quite thrilling.  Then I 
remember seeing the Blue Eagle posters going up.  That was the National Recovery 
Act, which was to put people back to work.  I never did quite understand what 
the NRA was, but then people -- more and more people were getting jobs because 
the government created jobs.   
          We had the Works -- WPA, the Works Projects -- Process -- Projects 
Administration, which is building roads and all kinds of things.  Then we had 
the CCC, Citizens -- Civilian Conservation Corps, which was to give young men 
jobs and training.  And I had a friend named Bill Bemiss, who became a captain 
in the CCC, and he was kind of an intellectual that I had met.  Then my father 
forbade me ever to see him again.     EF:  Why? 
     ACF:  He told me -- He told my mother that -- that men downtown said that 
he was homosexual, and I wasn't to ever see him again.  They were all so narrow- 
minded. To say he was homosexual would mean I was perfectly safe with him. So 
why not see him?  
     BILL:  Did you mind your father? 
     ACF:  In that case, Bill Bemiss went off to the CCC camp as commanding 
officer and I didn't go out with him because he wasn't there to go out with, but 
I kept up with him.  I have some of his letters to this day.  I don't know 
whether he was or whether he wasn't; made no difference to me.  And he was -- he 
was older, actually, than these boys I was going with.  He was very smart.  He 
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was kind of an intellectual wrote poetry.  So, I don't know how he turned up in 
Richmond, but that's my only connection with -- with the CCC camps was Bill 
Bemiss. He wrote poems to me.  
     EF:  How do you spell it? 
     ACF:  Bemiss.  B-e-m-i-s-s, I guess.  I'll turn it off now. 
           (Pause.)  You asked me to talk about camp.  I went to Camp Mont 
Shenandoah in 1929, when I was 13 years old, born in 1916. 
     EF:  Where is it? 
     ACF:  It's at Millboro Springs, Virginia, not very far from -- It's in -- 
off from the valley a little bit in -- in the Blue Ridge Mountains. 
     EF:  Which county?     ACF:  Bath County.  (Asked again, repeats.)  B-a-t-
h.  And Millboro Springs had an old hotel, rambling kind of thing, just like 
Orkney Springs, that people used to come up from the city, you know, in the 
summertime.  The wives -- the men would stay in town, the women would come up to 
the mountains to get the cool air.  It was a beautiful part of the country.  Not 
-- Only about 20 miles from Hot Springs.  It's a -- But the camp -- I went there 
in 19-  -- when I was 13, 14, 15.  I went for about four or five years.  And 
that's why Lois -- Lois Loehr Brown, who I talk to on the phone a good bit, is 
like the last one left of those days, but she's a couple of years younger than 
I. 
     EF:  How do you spell her name? 
     ACF:  L-o-e-h-r, a German name. 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  You know, you've met her.   (Pause.) 
     EF:  Where does she live now? 
     ACF:  Annandale, Virginia.  And we get on the telephone and have little 
nostalgia trips all the time about Richmond.  She's got total recall and 
apparently she spends a great deal of time thinking about her earlier days, her 
mother and father.  She's very close to her older sister, Alis in her 90’s.   
The other sister, who is closer to me in age, always acted like she was Greta 
Garbo and kind of weird. Name is Lilian. She was very unkind and still is to 
Lois.  
          And Lois is a very smart woman.  She's a school teacher.  She's 
traveled.  She's done everything.  She's married and divorced and has two 
wonderful children.  So, we're quite congenial.   
          But the camp, the highlights of the camp for me were the plays we 
gave, and the drama, and the horseback riding, and all -- 
     BILL:  All girls? 
     ACF:  All girls, yes.  Then -- But there was a boys' camp called 
Wallawhatolla up the Cow Pasture river from us and every now and again, they 
would -- the men -- young men from Wallawhatolla would come over and we'd have 
these kind of dances or parties.   And I got to know a nice young man -- by this 
time, I was 15 or 16 -- named Bob Small from Hatboro, Pennsylvania, and he was 
kind of my beau.  I have some of his old letters at home, too.  And he went -- 
All these young men went to George School, which is a very fine preparatory 
school in Pennsylvania, and the counselors and the owner was from there.   
          Then later on, I got into on of my typical -- first of my typical 
scrapes of being misjudged.  I've gone through a life of people accusing me of 
things that never happened.  I had to take a horse up in the mountains to return 
it, 'cause I was the counselor, junior counselor for riding, and this horse, we 
had to return it.  It wasn't suitable for children.  So, I start off through the 
Blue Ridge Mountains alone to return the horse, about 15 miles away to a farm 
near Burnsville.  And I had hand drawn a map to go by to go down this road, then 
turn down another road -- 
     EF:  How old were you? 
     ACF:  About 17.  And I -- I remember the only thing that scared me; it 
really terrified me is I had to go on a covered bridge on horseback, and it 
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terrified the horse.  You could see why.  And, you know, it just carried on, 
prancing up and down on the plank, and I was afraid it would get over -- get out 
and go on the side.  I didn't know what was going to happen.  But somehow or 
another, we made it and I got the horse returned.  Then somebody drove over 
there -- I got back home by car.   
          And -- But the reason I tell that story was because later on, at some 
point in time, Nanny West, who was the headmistress of the camp, called me in 
and said "We found a map" -- "a map and we think that you" -- Oh, I know how 
that happened. 
          I met this -- this boy I just mentioned, Bob Small, we were really 
friendly, you know, young -- young lovers.  And one night we were -- he came 
over and we walked around and then we sat down behind the -- the target for bows 
and arrows, you know.  What do you call that? Archery. Big round thing.  
     BILL:  Archery. 
     ACF:  Archery tar -- Yes.  And so, they got the notion I was really 
involved with him.  He was as pure as the driven snow and so was I.  Then they 
came to me later with this map.  They said, "You've been meeting him.  This map 
-- This map is how you were going to -- going to meet him somewhere up the 
river."  I said, "I don't know what you are talking about” They didn’t believe 
it was a hand drawn map to Burnsville. Miss Nanny West the camp director 
punished me. Loss of privileges. 
     EF:  (Inaudible) named West? 
     ACF:  She was a cousin, also.[Aunt M’s daughter]  And that's how I went to 
that camp.  The way I got to that camp, 'cause it was the Depression, 1929, my 
father had a horse and she was having riding classes, and he let her have that 
horse named "Billy" to give -- or pay my tuition, given, you know, the whole 
thing at camp.   Other words, "Billy" sent me to camp.  I guess "Billy" came to 
a bad end. 
     EF:  Was Froggy there, too? 
     ACF:  Yes, she was there, but -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible?)  
     ACF:  Marian West, whom I call Froggy today, because she and Elissa got -- 
That's another story about why we called her Froggy.  But I call her "T" like in 
the alphabet.  But I was not very friendly with her at camp because, Elissa, 
she's four years older than I.  If I was 13, she was 17.  That's a big stretch. 
          She was there and then I had a -- some other -- another cousin there, 
Emily Crump Ramstetter.  You know, we've seen her lying in that bed with -- with 
a stroke up in Richmond at the Baptist Nursing Home.  And -- But the most 
glamorous people at the camp were the two Pumphrey sisters. [Pumpy senior, Maade 
and Pumpy junior, Margaret] They loved to give shows. We danced and put plays 
on.   
          But then the person who had a very tremendous influence on me was 
Katie Gilliam, Katie Gilliam Davis.  And just now here in 1997, she celebrated 
her 99- -- 100th birthday, and I sent her flowers and, of course, other people 
did, too.  And I must sit down and write her a letter at some point real soon.  
She was a wonderful influence.  She was deeply religious, but she always put 
these poems out on the bulletin board.  Then I would put poems up on the 
bulletin board, my -- about nature, and so on.  In other words, she had a great 
influence on me. 
     EF:  How do you spell her name? 
     ACF:  Katie -- But it's actually Gilliam, G-i-l-l-i-a-m.  And she was a 
registered nurse by profession.  She was the camp nurse, but I think she ended 
up kind of running it.  Later on, she married a man named Mr. Davis, who had a 
retarded child named “G.K.” and she -- she raised that child, and he -- That's 
another story all about him.  His hobby was riding the buses all over Richmond.  
But when G.K. died -- that was his name -- he had gotten very fond of animals 



 23 

and they wanted any memorial donations made to the Richmond SPCA or one of the 
animal groups, and I didn't even know about that. 
     BILL:  Tell us about the plays. 
     ACF:  Oh, I don't know.  We did -- Beverly Bates, who died just this year, 
she and I and Lillian -- I remember -- The one I remember the most, we would 
take -- we took that poem by Alfred Noyes “The Highwayman”, "The highwayman 
comes riding, riding, riding up to the old inn door" and "Bess, the landlord's 
daughter."  And then, so on, then Bess falls on a sword and died, and the blood 
flows out, and then the highwayman -- the highwayman -- And so, we did that one.  
I think I was the dashing highwayman and a girl named Lucy was Bess, the 
landlord's daughter.  I think Beverly was the villain... [End of Tape 1.) 
                           - - - - - -� 
 
                      ORAL HISTORY - Tape 2 
Interviewed:  27 April 1997.  Lantz's Mill.  Continuation...ACF  
at camp.  (EF's queries in this part are difficult to hear.) 
     [Please note:  Names, both places and persons, may need some      spelling 
corrections.] 
 
     ANN COTTRELL FREE:  Tape 2.  Ann Cottrell.   
          Another one was the -- We did singing ones, too.  One was called the 
The Rag-O-Toggle-Gypsies OH."  (ACF begins to sing.   Pause.)  Well, I'm trying 
to think of some of the plays we gave.   
          And then, of course, we had a good bit of drama.  On -- every Sunday 
night we had Vespers on a beautiful hillside over the river and we would carry a 
torch, and it was dark, you know.  And we would sing "Follow the Gleam."  And it 
really was very inspiring, and heartwarming, and spiritual, I'd guess you'd say, 
because there are these young women in this gorgeous place, overlooking a 
mountain stream, river, on a high bluff -- on a high bluff, and walking down 
this hill, holding this torch, singing "Follow the Gleam."  It -- It did give 
you kind of shivers up and down your spine of togetherness and enjoying the 
beauty and -- all of it.  I'm so glad I had that experience. 
     BILL:  How long would you go to camp? 
     ACF:  Two whole months, a long time.  And the food was delicious, 
absolutely delicious.  And speaking of that, the cook -- the cook -- Oh, my 
gosh, maybe Marian can remember her name. [Was it LuLu?] Was a big, jovial 
African American woman and she was always very sweet and kind to me.  I loved -- 
I ate a lot.  Of course, I was -- I hate to say it now, but I'd go back in the 
kitchen.  She'd cook up pounds and pounds of strips of bacon and I'd just eat 
the bacon until it -- and hot rolls.  And then, since posterity will be 
listening to this but no body can -- nobody to sue me.  My mother said that she 
was kin to the West family.  That she was an African American, but her -- her 
mother was African American, obviously, and she -- and she looked like all the 
Wests; square, squat.  
     BILL:  Who?  The cook did? 
     ACF:  Yes.  She was kin to Uncle William, remember?  And Nannie West, and 
Mary -- Annie West, all these Wests.  And -- If Marian hears that, she'll have a 
fit.  But anyhow, Mother said -- I wish I could think of her name, this woman -- 
Oh, gosh, it'll come to me.  Like Hannah or something, that she was a West.  And 
-- Of course, these people -- That happened all of the time in Virginia. 
     Elissa FREE:  What was the name of the camp again? 
     ACF:  Camp Mont Shenandoah.  It's a very nice camp.  I would not send you 
or Amanda there.  It got expensive and became a little bit the country club-type 
compared to what it was when I went there. 
     BILL:  Was there horse riding? 
     ACF:  Yes, horseback riding.  I grew up to be the junior counselor and then 
I rode -- put on shows; we did every kind of thing.  Yes.  And that's -- how I 
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got into camp.  The reason I went to the camp, this horse that Daddy let them 
have paid my way.  And Nannie West charged for the riding and that helped, all 
that helped, you see. 
          So, then -- They had canoeing and that mountain water was so cold, 
just like up in Maine, but I did really well in the swimming.  Everything I did, 
I did well there.  At times though I'd be a bad actor.  But this cousin of mine, 
Emily Crump, came to me one day and said, "You know" -- We were sitting on a 
raft in the Cow Pasture river.  She said, "Now if you were really good" -- she 
said a lot of nice things to me.  She said, "I believe you could win the camp 
cup."  Of course, that was out of my dreams.  I mean, never even occurred to me.  
So, I acted real good.   
          And then what happened, my competitor for the camp cup, a girl named 
Eleanor Diamond, who came from Gaithersburg, Maryland, and she brought some 
horses with her to the camp, but she was quite well off.  Well, it was just my 
dumb luck, because she was my competitor, that she came down with a terrible 
case of appendicitis and she had to go off to the hospital just at the time that 
they -- of the two or three days before they were going to make the awards. 
Everyone prayed for her. So, naturally, Eleanor got the camp cup, you know. 
I got all the other honors, the camp -- a letter, a big letter, you know, to put 
on your sweater, and I got the camp silver paddle for the best canoer, and I got 
the silver arrow for the best archer, and also the best thing for the riding.  
So, I was -- that was my finest hour and I can only thank Emily Crump Ramstetter 
(phonetic), my cousin, a beautiful woman -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  My grandmother and her father [Robert Crump] were sister and brother. 
[Also Nannie West’s mother was Mamie? Crump (West)] 
     EF:  Which grandmother? 
     ACF:  G-Muds, Mrs. Julia Crump Cottrell.   
     EF:  Paternal grandmother? 
     ACF:  Paternal, yes.  And so, Emily was an inspiration to me.  She was 
beautiful and I admired her a lot, and I admired all those counselors.   
          Then there was another one that came a couple years later named 
Mildred Matier, M-a-t-i-e-r.  She was a great influence on me, too.  And she 
came down with some horrible -- had an ovarian cyst and they had to take her to 
the hospital up in Clifton Forge.  And -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  Yes.  They had her in the infirmary.  I stayed down there with her 
for awhile.  They wanted somebody to help look out for her before she went away. 
     EF:  Did you learn to canoe there? 
     ACF:  Oh, yes.  And we did a lot of -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible) my question. 
     ACF:  Did a lot of canoeing there, and I -- One thing I like about 
canoeing, you stand on the back part, the part they call the gullars? of the 
canoe, feet on each side, and then you go up and down and make the canoe bounce 
up and down. 
     BILL:  Amanda had a question. 
     ACF:  What you say, darling? 
     AMANDA:  Was it fun? 
     ACF:  I loved doing it.  You mean bouncing -- (inaudible) on the canoe?  
Yes, I loved the canoe.  I was very athletic, very athletic.  And I liked to be 
in plays, and ride horseback, and canoe, and do everything.  So, that camp was a 
great, great experience for me.  And then I came back as a junior counselor.  
         Then I was offered a job to be a counselor at another camp, Camp -- 
Camp Okahawis (inaudible), which is in Goshen Pass, near Lexington, Virginia.  
And I reluctantly left Camp Mont Shenandoah to take this other one as a riding 
counselor, but -- which I enjoyed it very much, but it was an entirely different 
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atmosphere from Camp Mont Shenandoah one.  But the -- That's where I met my 
friend Ann Landon Kempton.  And she was a bit older than I -- 
     EF:  (Spell that.) 
     ACF:  Ann Landon, L-a-n -- Ann L-a-n-d-o-n.  Then later she married a man 
named Joseph Kempton.  But she was unmarried then and she was very beautiful and 
she wanted to be an actress, and she was suffering from an intense case of -- of 
thwarted everything, thwarted love, thwarted -- thwarted ambitions.  She was 
thwarted her entire life.  And what ended with her life was a -- I can't say it 
with Amanda here.  Can I? 
     EF:  Yes, sure.  I don't think she can hear us. 
     ACF:  She committed suicide later, years later.  Hung herself.  She was 
frustrated, she'd won this actress and beauty contest -- They had these things 
in Richmond and you'd get -- if you won for being charming -- It's like a Miss 
America -- newspapers sponsored it.  And she won and her mother made her pull 
out, and that was a tragedy because she wanted to go to New York and hit the big 
time.  She wanted to be an actress.  
          Then she was in love with a man named Steve Farrow, and she should 
have married him.  Then this other man named Joe Kempton was in love with her.  
And then she did something very foolish, she rued the day.  All of these things 
just militated against her.  He got sick and he got a chicken bone in his 
throat.  And like he said, "Oh, I know I can live.  I know I can live if you'll 
just marry me."  And she said, "Oh, I will."  And then he got well, and then she 
had to marry him.  And she was never in love with him ever, ever, ever.  I -- 
She was in once in a psychiatric hospital, Shepard Pratt in Baltimore. Manic 
depressive, I guess.  
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  They didn't put labels on things then, but I think -- She was very 
high strung, very talented, and I -- She was older than I, but see, I was very 
high spirited and interested in -- just like I am now, interested in music, and 
art, and books, and all that.  Real different from most of the girls, and she 
was, too.  We would sit up half the night talking about our hopes and dreams. 
     EF:  At camp? 
     ACF:  Yes, at camp. 
     EF:  (At Shenandoah)? 
     ACF:  No, this was Okahawis.  O-k -- O-k-a-h-a-w-i-s, which was run by Mrs. 
Evan Chesterman.  This was more of a society camp.  The people who were 
counselors there, a lot of them were from old Richmond families, very good 
families, and all that sort of thing.  And I'm glad I went there 'cause it gave 
me another view of my contemporaries and the -- and the social scene. 
          They had very good horses and I was assistant counselor with a woman 
named Sara Faulkner, who was closer to my mother in age.  But Ann Kempton was 
the highlight of my life there and we kept on all -- all the rest of her life.  
And if you -- If she hadn't died, you -- she would have known all about you all. 
     BILL:  How old was she when she died? 
     ACF:  Oh, I can't figure ages at this time.   
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  You do?  Well, I -- I -- What she did, my mother called me and said, 
"Ann Landon" h-u-n-g herself, and I -- I couldn't believe it.  I just couldn't 
believe it.  Nobody picked up on the signal that she was obviously giving out.   
          She was very dependent on her psychiatrist, Dr. William Randolph 
Tucker, and (he -- often these people commit s-u-i-c-i-d-e -- when their 
psychiatrists go away, you know, they have no one they can reach out to.)  He 
was out of town and she had no one to reach out to.  So, this overwhelming, 
enveloping impulse, which she probably had been fighting all along, you see -- I 
see it in retrospect, that all along she was fighting the impulse that finally 
took her over.  She had no one to call.  And I think that I knew Ann all that 
time -- 
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     EF:  Did she have any children? 
     ACF:  Yes, one boy, William Allen.  He's probably still in Richmond.  And 
she -- What she did after marrying Joe, she became like a real matron.  She got 
fat and she did all the right things, belonged to the Woman’s Club, all the 
right things, all the old Richmond.  But she still hung on to me 'cause I had 
gone and liberated myself and finished college, worked at the newspapers.  Then 
I remember I spent the night, a couple of nights before I went to China at her 
house.   
          She kind of lived through me a little bit, because I had somehow or 
another liberated myself, and Ann had given in to all these forces.  She 
shouldn't have let her mother dominate her that way, shouldn't have let them 
take -- take her out of that contest, which I think she would have won.  And she 
shouldn't have promised Joe she would marry him.  She should have gone ahead and 
married Steve Farrow, who she really loved, and she probably idealized that over 
and over.  So, she rehashed all this her entire life -- And so -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  I know, but I'm talking about it as an influence on my life.  So, 
that camp was interesting.  We -- We gave plays up there.  She was a great 
actress.  We had a miniature version of "Carmen" and I remember her singing, "I 
am Carmen, the belle of Saville” to the tune of the Habernara. She could sing 
very well.  So, all of that was thrilling to me.  Then I went on back, finished 
up at -- But I was going to what is now called VCU. I think mostly at that time, 
but I went on to Barnard College, which I never cared for at all.  I -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible) you pick Barnard? 
     ACF:  Oh, how I picked Barnard was because I really wanted to go to 
Radcliffe [now part of Harvard] and I didn't get accepted.  I don't know what 
happened there.  And I wanted to transfer, you see, and I never heard from them.  
And this Latin teacher -- a French teacher was living at our house that I had 
met at VCU and she was getting her Ph.D.  And she came out there and Daddy lent 
her money at my asking him to do so, to get -- At that time, you had to get your 
Ph.D. published in a real book with -- you know, a hardback cover, and it only 
cost $300.  And she lived there and she had a tremendous influence on me.  Watch 
out for that car... 
          And -- She was a graduate of Barnard.  She was what they called in 
those days a bluestocking.  She -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible)?  
     ACF:  A bluestocking.  She -- Her father was a Baptist preacher, retired, 
ascetic type of intellectual, not like Southern Baptists, and the mother was out 
earning a living.  And she had learned all this Latin and Greek at her -- 
(Pause) -- at her father's knee, you might say.  Then she went on to Barnard and 
Columbia.  She got her Ph.D. -- this is way back, don't forget, in the 1930s -- 
before she was 30 years old.  So, you can imagine that was a heady atmosphere 
for me, being with somebody who was getting her doctorate on Pierre Augustin 
Caron Beaumarchais.  I helped her with the galley proofs and all of that. I got 
Daddy to lend her the money for its printing.  
          So -- And that's how I went to Barnard because I didn't get -- I 
decided not to go to Radcliff.  I didn't hear from them again.  College seems 
entirely different from what it is now.  So, Columbia was the next best and 
that's where I went.  But I didn't care for it one bit.  I had thought it would 
be glamorous being in New York City, but I wasn't.  I was up there, stuck up 
there at Columbia at 116th and Broadway, and I -- I had awful claustrophobia 
about taking the N.Y. subways, and I still do in a way. Not here though. And 
that's when I met John Oudine, who you all met not long ago, at a college get-
together with the boys from Columbia.  And if it hadn't been for John socially, 
I'd -- 
     EF:  (Spelling?) 
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     ACF:  O-u-d-i-n-e.  And he was the son of an immigrant Finnish family.  And 
his father had been a workman, you might say, a -- in a blue collar job and had 
fallen from a roof.  And he was an invalid and the -- I guess he got a lot of 
money from the fall, getting injured.  I don't know whether his mother worked or 
not.  He had a whole slew of sisters.   
          So, he lived in West Orange, New Jersey, and I visited them a lot and 
went with them to a lake -- a Lake Hopatcong, which is a huge lake in New 
Jersey.  It's a large Finnish colony.  I spent about a week up there with the 
whole family, and that's when I first went into a typical Finnish sauna, which 
is different from the kind of saunas we have here, which is -- It's a steam 
room, and then you beat yourself with switches, so -- then you jump into the icy 
river.  It's an exact duplicate of what they do in Finland.   
          And so, John came and visited down here and we -- we were really good 
friends.  And I got a job later on Newsweek, then he got a job on Time magazine.  
And then when I went -- He went to the -- went to war.  He had traveled 
everywhere.  He'd had a traveling journalism job, writing educational letters to 
these -- called World Letters for subscribers, students.  And in -- he'd send 
these back to these crossroads.  And it was a wonderful thing to have done, but 
he still liked to travel, and that's how he went to China.  I said, "Come on to 
China with me."  And he did and it changed his life more than mine.  He was 
married out there and his second wife lived out there, a white Russian.   
          So, back from -- At Barnard, my best friend at Barnard was Lois Sachs, 
who was from Westport, Connecticut.  And she was, I guess, a Russian Jewish 
family.  And she -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)   Whenever you mention somebody's name, would you spell 
it? 
     ACF:  Sachs, S-a-c-h-s.  And we were very good buddies there at Barnard and 
she was right down the hall from each other.  But I was always so sloppy, I 
never could keep my room straight, and Lois would come down there and straighten 
it up a lot.  I've just told you the other night.  I think it was because my 
mammy picked up for me when I was at the formative age around three and four 
years old, and -- five, six and on up, and I never -- I shouldn't say this in 
front of Amanda.  I never -- I just couldn't pick up anything, it got picked up 
for me.  And therefore -- 
     BILL:  Still can't. 
     ACF:  That's -- That's -- My brain got trained along the way, don't you 
see?  I have lost my organizational abilities to pick up things and I never got 
them back.  When I was at camp, the other counselors used to have to get all my 
clean clothes and dirty clothes and separate them and get it all straight.  I 
couldn't get it straight.  I can't get it straight yet.  It's like a -- It's 
like -- 
     EF:  (Defect?) 
     ACF:  Yes, it's a defect.  It is a defect.  And -- But I can straighten out 
my house if I feel like it, but I don't usually feel like it.  So, any -- 
(laughs) I feel like I did manana, manana.  So, any -- in any event, it bothered 
Lois Sachs and John Oudine were the -- my main people. 
     ACF:  He went to Columbia, right across. 
     EF:  (Inaudible) a coincidence? 
     ACF:  What's a coincidence? 
     BILL:  It's where they met. 
     ACF:  I said we met at Columbia at a college get-together. 
     BILL:  Where's he from originally? 
     ACF:  West Orange, New Jersey.  And -- I'll give you a whole bunch of stuff 
about him.  He was my -- He was crazy about me and I -- he didn't have any 
money.  The first time he took me out was to a football game.  I said, oh, no, 
he's got the wrong girl on this, but I went.  Then we went out to dinner.  I 
never went to anymore football games.  I think I told him that I didn't care 
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much for football.  But we did go to some plays together and we ate out and 
enjoyed eating.  There were lots and lots of good places to eat on uptown 
Broadway, really good places to eat. 
     EF:  What would you eat? 
     ACF:  Oh, I don't know what I ate, but we liked Italian, of course.  And 
they were cheap, you know.  And he always paid.  No woman would have -- No girl 
would have paid her own way in those days.  I don't know where he got the money 
from. 
     EF:  Did you have a single room at Barnard? 
     ACF:  A tiny little cubicle.  I hated it.  I never cared for Barnard. 
     BILL:  What about your teachers?  Any good ones? 
     ACF:  No, didn't have very good teachers for me at Barnard.  I had no one 
at Barnard who inspired me like those teachers I mentioned -- See, I had 
teachers when I went to VCU in Richmond, called -- It was called the Richmond 
Division of the College of William and Mary then.  They're the ones that gave 
the Hall of Fame Award, you know, in that last year.  But the teachers down 
there at that little dinky, dinky college were far superior to the ones -- all 
the -- all the big trappings up at Columbia University.   
          That's where I met Margaret Johnson at VC -- at -- oh, we'll call it 
VCU 'cause it's simpler.  And that's where I met Dr. and his -- Dr. Jesse McCoy 
and his wife.  They were English teachers. 
      ACF:  So, at Barnard, I didn't care too much for it, I'm sorry to say. 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  I know it.  It's in my -- (Pause.) 
          So, I'm trying to think.  We didn't have any campus athletics at 
Barnard.  I didn't care for it because we had a lot of town students.  They had 
more townies than they had boarders and I was a transfer.  But I did get on the 
school newspaper called The Bulletin and I enjoyed writing articles for that.  
Then they took me into the Literary Quarterly and I -- the things I aspired to 
do, I guess I achieved to a degree.  But I didn't -- They didn't have any good -
- I was frustrated.  I made a mistake in going there 'cause they didn't have any 
organized athletics and I liked athletics.  And they had a camp up in 
Westchester or the Catskills or something, but I -- that didn't interest me 
much. 
     EF:  (Inaudible) New York City though? 
     ACF:  I didn't get to take advantage of it to the degree that I wanted to 
because it's expensive to do the (other?) things.  I enjoyed going down into 
Greenwich Village and the Italian section, and so on, and that's how I got to 
know New York fairly well.   
          At some point in time -- I've got to look at the date on that -- I 
wrote an essay about going to New York, an international contest, and I won.  
That was the third place. And I got a free trip to New York, I was written up in 
all the newspapers, and put up in a marvelous place, and all that.  And I have 
the essay there at home.  You probably never read it. 
     EF:  What's it called? 
     ACF:   I think it was just why everyone should see New York or some -- 
something like -- (Query and answer repeated.)  I'd already been there.  And the 
girl who won was from Montana -- 
     EF:  I thought you won. 
     ACF:  I said the third place.  I said third place.  Well, that was a nice 
honor.  And I just wrote it 'cause I wanted to write it, and then sent it in. 
     EF:  (Inaudible)? 
     ACF:  The Pan Hellenic Association.  Although a number of schools had 
fraternities or sororities, I don't know why Pan Hellenic.  That means Greek 
societies, you know.  I don't know why they sponsored it.  And one of the judges 
was Thomas Wolfe.  And I have dedicated our school yearbook -- at VCU, I was the 
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editor -- to Thomas Wolfe.  And I took it over to his apartment and I was hoping 
-- and he had just gone to Germany the day before.  Isn't that awful? 
     EF:  Did you ever meet him? 
     ACF:  Yes, in Richmond, Virginia.  I was walking down Franklin Street, not 
very far from the public library, and I saw this tall man, heavy, tall.  I knew 
it was Thomas Wolfe, I'd seen his pictures.  So, you know what I did?  I ran 
after him.  Said,"Mr. Wolfe!"  And he stopped and we had a long talk out in 
front of the public library, and I invited him to dinner.   
          And -- Then later on -- I'll tell you about that.  Later on, I told -- 
then I went home.  I said, "Thomas Wolfe is coming to dinner."  Mother said, 
"Oh, I've read all of his books.  I could never have enough food to feed him."  
Because he always wrote about food, everything -- page after page of describing 
what he ate and what he liked to eat.   
          Anyway -- But I talked to Thomas Wolfe about "You Can't Go Home 
Again".  He wrote "Look Homeward, Angel" and "You Can't Go Home Again."  Those 
were the two famous classics.  And he talked about how he couldn't go back to 
Asheville because -- See, everything was autobiographical.  He called himself 
Eugene Gant, G-a-n-t, in the book.  And he didn't do any -- he just changed the 
names.  He didn't even change the description of the people -- his father, his 
mother, his sister, his friends, the business people.  It was just holding up a 
mirror -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  Well, I had read the book and I knew about it from all the publicity.  
He said, "They're not going to let me back in again.  I can't go home again."  
And so, he went into the public library.  He had just come from the Young’s Art 
Gallery.  That's where I had seen him on -- on Franklin Street.  So, I never -- 
He didn't come to dinner.  It wouldn't have worked.  You know, he's going to 
call up this young girl's -- and go up to her family.  I can't imagine -- 
     BILL:  What was his personality like when you spoke with him? 
     ACF:  He stuttered.  He was alright.  But that was very brave of me to go 
up and stop him on the street, wasn't it, Elissa? 
     EF:  Yes. 
     ACF:  But I knew this was a chance of a lifetime.  This is -- He was my 
ideal.  I had his picture up in my mirror.  I carried his books around with me 
all the time.  He was my god, and there he was.  There he was, my living god.  
And I was greatly influenced by his writing.  Have you not read his books? 
     BILL:  Yes. 
     ACF:  He just -- It's like a roaring ocean, a torrent -- a torrent of 
words, beautiful words.  It's -- Oh, "By the windswept" -- Oh, I wish I could 
quote some of it.  But he -- Anyway, he was one of the form -- one of the 
formative influences in my life, Thomas Wolfe, and I did meet him.  And I don't 
know what I was working on at the time, (inaudible) -- I'd have to look at the 
dates on all of that.  He's -- 
     EF:  Talk about (inaudible). 
     ACF:  What do you want to talk about now? 
     EF:  You haven't told us anything about your first job. 
     ACF:  Well, I haven't gotten there.  I haven't gotten out of college yet.     
(Pause, break.) 
          We're finished Barnard.  And then I got this job.  Once again, 
Margaret Johnson came into my life.  She wanted to be -- write a drama column of 
some sort for the Richmond Times Dispatch. 
     BILL:  What year did you finish Barnard? 
     ACF:  I finished Barnard in 1938.  The war clouds were really gathering, 
you might say.  And I remember I was at Barnard, then I went across the hall, 
and that's when we heard the Duke of Windsor giving up the throne "for the woman 
I love."  I'll never forget that evening.   
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          And, of course, down the hall from me at Barnard was a -- the Spanish 
teacher, and -- Miss Dorado.  I never spoke Spanish at all, but I -- she -- I 
liked her a lot.  I wrote a poem about the Spanish Civil War and gave to her, 
'cause the war was raging at that point.  I didn't even know which side she was 
on.  I'm sure she was a -- I -- I just don't know.  I don't think she would have 
liked Franco, but I don't know. 
          So, when I finished --Margaret Johnson was going to get this job, she 
thought, but then she went abroad and I -- I went down and applied for it, and 
just in the women's department.  And that's where I first met Rhea Talley 
(phonetic). 
     EF:  Was this after (inaudible)? 
     ACF:  Yes.  I'm graduating myself now.  I'm sure I'll think of a lot more 
things for Barnard, but I think so -- I think so little, so infrequently about 
it that the memories certainly weren't very indelible, were they?  I don't think 
about it much.  I was glad to get out of there. 
     EF:  How many years were you there? 
     ACF:  Two.  And I did like the campus -- the college doctor, a strange 
name, Wilamenda Alsop (phonetic).  Later on, I found out that she was one of the 
people who testified for the Humane Slaughter Bill, or maybe it was the 
Laboratory Animal Bill.  And I was writing one of my articles, looking back into 
old research stuff, that she had sent a message.  Of course, I knew nothing of 
her interest in animals at that time.  I'm sure that Dr. Alsop was -- She was 
unmarried and I think of a “singular persuasion”, and -- a very fine woman, I 
liked her.   
          And I had a lot of sinus trouble in those days.  Lots of people had 
sinus trouble.  These were the years of no controls on air pollution and coal 
was being burned, and I think it was the smoke from coal that caused people to 
have so much sinus.  And I was often quite sick with that.  They'd have to 
irrigate your nose and your sinuses, and it's also the days before antibiotics.  
Can you believe it?  And so, I -- I was often quite sick that way, my upper 
respiratory.   
          And so, I went on to work for the Richmond Times Dispatch and this 
little mouse of a woman, who had -- she had a firm, mean streak in her, a little 
teeny little thing named Josephine Griffin.  She hired me and Rhea Talley was in 
that office and three -- two or three other women, and I was supposed to be the 
club editor. 
     EF:  The what? 
     ACF:  The club editor.  Club, c-l-u-b, because that was the era of woman's 
clubs.  Every neighborhood seemed to have a woman's club and it was all 
dominated by The Woman's Club.  Then there was the Ginter Park Woman's Club, 
which was the next best one.   
          Every community -- like the Tuckahoe (phonetic) Club.  They -- Forest 
Hills Woman's Club.  And then you had the DAR, then the United Daughters of the 
Confederacy.  You had the Woman's Christian Temperance Union.  You had the 
American Legion Auxiliary.  Oh, I could just go on and on about the various 
clubs that they had and they all were having meetings constantly.  And then I 
would have to write up when their meetings were going to take place and who was 
going to be the speaker. 
          I did enjoy immensely covering the speakers at the Woman's -- Woman's 
Club, 'cause they had a good bit of money and they brought in “name brand” 
speakers.  I never will forget hearing a great journalist named Maurice Hindus  
speak about the coming war in the -- that was actually going on in Europe.  And 
I said they got top drawer people, and that was very influential.  I mean, that 
influenced me a lot because I got a kind of a front row seat in what was going 
on.   
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          And then I was talking about Talley.  She did not dye her hair then.  
She had black hair and she had -- She was the child prodigy of her high school 
and -- 
     EF:  What high school? 
     ACF:  The John Marshall, the one I flunked out of.  She was an "A" student. 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)   
    ACF:  I didn't -- Yes, you know, I told you earlier in the tape that I 
flunked every course, so that's how my mother got me into Collegiate.  But 
Talley was a -- a genius.  She still is.  She's a lot smarter than I am.  But 
our smartness is of a different kind, so it's kind of evened out as we're now in 
our -- in our eighties.  But she's very good on -- She's got the kind of 
smartness Bill has.  She could -- She's marvelous on bibliographies, cross word 
puzzles and stuff like that.  And -- (laughs) 
           So, she -- But she's a charming writer.  She wrote a column called 
"Talley-Ho", which I have, some of them today.  I really -- I was always very 
complimentary of her, but I found in my diaries, these diaries I've been 
rereading lately, how Talley was such “a pill” and was “so mean to me,” and I 
went on a couple of pages about Talley.  I ought to show them to her sometime.  
I didn't remember that there was bad blood between us.   
          But -- But the other girls in there were -- even -- were very nasty, 
because they were the society editors, and they looked down on Rhea Talley like 
something awful.  I don't know what they said behind my back.  And they talked 
about Josephine really bad.   
          But that's when I started looking around for boys, and there was -- 
Out in the city room, there was -- there were two boys I liked the looks of. One 
was Jimmy Latimer (phonetic), I think he -- and then the other was Jim Free, and 
I -- I liked his looks.  He had a nice physique and I liked the way his arms 
when he's -- when he was typewriting.  Its funny things you remember, isn't it.  
He would roll up his sleeves a certain way and he looked like he had his mind on 
what he was doing.   
          And then there was a man on -- There was a man named Jack Morris, who 
was blond.  I liked Jack and I had a wonderful time with him one night.  He 
wasn't married at that point.  We covered the elections, and that was when you 
telephoned the returns.  You didn't have all this instant transmission.  And 
this was it, it was a local and -- it was one of those where you got everything, 
state, local, national, everything.  So, Jack and I were phoning in all the time 
from these precincts that -- and we -- Guess what time he brought me home?  Five 
a.m.  That was the most glamorous night of my life, covering elections with a 
really charming reporter.   
          And poor Jack.  He went with the New York Times and we were both in 
New York Times Bureau here -- I mean, I was in the Herald Tribune bureau here.  
And he was like Colman McCarthy; he liked to ride his bicycle back to work.  And 
do you know what?  Somebody opened a car door as he was riding along and it hit 
him and killed him.  And I never will forget, Jim and I went out to the home, 
the funeral home.  It's hard to believe that Jack was gone, at that time of his 
life. He was just about in his late thirties, I guess. 
          Anyway, so -- so Jack, and then there was a man named Buford Nolting,   
came from a very stylish Ameri -- Richmond family.  But I think he had asthma 
and didn't go with girls, anyhow.  And -- Then there was another one named 
Austin Gilmour, who had -- bought a sail -- a schooner, a sailboat.  And he -- 
he was one of my beaus.  And I've got all of his letters.  And he bought the 
sailboat.  And he wanted me to marry him and live around the world, like in 
Bali, and all those kind of places.  But I didn't feel like doing that.   
          And I -- Jim went on a sail with him one time, and they almost got 
lost in a terrible storm.  That's another story, but -- So, then I started going 
out with Jim.  But he was so unromantic -- 
     BILL:  Now was this 1938? 
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     ACF:  Thirty-eight or '39.  Anyway.  So, one time we were out, he did one 
thing I did not like.  Taking me out to dinner, he took me to his mother's 
apartment for supper.  All those damn vegetables and southern fried food, and I 
thought 'Oh, my God, I don't want to go out with him.'   
     EF:  (Inaudible)? 
     ACF:  Yes.  His mother followed him around everywhere.  And then his idea 
was to bring me home and she had dinner for both of us.  No such thing as a 
drink before dinner.  You go in and sit down and eat.  And, ah.  So, I think 
that cooled me off on Jim as much as anything.  He -- (laughing) And the food 
was just home -- you know, home-cooked, all that, but I had much more elegant 
home-cooked food at my house.  I felt she was -- Look at that light down there.   
          So -- But then one time -- He liked the theater and he liked -- he -- 
he -- he led a few -- 
     EF:  I can't hear you. 
     ACF:  He enjoyed good theater, but there was not much theater in Richmond.  
But then one time we were out and we drove around a little bit, and he was 
always -- he was kind of -- what do you -- what's -- raunchy?  But I didn't want 
any of that stuff going on.  And he just didn't appeal to me much.   
          But then we -- he drove to the city dump, which might be a beautiful 
place, if it wasn't a lime-filled dump, overlooking some kind of chasm.  And he 
stopped the car and he said -- asked me to marry him.  I said, "Here?  At the 
dump?"  And I was -- I said -- I just thought right then how indelicate can you 
get?  You're going to ask -- propose to somebody, you take them out in a canoe, 
or sailing, or a lovely candlelit dinner, or some -- 
     BILL:  Or have your mother-in-law do it? 
     ACF:  Do what?  Do what? 
     BILL:  Ask (inaudible) someone. 
     EF:  Propose. 
     ACF:  No.  I mean, you don't invite -- you don't ask -- propose to somebody 
sitting in a car at the city dump.  You do it by moonlight and roses. He had no 
class. 
     EF:  What did you say? 
     ACF:  No way.  I don't know what the words were.  I didn't want to hurt his 
feelings.  But he -- he pursued me for twelve years, and that's -- finally, I 
gave in because I had something else that would cause me some problems.  So, I 
thought there he is, so I'll just do it.  And soooo --  
          Then he got a job on The Washington Star in -- up there in Washington, 
The Washington Evening Star, and he -- he would -- I've got all those letters at 
home, I've showed them to you.  He -- He wrote better than he talked.  He wrote 
a very amusing letter.  Jim was so basically shy, and self-conscious, and hum -- 
too much humility, he was just -- had a massive inferiority complex.   
          I have a father with an inferiority complex, had a husband with an 
inferiority complex.  Uh.  So, that's it -- if I got a superiority complex, it 
was in self-defense.  Maybe I had one, too. That's why he loved to go out and 
joke, tell jokes all the time, and such -- what's more boring than that?  And -- 
And I didn't like it.  He told me dirty jokes, which I didn't appreciate one 
bit.  Anyway.   
          But I put up with him and I -- he went on up to Washington.  And he -- 
they were having a contest -- not a contest, a special for Victrola records, you 
know, the newspaper promotional deal.  And he got me -- I said, "Oh, I want you 
to get me all of those records."  So, I still have some of those albums.  
Tchaikovsky's "Fifth Symphony" and Caesar Franck (phonetic).  That was my -- And 
he never listened to them, he got them for me -- brought them to me or sent 
them.  But rather than sitting and listening to them, he never listened to them 
one bit.  He just got them 'cause I wanted them.  But anyhow, that's the way -- 
that was the story of our life, anyhow.  So --     EF:  Move closer. 
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     ACF:  So, he -- I got a job -- I could -- I could tell you a lot more about 
Richmond in my working days.  I have some really good stories.  I think the ones 
that -- Look at this -- had a sobering effect was the time I went on a suicide, 
a double one.  I mean, I don't know whether it was a suicide or an accident.  
These people in this apartment and they had pulled them out on the fire escape 
and it was a horrible scene.  And, you know, they turned blue.  And that had a -
- I never will forget the bad effect on me. 
          And then they used to kid me, the city editor, "Well, they're going to 
have an execution at the penitentiary, let's send Ann over."  They thought that 
was fun.  (Pause.)  they thought that would be -- that was a joke.  Let's send 
Ann to cover the execu -- the electrocution.  And -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible) electrocutions (inaudible)? 
     ACF:  Yes. 
     BILL:  Did you go to any? 
     ACF:  No, no.  He was just kidding, I think.  But that's -- that's the -- 
that's newspaper humor.     (Automotive pause.) 
          In Richmond where -- before he went off to -- up to Washington, we had 
some really nice social gatherings.  There's a nice coterie of the newspaper 
people.  In fact, they were -- Richmond, Virginia historic magazine -- that's 
something put out by the Virginia Library -- asked me to write an article about 
my life on the Times Dispatch in the 1930s, early forties, and I really should 
do it.  I ought to talk to Rhea Talley, but I didn't want to talk to her about -
- 
     BILL:  How did you get that job? 
     ACF:  I told you.  This friend Margaret Johnson had been trying to get a 
job there, and I think she could have gotten it, but then she went to Europe, 
and I went down.  I said, "I would like that job," and I got it.  That's all, 
simple as that. 
[One of the fist stories I wrote for the Times Dispatch was on the Sanctified 
Sisters Church. African-American women. July 4, 1937. I was 21. ] 
     EF:  Where did you live? 
     ACF:  At home.  Where else would I live? 
     EF:  (Inaudible) question -- 
     BILL:  (Inaudible) the job in Washington, how did -- 
     ACF:  Oh, that's years later.  I mean, that's -- 
     BILL:  I thought that's what you were talking about. 
     ACF:  I'm talking about Richmond, Virginia. [I worked there summer of 1937, 
between my Jr. and Sr. years at Barnard. Then went back after graduation.] 
Living at home with Mother and Daddy and still putting up with all that you know 
what and going to work every day.  And I had a lot of boyfriends.  I always had 
a lot of young men around, and -- So then I -- there were all kinds of things 
that happened in Richmond, and it's kind of a literary -- That's where I met a 
man I liked a lot.   
          You remember him, Elissa.  I really -- I was really very fond of him.  
He was a -- kind of a jackass, but I loved him.  John Widdicombe.  John was a -- 
W-i-d-d-i-c-o-m-b-e.  If you look in some of the upper class magazines, you'll 
see the John Widdicomb Company of furniture, custom-built, beautiful furniture, 
Grand Rapids.  But they don't -- the firm name does not have the "E" on it.  But 
he's well-off, well-off.  But he had a mother.  So often, these guys, 
[homosexual] they've been kind hitched to their mothers too long. 
     EF:  How -- Why was he in Richmond? 
     ACF:  He had gotten a job with the WPA Writer's Project during the war.  
They put out those wonderful histories of every state and he got on -- He'd gone 
to the University of Virginia either before or after Oxford.  And he -- he wrote 
the whole architectural section on -- in this history of Virginia.   
                    [End of Side A, Tape # 2] 
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                 ORAL HISTORY - Tape #2, Side B 
 
     ANN COTTRELL FREE:  He lived with another man, of course, who was an 
artist.  And he was a writer and editor.  And he wore beautiful tweeds and had a 
British accent, of course, although he came from Grand Rapids.   
          And he had sherry parties, you know, the Oxford tradition, Elissa?  
And had all the literati of our age group, you might say, most older than I.  
(Pause.)  I enjoyed going to those parties.  That was a liberation for me, 
'cause don't forget, I had no -- my friends from the Collegiate era were all 
kind of social, starchy Richmond, and there were no activities.  So, my 
activities would have either been with the Richmond Times Dispatch men and women 
or I met John Widdicombe, and that opened up a whole new social set to me with 
people who went to the theater and had --  
     Elissa FREE:  (Inaudible)? 
     ACF:  I don't know how I met him.  And there were writers and artists and, 
you know -- Every -- Every town, every city has its little literati group, 
little theater league, all that stuff.   And that was a great relief for me to 
have that, but I wanted to get away, too.  So that -- by happenstance, I was 
dying to go to Hollywood, so I went to Hollywood with another girl, Jakie Edge.  
She was a pain. Most of the Richmond male literati were gay – quite charming.    
          But then Sally Patton let me have her apartment in Long Beach 'cause 
they -- she and George were sent somewhere.  I was going to visit her, but he 
was posted somewhere else.  She had been my friend from early days, but she was 
into marriage and all that stuff, and -- and the Navy.  But we had kind of kept 
up with each other. 
     EF:  How did you know her? 
     ACF:  She and I went to school and Sunday school together and to Binford 
Junior High.  Remember that?  So -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible)?  
     ACF:  We went to school together in Richmond.  Not to Collegiate, but to 
others -- And we went to the same -- went to (Grace and?) Holy Trinity Church 
and were members of the Young People's Service League, where we had -- 
Episcopalians are very broad, you know, broad-minded.  We had dances and all 
that.  It was pretty good.  And that's how I knew Sally.  Then she was crazy 
about these men at Annapolis.  She married one, George Pittard, as you know.   
     EF:  (Spell...) 
     ACF:  Her name was Patton, P-a-t-t-o-n.  Comes from a distinguished 
Virginia family.  And her husband was Cap -- Admiral George Pittard, P-i-t-t-a-
r-d. 
     BILL:  Is she related to General Patton? 
     ACF:  Yes, un-huh.  She was married in General Patton's home, although he 
was away overseas at that time. Yes, she's -- she's from a super Virginia 
family.  Don't you remember when she visited me up here at Lantz's Mill?  We 
spent a lot of time at the library and going everywhere.  All these ancestors,  
just all over the place.  Came on up this way, too, and she loved to come back.  
Then I went to -- 
     EF & BILL:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  I went to the Virginia Historical Society, took her down there and 
introduced her to Lee Shepherd, and she'd love to go back again, but I don't 
know whether we'll ever pull that one off.  And -- So, she was -- How did I get 
on talking about her? 
     BILL:  You went to Hollywood. 
     ACF:  I went to Hollywood and had her apartment in Long Beach, but that was 
not Hollywood, but at least it was a base.  And then -- 
     BILL:  What was your goal? 
     ACF:  To get involved with the movies as some kind of writer, working for a 
major movie magazine.  I had no ambition to get on the silver screen.  But Edith 
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Lindeman, who was a well -- greatly respected and loved -- beloved drama critic 
and movie critic for the Richmond Times Dispatch, well known throughout the 
state -- in fact, through the whole movie industry -- she gave me all kinds of 
letters of introduction to the studios.  And, of course, they loved me.  
Newspapers!  Publicity! So, I wrote articles -- 
     BILL:  Were you still working for the paper? 
     ACF:  Yes, I was on a vacation, took my vacation, paid my own way, and -- 
This is how the -- This was how it was in those days.  I wrote -- I interviewed 
all these movie stars and went on the sets and all these things, wrote the 
stories.  It never even occurred to me that I should be paid for them.  And I 
paid my way out there, too.  'Cause you don't think the paper was going to send 
me?  Heavens no.  And so, that's how people were exploited in those days. 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  Well, people you don't even remember.  Frederic March, for example -- 
     BILL:  I remember. 
     ACF:  I've got all those pictures.  And, of course, every time you spoke to 
a movie actor, they send you -- a company photographer would be right there to 
snap the picture.  Then they send them to the touch-up place.  Oh, I look 
absolutely gorgeous in all of them, and so did the movie star.  They'd touch 
them up, you see. 
          Then one day I was over at the Paramount Studio and they said, "Would 
you like to meet this man" which -- The name won't ring any bells for you, but 
at one time it -- It wasn't ringing any bells then, but later on it rang lots of 
big bells.  A young man named Sterling Hayden.  Does the name ring any bell 
whatsoever?   
     BILL:  No. 
     ACF:  Well, Sterling became quite a movie star and he was married to 
Madeleine Carroll, who was also a movie star, a well-known, big -- big star.  
And then -- then I met Fred MacMurray, but I'll come back to him in a moment.  
You -- You don't remember him?  You see, there's no point in being famous or -- 
or even living!  But anyhow, Sterling -- he was very handsome.  He was about six 
feet-four, blond, and just everything wonderful.  He had been discovered by this 
producer, the same producer who had kind of given me -- had taken me under his 
wing, a man named Griffith.  Not D.W. Griffith, but Edward Griffith. 
          So, -- I went out with Sterling.  He said, "I'm going to get this 
movie test.  They've given me this script."  So, we went out to Malibu Beach and 
parked, overlooking the ocean and I -- I rehearsed him for his screen test.  And 
I guess he did real well.  He did fine, then he got a movie contract.  Well, the 
next thing I knew, Sterling was on his way -- a lot of things happened after 
that.  Then Mr. Griffith decided to make this movie in Virginia, down at 
Charlottesville at the Farmington Hunt Club and all that.  And he asked me to 
come and work for Paramount.  So, I took an immediate -- I quit the paper 
without giving any notice - hardly at all.  And who was in the movie but 
Sterling Hayden and he became a big star, and Madeleine Carroll, who was a 
famous star, and he married her.  She was just as -- Isn't it funny that you -- 
people that reach these peaks, a crescendo?  Twenty years, if I mentioned her 
name, people would say, "Oh, really?" 
          So, anyway, that -- we made that movie in Charlottesville on the -- 
     EF:  What was it called? 
     ACF:  "Virginia." 
     EF:  I wonder if it's still -- 
     ACF:  I would love to see it.  I wish -- 
     BILL:  What did you do -- have to do with it? 
     ACF:  Publicity.  They brought down all these movie critics from New York 
and all over the country, and I was just supposed to see that they met the stars 
and showed them around how -- 
     EF:  You were like a PR person. 
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     ACF:  Yes, PR, that's all it was.  And I made wonderful contacts.  And, of 
course, a lot of those men, the main ones, they wanted to get me into the 
haystack, you might say, 'cause they're -- it's a beautiful place.  Next time we 
go down that way, I'll show you where we stayed.  They rented this -- leased 
this huge mansion called Piedmont Manor, which was run by two homosexuals,  
Howard Friend (?) and Fred McNamara.  And so, the experience on the movie was 
simply marvelous and I made these contacts -- 
     BILL:  What year was (inaudible)? 
     ACF:  193- -- 1940, I guess, something like that.  And -- 
     BILL:  And how about Fred MacMurray? 
     ACF:  Oh, he was one of the stars.  Fred MacMurray, and Sterling Hayden, 
and Madeleine Carroll --  
     BILL:  Fred MacMurray was in that movie? 
     ACF:  Yes, I -- 
     BILL:  You met him before in Hollywood? 
     ACF:  I don't know whether I met him in Hollywood or I met him here.  I've 
got pictures of him and me.  He was an awfully nice man, awfully nice man.  Real 
gentleman.  He reminds me a little bit of that man you see a lot on TV -- Oh, I 
can't -- Gardner  You know who I'm talking about?     
     EF:  No. 
     ACF:  Oh, well, if you don't know, I won't try to -- He looks like him.  
Anyway.  Therefore, I had these contacts that I had made, so I went up to New 
York not long after that.  Did not go back to the Times Dispatch.  A good move 
on my part, wasn't it?  And I went up there, following the contacts in New York 
and -- to get a job on a movie magazine, 'cause I had met these movie editors up 
there.  And -- 
     BILL:  That's how you got out of Richmond. 
     ACF:  That's how I got out of Richmond.  So, I went up there -- See, I went 
to New York via Hollywood and Charlottesville.  (Laughs.)  So, I -- They were 
all really nice to me.  They were older.  I was very young, you know.  What, 22?  
And so -- 22, 23, something like that.  And -- So, there wasn't any -- weren't 
any immediate openings.  I didn't have a lot of money to stay -- living in a 
little, teeny hotel.   
          But I did stay in that tiny little room at the Pickwick Arms, where my 
Uncle William, the doctor who brought me into the world, was living up there 
with Aunt Marian, being treated -- going for daily treatments, cobalt treatments 
or something, 'cause he had cancer of the jaw.  And he suffered a lot.  But 
there I did have a little base there with them.  And John Oudine turned up 
again, always turning up. 
     EF:  (Inaudible) have all these photographs of (you?) posing as a 
(inaudible) -- What (Where?) was that? 
     ACF:  Oh, that was in Richmond.  I wanted to be a model. 
     EF:  (When was that?) 
     ACF:  I don't know.  1938, something like that.  Anyway -- went on to the -
- Where was I?  Oh.  So, nothing was forthcoming right away, 'cause I -- I 
thought -- 
     BILL:  What was your ambition then? 
     ACF:  My ambition was to be a writer for a movie magazine, like TV Guide?  
Those were all over the place.  Movie magazines were the thing.  You don't -- 
They don't have them anymore.  It'd be more like People.  But all the people in 
it were movie actresses and stars.  But Muriel Babcock, editor of Picture Play 
was (likely?) to give me a job.  All of them that came down there to Piedmont 
Manor tried to help me, but there was no -- nothing forthcoming, and -- 
     BILL:  You were up there with no job? 
     ACF:  Yes, I went up with no job. 
     EF:  (Inaudible?)  
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     ACF:  Well, I left the Richmond Times Dispatch, took the job up there in 
Hollywood -- I mean, in Charlottesville, did not want to go back to Hollywood.  
I met all these editors, and press agents, and columnists from all over New York 
down on location.  They all said look 'em up.  I went right up there and looked 
them up.   
          And there was a marvelous woman who'd been the senior PR person for 
Paramount named Eileen St. John Brennan Craven.  There was a lovely young man 
named Henry Larner.  They were all just wonderful to me.  Naturally, I went.  I 
knew they'd look out for me and do everything in the world.  Went out with Hank 
Larner a lot.   
          And, poor Hank.  When the war came along, Hank didn't -- he was kind 
of a pacifist, but he drove an American Friends Service ambulance in North 
Africa. He was killed. 
     EF:  How do you spell his name? 
     ACF:  L-a-r-n-e-r.  Very nice young man, Hank Larner.  I remember him so 
well.  And then, one day I -- I did all the right things.  I had sent a letter -
- or did an interview, I can't remember.  Oh, I interviewed the woman who took 
applications for Newsweek because Mother said that Henry Gilmer (Jane Gilmer 
Wilhelm was the daughter -- the woman, you know, went to your Daddy’s funeral) -
- would give me a letter of introduction to the editor of Newsweek named Rex 
Smith.  And Henry Gilmer had been a good friend of Rex Smith and his father.  
And I -- (inaudible) that the job was open.   
          I went around and gave a letter to Miss Spence, who was like the 
personnel person, you know, at Newsweek, and didn't think anything was going to 
happen.  But she gave it to Rex Smith her boss.  She called me, "Can you come 
over?"  And I didn't have a job and I went over and they hired me right on the 
spot, all due to Rex Smith's father's friendship with Henry Gilmer.  And then I 
think Rex saw me and he had his eye on me for many years after that.  I'll tell 
you about that story, too. 
          He had many wives.  He was quite an attractive man, with red hair.  
Remember the man in the movie we've been looking at, "Rebecca” the reddish hair 
and the kind -- this man had kind of heavy eyelids, but he wasn't as tall and 
elegant, but sexy kind of guy and smart.  And editor of Newsweek magazine, you 
knew he was smart.  (Pause.) 
          So, I got a job as a copy -- what they call a copy girl.  What you 
did, you sat up in the front with another two or three other young people and we 
clipped newspapers, 'cause they have all those departments at Newsweek -- drama, 
medicine.  And you'd go through all kind of magazines to find stories on those 
subjects and take them back to the drama editor, medical editor, the law editor, 
and all the departments, and that way you got to know everybody.  
          Then one day -- And I -- I mean, I had a grand time.  
     BILL:  How long were you there? 
     ACF:  In New York? 
     BILL:  At Newsweek? 
     ACF:  Well, I can't remember how many months it was, but I never will 
forget -- On Christmas, I did have several invitations.  One was another Finn, 
Toivb Hallonan, and the other was -- I had two -- two or three Christmas dinner 
invitations.  And the other was -- you probably never heard of Georgina 
Campbell.  She was -- had been married to famous Tommy Manville, [he was famous 
for marrying so many women. Very rich.], or was going to marry him.  I had met 
her -- she was British -- when she -- her sister, Elspeth, came down to that 
Virginia movie.  [Their mother was Felicia Campbell] In other words, I'd known 
all these kind of people that loved to write about drama and stuff like that.   
          And I never will forget, I got so -- I came down with the flu that 
Christmas Day.  But anyway, that has nothing to do with the price of eggs.   
          Then later one day, either Rex Smith or Miss Spence called me in there 
-- You've heard this story many times, I'm sure.  "Would you like to go" -- 
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"Could you go down to Washington?"  And I thought like 'Today?'  "Yes, right 
away."  I thought they wanted me to be like a courier, to take something down to 
the Washington Bureau.  I said, "Yes, I'll go."  Well, they say, "Can you go as 
soon as possible?"  And I did.  It was a job.  I was -- They sent me down to 
work in the Washington Bureau of the Newsweek magazine.  They didn't have a 
woman.  There were no women on staff anywhere much.  And I said, "Sure."  I knew 
nothing about politics and the next thing, I found myself at the White House 
almost right away.  (Laughs.) 
     EF:  How old were you? 
     ACF:  Twenty- -- 
     BILL:  Twenty-three. 
     ACF:  Twenty-three or 24.  Anyway -- Let's see.  Six -- 1940 and six.  That 
meant I'm 24?  I don't know.  So, that's how I got started in Washington, and 
that's enough for now. 
 
                          May 10, 1997 
     EF:  Okay.  Today is May 10th, 1997 and we're at Lantz's Mill in Virginia 
again and we're picking up.  But I think she's going to go back where she wants 
to say some more things about Barnard College before moving on to other things. 
     ACF:  A couple of highlights from looking at it from a historic point of 
view.  At Barnard, the first war cloud, you might say, had risen and down the 
hall from me was a Spanish teacher.  And the Spanish Civil War was on, and that 
was sort of a preliminary contest between fascism and so-called democracy.  
          But then, of course, also, Elissa, it was very obvious that the 
Japanese were up to no good.  And the girls at Barnard, being very progressive, 
being New York City, they -- we start -- they started a boycott of Japanese silk 
and they all wore cotton stockings -- they were called lisle, l-i-s-l-e, which 
is another word for cotton -- rather than silk.  Nylon had not been developed at 
that point in time.  So then I have some snapshots to this day of Lois Sachs and 
others participating in a parade down on -- I don't know what street -- 
Broadway, or something, an anti-Japanese boycott demonstration very early on.  
This was, of course, in 1937.   
          So, they were very political up there.  I somehow or another found 
myself as a Barnard representative of a Columbia University, quote-unquote, 
“peace” magazine, which they -- Actually, the reason I was on it, they wanted a 
woman and I worked for the college newspaper and all that.  I was not very 
political, I was pretty naive.  It really was kind of a very left wing outfit.  
Of course, I was, still again, totally unaware of all of that.   
          And that was the time that so many of our American intellectuals 
became members of the Communist Party.  And, of course, they all got purged and 
treated very badly later on.  They were very idealistic and the Hitler -- war 
clouds were -- had started up, and they -- and they felt that Russia, with its 
egalitarian approach to life, was the best for all people.  And, indeed, their 
idealism was inspiring.  But unfortunately, the ideal -- the so-called 
idealistic leaders of the Soviet Union were really a bunch of thugs and it was a 
police state.  But try to get those people to believe it.  It took a long, long 
time.  
          So, I -- I belonged to that -- I was on the editorial board of that 
magazine, although I never got jumped on.  It's amazing that I --  I never went 
to a meeting, I just -- they used my name on the masthead.     EF:  What was the 
name of the magazine? 
     ACF:  I can't remember the name.  I've got it somewhere.  I had the 
magazine, but -- Then speaking of the communist stuff, in Richmond, Virginia, 
when I worked on the Times Dispatch -- I'm going to jump ahead on that later.  
Elissa wants me to talk about -- Oh, you didn't do my Times Dispatch, did you, 
in this thing?  Turn it off, we'll look back.  (Pause.) 
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     EF:  This is an addendum within an addendum.  But when I was talking 
earlier about the Times Dispatch and my working days in Richmond -- Richmond 
Times Dispatch, I failed to admit belonging to what was -- some people would 
consider during the height of the Communist scare another front.   
          But I -- all of us, we were -- all of us “intellectuals” in Richmond, 
who loved Europe, and foreign languages, and good universities, and we felt 
intellectually starved in Richmond 'cause it didn't have those modern art 
galleries or many (inaudible) and so on.  Although there was an entrenched group 
of poets there, but this was the younger crowd.  And we were starved also -- 
this is the day before television -- for foreign films.   
          Well, one of the things that the Russians were doing in that day and 
age was putting out some very, very good movies, like "Boris Godunov."  I can't 
even tell you all the names titles, but they -- was -- any movie aficionado 
could tell you that that was the heyday of Russian movie-making.  So, this 
Richmond Film Society was established by -- the head woman that I remember was 
someone named Alice Burke, and she was, I think it came out later, a -- a head 
of the Richmond -- or the Virginia Communist Party.  But this -- this is another 
situation of a front organization of people who were very, very intellectually-
minded, young and aspiring. 
          So, John Widdicombe is one.  He's an old friend of mine.  He had 
studied at Oxford and -- Oh, I have the list -- I have the whole list of people.  
     EF:  Spell his name.  (Inaudible.)   
     ACF:  W-i-d-d-i-c-o-m-b-e.  And he was a, quote-unquote, gay and no one -- 
we didn't talk about those things much.  And very attractive, very tweedy, had 
studied at Oxford, University of Virginia, and had worked for the Works Projects 
Administration, that's the WPA, in putting out that absolutely splendid Virginia 
guide book, which is one of the classics of that period.  But John wrote the 
Virginia architectural chapters.   
          And later on, when the war came -- This is another parenthesis -- in 
parenthesis.  He was drafted and -- I mean, he wanted to get a commission and 
they looked at his background and he was rejected.  And he told me later it was 
because of his membership in the Richmond Film Society, would have been black -- 
that -- (would?) be -- be blacklisted.  I don't know what to put into that.  But 
he did go into the war.  He was an infantryman and was shot.  Not badly, it was 
a glancing blow, and John -- it was in the Battle of the Bulge.  So, we did have 
some overtones of international politics.   
          Of course, those were the days when the -- when I was on the Times 
Dispatch, the war started. Hitler was marching into the Rhineland and all of 
that, and then going on -- the war.  H.V. Kaltenborn, was the man who was all 
over the radio.  I can't even remember what network it was.  In those days we 
had the Blue network and the Red network.  But every two minutes, H.V. 
Kaltenborn -- he had an accent and he must have been either Dutch or German.       
          And a couple that worked for the paper, Maggie and Harold Leonard, had 
a little daughter named -- "Miss Bunny" they called her.  So, they said, "Miss 
Bunny's first words were H.V. Kaltenborn," 'cause they had on the news all the 
time.    I went -- got the job as the copy girl for Newsweek, remember? 
     EF:  Yes, we did that. 
     ACF:  That's when we'd cut out newspapers from all over the country.  But 
to think of me getting on a magazine like that, without computers and all the 
high-tech stuff we have now.  We would clip newspapers from other cities and 
communities.  That way they'd get particular -- new angles and special little 
side bar stories. 
          The other thing that -- I made a few friends there and I worked -- I 
lived in a little hotel, the Pickwick Arms.  That's when I told you -- I think I 
told you I met some really nice boys, too.  Used to see John Oudine.  I had a 
bunch of beaus.  I never seemed to lack.  That's kind of conceited, but that's 
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always good because we could go out to dinner.  (Laughs.) And it saved money. 
The man paid for both.  
          I didn't know that the editor had his eye on me, that sleepy-eyed Rex 
Smith.  He didn't make his big pass until he was a colonel in the Army much 
later.  But he called me in one -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  -- called me in one day and asked “would I like to go to Washington?” 
And I thought it was to deliver a package.  It was to be transferred down there.  
Because my cousin -- my cousin's father had known his father, or something like 
that.  And that was the political idea behind it, but I think he had his eye on 
me, but I was too dumb to realize that then.  And I went down to Washington and 
worked for Ernest Lindley.  I don't believe I told you about him, did I? 
     EF:  Spell it -- 
     ACF:  That was -- Newsweek -- Newsweek or Lindley? 
     EF:  Lindley. 
     ACF:  Ernest Lindley was the famous correspondent in his day as a press 
columnist just as famous as Dan Rather is on the radio -- on television today. 
     EF:  Can you spell his name? 
     ACF:  Lindley, L-i-n-d-l-e-y.  He was a rather taciturn, tall man with a 
moustache.  And his wife Betty was very outgoing and not very handsome, but 
apparently had a lot of bubbly charm and ability.  And she became -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)      ACF:  Lindley, L-i-n-d-l-e-y.  She did some work for 
Mrs. Roosevelt, but as -- as a -- like a press agent at some time.  Worked for a 
coffee company, Pan American Coffee Bureau. (Pause.)  (Dog barking through next 
part.) 
          So, I went down to Washington.  That was -- They had what you would 
call a suite.  It was on the twelfth floor of the National Press Building and 
there were like three rather small offices, kind of joined in tandem there.  And 
the boys, the men were, of course, Lindley -- and now I'm going to name them 
each one.  The second in command was a man named Richard Rendell -- 
     EF:  Spell everybody's name. 
     ACF:  R-e-n-d-e-l-l.  Rendell was very smart.  He seemed a lot older, but 
he probably -- if he was forty, I doubt it -- wasn't even that much, maybe 38.  
His trouble was alcohol.  And talented, like so many. Journalism drew so many 
people who really wanted to be writers and to be something, and journalism is a 
hard taskmaster 'cause you've got to confine yourself to the facts, to a 
formula, so to speak.  And I never knew just what ailed Ren -- We called him 
Rendell, sometimes Dick. 
          I never will forget, Elissa, when Dick was really drunk one day -- We 
had a little washstand in the corner of this little primitive office there.  I 
remember him ur -- urinating into the washbowl.  It didn't really shock me, I 
just -- I was sorry he was so drunk. 
          The other people were a man named Max Besler, who was kind of a -- a 
nerd, and -- but very nice, I liked him a lot, and smart.  And another was 
Richard Davis, Dick Davis, who was Jewish and I thought very ambitious, very 
smart, and I liked him a lot.  And -- 'Cause I could see that Dick was planning 
for the future, whatever the future would hold.  I think, unfortunately, he did 
have to go in the war, but he came back out and probably made just tons of money 
at some point later on. 
          And then my favorite of all was George McGonnigle, M-c-g-o-n-n-i-g-l-
e, George McGonnigle.  He was like the office secretary.  He reminded me a lot 
of Ronald Colman in the movies.  He was very suave.  He had a moustache and a 
slight kind of British type of accent.  I think he came from --he was from 
Boston.  He was a very intelligent person.  I think he was g-a-y, too.  And I 
liked him.  I like all those men in the office.  So -- 
     EF:  You were the only woman? 
     ACF:  Yes, I was the only woman, the only woman almost anywhere. 
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     EF:  Were you the first woman at Newsweek? 
     ACF:  Yes, the first woman at Newsweek -- 
     EF:  In the Washington -- 
     ACF:  In the Washington Bureau.  There were women up above in -- in New 
York.  And I -- That's all -- They're the ones I recall with great fondness and 
we -- we were a good -- a good crew.  You were out of the room when I told you 
something about Dick Rendell.   
          But anyhow.  But Lindley -- he was rather austere and he was a New 
Deal columnist, but he -- he did not have a rollicking sense of humor.  Every 
night he'd go up to the Press Club, which is on the floor above, and bring back 
a highball and sit down and write his column, which of course, would stimulate 
the intellect -- get that flowing, but he was not a -- not a drinker in any way.   
          He -- (inaudible) -- When I got my job offer down on the Chicago Sun, 
I was so anxious to take it -- to get away from Newsweek that I was only paid a 
munificent sum of $27.50 a week.  I didn't even -- I went to give him some 
notice, but I didn't even wait until the next morning.  I went out to his house 
in Cleveland Park after supper and gave him notice then, 'cause I really wanted 
to take that job.   
          Then I want to tell you a little bit about where I lived.  I -- When I 
came to Washington, the living conditions, the war clouds, you might say, were 
beginning to gather then.  I'll get those dates in a minute.  And I couldn't 
find a place to live within my income.  Paid $27.50 a week and I had to eat, 
clothe myself, everything, transportation, everything.  So, I ended up in a 
boarding house, and that was an interesting experience. 
          The town was filled with boarding houses -- particularly with women.  
I don't know where the men were, probably making more money. Apartments were not 
de rigueur, as they say right now.  But --  So -- 
     EF:  Where was (inaudible) -- 
     ACF:  This was at 1734 Q Street, which is right off of Dupont Circle.  I 
could take a taxi down for 25 cents or I could walk.  And I got my food there.  
There -- I know this African American woman who was the cook and the woman who 
owned it was a beautician of corpses at a funeral home.  And she was very nice 
at first.  I wish I -- Gosh, she – lost to memory.  I'm sure in my diary 
somewhere is her name. 
          Then my roommate was a girl named Dorothea Wright, and she fell in 
love or got into a little sex thing with the man down the hall.  And he was as 
dull as dish water, named Hugo McGrath.  But they became attracted to each other 
and, my God, they got married and raised a daughter.  And years later, when I 
got some publicity in the paper, she called me up.  I said, "Dorothea, I'd love 
to see you."  She said, "Oh, you don't want to see me.  I drink too much and I'm 
fat, and my daughter just the same. She drinks too."  That kind of broke my 
heart.  I got busy -- I got so busy with my other things, I never followed up on 
that.  I wonder if she's still alive?  She was a very nice woman. 
     EF:  (Inaudible) you didn't have a private room? 
     ACF:  The women boarders shared double rooms. It was a house with four 
bedrooms. 
    EF:  No air conditioning, I guess. 
   ACF:  Oh, of course not, no air conditioning.   Anyhow, so then this woman -- 
Oh, God, I can't remember her name.  Her sister lived there with her.  So, I 
think Dorothea, and I, and Mr. McGrath down the hall -- I can't remember any of 
the other boarders -- and this nice African-American woman who would fix our 
food for us.  But working for a newspaper, I came home rather late and this 
lovely African American woman who worked in the kitchen, she would save a plate 
for me.  I didn't have money enough to eat out.  So, I remember one time when I 
was especially late and the landlady came along and said I'd have to move. She 
said I kept the cook too long in the kitchen.  
     EF:  (Inaudible) late? 
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     ACF:  'Cause I came in late.  'Cause I couldn't help it, my job was very 
demanding, working late, filing stories and all that.  I'll go back and tell you 
about writing stories for Newsweek in a moment.  It was usually a long 
memorandum on whatever you had covered and they'd put it on the teletype, which 
is like a typewriter, and send it on up to New York.  So, you didn't write a 
regular story with a byline, you just sent all the material -- like a story 
though.  And George McGonnigle knew how to work the teletype; I learned how 
later.   
          But back to -- Getting back to -- I wish the woman -- I can see her 
now.  She had blond hair -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  She was well-suited for her job.  She hadn't changed a thing of her 
husband's clothing since his death in the other room.  And she took me in there 
and said, "Here are his suits.  See his suits?  I keep his shirts in the drawer 
and even press them if need be."  And she loved working in the funeral parlor.  
And I know which one it was.  It was up on -- up on 14th Street. [Hines Funeral 
Home.] 
          Anyway.  So, she kicked me out.  Well, I mean, she said I'd have to 
leave.  Well, I got so furious that I said, "I'll leave immediately."  So, I 
called up some guys I knew, one of them being James Stillman Free.  And them I 
had another friend named Harold Barnes, and then John Marchant.  I had three men 
come and move me.  They were six feet, two, each one of them.  And I don't 
remember where -- where I moved to.  I probably -- I don't think I went over to 
Jim's.  I don't know where I went.   
          I moved in the middle of the night 'cause I was so furious with the 
woman.  Isn't that funny, little funny gaps in your -- in your memory?  I moved 
out.  And so, I said, "If you feel that way."  So -- I don't know where -- But I 
ended up living in a place up -- a little house up in Georgetown, a rented room. 
     EF:  (Inaudible)? 
     ACF:  No, I don't remember a number, 1200 something. Its right next to -- 
across from the post office in Georgetown -- and next to a lovely restaurant 
called Hamilton Arms one block off M Street.  And I moved in there --          
Thirty-First Street, right across from the Georgetown Post Office.  And the 
people who ran it also owned the Hamilton Arms Restaurant next door, but the man 
-- the husband of the woman -- Miss -- I remember coming home, "Miss Cottrell, 
another one of your boyfriends has called up.  I'm your -- I'm – I’m your 
secretary, I'm taking all your messages."  And he probably had his eye on me, 
too.  His wife was a scrawny looking thing. 
          Anyway -- But my mother came up at some point in time, said, "You 
can't stay here."  She said, "Winter is coming, there's no heat, in the upper 
part of the house.”  So, I moved out.  I was always moving in those early days.  
My mother was always coming from Richmond, riding the Greyhound bus to the 
rescue.  And sometimes places she found me, I moved out again right away because 
they were unsuitable, like too hot.  One was over in Georgetown further on, 
where they didn't have any air conditioning, nothing.  It was so hot, I couldn't 
stay in it.  She'd come on the bus.  She was always riding to the rescue, but -- 
having a daughter who was always in trouble, calling, "Mama, I can't -- I got to 
move."  (inaudible), "Mama," all that stuff.  So -- And she loved to -- I say, 
she -- very capable.  I knew I didn't have to think.  I could put it all in her 
hands, I wouldn't have to think at all.  And she liked that, 'cause she was very 
capable, and very bossy, too.   
          So, anyway, Newsweek.  Newsweek.  I did all kinds of stories. That's 
when I covered Roosevelt, and Mrs. Roosevelt, the opening of the National 
Gallery of Art.  And that's when I got so many compliments 'cause I met Lord 
Duveen -- I was doing my little fieldwork, you might say, preliminary to the 
opening of the -- of the National Gallery.  He was the art agent for Andrew 
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Mellon who gave the country the art gallery.  He had helped Mellon acquire his 
most famous paintings.   
          He told me everything, so I wrote it all down and sent it up in a 
memorandum to Newsweek, so Newsweek got the best coverage of everybody.  A huge 
coffee table volume on the -- on the National Gallery of Art quotes from 
Newsweek's reportage of the opening of the early days, strictly -- it was all 
from me and I had gotten it all from Lord Duveen, or most of it.  So, that's a 
coincidence.  So, if you ever -- When I'm gone -- 
     EF:  What's was Duveen's full name and spell it. 
     ACF:  I don't -- Duveen, D-u-v-e-e-n.  He was a big art dealer.  And if you 
look at that National Gallery of Art classic book on the opening, a lot of the 
pages in the front are all from Newsweek.  I didn't know that until recently.  
And, I'm in danger, as usual, of patting myself too much on the back.  
           That's when the art editor in New York wrote a memoranda, which I 
still have which I should put in the book, that this was the “best coverage” 
he'd ever seen of any art story ever.  But I was so lucky, but I didn't know 
much about art, God knows.  And they didn't have a catalogue for the press, can 
you imagine?  There was no press there; I was the only one.  I spent several 
days looking at these marvelous things.  And this man who had bought them for 
Andrew Mellon, who gave the art gallery to the US Government, was my escort.  
That's a fantastic story. 
          So, anyway, I -- I mean, I had wonderful assignments.  That's when I 
met my first -- my friend Gerald McAllister, and Gerry played a very important 
role in my life. 
     EF:  Spell -- Spell that. 
     ACF:  Gerald, G-e-r-a-l-d.  McAllister.  I always have trouble spelling his 
name.  Look in the phone book.  His son lives next door to me. 
     EF:  How do you think it's spelled? 
     ACF:  M-c-A-l-l-i-s-t-e-r.  And Gerry worked for Time Magazine and I was 
working for Newsweek, and we'd run our stories together.  But the most 
interesting one -- I still have some snapshots.  All this stuff I'll give to his 
disagreeable son someday. [His son lives next door. He seems hostile, 
suspicious. Perhaps because I was his father’s old friend (girl friend?) not his 
mother’s. I liked Jane, his mother, however.]  
     EF:  (Inaudible.) 
     ACF:  A funny kind of guy.  I have pictures of Gerry and me down at Camp 
Lee.  See, as I keep saying, we were beginning to mobilize, but rather slowly.  
Fortress Lee was down in Virginia, near Petersburg and Richmond,  where it was a 
quartermaster establishment.   
          Quartermaster, for those ignorant people who are listening, like you 
know who -- quartermaster.  You know what the quartermaster is?  That's the part 
of the Army who assemble all of the clothing, food and clothing was under the 
Quartermaster Corps.  That's an archaic name, but that was down at Fort Lee.   
          And Gerry and I went down there on a story one time.  The Army was 
always trotting us around for things.  And that's when I met -- Jack Hayes was 
along.  He became like the president and business manager for The Washington 
Post.  His is a name lost -- lost in memory.  His wife became quite a glamorous 
person, Evie.  All those people are gone.  It's like a swish of air.  Like 
Virginia Woolf says -- that's why she wrote the book called "The Waves."  
"Everything is a big wave and washes everything out."   
          And that's why I need the tape recorders and that's why I'm -- a 
bronze statue -- will probably last the most.  It's like you got to have a 
Stonehenge of memory.  I don't know what you can do outside of bronze or stone 
to make everybody remember everything.  Paper will crumple.  Everything is just 
-- Like Virginia Woolf says, "It's a wave."  And I'm probably the only person 
remembering Jack Hayes.   
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          I guess people remember Gerry.  I just loved Gerry.  He was full of 
quips, sardonic humor, and a darling boy.  And we kept up with each other.  He 
was never my lover, if you want -- whatever you want to call it, but he -- he 
was full of jokes and just as smart as he could be.  And it was Gerry that I 
kept in touch with all the time, who then went into the Air Force.  But he -- he 
-- he never did do any combat flying, he always was public relations.   
          And it was Gerry who loved -- who fell in love with China, I ran into 
him later on while I was still in D.C. -- when I was on the Herald Tribune.  
Later, after the war, he had come back from Kunming and was in love with China.  
And he said, "Come on, I've got the big job of being the head of the China 
United Nations Relief and Rehabilitation Public Relations.  Come on, Annie!"  I 
said, "Okay."  Not that quick, but almost that quick.  And that was how -- 
That's how I met Gerry, was back in my days with Newsweek and he was on Time.     
(Break.) 
     EF:  Okay.  You said you covered Mrs. Roosevelt.  Tell me about Mrs. 
Roosevelt.  The first -- Do you remember the first time you ever saw her and all 
that? 
     ACF:  Too bad I haven't got my article in front of me; I could read it out 
loud.  But I did write an article some years ago on the anniversary -- her 100th 
birthday for Modern Maturity magazine.  And I -- The article opens with my first 
press conference, which was in the -- it was in 19- -- Pearl Harbor was December 
the 7th, 1941.  So, this was -- I'm always mixed up on what's 1940 and that's -- 
It was in the 1940s when I came down there to Washington, met Mrs. Roosevelt.   
          I was appalled -- I mean, amazed, I should say, that I was one of 
these newspaper women.  We all assembled downstairs, and then we all rushed up 
with you might say unseemly haste and grace to this little Monroe Room, which is 
a small, parlor-type room on the east -- east end of the White House living 
quarters.  And we all sat in these chairs and everybody jockeyed for a front 
seat, not that it made much difference 'cause it was a small room.  And the 
people who were assembled that stand up -- stand out in my mind were all older 
women, but of course, I don't -- I'm trying to figure.  They would probably have 
been in their forties (laughs) or maybe a little bit more.  May Craig. 
     EF:  Spell. 
     ACF:  M -- M-a-y  C-r-a-i-g.  May Craig of Portland papers, Portland, Maine 
papers, with a New England accent and a very prim and stern and -- but always 
wore kind of very feminine -- she was tiny -- feminine-type clothes.  May Craig. 
     EF:  Did she wear a hat? 
     ACF:  She always wore a little hat, a little flowered type of hat.  Most 
every... 
                    (End of Side B, Tape #2)� 
 
                 ORAL HISTORY -- Tape 3, Side A 
Interviewed:  10 May 1997.  Lantz's Mill.  Continuation...just beginning ACF at 
White House. 
 
     ANN COTTRELL FREE: ...Martha Strayer of Washington Daily News, which was 
the afternoon tabloid, Scripps Howard, was present, as always. 
     ELISSA FREE:  You were cut off when you were describing what dour was. 
     ACF:  She was dour.  Martha Strayer with a dour expression and a long face, 
always wore a hat, no makeup, nondescript clothes, nondescript -- oh, and 
sensible shoes, nondescript from top to bottom.  And she was very smart.  She 
was one of the few who took shorthand 'cause her route to being a newspaperwoman 
was through being a secretary.  That was often the way to get in and that – and 
how she had got on the city staff, the news staff of the Washington Daily News 
where she had been a secretary.   
          And she was present when the roof of a theater up near Columbia Road 
fell in from the weight of the snow, and she walked a long, long distance back 
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to her office and wrote the full story.  And she was you know, a very acute and 
good observer.  And that put her into the newspaper work.  And it took a 
catastrophe to do it.  But her life -- Her life, l-i-f-e, in spades, was her 
career.  She loved writing stories and not one of them will be remembered.  I 
guess I'm the only person remembering Martha Strayer.  I liked her very much.  
And she -- she -- she, along with the others, adored Mrs. Roosevelt, although as 
a professional she never let it color her stories.  And that's another little 
bit on the side.   
          So many of these women I'm going to mention right now all adored Mrs. 
Roosevelt, but I don't believe it colored their stories too much.   The stories 
didn't amount to much anyhow, it was all about what Mrs. Roosevelt was doing, 
and we all anticipated what she was going to say on most subjects.  But, in any 
event, Martha used to give a birthday party for Mrs. Roosevelt every year and 
all of them got on a -- sort of a social basis with her because Mrs. – (I'm 
making another little parenthesis here.)   
          I think Mrs. Roosevelt identified with these working career women more 
than she did for all the social people, and when she had been in New York, she 
had been involved with career women that she had to leave behind up there.  She 
was -- who were in social work or teaching, and so on.  So, she -- Also, she 
identified with Miss Hickok, who got her started on the newspaper side.   
          Everybody knows the Hick story and I don't -- there's no doubt in my 
mind that there was a -- a relationship between them, and they say -- it's in 
the letters, its right there.  It was physical; I think a lot of kissing and so 
on.  I don't know what else goes on.  But anyhow, I think it filled a need for 
both of them, Of course, Mrs. Roosevelt kind of outgrew it, but poor -- poor 
Hick, who I believe was a real lesbian, whereas Mrs. Roosevelt was more bisexual 
and very sensitive.  And this filled a need for her, particularly since Franklin 
wasn't there to fill it because of his infidelity earlier on.  But I think that 
her -- her affection for working women was just manifest.  There's absolutely no 
doubt about that, and she was one of them, in a sense.   
          So then -- to go back through -- down the row of the women.  Another 
woman -- Poor Martha Strayer had a -- you might say an empty life, in a way, but 
she filled it with her writing and her newspapering, and all that.  And she 
probably did some very good, kind things which I don't know about.  But she had 
a good heart and I admire her. 
     EF:  Spell her name. 
     ACF:  Strayer, S-t-r-a-y-e-r.  She came out of Ohio, some Middle Western 
state.  Anyway, she -- Then -- Also, then (inaudible), you might say, of the 
leaders in the group was a woman named Ruby Black, who came out of a small town 
in Texas, and who had dragged -- pulled herself up by her bootstraps.  Smart as 
she could be.  This is -- got a job on a newspaper down there.   
          I'm writing about her in the Eleanor Roosevelt encyclopedia and I'm 
very glad to do it, because Ruby has never gotten the -- the praise that she 
deserves.  She was very, very smart.  She did a lot for Mrs. Roosevelt.  She 
wrote -- the first biography on Mrs. Roosevelt.  She -- I thought Ruby was first 
rate, but she never got the break that the others did.  And she was married, a 
man named Herb Little, and she had a daughter named Cornelia Little Motherel.   
          But Ruby's sad problem was, as time grew on, was alcohol. She had 
really bad breaks in her career.  She drank too much and that caused her 
subsequent death.  She was drunk from the -- She was living alone in a hotel and 
she was smoking, and it caught on fire.  That was at the Cairo Hotel, 1957, I 
believe, or '59.  And that was a very sad ending for a very brilliant woman, who 
adored Mrs. Roosevelt.   
          I found her letters up at Hyde Park when I was going through all that 
stuff in the archives, letters that Ruby was always writing to Mrs. Roosevelt.  
She doted on her.  Because she was a symbol of a woman who achieved.  They loved 
each other because they were all achieving woman -- women and each one of them 
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had some kind of -- I hate to use that overworked phrase -- some kind of secret 
sorrow.   
          And -- Then the next woman of interest would be Doris Fleeson, who was 
younger, a little bit snappier than the others, more sophisticated.  And she was 
married to a man that most people looked at with some disdain, great disdain 
later on, named John O'Donnell, a very smart Irish type, O'Donnell, who was 
chief of the Washington Bureau of the New York Daily News, which is a -- a part 
of the Patterson chain.  It was owned by Colonel Joseph Patterson, who was the 
brother of Cissy Patterson, who owned The Washington Times-Herald.  And he was a 
cousin of Colonel McCormick of the Chicago Tribune.  And they -- all of them 
were pretty reactionary politically and against Roosevelt.   
          Doris was a super New Dealer but married to this guy who wanted to 
sabotage the New Deal.  And that was not a happy marriage and -- which -- That's 
why I wanted to write this book about the secret sorrow of the women who covered 
Mrs. Roosevelt, but Elissa says nobody would want to read it.  But I think a -- 
There was this sad woman with her own secret sorrow presiding over these women 
and they were presenting her to the public, and they -- nobody knew -- Like 
Albert Schweitzer says, "We're all secrets unto ourselves.  We're all strangers 
to each other."  And this was quite true.  This is a prime example of it.   
          And -- But they were all propelled by self-fulfillment. And for some 
of the women, the self-fulfillment was tied in a lot with economics; they needed 
the do-ray-mi, particularly Bess Furman (phonetic).  Bess Furman had a brother 
who had trouble with alcohol and, indeed, I think her husband Robert Armstrong 
did, as well.  I found in the files -- archives at Hyde Park a letter that she 
wrote Mrs. Roosevelt -- it was either asking for a job for her husband, or 
money, or something, something you don't do if you're covering the person.  But 
I didn't write that in any article, but I may now.   
          But -- I have to go back to Hyde Park and look at that stuff.  If 
anybody wants to read it.  But it should be done, it should be in it.  Mrs. 
Roosevelt will emerge like Joan of Arc.  If there was an article about the 
people around Joan of Arc, it'd be very interesting, I think, because they all 
have an influence on each other.   
          Go back to the press conference.  Down the line was a woman much older 
than the rest.  A big, tall, commanding woman with -- it must have been six feet 
tall, rather -- age was making her a little bit plump.  But had a ready wit, I 
loved her.  Named Marie Manning Gasch, G-a-s-c-h.  And she was well-born and had 
been married to a man named Mr. Gasch.  But they lived in Fairfax County, 
Virginia, which is now the super big bedroom and rich, rich intellectually and 
monetarily suburb of Washington, D.C.  
          And so when she lost a great deal of money in -- and her husband, as 
well, in the stock market, she became a -- sort of the first, you might say, 
advice to – (the Ann Landers of that day), the first lovelorn column.  And she 
was the -- the original Beatrice Fairfax, used that byline in her newspaper 
columns, based on Fairfax County.  So, in those days -- Now we refer to Abby or 
Ann Landers.  In those -- then we referred to two other advice to the lovelorn.  
One was “Beatrice Fairfax”, the other was Dorothy Dix.            So, that was -
- But she was no longer doing that and she was just writing stories for -- on 
Mrs. Roosevelt and other things.  She was on her financial “uppers”, you might 
say.  But a very brave woman with a ready wit.  I loved her.  She did write an 
autobiography which is available in the Library of Congress.  So, I'm going to 
stop now. 
 
                  May 11, 1997 -- Mother's Day 
     EF:  We're starting again.  It's in the morning, about eight-thirty or so, 
May 11, 1997, Mother's Day.  We're sitting on the back porch at Lantz's Mill, a 
beautiful sunny day, and we're going to start up again.  She was in the middle 
of talking about "the girls." 
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     ACF:  Mrs. Roosevelt's press conference continued.  Before I go on.  
(Speaks about beauty of Lantz's Mill area.) 
          Other women in the room, members of the -- of the press conference -- 
This is prior to formalizing ourselves into an association, which came during 
the war years for security reasons, supposedly.   
          They had -- Maude McDougal (phonetic) was there.  She was the oldest 
one I guess. Seemed ancient to me.  She looked like she was in her eighties, but 
she probably was in her sixties.  She worked for a Chicago paper, the Tribune 
maybe, and she'd been there -- She was an old warhorse, had gone all the way 
back to covering McKinley and people like that.  And she was -- looked rather 
decrepit and -- but she managed to write the stories and get everywhere and do 
everything.   
          Then, of course, was -- the younger ones, like Lee Carson, a glamorous 
woman from International News Service, younger. 
     EF:  You should spell some of these names. 
     ACF:  And -- Carson Lee -- C-a-r-s-o-n.  And there was Ruth Cowan, who 
distinguished herself.  She was with the Associated Press.  She later went 
overseas as a war correspondent, as did Lee Carson. 
     EF:  Spell Cowan. 
     ACF:  C-o-w-a-n.  And there's a photograph of her, and Lee Carson, and me 
taken later when Mrs. Roosevelt was assistant head of the Office of Civilian 
Defense, which will be amongst the archives. 
     EF:  Is that the one where you're all -- 
     ACF:  I was sitting at a table. 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  No, I was sitting at a table. 
     EF:  Well, I saw that.  There are a whole lot of women -- 
     ACF:  Yes.  That was a -- That was a press conference meeting but not at 
the White House -- I can describe that one right now. 
          Later, when the war came Mrs. Roosevelt, of course, had to get in it 
with all four feet, and she liked social uplift, or whatever you want to call 
it.  So, she became the assistant head of the Office of Civilian Defense.  Her 
offices were at the corner of Massachusetts Avenue and I think around 20th 
Street, a very historic building.  I hope it's on the register.  It's gone 
through so many transformations.  It was the head, the original office of OSS.  
That's where I interviewed "Wild Bill" Donovan.  The first office of the United 
Nations relief was there and the Office of Civilian Defense in her day.  And the 
press -- 
     EF:  Is that the red brick -- 
     ACF:  It's a red brick on the corner.  One block west of Dupont Circle.  I 
think -- What would that be?  About 22nd Street, I believe. 
     EF:  Oh, it's not right on the Circle? 
     ACF:  Not right -- Not right on the Circle.  No, you're thinking right on 
the Circle.  Oh, most people wouldn't even pay any attention to it.  It doesn't 
have a particular distinctive look to it.  The other -- 
     EF:  Which side of the street? 
     ACF:  Going toward the Capitol, it's on the right hand side.  Going east.  
Well, anyhow those women in that picture -- I ought to have it in front of me 
and iden -- identify.  But anyhow, Ruth Cowan, and Lee Carson, and all those 
girls are in that photograph. 
     EF:  (Inaudible) back -- 
     ACF:  I have written on the back, did it the other day.     EF:  Not the 
copy I have. 
     ACF:  No, the one I have.  May Craig is there, everyone.  It's probably the 
best picture we have of her press conference group, although it was not held at 
the White House, where no pictures were allowed. 
     EF:  (Inaudible) First Lady? 
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     ACF:  She was First Lady, yes.  In fact, her experience with the government 
ended as somewhat of a disaster caused by a newspaper woman, a very fine 
newspaper woman who wrote a story which I think was quite ill-advised.  
Christine Sadler, Washington Post, wrote a story about a woman on the payroll 
named Mayris Chaney, who did dancing, and gymnastics, and all of that.  And Mrs. 
Roosevelt, for some reason, felt people should be exercising for health reasons.  
I don't know just what her format was going to be, but to keep people exercising 
and dancing.  (Laughs.)  I guess maybe war workers.  I don't know just what was 
behind that, but I'm sure the rationale was sound at the time.   
          Mrs. Roosevelt managed to get her a pretty good salary for those days, 
oh, like $10,000, which was big bucks then.  And then -- So, Christine wrote the 
story, "A Dancer at the Office of Civilian Defense," "highly paid," that kind of 
stuff.  So, Mrs. Roosevelt had to -- was -- the newspapers just hounded her to 
death.  She resigned.  (Pause.) 
     EF:  Spell the names of the people. 
     ACF:  Mayris Chaney.   M-a-y-r-i-s.  C-h-a-n-e-y.  And I think Mrs. 
Roosevelt was -- 
     EF:  She was the employee. 
     ACF:  She was the employee.  And I think that Christine made a dreadful 
mistake in running that story.  I didn't think it was worthwhile. 
     EF:  So, that was a big scandal? 
     ACF:  Well, yes.  It was a scandal like un -- unnecessary expense, the war 
effort and all that, having a dancer.  But, I mean, it was something to do.  In 
today's world, it would look good.  Maybe it was -- to the defense workers to 
give them a little time to exercise for their health and -- and recreational 
purposes for a good -- and to do it right. 
     EF:  What were the consequences of that story though? 
     ACF:  She quit, 'cause she was hounded out of the job.  And that was her 
last -- She was -- It was a titled job, but it didn't have any -- she didn't 
take any money. 
     EF:  What were the consequences for Mrs. Roosevelt? 
     ACF:  Mrs. Roosevelt quit, not the girl.  Mrs. Roosevelt quit.  I guess the 
woman did -- was never really appointed.  And, of course, Congress -- People 
like to make hay over that thing.  That's -- That's "Potomac Fever" for you.  Go 
after some idiotic thing, and they do it all the time.  Like I think some of the 
-- this -- some of the Clinton stuff is in that category.  (Although to make an 
aside, if history is listening, there's something horrible, horrible in that 
Clinton thing, because why in the world did Vince Foster kill himself?)  
          So, to go back to the press conferences.  I will later give you -- 
take that picture in front of me and read off all the names.  I wrote them on 
the back.  I don't have them with me at the moment. 
          So, further in the press conference, as I said at the beginning, so 
many people had sort of a secret sorrow.  Their personal lives were not always 
so pristine.  I guess I was the only -- Malvina Stephenson and I were very 
career-minded, and single, and all of that. 
     EF:  Spell her name. 
     ACF:  Malvina, M-a-l-v-i-n-a.  Stephenson, S-t-e-p-h-e-n-s-o-n.  She and I 
were in the same age group, although I think she was about four years older, but 
didn't want to admit it.  And she was out of Oklahoma and she was very oriented 
to everything politi -- particularly southwestern politics, Oklahoma, Kansas, 
and all of that, and she was a political animal.  She just loved politics, much 
more than I did. 
          Another person from down in -- 
     EF:  We should say right now that she's -- 
     ACF:  Later, we -- 
     EF:  -- my Godmother. 
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     ACF:  Well, yes, we became pretty good friends, although I think the cement 
that held us together was our newspaper work, although her motivations and 
interests were very different from mine.  I was always trying to pull up the -- 
the downtrodden.  I don't want to sound too -- too idealistic of myself, but I -
- I did care about that.  And her -- her main thing was to get a scoop and just 
ride over anybody that came along, as long as it was a story. She was crazy 
about clothes, fashion conscious.  
          Then she was with the Central Press Association and also North 
American Newspaper Alliance, and the Tulsa World.  That's the paper she ended up 
with in her much later years.  And we, as I say, became very good friends 
because we were both young and -- and snappy.  She didn't go out with boys much 
though.  She didn't seem -- She was very pretty.  I don't know why -- She never 
seemed to have any dates much.   
          And the other person from the southwest, you might say, was a 
beautiful and very, very smart and to this day, she's a friend of mine.  She's 
way up in her eighties, although she would never admit it.  Hope Ridings Miller.  
It's the most beautiful name.  She came out of a little -- 
     EF:  You better spell all that. 
     ACF:  Hope -- Hope, spelled the way it sounds.  Ridings, R-i-d-i-n-g-s.  
Miller.  And her father I think was a physician from Texas, some little town – 
Bonham.   The same town that Sam Rayburn came from, and he became the Speaker of 
the House, so that gave her quite an entrée in -- in the political scene, being 
a friend of Sam Rayburn's. 
          So -- She was married to a doctor named Miller, and I think they had 
kind of an off and on -- kind of a stormy relationship, I don't know why.  But 
she worked in his office some, and then she got a job at The Washington Post 
here in Washington -- I mean, early on, prior to Mrs. Roosevelt -- with -- on 
the city side.  And one day, Post owner Eugene Meyer came over and said he 
wanted her to head up the Women's department and all that.  It was not pure 
society.  She was the one who was the precursor of Style.  She saw this is a 
political town, let's write about the social comings and goings in a political 
context, and not what -- not what Mrs. Humpty-Dumpty wore to a party and all 
that.  It's namely who they were and kind of the story behind the story. 
          I liked Hope.  She was very smart and bright, and very social.  She 
wrote a book later on on -- called "Embassy Row."  She adored everything 
diplomatic.  She was -- She's very, very social with a big -- a big -- big "S" -
- S-o-c-i-e-t-y, although she didn't cover it with exactly the white-glove 
approach. 
          And so then from Hope, we had -- I'm trying to think of some of the 
other women we had there who I told you were (inaudible).  Those are the 
highlighted women that I think of at the moment.  Now we covered -- 
     EF:  How often did you -- 
     ACF:  We met once a week and these two secretaries -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible)?  
     ACF:  I told you.  In the beginning, we met upstairs, and her two 
secretaries always came in with her.  I explained all that earlier, in the 
Monroe -- And when she came in in the morning, those Monday mornings, she would 
-- you could hear her coming down the hall.  She had a very forthright stride, 
you might say, and she was followed by her two faithful secretaries.  One was 
Malvina Thompson, who indeed gave her life to her, and transcribed every one of 
the press conferences, but all of her -- all of her -- What's that?   (Pause to 
watch dog.) 
          So, Mrs. Roosevelt -- Where was I?   
     EF:  Malvina Thompson. 
     ACF:  No, I finished -- Malvina Thompson took full shorthand notes and -- 
which would be -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible) would be Monday morning? 
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     ACF:  Usually Monday morning about ten o'clock.  These wonderful notes that 
she took in shorthand disappeared.  To this day, no one's ever found them.  And 
Maurine Beasley made a -- quite a search through Malvina's work -- nieces, and 
so on.  They could be stored in the Archives somewhere, but they've never shown 
up.  It's a pity.  Although Martha Strayer took shorthand notes and they -- a 
lot of these notes have kind of been pieced together.  And those -- I have some 
of those notes, too. 
          Anyway, to get on to -- The other woman with her was Mrs. Helm. 
(Pause, dog with rawhide bone.) Time out for the dog. 
          The other one is Mrs. James Helm, who had been the social secretary -- 
Edith Helm, H-e-l-m.  She had been social secretary to Mrs. Woodrow Wilson.  She 
was a political type, political, social.  And she was very prim and proper.  I 
described her in my article as looking like -- reminded me of the woman in Grant 
Wood's "American Gothic," kind of a plain face with her hair pulled straight -- 
kind of straight back, and very proper, very nice, very genteel.  And you would 
never have any idea what she was thinking.  That was her -- She was a perfect 
diplomat.   
          Her husband had been an admiral and her father was, too.  Her name was 
Edith Benham, B-e-n-h-a-m, Helm.  And she had a place up here in -- near where 
I'm talking now in the adjoining county to Shenandoah, Clark County – Boyce, Va.   
          I wanted to do an article on her and -- years later and drove up here 
and interviewed her.  Somehow or another it didn't come off because she wasn't 
going to tell --  Collier's Magazine wanted me to do it and Mrs. Helm was too 
smart to tell all to a magazine writer; no -- nothing in it for her.  But 
finally, she turned right around and wrote a book, which is not very 
interesting, called "Cabbage and Kings" or something, which is probably in the 
Library of Congress.  Unfortunately, I don't have a copy.  I should have bought 
one or she should have given me one.  (Laughs.) 
          Anyhow, so those two were always in attendance.  And Mrs. Roosevelt 
always came in and shook the hand of every woman as she came in.  And she had a 
very high-pitched voice and kind of a high-pitched and nervous giggle, which was 
quite deterrent -- Usually people think of Mrs. Roosevelt in a monumental way, 
never realizing she had like kind of a -- a voice that did not go with her 
appearance.  In other words, her demeanor was a little bit nervous in the 
beginning.  Later on, she got -- reached much more poised because she -- some of 
her advisors told her and she realized -- she realized it herself. 
          Now let me think -- 
     EF:  How many women would be there? 
     ACF:  About 35 or so. 
     EF:  How long would these -- (inaudible) have an opening statement? 
     ACF:  An hour.  Yes, she'd start off opening her little black leather 
engagement notebook, which was held together with rubber bands, what she was 
doing that week.  And then Miss Benham -- Miss Helm -- (Pause re Ginger.) 
     EF:  You were describing --  
     ACF:  Okay.  Thirty-five women --  
     EF:  Did she have an opening statement? 
     ACF:  Yes, she told what she was going to do that day and week. 
     EF:  (Inaudible), that week, I guess. 
     ACF:  Sometimes she would bring guests with her, particularly once in the 
war, later on.  The most eventful one, I guess, was when she brought Madame 
Chiang Kai-shek, much later during the war, and brought many -- many government 
dignitaries to talk about uplifting things -- Children's Bureau, Women's Bureau, 
I don't know, but it all came off pretty dull to me.  But, of course, it was -- 
     EF:  All this must be on the record somewhere, I guess. 
     ACF:  Yes, I covered all this in detail.  And the questions were usually 
rather banal.  I can't even -- And I wasn't there during the -- the Marian 
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Anderson incident, but I did attend.  This is prior to -- prior to working for 
the -- any publications in Washington, I'm still in Richmond.   
          One year after college, when Marian Anderson was denied the use of 
Constitution Hall, I came up on the train from Richmond and met my friend Lois 
Sachs from college.  And we attended the Marian Anderson concert and sat pretty 
much to the right -- not too far from the upper stage, you might say, on a 
little knoll.  I can -- Next time I go back to the Lincoln Memorial, I'll show 
you where it was, 'cause I'd like to kind of find it again for myself.   
          So, that was a thrilling experience, looking at the crowds of people, 
and she sang and everybody -- "Nobody Knows the Trouble I've Seen" and "Ave 
Maria."  And she was spectacular and the great hordes of people.  I guess that 
was the largest turnout, particularly of the black community since the days of 
Marcus Garvey and some of the early civil rights types.  A lot of white people 
were there, as well as African Americans.  Everyone felt very strongly about 
this.  And I think the DAR got themselves in kind of a jam on it and they have 
an explanation to this day that it wasn't them, it was the concert manager who 
was at fault, or something like that.  I think they kind of got themselves off 
the hook. 
          My mother was a member of the Daughters of the American Revolution 
and, of course, she didn't agree with things like that, although she was fairly 
narrow minded, as -- you know, brought up in the old tradition, down south, you 
just -- Jim Crow prevailed.  Although the African American -- as they called 
them then, “colored people” -- were devoted friends, but they weren't on a 
social level from each other because custom -- custom -- the dictates of custom 
-- so awful.  That's the dictates of custom, it applies to all minorities -- 
Jews -- in my day, Jews, Chinese, colored people, and today all kinds of – 
(People get mad if you compare animals to people.  (Pause.) 
          I thought I'd take a little time out to talk about race relations 
'cause this brought into focus the biases and the prejudices of the entire 
country.  And -- 'Cause never forget, in Washington, black -- colored, African 
American people could not go to the National Theater.  They didn't eat in the 
same restaurants, use same restrooms or water fountains as other people and it's 
just hard to believe.  I don't know whether they could go to the movies or not.  
I ought to ask somebody.  Too bad Jim's not here.  He could remember some of 
this stuff. 
     EF:  (Inaudible), but they had to sit in a different --     ACF:  I don't 
remember about movies, but I know -- They did desegregate the National Theater.  
That was the regular live stage.  And they -- And restaurants.  And, of course, 
hotels.  It must have been absolute unshirted hell for African American people 
to travel in this country 'cause there's very few of their own, quote-unquote, 
hotels.  If they were traveling down South, I don't know how they did it.  They 
had to find places they could stay, people they could stay with.  And -- 
(Discussion.) 
          At home in Richmond, I had a Mammy.  I don't know whether I talked 
about her in the first part or not.  
     EF:  You did. 
     ACF:   She had a great influence on me.  Yes, I did.  However, poor Mammy, 
although she slept in the bedroom next to mine, she ate in the kitchen -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible) all that already. 
     ACF:  And -- But I don't -- But I'm talking about that colored people had 
to use the back entrance.  (Discussion.) 
          I'm trying to talk about the context from which I came, a young 
Southern girl sitting there.  And, of course, those older women, a lot of them 
from other states, where prejudiced prevailed wherever you were, if you were 
white.   
          So, in any event, they -- 
     EF:  Were you still with Newsweek magazine, by the way? 
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     ACF:  Yes, I was with Newsweek, but I -- then I went to the Chicago Sun 
after that, and then the New York Herald Tribune.       EF:  (Inaudible.)    
(Pause.) 
     ACF:  Okay.  I came to Washington with Newsweek, but -- however, on 
December -- in December of '41 -- or a little bit earlier, so I had come a year 
before -- I got to get these dates straightened out.  I got -- This new 
newspaper started up called The Chicago Sun and it was funded completely by 
Marshall Fields, who was a -- the scion of a great department store in Chicago, 
Marshall Field and Company.  And he -- He started off, it was like a thing from 
the brow of Athena, a full -- full service, full newspaper with a Washington 
Bureau of about 20-some people.  And one of his backers or one of the 
participants -- I'm sure there was money in everything involved -- was a man 
named Silliman Evans from Tennessee, publisher of the Nashville -- 
     EF:  How on earth do you spell Silliman? 
     ACF:  S-i-l-l-i-m-a-n Evans and he -- how he was such a big shot I'll never 
know, but he was a friend of Bascom Timmons, and he's the one who was 
instrumental in getting Bascom Timmons to start the Washington Bureau.  But 
Timmons was had a bureau in Washington with -- he had a lot of small papers, he 
must have had 20 or 30 papers on the door of his office.  There were all these -
- had printed them, inscribed all the papers.  I think he had to take two doors 
for them. 
     EF:  Now was this at the Press Building? 
     ACF:  That was in the Press Building.  So, he knew everything and 
everybody.  And it's a pity that his name isn't really going down, 'cause he 
didn't leave any really written record.  Somebody ought to take him on for a 
Ph.D. thesis.  Indeed, they could.  Indeed, they could, if anybody's listening 
to this, 'cause you can get the documentation through the Library of Congress, 
I'm sure.   
          Anyway, Timmons -- 
     EF:  Daddy worked for him. 
     ACF:  Daddy worked -- Jim worked for him, and so did I. [Timmons was the 
best man at Ann and Jim’s wedding in 1950]  
     EF:  You had already met in Richmond. 
     ACF:  I know.  That's how we worked together on the -- As a matter of fact 
-- Let me back up a little bit.  So, he -- Mr. Timmons called me one day.  I was 
outside the press building and he said, "Get in this taxi with me."  He was 
going up to Capitol Hill or something.  He said, "We're starting this new 
newspaper and explained.  Would you like to come and work for it?"  And I said, 
"I sure would."  And he paid me $55 a week against my $27.50.  That doubled my 
salary and I was going to be the woman in the bureau, with all these famous 
reporters.  (Pause.) 
          Of course, the preeminent one was Turner Catledge.  He was the ace 
reporter for The New York Times bureau and subsequently became the managing 
editor of The New York Times.  And he was from Mississippi.  He was very 
personable, very smart.  And they put me in a private office with him.  Turner 
Catledge and I shared an office.  If that doesn't give you an inferiority 
complex, nothing would.   
          Turner would cover these political stories and come right in, sit down 
at the typewriter and bang it out in two seconds.  Whereas, I was sitting there 
chewing my handkerchief -- I used to chew handkerchiefs a lot -- knitting my 
brow and all that, trying to figure out what my lead would be.  Once I could get 
past my lead, I was good.  I always wanted to have an eye-catching lead.  I was 
-- I was very much interested in the writing, whereas a lot of these reporters 
just sat down and told it; they didn't give a darn.  I always wanted to have an 
arresting lead.  I've always -- I was more interested in writing style than I 
was in the content, in a sense.  (Pause.) 
          So, the Washington Bureau of the Chicago Sun -- 
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     EF:  Where was it? 
     ACF:  It was located on the twelfth floor -- everything important was on 
the twelfth floor of the Press Building, and it was a huge -- They must have 
knocked some partitions out.  It was a huge “city room” with a lot of small -- 
some smaller offices.  That was one that I was assigned to with Turner Catledge.  
And I think Jackie Martin was in there.  She was a photographer, but she was 
hardly ever there.  Anyway, but -- Turner was the star.   
          And then before I -- when I was offered the job, the first thing I did 
was go to the telephone and call up my beau, Jim Free on the Washington Star, to 
say, hey -- there's -- this paper's starting up and told him -- gave him the 
background.  I said “I'll speak to Mr. Timmons about it and you go ahead and 
apply.”  And he did and he got the job.  They assigned him to covering labor and 
Army, Navy, stuff like that.   
          But the paper was started -- Actually, one of the reasons they -- the 
rational behind it was to fight Colonel McCormick, who was an evil-minded 
reactionary Republican.  He was a -- a malevolent America First-type of 
Republican, hated Roosevelt and all that.  And this was to try to combat his 
influence with the Chicago Tribune.   
          So, the editor, I guess he got his job someway through that Silliman 
Evans.  I don't know, sort of a network of people.  I don't know -- They all 
seemed old to me.   
          Rex Smith, he was the editor of Newsweek who had sent me down to 
Washington, but I never had any, quote-unquote, social contact with him.  He was 
appointed editor of The Chicago Sun and it was he who told them to get me off of 
Newsweek.  In other words, I think he probably had his eye on me the whole time, 
I don't know which way.  He had red hair and was kind of heavy-lidded.  He must 
have been quite smart.  I did not find him particularly attractive.  (Laughs.)  
And he -- I think he's the one who gave me the job.   
          In other words, this all goes back to Jane Gilmer's father.  And, you 
know, you never can thank people enough.  You can tell them, but -- one -- The 
trail went from Jane Gilmer to her father, to Rex Smith's father, all that 
stuff.  Anyway -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible) the only woman reporter? 
     ACF:  I was the only woman reporter in The Chicago Sun bureau.  And I had 
acquitted myself, I guess, satisfactorily on Newsweek; otherwise Rex Smith 
wasn't going to jeopardize the bureau just because he thought I was, you know, 
“good pickings, cute little girl.”  And he -- He was always married to somebody.  
I think he was married four times.  I don't know what his marital status was at 
that time.  Anyway, that's -- His -- His last wife, widow actually, kept up with 
Bascom Timmons.  She would come to see him when he was an invalid down there in 
Georgetown.  Remember, Elissa?  So, in any event, I jumped ahead. 
          That gave me wonderful stories.  I went, of course, to the White 
House, all over the place, and had to write real stories.  Whereas, on Newsweek, 
I was writing mainly these long memoranda-type of stories.  They weren't in the 
usual format of a newspaper story, although you still had the same urgency, same 
material, but it was just written a little differently.   
          So, this -- I -- There were many, many highlights in my experience 
with The Chicago Sun and -- not the least of which was when Pearl Harbor came on 
December the 7th, 1941.  I had -- I'm just trying to think what day of the week 
it was – Sunday. I was out horseback riding with a Peruvian diplomat and he 
wanted -- he lured me -- Everybody's heard this story.  He was very attractive.  
Fernando Perez, or something like that.  But he had his eye on just one 
objective.  Brought me back to his apartment, which I should have never gone to, 
and he had prepared the lunch himself.  It was out on Connecticut Avenue.  And I 
said, "Let's turn on the radio," 'cause I knew something bad might be happening  
with the Japanese diplomats seeing Cordell Hull, Secretary of State the day 
before, so I was very conscious of that.   
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          I turned it on and that's when the broadcast came through.  I remember 
the name of the announcer, Upton Close, and he -- that was the one -- the 
network which later became ABC, I believe.  And, I said, "Oh, Fernando, I'm 
sorry.  I know you've prepared a beautiful lunch, but I have to go to work."  
So, I -- I said, "Pearl Harbor, it's been bombed.  I guess we are at war."  And 
he, being a diplomat, he had sense enough to realize this.  And I said, "Can you 
take me home?"  I did go back to my apartment and change from my riding clothes, 
and then went on down to the office.   
          I was just about the first one there of the -- 'cause it was a Sunday.  
And that's when -- I think only about two of us were there.  And that's when the 
two news editors came in, I guess, Warren Wheaton was one of them.  The other 
was Joe Short, Joseph Short, a very good man, had formerly been with the AP.  
And they sent me out to do two things.  One was to do man-in-the-street and the 
other was to go to the -- to the scene of the action, you might say, to the 
Army-Navy Department over on Constitution Avenue around about 25th Street, where 
-- nothing now, a park I guess.  It was called the Munitions Building, I 
believe.  Anyway, I rushed over there.  Didn't have all that -- And 
incidentally, the Pentagon is -- had not been built, and -- It was built in the 
later part of the war.   
          So, that when -- I can't remember anything except much what I wrote.  
I'd have to go back to the storage -- don't have any images in my mind, except 
the fact that the admirals, and the generals, and the officers all of -- 
numerous of them had been at the football game, which was then located at 
Griffith Stadium.  They didn't have all that -- you know, the Kennedy stadium 
was much later, and all that.  They were paged on the loud speaker, “Admiral So-
and-so, General so-and-so, Admiral So-and-so, General so-and-so.”  It seems 
funny that they didn't have a clue that things were in a critical situation.  I 
did and that's why I turned on the radio that after -- that lunch time.   
          So, they all rushed over there and I rushed -- Everyone was rushing.  
I rushed over to the White House and I rushed a taxi out to the Japanese 
Embassy, where a small -- a very small crowd had gathered.  It was on 
Massachusetts Avenue and it's the same embassy that's located there now, but I 
don't think it's the major part anymore.  And I remember very... 
 
                     (End of Side A, Tape 3) 
 
                        Tape 3 -- Side B 
     ACF: ...I went to the Japanese Embassy and saw this group that looked like 
neighborhood people.  And amongst them was Mrs. Patrick Hurley (beautiful, well 
coiffed, white hair), whose husband then became -- He was a general, and he 
later became an ambassador to China -- post war.  A rather inept man.  The point 
of that is that he and she were going to play a role in -- in that world that 
was coming ahead and, indeed, was I, too, because I ended up in China, as did 
the Hurleys.   
          And my main recollection of that day was sitting -- Behind the 
embassy; you could see the smoke curling up.  They were burning, hastily burning 
diplomat secret papers, I guess.  And then after that I got -- found another cab 
and interviewed people on the street about Pearl Harbor being bombed.  A lot of 
them didn't know where Pearl Harbor was.  In fact, I don't think I even knew. 
     EF:  This was for The Chicago Sun? 
     ACF:  I was with The Chicago Sun at this point and got back in there and 
wrote my articles.  I was back and forth at the White House.  I wish I had more 
of a -- I may have a diary on some of that, but you felt that your stories were 
your diary.  I wrote about three stories that day.   
          I -- Then, of course, I went to the White House, but nothing much was 
forthcoming from Roosevelt.  He was having meetings with all the high 
dignitaries that night and work -- and making arrangements to go up to Capitol 
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Hill the next morning to make the declaration of war speech before the two 
assembled houses of Congress.  And I was there for that, too.  "This is a day 
that will live in infamy."   
          And then I have to this day a copy of the mimeographed copy of the 
speech that Stephen Early gave out.  Whether he gave -- He must have given it 
out at the White House.  I can't remember my moves.  Whether I went to the White 
House first, then to the Hill and back down, I don't remember.  But I do have 
the speech in my hand, so to speak.  And then I was all around the White House 
that day, talking to people.  And I don't remember the stories I wrote that next 
day. 
     EF:  (Inaudible), in general, did you feel -- At the moment, were you given 
lesser assignments or did it make any difference? 
     ACF:  I don't think it made much difference.  I don't remember.  I'd have 
to go back to the -- It'd be interesting to go back to the files of The Chicago 
Sun.  I don't have a lot in my files of those early stories, of the first war 
stories.  And I might, if I have time, I could go to The Chicago Sun.  They do 
have it on microfilm there.   
          Anyway -- And Jim Free was writing about defense stuff, but we all -- 
everybody was wondering what the impact was going to be on their personal lives, 
particularly men, and -- because they knew would -- going to war, they knew 
their lives might be lost, and indeed many were.  And my roommate, Maxine Kaster 
from Albuquerque, New Mexico, she was weeping and carrying on because her 
brother was a Navy flier, I believe.   
          And then another roommate I had, Claude James, her brother Michel 
James was a bombardier in the Army Air Force over Germany and he wrote some 
fantastic letters about it.  And later, Michel, who was sort of being groomed 
for a big newspaper job, he joined The New York Times.  His father, 
incidentally, was a managing editor, Edmund L. James, Edmund Leland James, and 
they had -- This is an interesting little sidelight.  Mr. James was a Virginian 
and how he got up in the world, I just don't remember all the details, but he 
did become the managing editor of The New York Times.   
          And in World War I, Mr. James met a French woman, Simone somebody, and 
they had these three children -- Michel, the bombardier, and then later was in -
- with The New York Times.  He had a -- He died young.  He didn't fulfill 
himself.  And another daughter, Monique, who went to Hollywood -- I don't know -
- as a manager and a producer, or something.  And then my friend, Claude James, 
who was a tragically flawed woman.  And I think she had been so neglected and 
put in British boarding schools, a French-speaking child, and taken away from 
her grandmother who raised her.  So constantly, she was looking for reassurance.  
She ended up as my roommate and -- 
     EF:  Where were you living?     ACF:  -- and we were in Washington and she 
was my successor on Newsweek, but she was a total loss as a reporter. 
     EF:  Where were you living then? 
     ACF:  We were living at -- I can't remember at the moment.  Oh, 1431 33rd 
Street.  That's in Georgetown.  That's where we all were the day of Pearl 
Harbor.  And those two girls' lives were deeply affected because they had 
brothers.  I didn't have any, as you know.  And all of -- my beaus all went into 
the military.   
          Then Rex Smith turned up in Washington as a colonel in the Air Force, 
public relations, and he was very chummy, chummy with the president of American 
Air Lines, C.R. Smith.  This is all a whole bunch of interlocked people, C.R. 
Smith, Silliman Evans, Rex Smith.  And Rex Smith -- Then this was his 
opportunity -- opportunity to take advantage of his connection with me.  And 
when he did, he came around one night and wouldn't leave. 
     EF:  (Inaudible)? 
     ACF:  And he drank so much that he passed out.  And I got -- And Claude was 
there and we got in the car and left, went over to a friend's house.  I escaped 
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him and he woke up and he found himself in an empty apartment.  (Laughs.)  I 
don't know why I had Claude there with somebody who was about to seduce me, but 
anyhow -- (Laughs.)  That was one way to get out of seduction, get him so drunk 
he passed out and then left.  So -- I know we went out with some old friends of 
hers and rang their doorbell around -- around about two o'clock in the morning.  
But anything goes in those days.   
          That was a stormy relationship that Claude James and I had.  She drank 
much too much, very hot-tempered.  And one time she went to slug me and -- in 
the bathroom and her hand -- her arm hit the bathtub or the washstand and broke 
it.  And she was in really horrible pain and I yelled out the window.  And a man 
was coming down the street -- he was in the Foreign Service -- named Aldous 
Walker.  "Come quick.  Claude has injured herself."  So, we got her to the 
hospital.  It's all because she was trying to slug me.  So, we had -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible)? 
     ACF:  -- a stormy time.  Well, she -- I drove her crazy. 
     EF:  Didn't she have dogs, poodles -- 
     ACF:  Oh, she had poodles.  That was later.  We were always on again, off 
again, had a fiery relationship, fought each other all the time.  She neglected 
the dogs and -- Well, she rode horseback -- we were very congenial.  That's 
where I learned -- 
     EF:  Where did you ride? 
     ACF:  Out near Potomac at a wonderful stable run by Charlie Carrice.  She 
was a wonderful cook.  That's when I learned about French things and everything 
marvelous.  That why I was determined to go to France.  The only way I ever got 
to France was to go to Shanghai first, go that way. 
          So, anyway, back to The Chicago Sun and the war.  So then things -- 
you wouldn't say settled down, but the routine changed completely.  Still had 
Mrs. Roosevelt, but then we had the -- the war agencies were starting up, the 
war production, you know, butter -- butter to guns.  And the beginning of the 
WACS and the WAVES.  They had to do -- go through the congressional bills on 
that.  And everything changed overnight completely.   
          The town was flooded with people coming in, particularly for 
secretarial work and all that.  Well, it -- it -- it was overnight from a sleepy 
-- not -- people call it sleepy -- from a modest southern city to one that was 
growing by leaps and bounds, all kinds of people coming in.  So -- But I loved 
it then because we -- I used to -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  It was.  You'd go to the Mayflower Hotel and have cocktails, and the 
Willard, and places I'd never -- wouldn't set a foot in now and wouldn't have 
money enough or anybody to take me anyhow.  But then -- then I had a notion that 
the New York Herald Tribune, which was on the twelfth floor, had a wonderful 
bureau.  And I just got the notion that they should have a woman correspondent.   
          And I started pulling all kinds of wires and getting people to plant -
- I got a couple of friends who worked for New York Daily News to speak to the 
bureau chief there, didn't they need a woman?  And anyway, to make a long story 
short, I was -- left The Chicago Sun and joined the Washington bureau of the New 
York Herald Tribune, the first fulltime woman correspondent for -- for that 
newspaper.  See, I was a fan.  I adored the Herald Tribune.  It was the best 
paper in America, far better than The New York Times.  It was beautifully 
written, had fantastic correspondents.  It -- It put The New York Times in the 
shade.   
          It's a pity that when Mrs. Reid died and the current management kind 
of disappeared, the sons took over and they just didn't make a go of it and the 
Herald Tribune finally closed up, except for the international edition, just 
using the name, of course.  And -- But that was a highlight of my newspaper 
life.  That was an interesting bureau and had some super people on the staff.   
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          I learned a great deal from the -- from the bureau manager, you might 
say, or the news editor, who gave out the assignments and read your copy and all 
this.  His name was Colman (Coleman?) Jones, a very modest, white-haired man 
with kind of -- semi-bald, rather quiet-spoken. But I found out that he was a 
terrible alcoholic.  His wife had an antique shop and I guess it was through her 
that Colman sometimes would -- after work would be staggering.  She found him in 
the -- literally in the gutter a couple of -- But you would never have known it.  
He looked like the combination of a doctor and a shoe clerk, and very modest.  
He was a very kindly.  I liked him.  He -- He never admonished you on anything.   
          Whereas, the bureau chief was a hothead named Bert Andrews and he -- 
he just had no capacity to deal with -- with human beings.  He was not the -- 
the personnel type, to put it -- to put it mildly.  And he and I -- he was 
always jumping on me for being so late to work.  I got in about eleven, but, my 
God, I worked until ten at night, then I'd eat dinner and all that.  Of course, 
I needed my sleep.  So, he almost fired me.  "You're always coming in late.  
What the hell."   
          Anyway, he took it easy and he couldn't get along with his wife.  And 
his wife was the sister -- that would be the aunt of Senator John McCain, 
Elissa, right now.  That would have been his -- not her brother, her first 
cousin.  Anyway, she's a relative.  'Cause the father was Admiral McCain and the 
father of the current senator and her name was Nadine.  Well, she and Bert 
couldn't get along.  She used to swing in -- sweep in there dressed to the 
“nines.”  You haven't heard that expression for awhile.  I think she wore, just 
like Mrs. Roosevelt, a silver fox fur and all that.   
          Speaking of fur, that was Mrs. Roosevelt's big mistake, but she was 
born to it.  And I wrote a poem on it once about how kind and good she was for 
every kind of minority, but she didn't seem to have any -- any opening of -- of 
empathy toward the plight of animals, because nobody -- That's the -- That's the 
value of what's going on today.  They're bringing it home about the trapping and 
the conditions under which animals are kept.  And if this had happened in her 
lifetime, she would never have worn the silver fox.  I don't know about Nadine.  
(Dogs barking.) 
          Anyway, so back to the Herald Tribune.   
     EF:  A mundane question.  How'd you get back and forth to work? 
     ACF:  Oh, I walked -- same place.  It's easy.  Street cars.  I got back and 
forth to work street cars.  And when I worked -- When I moved out to Georgetown, 
it was too far to walk.  But trolley cars worked really well.  (Pause, more 
barking.)  A taxi once in awhile.  There was a street car unfortunately right 
there at 33rd and P and it ran under my window all the time.  I hated it.  And 
naturally, you would too.   
          And the trolley car was a marvelous means of conveyance, but the -- 
the gasoline and rubber lobby, they destroyed all the -- that type of public 
transportation, and also the trains -- I mean, the trains and the buses.  Right 
here where we're recording this right now, I have no way to get back to 
Washington from here except by car.  They used to have a train, and then they 
had buses.  No more. 
          So -- We are all in the grip of money-making forces.  If you're weak, 
you can't -- you can't -- you can speak, nobody listens. 
          Back to the Herald Tribune.  The people in the bureau -- I think I 
should mention them -- were Sam Bell, B-e-l-l; and then Jack Beall, B-e-a-l-l, 
he was a political writer.  There was Tom Twitty (inaudible) who I believe might 
still be alive.  Then there's John -- 
     EF:  How do you spell that? 
     ACF:  T-w-i-t-t-y.  That's a big name down in the Deep South.  And then a 
man named John Chabot Smith, C-h-a-b-o-t.  And I had him over for lunch about a 
year or two before Jim died, and he seemed very grateful and very sweet.  He's -
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- I think he's had a tragic life.  He wrote a book on Alger Hiss that didn't do 
a thing because another book on Hiss came out at the same time.   
          I have a horrible feeling that -- And then he had an apartment, he was 
very bookish, and he was divorced.  He had this apartment chock a block with all 
his memorabilia and books and it burned.  He has a daughter who's mentally 
afflicted – schizophrenia - because she probably had such a stormy early life.  
So, poor John.  I always liked him.  And he became a foreign correspondent.  He 
-- He covered later on the hanging of -- the killing and hanging of Mussolini.  
I still have a copy of his story in all those old Herald Tribunes I have.   
          And then one day a young man walked into the office in Navy uniform, 
wearing the summer khakis and his skin was rather kind of yellowed looking, 
'cause he was suffering from the effects of the medicine from malaria.  And this 
was the man who has become rather celebrated, George Polk, P-o-l-k.  He was 
leaving the Navy, detached because of his physical ailments caused by war 
service.  He'd been shot down.  He had a very fabulous career in the Navy as a 
Navy flier.  And he'd been in newspaper work before and he came back and was 
assigned to the bureau.  And he was very handsome, very sweet, and he wrote a 
very good story. 
          Later on -- And he was married to a -- a beautiful woman named Kay 
somebody.  And then she divorced and married named -- uhmmmmm -- Russell Hill, 
who I always had a kind of a crush on, but he didn't give me the time of day.  
So, George and I met up much later on in Greece, in Cairo, and had kind of a -- 
not an affair, but kind of. (Wonderful evening on his rooftop apartment in 
Cairo, City of the Dead.)   And he's the one that told me to go to Greece and he 
hated -- he hated the Egyptians.  Then he went on to Greece not too long after 
that and -- Oh, he married again.  Oh, he said, "I wish I had not married her, 
but I didn't know that" -- "Oh, I wish you and I had been married." 
          Anyway, he went to Greece to meet some (inaudible) and he made -- had 
this rendezvous and they slugged him and killed him and drowned him.  Books have 
been written about him.  There's the George Polk Memorial Award and all that.  
And he -- By that time, he was doing some work for one of the networks. 
     EF:  Where was this? 
     ACF:  He was killed in -- in Greece by one of those warring factions, the 
communists and so on.  But he had told me to go there, and so I -- I went, went 
the same places he went, but I didn't have any rendezvous with these people.  
Like he -- He was having a rendezvous with a man who was going to give him the 
information, and really the man was his enemy, who slugged him and they weighted 
his body with rocks and dumped him in Salonika Bay.  And I have pictures of 
George, lying there swollen and -- you know, inflated, and dead, and it didn't 
look like him.  Anyway -- Of course, it didn't.  So, I've always -- I had a real 
affection for George Polk.   
          And then, of course, my good old playmate, you might say, in the 
bureau was a man named Leo Cullinane, who had come up the hard way.  He'd been a 
copy boy, and now he was married and had kids -- 
     EF:  Spell that. 
     ACF:  C-u-l-l-i-n-a-n-e.  He had a bunch of children and I -- The 
interesting thing is, now here in 1997, almost 50 years later, they had -- they 
discovered me and I had lunch with some of the sons and talk to them on the 
phone once in awhile.  They've all done pretty well.  One made tons of money in 
real estate developing gorgeous homes, Elissa, which I never got to take you to 
-- I still can -- out in the Potomac area.   
          And the other one was trying to do an oral history on -- for 
Montgomery County to get them to subsidize something, Montgomery College, and 
wanted me to be a consultant and all that.  I don't think anything came of it.  
That boy, Robert, he seemed to be dogged by bad luck.  I think he has ability.  
He's a historian.  He has real ability.  I don't know, he just hasn't jelled.  
And so, that was kind of a --  
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          Leo was my big buddy, 'cause he always kidded around and all that, and 
he was -- he never made passes, but he made verbal passes, you know, 'you're the 
cutest thing down the street,' blah, blah, blah.  Anyway, I think he was pretty 
faithful to his wife, named Lou. 
          Let me see, who else was in the bureau?  There were no other women.  
There was a girl secretary who was there named Emily Tavel, who later went to 
The Christian Science Monitor and became a writer.  She was very good.  I don't 
know what became of Emily.  
           And right next door to our office, adjoining through a little room, 
was where the teletype -- we shared -- The Monitor and the Herald Tribune shared 
the same teletype operator because they filed stories at different times.  And I 
remember that man; I can see him right now.  He -- I think he had an ailment or 
he didn't exercise much, he was awfully heavy.  But over there was the light of 
my life, who really helped me so much in my early days of newspapering, was Mary 
Hornaday.  She was the first -- She was the woman correspondent for The 
Christian Science Monitor and a very astute newspaper woman, and she kind of 
took me under her wing.  
     EF:  Spell that, too. 
     ACF:  Hornaday, H-o-r-n-a-d-a-y.  Her uncle was the founder -- one of the 
founders of the National Zoo and a -- a famous writer on zoology and wildlife, 
and helped to save the bison, the buffalo, etc., etc.  Hmm?  Hornaday.  
Hornaday. 
          Then she had another one, who I believe was a senator.  They were a 
very distinguished family and she was amongst the most distinguished, but Mary 
never, never, never got the credit that she should have.  And I am writing -- At 
my own request and insistence, I'm writing a little bit about her in the Eleanor 
Roosevelt Encyclopedia, because Maurine knew Mary, thanks to me, and Mary gave 
her all the good stuff for the book that she wrote.  Maurine Beasley, the 
professor at University of Maryland.  But be that as it may. 
          Then across the hall was The New York Daily News, where I made some 
good friends, was Virginia Pasley, P-a-s-l-e-y.  And they -- Mary Hornaday and 
Virginia Pasley, those are the people who knew me.  They're the ones who put in 
the good word for me to get my job on the Herald Tribune, and then -- That's -- 
Across the hall was Doris Fleeson and -- who I mentioned earlier, and her 
husband John O'Donnell, and then a very nice, tall and gangly guy, who died just 
recently in 1997, Frank Holman.   
          And I didn't get to his memorial service.  I was so full of arthritis 
at that time.  He came to Jim's and he came to Malvina's.  And amongst the last 
times I saw him was sitting in the doctor's office and Jim switched over to 
Frank's doctor and left the one he did have.  Maybe it might have been a 
mistake, I don't know.  Anyhow, both of them are gone now, both of them.  So, 
Frank was younger -- a little bit younger than some of the rest of us.  And he 
was about six feet seven, a gangly fellow. 
     EF:  And what about The Duchess, where was she in all -- 
     ACF:  Who? 
     EF:  The Duchess. 
     ACF:  Oh, she -- Esther Van Wagoner Tufty's office was around the corner, 
again on the twelfth floor.  She had a bunch of papers, mainly the League of 
Michigan Home Dailies, like her own little state syndicate.  And she could -- 
And her brother was Governor Van Wagoner.  That gave her a big-- 
     EF:  Governor of -- 
     ACF:  Of Michigan.  -- a big entrée everywhere.  And she was tall, 
statuesque, blond hair, sometimes kind of wore it kind braided, so she looked 
like a duchess. 
     EF:  Was that her nickname? 
     ACF:  They called her "Duchess," yes. Tall, commanding – braided blond hair 
- like a crown. She was a very good newspaper woman, I liked her lot.  Malvina 
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and I both thought that she was the one who kept us out of the Press Club that 
first year, because we were untried and -- and new.  But later, we became very 
good friends.  She had a beautiful home over on the Potomac River.  We used to 
go to marvelous parties, Jim and I, over there.  Called Arcturus-on-the-Potomac.   
          So, then Virginia Pasley, a word here about her.  She and her husband, 
Fred, on the bureau -- another unsung person that won't go down in history, 
excep -- 
     EF:  How do you spell her name? 
     ACF:  P-a-s-l-e-y.  She as out of Chicago, originally, and a very smart 
newspaper woman and her husband -- They were both smart.  He covered the White 
House.  She was a good writer.  Later on, she became the book editor for Newsday 
in New York and -- Another one who died. Frank Holman, used to keep up with her 
afterwards. 
          Then another person on the bureau was Ruth Montgomery.  She lives down 
in Naples, Florida now.  And Ruth was a very good newspaper woman, came out of 
Chicago.  How she made her money, big, big money, was that she covered that 
woman who died recently, Jeanne Dixon, one time, about her -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  -- seeing in the future and all these voices she was hearing, and all 
that.  So, Ruth said why should she do that, so Ruth got to hearing voices all 
the time.  And it's through this intermediary named Ford.  I don't know whether 
he was made up or not.  So, she made an absolute killing on her books, more than 
Jeanne Dixon.  And her -- her nice husband, he -- he never made much money.  He 
was okay, but, you know, just average.  And so -- But he -- Bob died.  When Jim 
died, she telephoned me.  She stayed close -- stayed close to Hope when she 
lived here, very social. 
     EF:  Hope Miller? 
     ACF:  Hope Miller.  And Ruth, super social parties, with everybody, all the 
people in the know.  I remember at one party that the girl who married Ben 
Bradlee -- what's her name? 
     EF:  Sally Quinn. 
     ACF:  Sally Quinn.  Her father was a big kind of -- I thought - right wing 
general.  She was there.  All this -- The power set of that day.  Anyway, so -- 
So, Ruth has got the same thing that Jim had, macular deterioration in her eyes.  
Too bad.  She has to use a magnifying, and all that.  So, that was the -- That 
was the set up.  We were a nice little enclave of newspaper people.  Mr. 
Timmons' office was around the corner.  I always thought that somebody could 
have written a wonderful book called "The Twelfth Floor."  But it would've been 
kind of an “in” thing.  I don't think -- the public -- unless it was very well 
written.  It could be a good New Yorker piece, certainly. 
          Anyway.  So, we -- I did all kinds of stories when I was on the Herald 
Tribune, all kinds.  Also, earlier, I had gone up -- with The Chicago Sun up to 
the war plants out in St. Louis and Arizona, flying from place to place.  I went 
everywhere and I wrote some real good stories, Elissa.  I've got them here.  And 
-- I thought I'd never get them done.  I wrote -- I sat and wrote them at home 
because I had all this material that I -- Well, at that time I moved at 1606 
20th Street.  You can see it when you go that way.  It faces Connecticut Avenue.  
That's where Claude James and I had had an apartment where she had all the 
poodles. 
     EF:  (Inaudible) apartment house? 
     ACF:  Yes.  It's a wonderful place.  I'll show it to you sometimes.  She 
had a black French poodle named “Noel.”  And then she had the puppies.  And 
David Massey, who was a little boy, compared to me, and his mother came over -- 
he's my cousin from Chestertown, Maryland -- and they took the runt of the 
litter.  I think I sold it to him for $15 or something.  And they kept "Tina" 
until she died.  She died of a heart attack, a young dog, probably because she -
- I don't know, the runt of the litter.   
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          Anyway -- Which makes me think as an aside right now, those puppies 
down there in that horrible, damn dog pound here in Shenandoah County.  Here I 
my in the lap of luxury and my dogs, too, and those -- those are just suffering.  
Well, I want people to know how my mind is working. 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  Well, they came.  Anyway, so -- Let's stop.  (Pause.)     EF:  Okay.   
We're resuming.  It's now the afternoon.  We're sitting outside at Lantz's Mill 
in the garden area.  It's about -- I don't know two o'clock or so.  And it's 
still May 11th, 1997. 
     ACF:  Anyhow, so -- Claude James, 1606 20th Street.  One time when I was in 
Richmond, we left to the other -- lent it to the previous roommate Maxine 
Kastler and she caught the place on fire.  The fireman called me.  Somebody 
tried to light a fire in the fireplace, but it was no flue and nobody bothered 
to check it.  So, anyhow -- That was a disaster.  (Pause to gather thoughts.) 
          I was at the Herald Tribune about three years, I guess.  I described 
everything about the office set-up, Bert Andrews and the other newspapers.  And 
the stories I covered were members -- women members of Congress and men members, 
too.  A lot of war production stuff, a lot of embassy stuff.   
          I got involved when I was with the Herald Tribune -- the most 
interesting story of all in retrospect, from the standpoint of history.  I want 
to be sure I can get it accurately.  The -- The Zionists had gone to Palestine, 
the European Zionists, the Jewish national homeland.  They'd all been thinking 
about that for a good while.  It started way back in the 19th Century.  And 
finally, particularly after the war, it came to fruition.  But Palestine had 
been a part of the Ottoman Empire, and then -- then there was a British 
protectorate after that.  But the -- the Arab people, the Palestinians were 
living there years, and years, and years, and years.  It had been many, many 
centuries since there had been a Jewish majority there.  
          But, of course, Arabs and Jews are like first cousins; they just have 
different faiths.  They're the same people genetically, you might say.  And all 
of them -- Well, the characteristics are very much the same, but the Jewish 
people apparently had -- I don't understand why the Arabs and the Jews didn't 
progress evenly, 'cause they both have an eye for intellectual stuff and for 
money and culture.  It's really weird. 
          But anyhow, the European Jews -- of course, (inaudible) (very well??) 
and -- That's -- Then they came on back there in smaller numbers.  And at the 
end of World War Two, they were really gung-ho to get the thing going and many, 
many refugees, of course, came into Palestine from Europe and other -- and even 
from the Middle East.   
          And after the searing experience of the holocaust, everyone was in 
deep sympathy.  But very few people stopped to think that when they -- this huge 
influx of European Jewish people came in that it meant displacing other people 
who were living there, the Arabs.  So, therefore, began a tale which here in 
1997 is still raging on, because somehow or another they never could work out a 
-- any kind of amicable agreement.  The Arabs said “why should you come in here, 
this is our home, these are our homes?”   
          I went -- I went there later on and I couldn't help but agree with the 
Arabs in many ways.  But here in Washington was a man named Peter Bergson, whose 
name was really Hillel Kook – Bergson is a pseudonym, or whatever you want to 
call it.  He started the Jewish Liberation Front, or something.  And he was a -- 
a spokesperson for the -- you might call the terrorist group in -- in Palestine, 
which later took the name of Israel.  And they were the ones who shot up things, 
and put -- dropped -- put bombs, and all that.  And one of the head ones was Ari 
Jabotinsky.  A lot of them had come out of Lithuania, and Russia, and Poland.  
And they were determined -- They took the strong arm approach, whereas the 
German -- more German-based Zionists, it never even occurred to them to use any 
kind of terrorism.   
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          But Peter Bergson had a -- had a -- well, he had the money to start an 
embassy.  Somehow or another, I covered -- was assigned to covering them, went 
to their press conferences and everything.  I found out that that was not his 
real name and he was very probably here illegally.  And I wrote all of that, and 
they had a fit, but I was just writing it straight, not from any bias.  But he 
was on a -- His name was really K-o-o-k- -- or something like that.  And so, 
they went on later to be the leading ones.  And Menachem Begin is the one that's 
best known to people here, who became prime minister at one point.   
          So, that was how I was in on the early days of the -- the Israeli 
state, which is -- They drove the British out by blowing up things.  And then 
the Arabs took a page of their book away to arm and starting blowing up things.  
And I suppose the Arabs and the Jews will blow up things forever, and forever, 
amen.  Amen is a Hebrew word, I think.  I don't know what the Arab word is.  But 
thereby hangs the tale. 
          When I went to Palestine years later, that's when I saw the -- the 
Arabs had been displaced from their -- from their homes and these villages and 
towns and were pushed into the desert, into -- into desert towns with tents.  It 
didn't seem right to me.  And then they took -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible) when we get there. 
     ACF:  So, I'll come back to that later.  But I did cover that in quite a 
lot of depth.  I also covered a lot of the French.  And I had a little bit of 
background through my French roommate Claude James on the different 
personalities.  I remember there is a compromised person that -- you might say 
between the super right wing of Daladier and -- and Laval-- Petain, Marshal 
Petain, who became Vichy French.  There was a schism between Vichy French and 
Free French.  In other words, DeGaulle against the ones who were more appeasers 
toward the Germans.  Although they were not pro-German, they were kind of.  
Anyway. 
     EF:  What years were you (inaudible)? 
     ACF:  End of '42, '43, '44 and left in '45.  And so, it's about that much 
time, very critical years in our history.  And the war was raging -- oh, my God, 
the -- what was going on in the Middle East, General Patton in Europe, General -
- protecting Tobruk, all -- just all these places I went to later on.   
     EF:  Tell me about Winston Churchill and -- 
     ACF:  And General Rommel --     EF:  -- (inaudible.)  
     ACF:  Oh, well, that was -- Winston Churchill came over several times -- 
     EF:  Was that later? 
     ACF:  No, that was very early in the war.  He came over and stayed with 
Roosevelt.  I think it was 1941.  He stayed quite awhile.  'Cause that's when 
they had the -- their war parlays.  And it was much safer for him to come here 
than for Roosevelt to go over there, 'cause Britain was at war and we -- we were 
at war, but we were in no danger of being bombed.   
          And that's -- One Christmas morning -- I guess that was the Christmas 
of 1941, right soon after Pearl Harbor.  They went to church together at Foundry 
Methodist Church on 16th Street and I was assigned to it.  I had been sitting up 
quite late the night before drinking too much and felt kind of woozy.  And they 
were quite late.  I was sitting there, and sitting there, and sitting there and 
got feeling kind of faint.  I got up to -- think I'd go and get some air, I was 
feeling a very claustrophobic feeling.  Got up and no sign of Churchill or 
Roosevelt appearing.  The congregation sat there patiently.  I guess they all 
felt claustrophobic. 
          But I got up, thought I'd go out.  And what do you think as I went out 
the side entrance?  They had arrived.  Who do you think I bumped straight into 
in this small corridor but Winston Churchill?  (Laughs,)  And FDR.  And -- But – 
(they were late – also hung over?)   
          (Discussion with Amanda about caterpillar.) 
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          So, anyhow, what I'm trying to say is -- then I had to go back to The 
Chicago Sun -- Oh, that was when I was at The Chicago Sun, it was 1941, before I 
had gone to the Herald Tribune.  Had to write my story, and I remember the lead.  
I don't have a copy of it.  It's in the Library of Congress on microfilm.  I 
said two leaders of the free world worshipped -- worshipped side by side 
together in a Washington church, something like that.  It's the only way I could 
write it. 
          Then my mother had Christmas dinner waiting in Richmond with Eva, and 
Anna, and Sue, and Percy.  They were her old standby cousins that came always at 
events like that.  And they waited and waited.  And I got there and then we had 
the dinner instead of in the middle of the day, at night.  And so -- Funny, I 
don't remember anything much but how abashed I was to walk right -- bump right 
into Winston Churchill.  They'd been sitting up all night long drinking, too, 
just like me.  And they had to go through all this performance of prayers, and 
so on and so on.   
          So, I saw Churchill again at a press conference and he was wearing his 
Navy coveralls.  It was one of his trademark costumes.  And then -- I saw 
Roosevelt many times, you know.  And I saw him -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  I think I told you earlier in the earlier recording about the 
National Gallery of Art and I saw him being lifted. 
     EF:  No, we didn't record that.  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  The first time -- I think the first time I really saw Roosevelt was 
at the -- I think -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  The National Gallery of Art.  I was backstage with Lord Duveen and 
all that.  
     EF:  You did. 
     ACF:   Yes.   Anyway, I told you that not long ago.  And so, I -- This is 
getting all these dates kind of scrambled up.  So that was 1941 with Winston 
Churchill, right after -- the war, they had to get together and he stayed a good 
while, making all their plans for the whole darn thing.  They were the two 
commanders-in-chief and the Frenchman, DeGaulle was out of the picture hadn't --
-- or hadn't come in, and the Chinese were never really partners.  Who else was 
there?  There was just these two men to save the world, these two guys!   
          It's hard to believe, but the responsibility they had on their 
shoulders going after -- going after that scoundrel, that sadistic, sick -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  Adolph Hitler. 
     EF:  Did you hear any rumors or anything about what was happening to the 
Jews? 
     ACF:  No, not until later.  Everybody knew the Jews -- We didn't know about 
death camps, no; I didn't.  We knew that they were persecuted, that they -- that 
-- I think -- We all knew there were concentration camps, but nobody knew there 
were death camps.  The first I ever really heard of that was when the -- after 
the liberation when we went in there.  And my friend Bill Lawrence of The New 
York Times went into the place in Lublin, Poland- a death camp -  and he's the 
one wrote -- he talked about the shoes of the children -- ummh -- and the piles 
of clothing.  Horrible, horrible. 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  No, that -- I think that a lot of people knew it.  (Pause, 
caterpillar.)  So, I think that -- you might say our high command knew about it, 
but they -- they didn't -- they should have -- If they'd bombed the camps at 
that point in time, of course, a tremendous number of -- of Jewish prisoners 
would have been killed, but they were going to be killed anyway.  But -- But 
they would start up new ones.  I don't know. 
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          Roosevelt didn't -- That's a black mark against him.  He didn't -- He 
didn't -- They should have had some type of -- I don't know how they could have 
-- I don't know. 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  They could have had commando-type raids on those camps, dropping from 
the air.  But they -- he and Winston Churchill kept their eye on one thing:  win 
the war, then the other stuff will be taken care of later.  Which is quite true.  
Because if you do patchwork, you don't always -- I don't know.  I think it's 
terrible.  He - I think he knew about it, but -- And I don't know how much Mrs. 
Roosevelt knew about the death camps.  Other people -- And I think the Swiss 
must have known about it.  And, of course, I think numerous Germans did.  What 
did they think when they saw the smoke coming up from those places?  It's hard 
to believe it.  Hard to believe it. 
          Anyway, so I -- We all felt motivated to do something.  That's why the 
United Nations Relief and Rehabilitation Administration was so welcomed. 
     EF:  (Inaudible) tell us how you went from (inaudible)? 
     ACF:  One of my -- One of my beats, you might say, in the -- on the Herald 
Tribune was the Office of OFRRO-- that was developing, Office of -- which would 
have been the early United Nations.  The first meeting of the United Nations, 
before it was even called that, was at Dumbarton Oaks.  I attended that.  And 
then they didn't even call it that.  And I have the press card somewhere amongst 
my memorabilia.   
          But they started this United Nations Relief and Rehabilitation 
Administration prior to the formation of the United Nations itself.  It was for 
the governments that were in the war, French, American and all -- money was 
financed, of course, a lot by the Americans to do just that:  bring relief and 
rehabilitation to these war-beaten-up countries, including China.  And Poland, 
of course, which was really beaten up.  Not Germany, 'cause they were the 
aggressors.  And the funny thing is, not France either, but -- and not England, 
but China, Poland -- I can't remember the other countries.  But I had a notion I 
wanted to go to that.  I couldn't get the Herald Tribune to send me across as a 
war -- a foreign correspondent. 
     EF:  You tried?     ACF:  I tried, but they -- all the slots were taken.  
Sonya Tamara (phonetic) was still holding forth, and that Marguerite Higgins, 
and -- I would have gotten it eventually, but I'm glad I did what I did when I 
did it.  That's one day I was covering the -- well, they called it UNRRA, the 
early days of it.  I was really fascinated by this relief and rehab effort we 
were making.  And that's when I ran into Gerald McAllister, and I told you about 
him a little while ago. 
          And we were so happy to see each other.  He told me about being in -- 
in China, in Kunming, and that he was mad about China.  He said, "You'd love it, 
Annie.  You would just love it.  Come on!"  I said,"Well, I was" -- 
 
                     (End of Side B, Tape 3)� 
                     ORAL HISTORY -- Tape 4 
Interviewed:  11 May 1997, Lantz's Mill.   Topic:  China. 
 
     ANN COTTRELL FREE: ...I thought why not, this sounds very apt, although I 
was scared.  I said, "I don't know anything about China, anything about 
anything."  And I didn't, but nobody else did either.  A lot of the people that 
went out, they had skills, like nurses, or transportation experts, doctors, 
people -- social workers, people with real skills.  But my skill was to be -- 
was to inform the foreign -- particularly the British and American and 
Australian press about how the relief effort was being carried out.  They were 
paying for it, you know.  Yes, the Aussies paid into it, too.  
          So, I -- I said, "Oh, I just can't give up this wonderful job," so I 
did the old compromise thing, which is typical of me, not making it such a 
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drastic break. (Oct. – Nov. 1945) I got -- I received a leave of absence 
(inaudible) the gov- -- the governor of New York, Governor Lehman.  Herbert 
Lehman was the head of UNRRA at that time, and he wrote -- I had interviewed him 
and all that.  He wrote a very nice letter, asking Mrs. Ogden Reid (Helen Rogers 
Reid), who owned the paper, asking to give me a leave of absence to go over 
there help tie up the wounds of war.  And I could have gone back to the Herald 
Tribune, but once you've seen the -- the big city and (inaudible) girls never go 
back.  What's that cliché? 
          But anyhow, so I made the break.  And if I had to do it over again, I 
would.  This is one of those major turning points in a person's life.  Giving up 
a good job, leaving my mother -- I shouldn't have left her, but on the other 
hand, what good would it have done staying?  She was in the midst of getting 
that divorce.  Had she gotten it?  I can't remember.  She -- She and Daddy just 
-- It was an awful wrangle, wrangle, wrangle, and his infidelity and his 
wasteful ways, and her suffering.  I was in the midst of it all that time.  
Maybe I shouldn't have left, but I did.   
          And one -- My ship -- They said, "Oh, you're flying out there, you're 
needed right away."  Baloney.  I was not going to fly all the way to China.  I 
didn't like flying five minutes.  So, I got on -- we went on the Empire Joy, and 
that in itself is a story, is a book.  Anything where you get an enclosed with a 
cross-section of population, you get all these currents of -- every kind of 
current comes into play.  And it was such a slow boat to China, that all those 
currents got a chance to blossom into full flower.   
          They were mostly Americans, although we had American and British and 
Chinese.  The Chinese here going back home again after being here (here in the 
US) during the war.  Lucky they were.  And the Empire Joy was a converted 
passenger freighter.  This was about its second voyage and it was under a 
British flag.  It was -- I think it was finally deactivated.  I think somebody 
looked up in Jane's, which is the register of all ships -- all the ships at sea, 
and found that out. 
     ELISSA FREE: Empire -- J-o-y? 
     ACF:  J-o-y.  Empire Joy. 
     EF:  Where did you depart from and all that? 
     ACF:  We left from Hoboken.  They have a port there, in Hoboken, New 
Jersey.  So, that was -- fond farewells, cheerful farewells.  The next thing I 
knew was stopping at Norfolk. 
     EF:  Who's we? 
     ACF:  The whole bunch of UNRRA people going to China, a whole bunch of us.  
I'll tell you about them in a moment.  Stopped at Norfolk to take on a load of 
tobacco stems, which is the worst -- the most bitter tobacco there is, to grind 
up into tobacco for those Chinese, who smoke like chimneys.  I'm sure those 
stems caused many a cancer.   
          And then we -- Then I called up my mother.  I said, "Well, I didn't 
get off, I'm just down here in Norfolk."  After all those tearful farewells on 
long distance and she'd come to -- I don't think -- No, she didn't come to New 
York to see me off, she just saw me off in Washington.  And so, she came down to 
Newport News or wherever we were. 
     EF:  Norfolk. 
     ACF:  Yes, Norfolk.  And she brought me a little radio.  I was always 
saying things I needed and she was a very dutiful mom, and she loved doing that.  
So, she came down.  She -- That's when she got her only chance to be on a 
shipboard.  She -- I have pictures of her with Captain Woodrow.  He was kind of 
taken with her and she liked him, too.  I wish she could have had some kind of 
life like mine, poor thing.  And she enjoyed that and she met all these young 
people.  So, therefore, she had a mental picture of all the people that I -- 
were my shipmates for all that time going over.  And -- But only for a brief 
time. 
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          Then the next thing you knew went through the Panama Canal, which is 
quite an experience, Elissa.  You ought to try it sometime.  It really is an 
experience, 'cause it's such a variety.  Going into the lake, and then the locks 
lifting you up and going through kind of a jungle.  You get a little bit of 
everything.  It's kind of awe-inspiring though going from ocean to ocean.  I'm 
so glad I did it, and it cost me nothing. 
          We got over there, and then we came on up the coast of California and, 
by gosh, we stopped again, for a long time. 
     EF:  How long? 
     ACF:  Near Long Beach -- Oh, a week or so.  And I think they had ship 
(inaudible) (laughs).  That's when I got to know -- had gotten on the voyage 
going around through the Panama Canal -- a charming young man named the Baron 
Eric Alexander Reinhart MacKay, M-a-c-k-a-y, a Scottish name, but he was Dutch.  
He was a young Dutch banker going out to Hong Kong to join the -- It was the 
Handelsbank, which means trading bank I think in German.   
          And he and I, we took a real shine to each other.  He was so 
attractive, so beautiful, handsome man.  British accent.  You'd think he's 
Dutch, he was like British.  And he was a baron, the Baron Alexander.  And we 
just -- I just loved him.  He was -- but I didn't have an affair with him, 
'cause I was always afraid of being pregnant and all that.  He had a wife and 
child.  He shouldn't have been doing this.  So, he -- We loved each other and we 
were on the deck together all the time, and talking, and then we -- in 
California, we went to -- up to Long Beach and different places.  We were 
inseparable.  I loved him.  He was just wonderful. 
          Then when -- Then we stopped again after we got across the -- Going 
across the Pacific is an experience.  It's so flat, so quiet.  That's why they 
call it Pacific, peaceful.  And that's where you saw the flying -- the flying 
fishes, you know?  And the albatross, all the sea life.  It's so -- There was no 
turmoil, no -- nothing to disturb the tranquility of the voyage.  And, of 
course, there was a (inaudible) and we played -- even played cards, can you 
imagine?  And walked the deck, took Chinese lessons, and that's where I made 
many a friend.  I think about them a lot, whatever happened to them.   
          There were -- two former Army nurses who had gone through the war.  
One was Jeannette A. Picherella, called her "Pitch."  She was fun.  Then another 
Army nurse was Mildred Salmon, a very reassuring woman, the kind if you were 
sick -- you'd like to have there -- Pitch or Mildred.  They were just wonderful, 
reassuring kind of people.  But they had gotten a taste of adventure, having 
been in the Army Nurse Corps.  That's why they went back again.   
          There were other people who had been in the service.  They wanted to 
get out, didn't want to come back to a drab America.  And then there were some -
- a couple of Chinese -- Americans who were Chinese scholars, taking advantage 
of an opportunity like this.  One was named Irving Barnett.  And then there were 
some other people, like engineers -- Engineers were in great demand because you 
have road-building, electricity, all the things in that area to help the Chinese 
rebuild themselves. 
     EF:  What month was it? 
     ACF:  We left in January 1946 and it took about six months to get to China. 
     EF:  Six months! 
     ACF:  Yes, because we stopped -- then we stopped again in the Philippines, 
and Eric and I had a marvelous time.  I said I can't be taking my salary and all 
that, all these people.  We're not getting to China at all.  And -- (Laughs.)  
That's when I said I'm going to find another ship.   
          In the meantime, I had gotten very friendly -- I found it on my own, 
however.  I had gotten very friendly with a woman named Clare -- later became 
Lady Clare  Keswick, K-e-s-w-i-c-k.  Her British husband all unbeknownst to me 
was the top, the number one British merchant prince of China.  He's the head of 
Jardine Matheson, which is the big, big company.  It had ships, it had cotton 
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mills, it had banks.  Mainly the Bank of England, of course, but all that 
connection.   I said cotton factories, insurance, everything you can think of.  
It was the British Empire in China and they'd been there for many years.  Always 
say it started with -- probably the opium trade, but they always get angry if 
you mention that.  But in any event, she and I became very friendly. 
     EF:  She was on the ship? 
     ACF:  Well, she was on the Empire Joy going back to China, where her 
husband had already preceded her, she left her child at home.  The British are 
like that, you know. 
     EF:  I don't understand where you met her? 
     ACF:  She was on the Empire Joy.  But then I got on a smaller ship, Taksang 
to go to Hong Kong -- to go to Shanghai, and she got on it, too.  She had 
nothing to do with me getting my passage; I did it on my own.  Found out later 
that her husband owned the ship.  (Laughs.)  And then we ended up in the same 
cabin, a good sized cabin.  And then we were in a typhoon and she -- all the 
time she was deathly, deathly ill from sea sickness; she couldn't get up.  I 
went to every meal.  (Laughs.)   
          And so, one time, it was so rough that they had to put the sides up on 
the -- on the dining room tables, you know.  On ships, they have these little 
leaves you can put up to keep the plates from skidding to the floor, and they 
did that.  And then one time -- I think we were up there on the -- near the 
dining room -- it went up in the air and came down with a crash.   
          We had gone up on a wave, and then came back down again, bang.  It 
didn't (inaudible) it down, it flopped down, and it's a wonder it didn't break 
the ship in two.  The first officer Armitage broke his arm.  It was really 
tough.  It didn't seem to faze me, but the officers said they'd never gone 
through anything like that before.  Well, they often thought maybe they'd hit 
something, you know.  (inaudible) in the Philippine waters, it was -- I don't 
know what we hit, but it was really something.  This awful bang and sound, but 
it didn't break up. 
     EF:  Were you able to send any mail? 
     ACF:  Not from the ship, you couldn't communicate anything at all unless 
there'd been an emergency on the ship’s wireless.  And then we finally got to 
Shanghai.  Of course, she was met by the -- the panoply of Jardine Matheson, the 
special launch sent out, and I came in in a little motor boat and there was 
Gerald McAllister waiting for me.  I was so glad to see him.  I hugged him like 
I was in love with him.  I was just so glad to see him after going through all 
this, and he was the one who brought me to China in the first place. 
     EF:  (Inaudible)? 
     ACF:  Well, let's see, it was spring.  And -- See, we stopped and then the 
(inaudible) -- it was a month before they got -- The reasons we stopped in the 
Philippines for so long was they had a lot of stuff to unload and they couldn't 
-- the Philippine Harbor had been completely destroyed and they had to wait for 
a berthing space.  The ships were lined up.  And therefore, people were on their 
own.  They stayed around in some women's old army barracks.   
          I stayed in one of those, but then -- it's very interesting.  I've got 
the little memento which I'll show you amongst my memorabilia.  Eric and I went 
to the opening night of the famous Manila Hotel, which had been closed down for 
the war.  And we walked -- I have the menu, everything.  And they printed it up, 
and all these very fancy waiters -- Some of the waiters had come back and they 
served it in style.  And we were first -- like the first dinner was served after 
the war.  And then we walked around the hotel.  The windows were still knocked 
out from the fire and -- going on.  And machine guns in the corridors.    
Machine guns were in the corridors from the fighting that had gone on.  They 
weren't -- Nobody -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible)? 
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     ACF:  Well, no, they were poised to shoot out the window, but nobody was 
there to shoot them.  So, that was certainly a -- a talisman of war.  And -- So, 
then I really hated to leave Eric, but I left him in the Philippines and went 
on.  and -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible) again? 
     ACF:  I saw him again in Hong Kong about a year later, and then that was 
the end.  I gave you his name and phone -- and address when you went to 
Amsterdam as a young girl, but you didn't go to find him.  I had his address.  I 
said this is a man I really liked a lot when I was in China.  Go to his bank and 
see if he's there.  You didn't do it.  You're too young, you didn't care.  And I 
thought that was a good round-about way to do it. 
          So, I -- The shipboard -- On the Empire Joy, there were all kinds of 
things.  John Boland.  I forgot, he was the one who was kind of a soldier of 
fortune. (He proposed to me. He was not for me. He later married a girl from 
Tasmania) He ended up -- ended up dead like all of them.  But as the head of 
activities, you might say, and I was the other head of activities.  That was a 
joke. 
     EF:  Where?  On the ship? 
     ACF: On the ship.  Had to organize things. 
     EF:  (Inaudible) you went over the Equator or -- 
     ACF:  Yes.  When we crossed the -- crossed the international date line, you 
dress up.  You do that when you cross -- either the Equator or the International 
Date Line.  Or, you dress up -- something like Neptune and you put lipstick on -
- You dress up like you -- 
     EF:  Did you do it? 
     ACF:  Yes.  I've got pictures of that.  And we had fun.  It was a good 
gang.  They were all -- We were all young. 
     EF:  (Inaudible) the food? 
     ACF:  Good, British.  And --     EF: Couldn't have had very (inaudible)--  
     ACF:  Not very.  It was -- the food was okay.  And I enjoyed especially the 
drinks.  That's when I first learned about -- like gin and tonic, and gin and 
bitters (angostura), then gin with a sickly lime mixture, but I always looked 
forward to the cocktail hour.  And two of the older Chinese women used to bring 
with them -- brought with them Madeira wine.  They would have cocktails in the 
middle of the day, too.  They were older, old China hands who were going back.  
          There was a lot of drinking, but I -- nobody seemed to get drunk.  
There was nothing else much to do.  And -- 'Cause it was not a big -- not a 
cruise ship, by any matter of means.  About the only thing you could do for 
recreation was walk the deck, or read a book or have a drink, or take Chinese -- 
learn Chinese, which we did.   
          One night -- One day some of the Chinese came to me -- I was highly 
flattered -- and said, "We're going to have a feast down in the hold, Chinese 
(inaudible) and we're going to cook it, and we're inviting you" -- very formal, 
you know -- "we're inviting you Miss Cottrell."  And I said, "Oh, aren't they 
wonderful."  And I think this -- I can't remember any other Americans, there 
must have been, but just two or three of us went down and we sat with the 
Chinese at these -- They took over the galley from the Chinese -- It was a 
Chinese crew on the ship and Chinese cooks in the galley.  But these were 
nurses, doctors, engineers, so we're going to have a Chinese dinner.            
So, they showed us how to make -- I wrote about it in -- in the Women's National 
Press Club cookbook called "Who Says We Can't Cook?" about our more interesting 
experiences, and so on, and about how I was on the Empire Joy and what I -- They 
made Tcha-Tze, which means "touch of the heart" and it's stuffed dumplings, and 
it's all over Italy, you see, (inaudible) Italy.  But Marco Polo went to China 
and he learned about Tcha-Tze and he brought it back, and it came 'round the 
other way.  So, I wrote that little anecdote and gave a recipe for the book.  Of 
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course, I couldn't very well do that now.  It's full of chopped up meat, very 
good.  And you can put other stuff in it.   
          So, I never will forget that dinner.  I guess, in retrospect, I should 
be very flattered that I was one of the few they invited.  A little funny.   
          So, anyway.  A Chinese nurse -- I remember her quite well.  I guess 
the reason I was invited -- there must have been some other -- 'cause we were 
the ones who were taking Chinese lessons privately.  They didn't charge us.  I 
remember -- oh, God, Mr. Yien -- he was my teacher.  And what you did, he made 
flash cards for the characters; you know the characters mean different things.  
It's like whole words. 
     EF:  Did you learn any? 
     ACF:  I learned a lot. 
     EF:  Do you remember anything?    (Dog barking.) 
     ACF:  Yes, I could recognize a few characters, I can.  And -- So, I guess 
the ones who were invited were the people who took the Chinese lessons, 'cause 
we wanted to.  Never paid them anything at all.  Don't guess we even halfway 
thanked them.  But maybe they were flattered that we were going to their country 
and wanted to learn their language.  I guess I'm looking at it that way now.  
That's why they invited us, just occurred to me, because we were their pupils.  
There weren't very many of us.  Must have been not more than five or six.  So, I 
really enjoyed the Chinese and learning Chinese, learning Chinese. 
          When I got to China, Gerry McAllister knew a smattering of Chinese. 
     EF:  Did you get sick on the boat or something?  I thought you told me you 
got sick. 
     ACF:  On that boat? 
     EF:  Maybe it wasn't.  Maybe I'm thinking of something else. 
     ACF:  I got sick another time.  Anyway, I'm tired again. 
     EF:  Okay.  This is still May 11th, Mother's Day.  We're now riding back in 
the car from Lantz's Mill back to Washington.  It's 7:45 p.m.  Wow, late.  I 
think she left off -- She just was arriving in China.  And here you go. 
     ACF:  We came up from -- up the Wangpoo River to the -- the Bund, I guess.  
I -- Because river boats don't dock right up there at the city.  They -- You 
off-load.  I can't remember, I just -- I should have rehearsed this.  And then 
Gerry McAllister was there.     EF:  (Inaudible)? 
     ACF:  He arranged -- He had already arranged, of course, here I was going 
to stay.  The -- UNRRA had taken over all or parts of some of the luxury hotels 
of the old era.  I was taken to Cathay Mansions, which is up in the French 
concession.  Shanghai was an international city and it was divided into -- the 
French had a concession, and there were -- the American concessions, and the 
international concession.  Then the (inaudible), the lowest of the low, was the 
Chinese city.   
     EF:  What year is it now? 
     ACF:  I guess I got there in '46.  Don't forget, Roosevelt had died in '45 
and I felt like I wanted to get away from Washington, and this was -- I was 
dying to get abroad and this Chinese thing kind of developed, dropped in my lap. 
          Anyway, I was put up this commodious, wonderful hotel up in the French 
concession, Cathay Mansions, right across -- 
     EF:  What was it called? 
     ACF:  Cathay, which is the word for China. 
     EF:  C-a- -- 
     ACF:  T-h-a-y.  And there was the Cathay Hotel downtown, which I stayed in 
later on.  They -- The French concession had the French club called the Circle 
Sportif.  It means the French sporting club.  They had a dining room and all -- 
The people, when they went to China, the foreign service, they took a part of 
their country with them, so to speak, and their own customs.  So -- This was a 
very elegant part of town, right across from the theater, too, where they had 
the ballet, and the symphony, and all of that.   
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          And -- But still the Chinese were around.  You know that Buddha bell I 
have at home that has a certain resonant sound to it? 
     EF:  Yes. 
     ACF:  You'd hear that sound all through the night.  I don't think they were 
using a Buddha bell; it was a similar sound by hitting those two types of wood 
together.  And those were the men coming around to collect the night soil.  The 
night soil meant was human excrement, which they picked up.  That was just -- 
     BILL:  They had chamber pots in their houses? 
     ACF:  I don't know where they picked it up from, but not -- the toilets 
flushed where I was.  And night soil was taken out to the countryside, and 
that's one of the reasons the Chinese are such good gardeners.  They use that 
nitrogen in the human excrement; night soil was a fertilizer.  And all – Any 
place around the big cities in China, they sell these gorgeous vegetables, 
particularly -- they were heavy on cabbage, of course.  So, that's an aside. 
(You washed your vegetables with potassium pomonagate esp.)  
          Then -- I never will forget going out to dinner with Gerry that night 
over to -- 
     BILL:  The first night? 
     ACF:  It seemed to me it was the first night.  And that's where he -- where 
Jane Flynn was.  She'd been a secretary in the Washington office of UNRRA when I 
left.  But she'd decided to go to China and turned up there.  I was so surprised 
to see Jane, but I didn't know that in the interim she had met Gerry McAllister 
and they were having a big affair.  And their child -- the boy (51 year old man 
who lives next door) was the fruit of that affair.   
          And she was quite -- Of course, she didn't care much for me 'cause I 
didn't know that there was anything between her and Gerry  and I was quite -- 
not affectionate, but so glad to see him and, you know, arm and arm and all 
that.  There she was.  That was kind of funny.  He hadn't told me.  (Laughs.)  I 
didn't know that he knew her.  All this took place while I was on my way to 
China.  But, of course, she felt I was his girlfriend, and so does the son.  
That's what he --he told me when he first met me, "You were my father's 
girlfriend," or something.  I didn't like him one damn -- I don't like him one 
damn bit; I've told you that before.  Anyway, so -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible)? 
     ACF:   Well, he jumped to conclusions and brought over all the petty 
jealousies that his mother had articulated at some point.  You have a tick in 
your head?  (Pause.) 
          So, we went out that night and they -- they stayed at a home of -- 
somebody's home (English I think) that they commandeered and they had books.  
Said, "You can help yourself."  I have a book at home which I'll show you 
someday with beautiful illustrations.  They look like the original watercolors 
in it or pictures of Shanghai.  I just helped myself to something from 
somebody's library.  I don't know whose home it was, I'll never know.  That's 
the way they were.  They were spoils of war. 
          And then my first day at the UNRRA office was at a place called the 
Embankment Building, which was a huge -- was a gargantuan, ugly building with 
offices which had been used -- I don't know what for, government offices of some 
kind or maybe -- might have been foreign offices, shipping offices on the banks 
of Soochow Creek.  Well, Soochow Creek was quite a shock -- shock to me.   
          It was filled with people, whole families living in sampans.  Sam -- 
Sampans are the -- you might say the junior version of a Chinese junk.  The have 
-- but families live on them.  In other words, they're smaller than junks and 
you never see them with their sails up.  They were just little houseboats, but 
people kind of lived -- with a flat deck, which is -- goes up to -- to the bank.  
But down beneath they have -- of the decks; they have like a crawl space.  They 
lived on -- Some of -- And children were raised on these -- on these sampans. 
     EF:  (Inaudible)? 
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     ACF:  Well, the poor, yes.  And they -- they were some of them beggars, 
some of them -- I don't know how they scrounged their living, but the children 
always looked -- looked pretty nice.  I guess -- They never seemed to leave the 
port.  I don't know what -- I wish I knew more about it.  I was shocked at the 
fact that they stayed aboard all the time.  And -- I don't know enough right 
now.  And that -- They were all around us on Soochow Creek.  If I went back to 
Shanghai today, Soochow Creek would -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible) spell some of these. 
     ACF:  Soochow is S-o-o-c-h-o-w.  It went up -- up the way, you might say, 
to a beautiful city of China called Soochow.  (We are driving through the 
countryside; it's perfectly beautiful with green rolling hills of black Hereford 
coos -- Black Angus cows.  Anyway.) 
          We all went into the office and met the secretarial people and one of 
them lives on -- lives here right now in Washington.  No, she moved to 
Williamsburg.  She was named Mei Lin.  I liked Mei. (Later married a Mr. Roscoe) 
And then there was Sophie and -- mostly Chinese, and there was a boy named Bob 
Cook, who wrote press releases.  They -- Gerry didn't seem to be doing very 
much.  Anyway, nobody seemed to be doing very much.  But I started writing --  
     EF:  (Inaudible.) 
     ACF:  I started writing articles about things that came in over -- I don't 
know where they came from.  I didn't know what I was doing, but I got stories on 
the front page of the Shanghai Post and Mercury the first days of the -- some 
reports of famine.  I don't know whether they were true or not!  Then Gerry went 
on a trip and I thought he was never going to come back.  (Pause.) 
          Well, anyhow, I don't -- I wrote some stories.  I don't know where I 
got my material from, (reports from field officers) and I sent stuff out.  But 
the -- we had to -- I didn't -- I never knew just what our mission was to tell -
- 
     EF:  What was the purpose of your job? 
     ACF:  The purpose of the job was to tell the readers in -- 
     EF:  What? 
     ACF:  To tell the public through the media -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible)? 
     ACF:  No, the -- 
     BILL:  In the United States? 
     ACF:  Australia, United States, and Britain, and international -- It was a 
boondoggle, another boondoggle. 
     EF:  What was the supposed purpose of it? 
     ACF:  Nobody ever told me.  (Laughter.)  And then the foreign 
correspondents came in -- There were whole tons of them there in Shanghai.  
They'd want to know about the UNRRA program.  Therefore, it was incumbent on me 
to know a lot about our program, but I was never invited to the big staff 
meetings where reports were made.  It was just asinine. The whole thing was 
asinine. 
     BILL:  How often would you write a story? 
     ACF:  I'd write some stories which would be sent out, but the most --     
BILL:  How often?  Every week or -- 
     ACF:  I don't -- Oh, I don't know.  It's like on a newspaper.  I don't 
remember, Bill.  That's 50 year ago. (Pause.) 
          ...set up called CNRRA, Chinese National Relief and Rehabilitation 
Administration (inaudible) United Nations.  We were all doing the same thing.  
And they issued information for the Chinese press and I had information for the 
-- for the international press, but nobody had any real information.  Seemed 
like it was all a pack of lies, the whole thing.  And all political.  It was a 
tragic mess.  (Pause.) 
          I became early on quite disillusioned.  There was a man there, I'll 
use his name, Cappie Wells, who'd been an Army public relations person and he -- 
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was out there.  He said, "I'm going to beat the game."  He said, "Come on over 
here."  He was an older man, too; I think he had his wife with him.  Went up to 
his apartment at (inaudible), which is the press hostel, and he said, "Look what 
I'm storing up.  The Chinese money is going to get stronger and stronger 'cause 
we're backing it, and I'm buying up all this cheap money."  And he opened a 
trunk just filled with Chinese bank notes.  And, of course, within a year's time 
they were totally worthless because of inflation.   
          Served him right.  He shouldn't have been speculating on currency 
anyhow.  God knows how many people were speculating and doing dreadful things.  
And the relief supplies were supposed to go to the -- to the tragic, starving, 
hungry people of China half the time were diverted, and the middle man sell off 
part of it.  Other words, if a bowl of -- If a carload of rice, figuratively 
speaking, was sent to -- to the -- for relief, I imagine no more than -- they'd 
always say one rice bowl got to people.  It was disgusting, disgusting.  And 
sometimes they didn't even move -- didn't even move supplies out, they stored 
them.  (Pause.) 
          This big endeavor reminds me a lot of the Humane Society of the United 
States or I should say vice versa.  Make it look good on the surface up front, 
but underneath they're squirreling money away for their own purposes.  This is 
what happens to tragic -- to charity, whether it's -- whether it's churches, 
international, animals or children.  I don't believe in any of them.  They're 
going to steal, steal, steal; I've seen it all the time.  And the Chinese were 
bad, horrible.  They took the -- They took the food right out of people's -- 
starving -- the mouths of starving people.    Little snapshots of people.  There 
was a girl named Anna Chen, whose -- 
     EF:  Spell. 
     ACF:  Well, Anna, Chen, C-h-e-n, I think.  She is Madame -- Anna Chen 
Chennault. She's a big shot.  She was honorary chairman of the FDR Memorial.  
She's about my age and she is -- she has made more money out of China and 
charity than anyone alive, and she's just as smart and attractive as she can be, 
but she's bad news.  To think that she'd land on her feet and be one of the top 
people on this FDR Memorial turns your stomach.  And I'm sure that she was 
always getting her cut. 
          One time when her luck was down and out, she came to see me and she 
was trying to sell me some of her jewels.  At that time, she didn't have any 
money.  She was down to that -- that low.  But she very resilient and she -- if 
she saw me at a social function today and even if I reminded her, she would play 
dumb.  But the boy who worked -- man who worked for us, Bob Cook, who married 
Mei Lin in the office, Bob ghostwrote Madame -- Anna Chen Chennault's books, 
which became bestsellers.  And I don't know why Bob was such a pimp to do that.  
He and Mei Lin finally broke up.  He was a -- always seemed like a nice, quiet 
young man, but I don't know what gets into people.   
          And I saw so many people go bad, you might say, over there in 
Shanghai, and so much drunkenness, broken homes, couples sleeping around, so 
indiscriminately, and the ones who were married fighting each other and being 
dis -- unloyal, and -- I don't know.  It was pretty sickening.   
          I got to know Clare Keswick, the wonderful English woman who I'd come 
on the ship with.  They were the pillars -- truly the pillars of society.  And 
that was an entrée that I had that money, of course, couldn't buy.  So, I was a 
frequent guest in their home.  They had two homes, like a flat downtown and then 
out in the suburbs called Hungjao, an estate, which had been occupied by the 
Japanese during the war.   
          And they had -- I really got to know the British very well, how they -
- they entertained a great deal and all these -- they loved to play charades, 
and they were charming.  And he had all these attractive men around, young men 
who worked for Jardine Matheson and some of them didn't have their wives out.  
They'd gone out east, you know.  And I was a young American girl and I was there 
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for decorative purposes.  But then I think the clan -- John got put out with me 
because the men that they were always introducing to me then wanted to take me 
out.   
          And they then -- Clare came to one time and said, "You know" -- "You 
know, David Bosquet has a wife and child at home."  I said, "Well, so what?"  
She thought I was breaking up their home.  David Bosquet, he's a very attractive 
man, but I had no affairs, no one knows how pure I was.  My God, of course, I 
was.  But I -- I was constantly accused 'cause I was young and flirtatious of -- 
you know, being a home-breaker, home-wrecker.  And David Bosquet, he was so 
attractive, but didn't mean anything to me.  And I enjoyed going out to dinner 
and all that kind of thing.  So, then there was another one, Desmond somebody.  
There were slews of them.  They were all bachelors who worked for -- for Jardine 
Matheson.  And they'd invite me to all these parties, constantly, so I had a 
super entrée. 
     EF:  You probably should spell Jardine Matheson. 
     ACF:  Oh, Jardine, J- -- I've got books on Jardine --      EF:  Spell it. 
     ACF:  J-a-r-d-i-n-e, Jardine, Dr. Jardine.  And Matheson,  
M-a-t-h-e-s-o-n. 
     BILL:  Has she explained how (inaudible) is? 
     EF:  What person? 
     BILL:  Jardine Matheson. 
     ACF:  I told you earlier.  They were the -- You weren't around. 
     BILL:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  Yes, they were two people, a company that went together, like Miller 
and Rhodes, or Woodward and Lothrop. 
     BILL:  Explain them. 
     ACF:  I did.  I told her earlier, you weren't listening.  They were the big 
-- big corporation. 
     EF:  (Inaudible) were? 
     ACF:  Well, they weren't alive.  They founded the business years ago and it 
was taken over by this family called Keswicks, spelled Keswick.  I mean, K-e-s-
w-i-c-k, but pronounced Kes-ick, it was Scottish.  And then Tony Keswick, and 
then John and another one, they were the ones who had been running it for a long 
time.  And books have been written about Jardine Matheson both in fiction and in 
fact.  They had shipyards, Bill -- I mean, ships, and cotton factories.  
          Oh, the most wonderful brewery called -- they manufactured a beer 
called Ewo, which is the Chinese nickname for the name of the company which 
translates "the princely hong."  It means the house -- the business house -- the 
princely business house, or something like that.  So, I learned a lot of Chinese 
lore and business.  I mean, I -- I had a fantastic exposure.  You see, Shanghai 
was run at that time by an -- an international committee and dominated by 
Jardine Matheson, of course, and a few satellite Americans, and John -- John 
Keswick was the head of it.  So, this -- he was the power structure. 
          He -- He did have sense enough to know that Chou En-lai [apparently 
it's Zhou Enlai now] was the best hope for China and independently, I had 
reached the conclusion 'cause Hank -- Henry Lieberman of The New York Times had 
invited me up to Nanking to the press hostel and -- where these -- about ten men 
shared a house -- maybe not that many -- newspaper men.  And, on occasion, they 
would invite over some – top political personage -- that was the capital of 
China at that point before it moved back to -- Beijing.   
          They had General Marshall out for dinner and he was trying to make 
peace between the Chinese communists and the nationalist government.  And I was 
so fortunate.  I had dinner, sat right there at the table.  I was probably about 
the only woman at the table, as I recall.  But all these pressmen and famous 
General Marshall, having a wonderful quiet dinner.   
          And then another night, they had Chou En-lai, who, to me (if only 
something could have happened to Mao -- could have been -- could have been 
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evaporated in some way), we -- we wouldn't have a potential enemy in China today 
because Chou En Lai was a very sensible man.  I think he wanted to coexist, but 
he was a master politician, knowing that Mao had the power, and he had to go 
along with them to a degree, and maybe too much of a degree, but he had to 
survive.  And he was -- 
     BILL:  Is that where you got those pictures of you and Chou En-Lai? 
     ACF:  They -- I didn't.  I was so modest.  I took pictures of him and him 
with Hank, but not with me.  Wasn't that stupid?  But one of my great treasures 
is an autographed photograph, Bill and Elissa, and I had it blown up.  It's his 
original autograph.  It's at home there.  And he -- he -- he was -- He 
introduced -- 
     BILL:  Did he speak English? 
     ACF:  Yes, some.  And he -- 
     EF:  Would you spell his name? 
     ACF:  C-h-o-u dash, capital E-n dash l-a-i.  And he was educated -- came 
from a good mandarin-type family.  He went to France.  A lot of those young 
intellectuals went to France.  Ho Chi Minh did, for example.  And learned -- 
learned about democracy, but then that kind of got twisted over into communism 
because nobody would trust these people.  We miscalculated -- 
          With UNRRA, I was working -- living in a far different framework from 
my UNRRA colleagues, because I had this entrée, of course, into the higher 
reaches of the press.  In other words, I socialized with a -- with the elite of 
Shanghai colony, ruling colony courtesy of Clare and John Keswick.  And I was so 
sorry, I'm most regretful that after the years went by, I came home and I only 
saw them one time, but I never followed up on the friendship.  I don't think it 
would have gone anywhere anyhow.  
          He became Sir John Keswick and she was Lady Clare , and I -- I think 
she's still alive in Scotland, because the daughter, who was a child when we 
went to China -- they left her at home, the British always do that, when -- with 
a nanny when she was five or six years old.  She grew up, became an excellent 
writer, but she died prematurely a few years ago, like in her very, very early 
fifties.  So, that was 50 years ago, you see, and she was about five or six 
then, so that makes it right.  She died of cancer.  I have all the obituaries 
there.  Maggie her name was, Maggie Keswick.  But Clare, my friend, is way up in 
her eighties, like ninety, I guess, living in -- in Scotland. 
          I'm sad that there was no way I could follow up, but married to Jim 
Free, living in Washington -- I saw them once when they came and visited some 
elegant people here.  And I must say, they invited us to a luncheon and much to 
my regret, I drank martinis and I think I acted kind of silly, but -- in the 
middle of the day.  The British really can pack away the booze, whoo.  So, I'm 
most grateful that I had that experience, but you wonder. 
          I never did -- I'm trying to turn it into articles, but I -- about the 
old Shanghai coming back and reasserting itself, but there were no magazines in 
the United States the least bit interested in that subject.  I have those 
manuscripts around there now because I was trying to draw a picture of the old 
past or the -- the true colonial society, you see.  And -- with their parades 
and their soldiers and everything, just a bit of transplanting Britain, 
primarily.   
          And you didn't have very much contact with the Chinese.  That was the 
sad part.  John Oudine got -- was assigned to work over at the Chinese National 
Relief and Rehabilitation Administration, so he got to know them.  Those are his 
-- on a semi-professional level.  He didn't know any of the dignitaries like I 
did, and he and I didn't see a whole lot of each other then.  And -- But he -- 
Some of those young Chinese people he kept -- now they're all old men like him.  
He kept up with for years and years.  He might be in China right now.  But I 
liked John a lot, but he's very dull (or dumb?), and I -- I'm so impatient with 
people and judgmental.  I probably shouldn't be. 
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     EF:  (Inaudible) talk about flying around in -- 
     BILL:  Did you fly around anywhere? 
     ACF:  Who?  Me, yes, went on a lot of trips.  I told you about one yester- 
-- I told you about one. 
     EF:  It's not on tape. 
     ACF:  Yes, on tape. 
     BILL:  Chou En-lai. 
     ACF:  No, that wasn't Chou En-lai.  I'll tell you about it later.  I'm 
tired.  (Break.)     ACF:  Okay.  The most important part of the job to my way 
of thinking was to get out and do feature stories, carrying to the ultimate end 
the -- the distribution of supplies, meaning food, clothing, machinery, all 
those things that helped to rehabilitate and bring relief to a war-torn people.  
But you had to get... 
                        (End of Side A.) 
     ACF:  But you had to get out there to do it.  You had to personalize it in 
stories and, indeed, I did that.  To go -- Gerry had told me -- and I mean I 
knew they were having a very bad famine up in Hunan Province. 
          So, the first trip I went to was into Hunan.  Apparently there was no 
-- I can't remember why I went by boat.  I went with -- One of the things -- I 
was, you might say, doing two things at once, killing two birds with one stone, 
going there as an UNRRA official with visiting correspondents, and also I took -
- I talked a photographer, a famous -- who was the famous, Arthur Rothstein, to 
come and to work for us and to go with me on this inland trip.  He had served 
with the 14th Air Force in Western China -- in Kunming and he -- his real claim 
to fame was working for the Farm Security Administration (famed dust bowl 
photos).  This is way back before he became the chief editor -- picture editor 
of Look magazine.  So, he had a very illustrious career, but his -- 
     BILL:  Was he an American?     ACF:  Yes.  -- claim to fame for historic 
purposes were the pictures he took of the Dust Bowl.  And you've seen those 
pictures many times, of that father and son leaning into the wind blowing 
against them, and the man had a -- he was -- he looked downhearted and beaten 
down, with the -- It was the Dust Bowl of Oklahoma, a very famous picture.  So, 
I said I -- "Come with me, your pictures can mean a great deal."  And they were 
distributed, but UNRRA didn't do much of a good distribution job, I don't think.  
I have those pictures now.  
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  In any event, it was Arthur Rothstein and Kaare? Gythfeldt.  He was a 
-- 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  I have his pictures at home of the famine. 
     EF:  Oh, I thought those were your pictures. 
     ACF:  No, I didn't take those (inaudible) pictures.  And he was one of the 
best photographers in the world.  And -- I took a few, but I wasn't -- I didn't 
have a very good camera and I was- 
     EF:  I always thought they were yours. 
     ACF:  No.  No.      EF:  Spell those names. 
     ACF:  Well, Arthur.  You know how to spell that.  Rothstein, R-o-t-h-s-t-e-
i-n.  And he was medium-height, sort of chunky Jewish young man with a very -- 
very bald head, and very smart, very astute.  He said, "I don't want to come, 
Ann.  I want to go -- I want to go on with my career.  I've been out since the 
war in Kunming for all these years. If I got back, everybody else is coming back 
and I'll never get a foot in the door."  And he was right.  So, he only stayed 
with us a short while.   
          So, we'd went up on a -- what they call an LST, landing craft -- 
They're the -- You don't know what an LST is?  LST is a boat that used to carry 
vehicles inside the hold.  Like it opened up there and you could drive the 
vehicles in them.  And they also had cabins, and a deck, and a few other 



 76 

amenities like that, but they're mainly to carry vehicles in the war zone areas.  
And there was -- also they could -- then they'd go in time of invasion, you 
know, they could pull them up pretty close, and they'd let them down and they 
could drive right off to the shore.  A very easy, very shallow drive. 
          So, we went on one of those.  We all slept at first in a -- kind of a 
common room in hammocks.  And I was -- This Kaare Gythfeldt was one of the men, 
I just had so many attractive men around.  I just loved him, this Norwegian 
correspondent.  I think he had a wife at home, too. I always -- meet all these 
men that were off with their wives at home, obviously didn't want to stay at 
home, but I didn't want to get involved with them either, not too much.  But we 
always had these real good semi-romances.  And Gythfeldt was with me all the way 
through the famine areas.  I'll tell you all about that in a moment.   
          And we both got quite ill and -- with God knows what it was.  We -- At 
one time, he was so weak, he couldn't even stand up, but we seemed to come 
through it.  I came -- I came down with pneumonia when I got into the famine 
area.  There was a man -- a doctor, a Hungarian doctor there who had sulfa drugs 
that saved my life. His name was David Kulsar.  I had a temperature about -- I 
guess about 103 in a Chinese hotel covered with mosquito netting around me.  It 
was horrible.  And the people were outside were rioting, having hunger riots, 
and it was -- and I was having nightmares.  It was awful.  But anyway, Gythfeldt 
got sick, too – very sick. But I'm getting a little ahead of the story. 
          We went on into Changsha first, I believe, which is pretty important 
cap -- regional capital, where there's a -- 
     EF:  Spell it. 
     ACF:  Changsha, C-h-a-n-g-s-h-a.  And Yale University had a -- subsidiary 
school there called Yale in China.  And, you know, it was a traditional thing, 
been there before the war, and they were trying to get that school started up 
again.  So, it was kind of an intellectual center, as well.   
          Went from Changsha to Henyang, into the heart of the famine area.  And 
we got off this boat, Rothstein, and Gythfeldt. I -- then we knew what we'd come 
to see.  Children lying in their own excrement, in the -- they'd come from the 
country, so starving, lying there dead and dying.  That's when I had to -- I had 
to walk over dead and dying bodies.  There was no -- nothing -- They had -- 
Their little orphanages were filled.  We took in one boy we thought we could 
save.  And we took in two.  One we saved, the other died.  But they were just -- 
so random, picking one child over another.  And older people, too.  (Pause.) 
          And the awful thing was, I thought we were supposed to be sending 
supplies into the famine area.  I knew that they'd all been loaded and off-ship.  
All we could send would be grain -- grain and rice, and any other cer- -- we had 
a lot of leftover GI ration type of things.  But to make a long -- again a long 
story short, much to my dismay, that stuff had all been off-loaded and some 
shipments were coming in, but they were not food.  The food had been diverted to 
the warehouses to be held for money.  The high -- The people were dying. 
          I said, "Oh, here's a ship.  It's going to be off-loaded."  And it was 
a load of tar paper.  I never will forget that.  I said, "We can't eat tar 
paper."  So -- In other words, once again, skullduggery, man's inhumanity to 
man.  One reason why they had the famine was because of -- they had -- there had 
been a war zone and they had to feed the Chinese troops.  And the Japanese had 
been through there, too, and I don't think they got their crops in like they 
should have.            And the one time I went out into the countryside, and I 
have a vignette -- pictures I took myself of the most heartbreaking -- Oh, I 
can't -- I can't tell you how heartbreaking it was.  Back in the country -- I 
was still weak from my pneumonia or whatever.  Gythfeldt didn't feel too good 
either.  So, I rode in a sedan chair, which is a -- coolies, you've seen with 
the rickshaw being held on shoulders, not being pulled, because I was too weak 
from that illness.  Went back there.   
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          Oh, my God, there was this whole family marooned.  They had decided 
not to go to the city to look for food.  Somebody I guess had told them there 
wasn't any point -- to the towns.  They were sitting there, they hadn't -- They 
said the Japanese -- I wrote an article about it, but it probably didn't do a 
damn bit of good.  The Japanese took their water buffalo.  See, water buffalo 
they need for their rice paddies.  The Japanese took their seed rice.  You know, 
you got to have the seed rice.  They took -- They took everything.  And I guess 
what the Japanese didn't take, the Chinese soldiers took.  And they'd probably 
had bad weather, too.  And they were skin and bones.   
          So, they told us -- took us, one man (inaudible) his thin arm.  I've 
got a photograph of him.  He said, "That's where I'll be lying soon.  We're all 
going to die."  and he was right.  The house of Wu, they're all sitting there.  
I got their pictures on the porch of this marvelous home and they were all skin 
and bones, waiting to die.  There was nothing for them.            And guess -- 
guess what?  I had with me -- I always carried salt tablets, even loose salt, 
because of heat -- heat prostration here.  So, I gave them all the salt I had 
and they put it like in -- they would eat weeds.  I went to places where people 
were eating weeds.  And I'll tell you one thing that they -- The Chinese, they 
can make anything taste good.   
          They would get the lotus blossoms, and all of that leaves -- And one 
time this woman brought me some hot water with lotus blossoms.  She was starving 
to death, but she was courteous.  She offered me lotus blossoms in hot water, 
like tea.  And a heartbreak, a heartbreak.  And I did write about all of that 
and the stories did get out, and I have these stories today, if you all ever 
wanted to read them, all of them. 
     ACF:  You can't hear about the house of Wu and all these stories that -- my 
stories on the famine.  Then later on, a year later, when I got back I wanted to 
write articles about my -- my book about my life in China and about famine and 
all that.  There was absolutely no editor who was the least bit interested.  
I've got a book on my life in China.  It's right downstairs now.  Nobody wanted 
it 'cause they would --     BILL:  (Inaudible)? 
     ACF:  Yes.  It's a combination of diaries and letters and stuff put 
together.  It was the beginning of a book, you know, but nobody was interested. 
     BILL:  Handwriting or typed? 
     ACF:  Typed.  Nobody was interested in it. 
     BILL:  Can you (inaudible)? 
     ACF:  Yes, of course, I can.  It's in a notebook.  It's easy to read.  And 
-- Could have been better ordered.  It wasn't the final thing, but it was -- 
It's good stuff and -- It's a page of history, transitory as it may be.  It's 
like, once again, Virginia Woolf, the wave comes over and it's gone. 
          They -- So then. all I could do for those people was send back 
stories, but probably didn't help them, because I knew that the supplies that 
were being sent by the United Nations and the Chinese relief people were just -- 
The United Nations is such a -- they were such fools.  Fools!   
          They -- Their contract with the Chinese government was for the -- We 
would bring in the goods, but as we handed it to them, the goods became the 
property of the Chinese government at -- the figure of speech was "the end of 
the ship's tackle."  When they reached the Chinese mainland, we no longer had 
any control over it.  Otherwise, we gave all these wonderful supplies right to 
the Chinese government, which was so corrupt.   
          And that gets you back to the political side, because the Chinese 
government was totally corrupt, but it's always been corrupt.  So, you know, 
what else is new?  That's why they willingly diverted supplies, although they 
had offices filled with people pushing -- pushing papers and all that, 
pretending to be doing a relief operation.  A facade, you might say.  And I knew 
that the men and women of the house of Wu would never get the food for -- that 
was intended for them.  And I'm sure I'm right, I'm sure their bones have long 
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since melded into the earth, the rice paddies area of that part of -- out from 
Hangyang and Hunan province.  That was a heartbreak.  There were so many 
heartbreaks at man's inhumanity to man.   
          To see those children dying, to see -- There was a -- I met a woman 
doctor (Dr. Edith Millican) who had come on the LST with us.  She was a medical 
missionary.  She had a little hospital and she would have to take in the most 
acute cases.  And she had to leave outside the ones who were just weak and 
starve -- and starving.  And she, her nurse and the orderlies would bring out 
buckets of gruel.  And people always had their rice bowls with them, and they'd 
fill it up with that, you know some rice gruel.  There's some nutrition in it.  
But it's -- It was so cruel and heartbreaking. 
          Then when I went back -- I was -- And Kaare Gythfeldt, this man, and 
also Art Rothstein -- I wish Elissa could hear this.  (Pause.) 
          Anyway, we sent telegrams back to Shanghai, saying that – Gythfeldt  
said, "I have visited the concentration camps, the death camps, Bergen Belsen 
and -- in Europe as a Norwegian foreign correspondent, but never have I seen 
anything as deliberately cruel and horrible as -- as here."  And I sent things 
that -- "Urgent need for more supplies.  Where are they?"  And -- And Rothstein 
sent something along the same vein.  Well, nothing came, no response.  Got back 
up to Changsha and I found out that those telegrams never got through to 
Shanghai.  Wouldn't have done much good if they had, because they were just as 
corrupt up there. 
          What happened, they had to go through a Chinese telegraph office, and 
they are all the -- it was (inaudible), you see.  They just took it over to the 
Chinese relief people and sent them no further.  They're still sitting there.  
So, you couldn't even get the word through because the damn government was so 
corrupt.  They didn't want anybody jumping them on the system.  This is human 
nature, I guess, to protect yourself. 
          So, when I got back eventually to Shanghai, they had no knowledge of 
these telegrams 'cause nobody had told them that nothing was getting through.  
And yet they had relief offices in Changsha who knew damn well that the stuff 
wasn't getting through. Corruption. 
     EF:  Who's they? 
     ACF:  Who's they?  The United Na- -- UNRRA people knew it and they had 
their own people in.  It's just like -- It's inefficiency, corruption, kickback, 
dishonesty, you name it.  And the nicest people -- I met a wonderful American 
woman (UNRAA) in Changsha, but she was dying; she did die.  She had picked up 
some kind of bug.  Anyway, there were some good people, yes.  But the petty 
officialdom was corrupt.   
          And that is why the Chinese government did not survive in the civil 
war with the Communists.  The Communists decided to weed out -- they wanted to 
put an end to corruption, and they did.  The whole idea was no one is to be 
corrupt.  It was like an article of faith.  And it was.  They fired it.  And 
that's why -- that's why they succeeded.  They won the hearts of the people, 
'cause they did -- The people knew they wouldn't be stolen from.  And that's why 
the Chinese communists -- But then Mao went crazy later, you remember the -- 
     BILL:  Cultural revolution. 
     ACF:  What did they call it, the Cultural Revolution? (Red Guards and all 
that stuff.)  Everybody getting purified, killed off, and all that.  He was -- 
He was insane.  And I -- that's why I couldn't understand why Chou En-lai, why 
he couldn't have short circuited (inaudible), but I guess he didn't have any 
control.  If you don't control the -- you don't have your finger on the trigger, 
you ain't got nothing.   
          But anyhow, awful thing is that -- that's -- I came out of China, as 
you know, terribly disillusioned.  I went up to -- I went up to other sections 
of China.  Went on another trip when the Director General Lowell Rooks -- the 
director general of the whole thing came out to China, and that's when he 



 79 

brought his secretary with him.  And we -- that's when we went on that airplane 
trip, our own plane all around China.  Not a little plane.   
          It was a C-47, which is the workhorse of the air -- of the whole 
airplane world.  That's the kind we flew in -- in the Virgin Islands, or 
someplace, Elissa.  It sounds so -- The British called it the “Dakota”.  It's 
made by Douglas, I think.  I hope they have the C-47 down in the air museum. 
I've never been to the air museum.  I'll make a point of going sometime to see 
if they have it.  You always felt safe in a C-47. 
          Gerald McAllister told me once, the first trip I went on, I said, "Oh, 
I'm just scared of flying."  He said, "Oh, you're going on a C-47, you're going 
to be safe."  And you're always safe when you're on a C-47.  They rarely crash, 
it's amazing.  So, we were on a C-47 and we lost our way over Central China.  No 
-- No telegraphic communications, for some reason, no visibility.  We didn't 
know how in the hell we were, but that's when we were lost in the clouds.  It 
was about five of us in this plane.  Then I said, "Well, let's eat."   (Pause.) 
We had a lot of those rations, you know, boxed rations, because I thought it 
would keep our minds off of crashing.  And finally, some light -- the clouds 
broke through, we could see where we were and landed.   I think that time in 
Hangkow.  But then we had so many adventures on that flight.    Another place -- 
I don't -- I'd have to reconstruct through my notes and all that stuff just 
where we were.  We landed right there on the line between the Nationalists and 
the Communists with there were skirmishes out in Central China.  And we stayed 
in an inn -- That's when I met bedbugs face to face.  Stayed in an inn that had 
never seen foreigners like us before.  They fed us and they were very courteous.   
          Then the next morning, that's when we -- the plane was stuck in the 
mud -- we weren't even in an airport -- in a field and these Chinese soldiers 
were asked to come and put -- attach ropes to the plane and to themselves and 
they pulled us out of the mud and we got off, and -- somehow or another.  So, 
you got used to these narrow escapes, in a way.  You know, the jig is up; you 
might as well enjoy it.  So, that was a fantastic trip.  I hope I've got notes 
on some of that. 
          And then I went another time up to the -- another -- what would you 
call it?  (Inaudible) a word like fantastic.  Another momentous trip in my life 
was up to the Yellow River.   The Yellow River, which is called Huang Ho, H-u-a-
n-g H-o, meaning Yellow River.  It's also called "China's sorrow" because it 
would flood so often and just sweep away thousands and thousands of people.  And 
the people continued to live there; where else were they going to go?  But they 
decided that -- And at one point in time, the Japanese, they had -- they even 
dynamited the levees and dams and that made a worse thing.     
        And UNRRA was trying to rebuild with the Chinese government, using an 
engineer named -- Oh, Mr. Todd, Larry Todd.  He was a famous engineer and he was 
trying to get the Yellow River put back together again.  We went up there and 
I've got a lot of photographs, some that I took and some that Art took, of -- of 
the coolies, coolies.  That was all manpower.  They cement and rocks and 
building materials to build a new dike or a new dam were all hand-carried.  It's 
hard to believe.   
          Coolies, with these rods on their bent shoulders, trotting along with 
these burdens on each end of the sticks, taking it to -- then dump into the -- 
for the fill.  I never quite knew what happened to the Yellow River, but I saw 
people -- I have photographs at home now of people.  I have one that's quite 
good of a little boy sitting with his grandmother, who's crying, she's very old, 
and he's put his hand up to her, trying to console her.  Her home was gone, 
everything was gone, and they were just victims.  It's a wonderful photograph.  
If I had someone who took some interest in me, all that -- No, I mean what I've 
done, who have some initiative. 
     EF:  That's what we're doing. 
     ACF:  I know, but help me put it together.  I've never had anybody -- 
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     EF:  (Inaudible) before. 
     ACF:  That Yellow River thing was a searing experience.  And Kaifeng was 
interesting.  It was later when I met Rudolph  Lowenthal, who -- who was Jewish, 
a German refugee and a Chinese scholar.  He was interested in the Chinese Jews 
and he wrote the -- in a big encyclopedia, a Chinese (inaudible) encyclopedia 
about the Chinese Jews of Kaifeng.  And that's where there was a -- the 
Nestoriaum Stone.  It has -- It's true.   
          And, you know, the Jews, the lost tribes of Israel, they wandered 
everywhere, as you know, or maybe you don't know.  And one of the tribes of 
Israel, they think, went to China.  And I have some photographs that I took in 
West China and it's so funny, one man right up front is just as Jewish as he 
could be.  A kind of a darkskinned Jewish fellow in Israel.  It's so interesting 
to see, 'cause that was just where they -- they had settled.   
          And Kaifeng was all sandy out there because -- well, the Yellow River.  
I drove all around on those dikes with a man named Dr. Fitch, I'll never forget 
that.  And he had been a YMCA person in the interior -- YMCA, educational 
director in -- in China.  And this -- I met, experienced so many wonderful, 
dedicated people. (Dr. Fitch helped Chinese after Japanese “rape of Nanking”.)   
          All of them in their own way, a Albert Schweitzer, but they were never 
sung, they were not articu- -- sung about, nor did they know how to sing, you 
might say, to express themselves.  That was -- That was Schweitzer's genius.  He 
was just like -- like Jesus.  Jesus had other people to do it for him.  
Excellent public relations.  You got to get the story out.  If you don't get the 
story out, nobody's going to know anything about you.  And Jesus got the story 
out (apostles – excellent p.r. men) and so have some of the other people who've 
been -- Jesus and Dr. Schweitzer both got the story out.  Schweitzer wrote about 
-- he wrote about himself all the time.  (Pause.) 
     EF:  China.  How long were you there? 
     ACF:  I told you, I was there more than a year.  (Pause.) 
 
                  20 July 1997 -- Lantz's Mill 
     EF:  Now it's July 20th, 1997.  We're at Lantz's Mill and we're sitting out 
on the side of the house on a bench, watching Amanda in the baby pool.  (Testing 
tape.) 
     ACF:  I don't believe I have recorded anything about my trip to Manchuria, 
but I'm only thinking of it right now.  I should have immersed myself in it in a 
more thoughtful way. (Pause.) 
     EF:  Tell us how you got to Manchuria and why you went. 
     ACF:  One of the most eventful experiences I had in China was a trip to 
Manchuria in 1946, I guess.  I suppose my rationale for going was to see if any 
UNRRA supplies were getting through to the people up there.  And anyway, also 
one of my responsibilities was to arrange -- help on transportation and 
everything for any correspondents.   
          So -- But I went -- The people aboard were Pegge Parker, who was 
freelance who had no real credentials.  I had known her in Washington.  She's an 
adventuress and I've kept up with her all this time.  She got -- She sold an 
article to Reader's Digest and made a couple of thousands of dollars, and that's 
how she came to China.  And then I got her a job.  Yes, I got her a job with 
Graves Registration, which was the American team -- American teams looking for 
the bodies of Americans who'd been shot down.  I don't know why she was going up 
on that.  That was not a graves registration assignment. 
          And then the other person was Lee Martin, who had a quasi-writing job.  
Her husband, Robert “Pepper” Martin, was a pretty well-known correspondent.  And 
the other was my beloved Autumn Ryan, who -- who died just recently in 1996, and 
was the mother of Congressman Leo Ryan, and -- who went to -- who was involved 
in the Jim Jones situation. I don’t know just why she came. 
     EF:  He was killed in Guyana. 
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     ACF:  He was killed by Jim -- Jim Jones and those people, wasn't he? 
     EF:  Yes, he was.  He was shot. 
     ACF:  He was shot. 
     EF:  In Guyana, South America. 
     ACF:  I can't remember why he was shot.  (Brief discussion.) 
          I can't remember.  Anyhow.  And then the most notable person of the 
entire group -- The most notable person in our little Manchurian group was Jack 
Chen.  Jack Chen is worthy of a book in itself.  Oh, God, it's going to take me 
forever to tell you about Jack Chen. 
     EF:  Well, try to do it succinctly. 
     ACF:  Jack Chen was a Chinese Trinidadian.  His father -- His mother 
(negro) was from Trinidad, his father was Chinese, and he had -- had been 
foreign minister of China under Sun Yat-sen. 
     EF:  Who had? 
     ACF:  Jack Chen's father, Eugene Chen.  And his mother, a -- Eugene Chen's 
wife was Trinidadian.  So, therefore, Jack was (inaudible) -- was a Trinidadian 
who -- who had predominance of the Negro, African blood rather than Indian, as 
well as Chinese.  Trinidad is a mixed society, as we know.  And so, Jack was an 
excellent combination and he was a brilliant man.   
          And he had walked -- This is very significant.  Jack had gone along as 
a young man, boy, I guess, with his father, Eugene Chen, and a man named Michael 
Borodin.  Walked overland from China to Russia at the time that Sun Yat-sen had 
taken over the Chinese government, and then he was being pushed out.  And they -
- being pushed by Chaing Kai-shek's forces, and that's how they -- they walked 
out and went to -- walked to Russia.  And Borodin was Russian and that was the 
early influence on the Chinese communists.   
          Well, that's a book -- books have been written about that, but Jack is 
-- was a very distinguished person.  Author of numerous books and college 
professor, lecturer. I've lost track of him.  I hope he's still alive.  Because 
we did keep up with each other.  He visited me here in Washington, as well. 
          So, off we went, our jolly little group. Autumn, Lee, Jack, Pegge and 
me.  And the first -- All kinds of things went wrong from the very beginning.  
I'll make it brief.  The -- The boat pulled off without us going up the Yellow 
Sea and all that.  And we were taken out to the side of the boat and had to go 
up an L.S.M. what they called the Jacob's Ladder.  Imagine going on a bobbing 
boat -- from a bobbing launch, going up a rope ladder, climbing up hand over 
hand, and then being pulled on deck.  And -- 
     EF:  Was this at night? 
     ACF:  No, it was daytime.  But they had left, because time and tide meets –
“Time and tide waits for no man.” 
     EF:  Do you have any clue what month it was or -- 
     ACF:  No, I can't -- I don't remember exactly – October or November.  
Anyhow, so we all got abroad.  And Autumn was a lot older than I; she was in her 
sixties, I think.  Anyway -- Had white hair like mine today -- 
     EF:  She was in her sixties then? 
     ACF:  Well, she was a lot older than the rest of us.  She must have been in 
her fifties or early sixties.  She was a fabulous woman.  Had all these children 
and she took some of them to China, and I kept up with them.  In any event, so 
off we went and we disembarked.  But soon thereafter on this -- I have a lot of 
material on that little voyage up there on this little -- what they call an LSM, 
means landing -- They would carry supplies during the war.  They were all 
surface (inaudible).         And we -- I got sick.  I don't know why.  I got so 
ill, I couldn't go -- I couldn't even eat, when they had their little banquet 
there.  Well, it was only for our little group.  And Jack Chen drew pictures -- 
did the menu and then drew pictures, caricatures of every one of us.  And I have 
mine now, wearing pajamas, the kind that had the feet in and a -- quote-unquote, 
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a “fur hat”.  But I -- That sketch was on the menu.  I still have it, Elissa, 
and I wish somebody would help me in my materials, pictures, et al. 
          Anyway, all they had to eat.  In other words, it was all very 
makeshift and a lot of fun.  But I couldn't go up to eat, but I think that they 
brought my food down to me. 
          So, we got to -- We landed at Hulatao, which it a port -- Manchurian 
port off the -- 
     EF:  Spell that. 
     ACF:  Hulatao.  H-u-l -- H-u-l-a-t-a-o, something like that, Manchuria.  
And then we -- I don't remember whether we knew where we were going, but we were 
headed toward the capital called Mukden, but we got on a -- in a truck.  And 
then I remember as we drove across the -- the dun-colored Manchurian plain, 
which is very reminiscent of what Manchur- -- Mongolia's like, I said something, 
but Jack Chen wrote it down.  "Ann says that horses of -- Tang horses" -- T-a-n-
g, that's a certain kind of horse that's well-known in statuary in China -- 
"Tang horses galloping across the horizon."  Indeed, they were.  Anyhow. 
          Then we went to some kind of makeshift hotel, motel, inn, really 
makeshift, with some Chinese soldiers, I remember, and we slept, I guess, in 
sort of sleeping bags and all that overnight.  I remember nothing more than that 
– except a rat gnawing our pumpkin seeds near our heads so we all turned around.  
Then going -- pushing ahead, I finally got on to -- I guess Mukden, which -- 
     EF:  How do you spell that? 
     ACF:  M-u-k-d-e-n, which is the capital -- one of the capitals, regional 
capitals of Manchuria.  And then -- then the next part of the trip was to go up 
to the capital, a place called Changchun.  I'm giving these names; they all have 
other Chinese names, as well, but these are the names I know them by.   
          And this -- all of Manchuria had been fought over by the Chinese 
communists and the Nationalists, and very, very recently.  And then the Russians 
had moved in and -- and taken away all the industrial machinery, 'cause that was 
like a -- like the Detroit of China, building tanks and everything.  And the 
Russians had come in and taken everything out.  And also, there had been two or 
three battles and fights up there and campaigns.  
          Just why I was there, I've yet to know.  But anyhow, we went on to 
Changchun.  I remember arriving at night and the Chinese were out there with 
their lanterns, square, all these square or rectangular shaped paper lanterns 
down at the train station.  It was all very scary and it was cold.  And they 
took us -- an UNRRA representative up there -- Michael Bodine.  He was 
Australian.  Met us and took us to this stone house, kind of cement stone house, 
rather handsome in its way, which had been occupied by the -- this had been the 
Japanese capital during the war with China.  (Pause.) 
     EF:  Okay, after the phone call from Rose. 
     ACF:  So, UNRRA had commandeered or rented this mansion. It was very 
austere and quite handsome.  A walled-in compound.  So, let's see, Lee Martin 
and I were assigned to that house.  I can't remember who else was assigned to 
it, but -- 
     EF:  What do you mean assigned to it?  To sleep there? 
     ACF:  Yes.  We were given -- billeted there.  And, of course, I didn't know 
what I was getting into.  Other words, it was a guest house. 
     EF:  What were you getting into? 
     ACF:  I was getting into meeting someone who became a friend for the rest 
of my life, a very handsome, Nordic, German woman, wearing -- like a nurse's 
white uniform, you might say.  And her hair was golden and pulled straight back.  
She had quite regular features.  Then there was another woman living there who -
- 
     EF:  (Inaudible) her name is. 
     ACF:  Wait a minute.  Another woman who had dark hair.  But this woman was 
the serving person, the -- the housekeeper. And the other woman was the cook.  
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And she took me to my room -- I don't remember much about the room -- and I 
unpacked all my junk.  And she -- Her name was -- She spoke English and she was 
German, and this was very interesting to me.  I'd never been to Germany and she 
was my idea of the -- of the Brunhilde, the Valkyrie -- I mean, all the -- the 
German Nordic goddess type.  And so, her story -- 
     EF:  Her name. 
     ACF:  Her name was Thea, T-h-e-a, Weckerle, W-e-c-k-e-r-l-e.  And by 
degrees, we talked a lot right there.  There was a beautiful sunroom right there 
and we talked.  I remember one morning, the next day I washed my hair, and while 
I was sitting there, the sun was pouring in.  We talked a great deal and I found 
out a lot about her.  She came from Stuttgart and had gone -- what's that verb -
- had gone some years before to Australia to work for the German consulate.  
When war broke out, relations became quite broke with -- between Germany and -- 
and England – Australia. 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  -- the rest of the world and -- and there she was in the Japanese -- 
No.   She was working -- She was working for the Germans.  So, they evacuated 
all the Germans home.  And she went by ship and had come on up through -- from 
Australia, but they brought them -- couldn't go around the other way because the 
shipping lanes, I guess, would be torpedoed, and they dropped these people off 
at a port in -- in Manchuria.  Because, see, the Japanese and the Germans were 
allies, so that she was left up there.  And a good many of the Germans who had 
ended up there were taken into Russia, and that was the end -- (Phone.) 
     EF:  I'm curious.  Why is -- What was she doing as a housekeeper?  Who was 
paying her?  What was she doing there?  I don't understand any of that. 
     ACF:  Well, all those are good questions and basic ones.  But this house 
had been commandeered, you might say, arranged for UNRRA through the Chinese 
relief, who had gotten it from the -- the ruling group in that time would have 
been the Chinese government, which probably had jurisdiction over the house, and 
the housekeeper came with the house.  And I don't -- I don't guess she got paid 
anything.   
          But she was -- she was hiding out there because she was terrified that 
they would send her, a German, to a Russian slave labor camp.   They sent a lot 
of Russians over there to -- a lot of Germans over to Russia, although she had 
not -- And she told me up and down that she knew nothing about all that Nazi 
stuff, she'd been in -- in Australia for a good while, several years.  (Pause.) 
          So, she told me -- her life story in Australia, and then I told her a 
little bit about myself.  I liked her very much, and -- but I had such terrible 
mixed emotions.  I said, "Surely, you knew what was going on in Germany.  
Surely, you knew."  She kept saying she didn't.  But oddly enough, she tried to 
do little nice things for me.  I had a Chinese pottery horse and the head kept -
- kept breaking off; she glued it back.   
          But later, in my luggage -- Elissa, I never told you this, and I still 
have it.  I found a pin -- obviously, it had been placed there -- of a swastika 
with a red cross in the center of it.  And if she was trying to get rid of it, 
she could have dug a hole in the soil, you know.  Why put it in somebody's 
luggage?  So, I don't know whether that other woman who worked there put it in 
my luggage.  I don't know who put it in my luggage.  I don't -- I'll never know 
to this day.   
          I asked her about it years later.  She begged ignorance.  But they 
were trying to show that they had no connections with the German Nazis.  This 
was a swastika.  I have it.  It's -- That's a collector's item, certainly.  
Therefore, I had the suspicion all the time, but on the other hand, all I know 
is that when she finally -- I tried to -- She got back to -- UNRRA helped to get 
her back to Germany without being -- made a prisoner of war in -- in Russia.  
And I wish I could remember these details, they're important, too.  But she had 
to go overland.  I can't think of any other way of going there.  But-- 
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          Then years later, I -- to link the story together.  Later -- I'll link 
it together later.  I met her in Stuttgart.  She was back home again and the 
Germans were very bad off from the standpoint of food, and I got her a lot of 
food and all of that from the American Army PX, where I had privileges. 
          But back to Changchun.  I went to -- After that we went up to Harbin.  
That's -- Jack Chen, Pegge Parker, Lee Martin and myself.  Harbin was the -- 
what was the White Russian capital, you might say, of Northern Manchuria, up on 
the -- almost on the Mongolian border, and had -- and numerous Russians had 
settled.  It was a Russian city.  The churches were Russian.  Architecture was 
Russian.  And the people, more to the point, were Russian.  And they had fled to 
Manchuria at the... 
 
                    (End of Side B, Tape 4.)� 
 
                     ORAL HISTORY -- Tape 5 
Interviewed:  20 July 1997, Lantz's Mill.   Topic:  China. 
 
     ANN COTTRELL FREE: ...and, of course, there were Chinese there, but they 
were like a -- 
     ELISSA FREE:  (Inaudible) finish, all about the nightclubs, that sort of 
thing. 
     ACF:  Well, it was a thriving city, Harbin, and it was once called the 
Paris of the East -- had nightclubs and -- with excellent Russian food, 
naturally.  And I went to one, but they only had two or three customers – dark, 
somber place.  
     EF:  Tell us where you are if it's in a different place?  What are you 
talking about? 
     ACF:  After Changchun, after I left there, Changchun, I went to Harbin 
because we were trying to get some medical supplies through.  And it was very, 
very difficult for people like me, for anybody to go there because the 
Communists were about to take it any minute, and while I was there, they did.  
And I got influenced to go through Jack Chen, because of his high connections in 
the Chinese communist world. He still had a lot of influence -- He -- He knew 
all the wheels within wheels. 
           He got us a pass through a man named -- If anybody's ever listening 
to this in years to come -- a man named Li Li San, who had been almost a rival 
of Mao in the early days and he was still a high dignitary.  And I have a 
photograph of Li Li San taken -- when we -- few days later.  After we were in 
Harbin, we were evacuated because the Chinese communists were taking over 
completely.  And I -- I loved Harbin.  It was like being in Russia.   
          And then we went to a huge guest house.  I say these words advisedly.  
They'd been under contract.  UNRRA in some way had gotten it.  And it was run by 
them.  Then built and maintained.  And it was owned by a wealthy Polish lumber 
baron.  And we had little boys to wait on us all the time, little Chinese boys. 
Called little “red devils.”  Everybody said "Be careful what you say, 'cause 
they're all spies."  Anyway.  We stayed there, very good food – red wine and 
chicken kiev - and then -- then I got to know a Mr. Buck.   
          He was the consul from Denmark, obviously high in intelligence, and he 
was about the only Western diplomat left in Harbin.  (Who was he working for 
really, Denmark?) He was acting as a listening post.  It was a world that I knew 
nothing about, rather like in the mystery books.  He had a beautiful wife and a 
child.  And they had us over there to his house and -- Because we were about the 
only American faces anywhere.  The British were gone, never been many in that 
part of Manchuria.   
           So then one day, he came with the news that we had to leave, that 
that the war was really on again and that the talks that General George C. 
Marshall had been carrying on with the Chinese government, the Kuomintang 
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government and the Chinese Communists -- who was headed now by Mao, but the 
spokesperson was Chou En lai.  Those talks about -- making a compromise about 
China had totally, totally broken down.   
          In other words, Marshall's mission to China had ended in failure and 
people like myself and those with me, we were stranded.  But an American plane 
was sent to various places and, in particular, up to Manchuria and we were the 
last people -- the last Americans out of Manchuria.  Mr. Buck had stayed, 'cause 
he was not an American national.  I don't -- I guess he went back some other 
way.  I guess he came through okay. 
          But in any event, I'll never forget that flight home in this -- like a 
cargo plane.  And then I did see Thea one more time, and then -- and then I got 
-- It's funny on sequences.  I remember going on to Peking.  Oh, no.  I didn't 
see her again, I telephoned her.  I said “I won't see you again and I hope you 
get out”, and I said that I'll do what I could.  Anyway, I ended up in Peking.  
And that was the end of the Manchurian adventure.  I'm sure I've forgotten many, 
many details.  I had a lot written down somewhere.   
          But -- Then I was in Peking for awhile, then went on back to Shanghai.  
I guess this is an exercise in futility all the way around, but quite 
interesting.  Let's turn this off now. 
          In fact, it's extremely historically interesting anyway you look at 
it.  Manchuria has been a part of China for many centuries.  What they called 
the Northeast -- Northeastern Provinces.  And Manchuria means Manchu. The Manchu 
Dynasty gave it its name for some reason about a couple hundred years ago. 
          So, then it was ruled for many, many years by warlords and the one was 
called the Li -- Marshal Chang So Lin ((know at the “young Marshal”) and he was 
the one who was toppled, you might say, by the Japanese.  I cannot go into a 
long story about the Japanese assault on Manchuria, but that was the real 
foothold into China, by knocking him out.  And then the Japanese when they took 
it over – are the real beginning of the end before World War II in the East.  It 
was the first incursion of the Japanese against China.  It began in 1937. 
     EF:  You don't have to (inaudible). 
     ACF:  Well, I think you should know this.  And the Japanese gave it the 
name of Manchukuo and it was -- carried that name until the end of World War II, 
when the Japanese were booted out.  And so, as I said, after they left, the 
vacuum was filled by both the Russians the Chinese communists and there was a 
lot of fighting back and forth.  And I was there at that one interlude when the 
Chinese communists were ousted temporarily, and then they came back in and -- 
right on -- on our heels, you might say, and that's when we left. 
          So then when we left, everything closed down forever and -- I mean, 
until -- for many, many years.  And I wrote an article about it for the Herald 
Tribune and gave it to the regular New York Herald Tribune correspondent named 
Art Steele, who's famous and well-known and highly respected.  He seemed like an 
older man to me.  Of course, he was probably all of forty, but anyhow.  But he -
- he did something.  He wanted it to be his story and he did something pretty 
bright, I think, (inaudible) on that one.   
          It was a long, long front page interview with me, which was, 
incidentally, reprinted by syndicate -- papers that took the Herald Tribune 
syndicate, amongst them my old paper, the Richmond Times Dispatch.  I have the 
clipping to this day about how this was the last -- first -- one of the last 
Americans out and how I described what was going on, what was then behind the, 
quote-unquote, "new iron curtain" and how the people were getting along, etc., 
etc.  So, that was the last -- that was the last dispatch out of Manchuria until 
after the -- until 1950, I guess. 
          So, in any event, I'll go back to our return -- 
     EF:  Is that when you had framed on the wall? 
     ACF:  What's that? 
     EF:  Where is that? 
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     ACF:  I don't think I had it framed; I have it somewhere. 
          And then I went to -- back to Peking and Shanghai and all of that long 
ago.  I can't remember the sequences at the moment.  What I was doing is just 
giving the highlights of things.  All I know is that when I arrived on the 
airplane in Peking from Manchuria, what I wrote about it and thought, as well.  
That -- It's like -- Everything is dun-colored 'cause it was still kind of 
covered with the dust of the Gobi Desert, so close, you know.  And then as we 
got into China proper, then everything was green and, of course -- and colorful, 
the red tile roofs and the green cabbages.  The Chinese are heavy on cabbage, 
you know.  In other words, a more colorful place.   
          And I stayed at the famous Wagonlit Hotel (sleeping car, pullman), 
which probably no longer exists.  And there, I'll just give you a few snapshots 
either before or after I was in Manchuria when I was in Peking.  I was there 
several times.  One of the things that disgusted me so much was that one day I 
was -- I was being carried or pulled by one of the aristocratic, you might say, 
elitist rickshaw drivers.  They had a hierarchy of rickshaw drivers.  The poor, 
beaten down ones with their veins distended in their legs, looking 
undernourished all throughout China.  And, of course, they had the pedi cab ones 
that have the bicycles attached.  But in Peking that was like the aristocracy of 
rickshaws.   
          And the ones that had the -- the stands, the franchise, you might say, 
at the famous Wagon Lit Hotel, where the -- this man, I guess his name was Mr. 
Loo, or something like that.  His rickshaw was beautiful -- all the metal part 
was burnished and the wooden pulls, like the harness, whatever you call it, 
things that he pulled, were beautiful wood and like, you know, the equivalent of 
a mahogany and the seats were wonderful.  In other words, the Cadillac of 
rickshaws.  And so, he took me around, showing me places, and he spoke some 
English.   
          So, when trotting down one of the semi-residential sections of Peking, 
Beijing, the American Marines were there and then -- I don't know what they were 
doing, but they had a -- Of course, we always had Marines in -- connected with 
embassies all over the world, but these were there for something else.  They 
were stationed there, because we had had Marines stationed in China.  And 
somehow or another, the Marines -- they were coming back from taking down the 
American flag and they -- either they thought that the rickshaw man was crossing 
their way, they felt that he was showing disrespect to the American flag and 
American government.  I just think he was trotting on his usual way.  And what 
they said to that man was absolutely disgusting.  They didn't strike him.  And I 
told them -- I said, "You ought to be ashamed of yourselves," but that's about 
all I could do. 
     EF:  What did they say? 
     ACF:  Oh, you -- I don't remember the words.  I wish -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible) words? 
     ACF:  Oh, like "you slant eyed chink," that kind of thing.  "What are you 
doing?"  "Get out of our way."  "You did that on purpose."  I mean, there was an 
accusation; I remember that, don't remember the exact words, a term of 
opprobrium, you know, like "chink" or something.  And I was -- And I was the one 
riding and I did not take up for the Marines.  I told the Marines that they 
ought to be ashamed of themselves.  And I told them -- I apologized to the 
rickshaw man.  What else could I do?  Nothing.  What would you have done? 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  You know, you couldn't get out and -- Nobody to arrest the Marines.  
And probably he -- I think he did kind of half cut in front of them, but after 
all, it was his country, too. 
     EF:  Like road rage.  They have it now, too. 
     ACF:  Yeah, road rage.  Anyway, and they had the American flag.  And being 
Marines, tough, what else?  So, these are just little vignettes.  And then I 
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have at home -- I keep it on the coffee table -- what they call a Teanhe bowl, 
which the -- its Manchurian or Mongolian.  Its olive wood with silver all around 
it, and it's all silver inside, as well. 
     EF:  (Inaudible)? 
     ACF:  Well, you might call it an ashtray.  It's a bowl which they used to 
put millet and fermented with mare's milk called kamiss.  But this was sold in 
one of the gift shops, but it -- it was a real thing.  But I've always treasured 
that.  And I saw it on my first trip to Peking and I went back a second time and 
it was still there.   
          And then when I was in Peking, that's where I bought a rug which is 
down on my floor in the -- in my big study right now, a -- oh, it's about six by 
four, a pretty good-sized rug, which was absolutely beautiful.  And I have it on 
-- I turned it over.  I brought that back from China.  Then I have hanging a 
wonderful rug that I bought, which is a Chinese saddle rug, but you've never 
seen it.  I have it hanging on the wall.  It's too nice to walk on. 
     EF:  What wall? 
     ACF:  On the door of the study going in -- on the third floor. 
     EF:  How could I not have seen it? 
     ACF:  Probably -- 
     EF:  The red one? 
     ACF:  Yes, um-hmm.  I brought that back, too.  And then I was in the era -- 
I was in the fur coat era.  I bought my mother a fur coat and all kinds of furs 
and loaded up on fur hats for myself, all animals painfully trapped.  Of course, 
then I wore one of them, one of those beautiful kinds of beaver-type hats for 
years and years.  You'll see pictures of me in it.  And I just -- that's -- You 
have a -- a -- a lower consciousness.  Nobody else -- You know it's wrong, but 
you don't think about it.  You don't think about it because nobody else reminds 
you that they died a painful death.  Coming out on the ship to China on the 
Empire Joy, there were fur traders -- Didn't I tell you about that earlier? 
     EF:  Yes. 
     ACF:  About my romance and all that, how I learned to play -- how I played 
bridge all the time, not all the time, with these Chinese traders, Mr. Izzy 
Herskowitz and I don't remember the other one.  They were on their way back.  
Fur traders.  And they were going up there to corner the postwar market from all 
those fur people coming in from God knows where and ending up in New York, 
Paris, God knows.   
          So, Peking.  Oh, a lot of other little things. 
     EF:  Well, where did you live? 
     ACF:  I didn't live in Peking, I stayed in a hotel.  I wasn't there very 
long.  But then -- In Peking, that was where -- These are all personal things.  
A phone call and I guess -- at night from -- (Pause.) 
          There was a man in Richmond, Virginia named Tom Watson.  He was a -- 
and he had -- he was -- had married, although he was 20 years her junior, this 
wonderful horsewoman named Fontaine (inaudible name). 
     EF:  Spell that. 
     ACF:  Fontaine, F-o-n-t-a-i-n-e.  Maury, M-a-u-r-y.  Thraves, T-h-r-a-v-e-
s.  And she was a -- She was a woman out of a novel, like a Scarlett O'Hara. 
(Black hair, creamy white skin.)  I mean, she was an older woman then and she 
had horses and dogs and all of that.  And her -- her relative -- I don't know 
whether it was a grandfather or great uncle -- was Mathew Fontaine Mauray, whose 
name means nothing to you or my listeners, but he was the “pathfinder of the 
seas”.  He was the one who laid -- and it was his construction.  He laid the 
first cable in -- from America to Europe.  And there's a statue of him at 
Monument Avenue and Belmont, which I -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible)?      ACF:  In Richmond, which was put up -- And I 
remember -- I told you this story before, that I got up and went after -- had 
the dedication -- I used to go back and forth that way all the time.  I'm the 
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one who sat in his lap, climbed up.  Anyway – Every time I got there, I think of 
that.  Then on up a few blocks is the statue of Arthur Ashe.  Then on down 
further, of course, is General Lee, and General Jackson, and General Stuart. 
          So, she was a descendant of Matthew -- Let's see. 
     EF:  (Inaudible) Maury. 
     ACF:  She's Fontaine Maury Thraves and her father was -- 
 
     ACF:  No.  No.  He's the -- Well, anyway.  We'll check, it.  She was a 
great horsewoman.  Showed horses, of course, hunted.  And in the 
Virginia/British tradition, something that I'm glad I was exposed to 'cause it 
is like living in England -- It's another world.  And she was divorced from Mr. 
Thraves and she had two very attractive daughters.  One was Pat and one was 
Mercy, M-e-r-c-y.  And Mercy was married and divorced.  Pat was young, my age.   
          And Tom Watson became -- He was a beautiful -- one of those tall, 
lean, aristocratic, high cheek boned men, but you knew there was something of a 
n'ere do well in him.  Had -- long legs of a -- steeplechase-type rider look 
about him.  But anyhow, I know that they were in the horse business together.  
And then he turned around and married her, years older she was, because they 
were in business together and she was dead attractive.  Had black hair, parted 
in the middle, pulled back, and just -- high cheekbones, too.  Just a wonderful 
woman.  I liked her so much. 
          And then when I was in China -- Okay.  He was with the Marines – a 
captain - and he was stationed there at the embassy in a fairly high job.  I 
called him or somehow or another we met up and then I had this long conversation 
with -- with Tom Watson.  And he said to me -- I have a picture of him, by the 
way.  I think he went with me to -- I took the train back, because I have a 
picture of him and me at the train station.  And he -- he was so glad to see me 
because I was a breath from home, but also I think an unwelcome reminder of 
home.   
          And he -- because he -- he confessed to me -- I told my mother, but I 
don't think it ever really sunk in.  She was -- See, she was Fontaine's age and 
-- and everybody knew the -- the June in January marriage, but nobody minded too 
much.  But then he talked to me, he unburdened his soul to me and told me that 
he -- he was in love with Pat. 
     EF:  The daughter? 
     ACF:  The youngest daughter of his wife.  He told me the whole thing.  I 
said, "I didn't know that, Tom."  And he said, "What am I going to do?  My tour 
of duty's going to be up here in the Marines" soon.  I'm going back and I'm 
madly in love with Pat and" -- 
     EF:  Did she love him?     ACF:  I guess she reciprocated.  And I don't 
think she ever married anybody.  And Mercy is -- That's an interesting name, 
isn't it, Mercy?  She hadn't -- She married someone else.  You see -- Think of 
it, Elissa.  I'm the only one alive to tell these stories and I only have bits 
and pieces.  Her name was Patricia, the young girl.  She was not as handsome and 
stirring as either her mother or her sister.   
          But in any event, he was head over heels in love with her and he said, 
"What am I gonna do?"  He said, "How" -- then he asked me the dumbest question:  
"How old do you think Fontaine is?"  Of course, he knew how old, but I guess he 
was trying to figure out whether she -- I would consider her old.  I don't know 
what he thought.  But anyhow, so be that as it may.   
          Then I went on back and I think it was back in Shanghai about a week 
or so later when I had a phone call from another newspaper friend from -- 
somebody from Peking.  Oh, God, I don't know if this is all in the diary or not.  
But somebody called me and said, "Did you" -- "Tom Watson shot himself.  He blew 
his brains out."  He was getting ready to go back soon.  And obviously, that was 
why -- and probably because I set up a trend of thought, running into me.  See, 
I was the same age as Pat.  And the one he married was the same age as my 
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mother.  Anyway, so -- That was that.  And I don't know -- My mother never told 
Fontaine the story, 'cause I -- 
     EF:  It wouldn't have been right.     ACF:  No, it wouldn't have been 
right.  Of course, I don't know if Fontaine ever found out about the romance 
with Pat, but he just figured she would.  Anyway, it was just a royal mess.  So, 
that's my version, that he had just seen me, he was about to go back, and this 
was the only way out for him.  I don't know anymore than that.  Nothing more 
than that.  Who could I check it with?  He was gone.  I never saw Pat again.   
          And -- Anyway, those are the little things that happened amongst the 
newspaper -- all those young people, all kinds of people killing themselves and 
doing things out there in China, getting drunk and ruining their lives, young 
newspaper people and writers, so much of that.  So many tragedies and -- among 
that -- killing and shoot -- people killing themselves. 
          Anyway, back to Shanghai.  (Pause.) 
          A few more little postscripts.  When I was in Peking, I wanted to go 
to the Great Wall of China, of course.  All you did was take a train out to a 
certain place and then walk up these -- walk up the wall, walk up these huge 
stairs that -- Somehow or another, I got hooked up with this boy who was a 
couple years my junior, I think, named Seymour Topping.  And he was a stringer 
for AP, a very ambitious young fellow.   
          And he knew me because I was the -- the well-known correspondent for 
the Herald -- New York Herald Tribune and people like Seymour Topping, they 
always liked to be with people who were name brands, you know, and I was name 
brand to him.  A pretty smart guy.  I've got a cute picture of us, him kissing 
my hand as I got on a train to go somewhere.  We went to the Great Wall together 
and it was kind of fun.  And I didn't keep up with him at all 'cause he worked -
- He was smart, writing stories for the -- for the AP on spec, I guess, a 
stringer.  And then guess where he ended up?  The managing editor, then the 
executive editor of The New York Times, and he was very smart.  And his wife is 
Audrey Topping.  He married her after we -- well after we met.  And she was the 
daughter of the Canadian ambassador to China.  In other words, a super old China 
hand.   
          And they've done all kinds of wonderful things.  They both write for 
this wonderful magazine that I take that the United Nations puts out.  She's an 
expert on everything about China, has been railing against the horrible damming 
of the Yangtze Gorges.  (Pause.) 
          A postscript.  Her name was Fontaine Maury Thraves, named for her 
grandfather, Matthew Fontaine Maury.  Famous, look it up.  And I don't need to 
spell that, do I? (He laid the first communication cable under the Atlantic.)  
          Now I guess I ought to tell you about a wonderful, wonderful friend 
and a wonderful, wonderful experience, and I owe it all to her.  She's a very 
sensible and lovely person and too bad she's not here to be -- so we could have 
gone down the years together, but was cut so damn short, so unnecessary.  She 
died so soon after we came back, relatively soon after we took -- we went around 
the world together.    
         I went around the world with Verna Mae, V-e-r-n-a.  Mae, M-a-e.  
Feuerhelm, F-e-u-e-r-h-e-l-m.  Which translates from the German, the "fire 
helmet," "fire hat."  And she came from Hayward, near San Francisco, California.  
And I've lost -- never did keep track of her family and that page of my life is 
gone.  I've tried so hard to get her diaries 'cause she kept a better diary than 
I did. 
          In any event, when it was time for me to leave China, I wanted very 
much to go back an interesting way and I put down my money for the Trans-
Siberian Railroad.  Well, I went to that dark and dingy Russian embassy, scared 
of my shadow.  Everybody looked like they were out of the Mafia.  And gave them 
my -- the equivalent of my ten bucks for my visa, which never came.  Good thing.   
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          Because then I ran into this -- I had run into -- I had met Verna 
previously on a trip -- one of those famous trips I took around China in a -- a 
city up in northern China called T- -- the beer is named after it.  Tisngtao, T-
i-s-n-g-t-a-o, Tisngtao.  And she had been stationed with UNRRA up there and she 
had previously worked for the Bureau of Labor Statistics for the Department of 
Labor.  Other words, she was a statistician.  And the Bureau of Labor Statistics 
Index, of course -- a lot of the American economy is based on those, what we pay 
for things and so on.  And she was a pretty smart gal.  And I borrowed clothes 
from her up there 'cause I was on that trip over -- on Tsingtao, I was going 
other places.  And I found out that all these Chinese, I was constantly invited 
to dinners with these -- these warlords or whatever you want to call them, and 
she lent me clothes.   
          And when she came back to Shanghai, I ran into her again.  Of course, 
returned her clothes to her and ended up later on wearing them a lot.  She went 
with John Oudine up to the Bubbling Well/Nanking Road golf course.  I always 
wanted to do something, was always full of ideas, so let's try that out.  That 
had been the racetrack which the American and British had used in the, quote-
unquote, "virtual colonial days" extraterritoriality, but now it was kind of 
turned into small golf course.  So, I ran into Verna and I said, "Oh, Verna, how 
wonderful to see you," and then we talked.  I said, "What are your plans about 
leaving?"  Because she was finished with her job in Tsingtao and I was finishing 
up with mine in Shanghai. 
          Well, I don't know how we worked it out.  I said, "Let's" -- "I want 
to go around the world by boat and anything I can.  I just wish I could find 
somebody to go with me.  Would you think of it?"  She said, "Yes, I'd love to."  
And that was -- We made a prompt decision right then and we went ahead and got 
all of our proper documentation, as much as one needed at that point.  And, 
indeed, we set off together. 
     EF:  From where?  Shanghai? 
     ACF:  Shanghai.     EF:  When was this? 
     ACF:  1947. 
     EF:  What month? 
     ACF:  I'd have to look in my diary.  Let's see, in the late winter, early 
spring of that year, I guess.  I went -- I believe I went first, then she joined 
me in Hong Kong.  I went down on a boat out of Shanghai and you know what?  I 
drank too damn much in Shanghai.  I was so hung over the day I left over and 
sitting up half the night, saying goodbye to China with friends, you know.  'Oh, 
Shanghai, will I ever see you again?'  Another gulp of whatever, vodka.  And the 
-- my apartment looked like hell.  And John Oudine and then Marie Reimers, 
everybody tried to get me packed up.  I was so disorganized. 
     EF:  (Inaudible).  
     ACF:  All through my life, in college, different people were packing my 
suitcases for me.  And somehow they stuffed everything in; they got me down to 
the boat and got me on.  And I remember the first thing when I got on the 
Shanghai (inaudible) -- 
     EF:  Did you throw up? 
     ACF:  Oh, I had a terrible headache.  But my roommate was this cute little 
dark-haired woman.  "I'm a Turki-Tartar girl."  That was my first -- Turki means 
from Turkmenistan and the Tartar, you know, the Tartars.  "I'm a Turki-Tartar 
girl."  And that's -- I was always -- Central Asia.  And so, she was my 
roommate, and then there was a marvelous Englishman aboard, Scotsman, too.  It 
was just a page out of all the things I'd dreamed about all my life.  All these 
exotic characters. Me in Shanghai and me still with a hangover.   
          It's all out of a book that I never would have dreamed of when I was 
going to Collegiate School and finishing up in 1934, living at 3105 West Gray 
Street.  Here I was on the coast (inaudible) steamer from Shanghai to Hong Kong 
with a Turki- Tartar girl and a Chinese gentleman out there telling me goodbye 
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and bringing me all these gifts, and John Oudine kissing me goodbye.  And then 
the nice little old lady who would come in and do massages, she was – also Louis 
Hsai, my English language friend, who gave me my Chinese name.  Everybody was so 
sweet and wonderful.  And I said, well, I'll see you all again.  I did see John 
Oudine again.   
          And, of course, then Verna I think -- She was not on that boat.  She 
came on down later.  But then we went to -- stayed in one of the great hotels in 
Hong Kong and that's where I met my old love.  Saw him for the last time.  Since 
I had parted from him more than a year before that, and then the last time I was 
to be with him.  Eric -- Eric Alexander Reinhart Baron MacKay. Isn't that a 
marvelous name?  So charming.  And he was Dutch.  I have a picture of him taken 
on the balcony of my hotel room.  And he reminded me -- He looks a little bit -- 
the early -- the first Prince of Wales looked.  Remember him?  The Duke of 
Windsor. 
          Anyway.  I don't remember much about -- just sightseeing around Hong 
Kong, which was fabulous.  But, of course, the highlight was going up to the 
peak, the famous peak, by funicular, the cable car.  Where I visited -- See, I 
had all these entrées through all the Keswicks.  They all -- All that family.  
They lived -- They lived on the peak.  That is the peak of the world.  They were 
the richest people in the expatriate colonial world.  And met with some of them.  
          And then -- And then I don't remember much except that then we were 
going to go to Macao, but somehow or another we missed the boat, literally 
missed the boat and there wasn't another one for a couple of days, so I never 
got to Macao.  I said let's go somewhere else, so then we went over to Canton, 
China, which was very interesting at that time.  It's called something else now, 
Guangzhou.  And I'll never forget going to Canton.  Oh, I mean I remember where 
I stayed was so -- so -- not Chinese at all and very -- a residual of the old 
English empire with the large buildings with porches and the mosquito netting, 
and -- I don't know, I just -- I just got a lot of flashback feels about -- 
feeling about that. 
          So then it was from there, after Hong Kong was -- and Repulse Bay, and 
-- Since I'm doing this right off the top of my head, I'm sure many more 
memories will (inaudible) back of my brief time in Hong Kong.  But -- And then 
we were pretty savvy girls.  We had to find out -- We had to go the cheapest way 
and by ship is the most fun way to do anything, rather than just flying from 
place to place.   
          So, we looked ahead and found ourselves -- booked ourselves a steamer 
that took us from Hong Kong to Saigon, Indochina.  A friend of mine had told me 
-- a Scotsman who was with Reuters.  He told me several months before when he 
was up in Shanghai -- His name was Doon Campbell.  Doon said, "Ann, if you're 
going to take this trip around the world, be sure -- be sure to go to French 
Indochina and Saigon because there's one hell of a war going on there and God 
knows where it's all going to end."  And he was very prescient -- Because that 
was the end of the French empire coming.  So, we went.  I went because Doon told 
me to.   
          And -- But I have all these French friends there because of my days in 
Washington.  My old roommate had been Claude James, whom I believe I've told you 
all about Claude.  Her father's managing editor of The New York Times, her 
mother was French, and all of that.  And she introduced me to all of the French 
colony in -- in Washington, D.C. during -- before and during -- before the war, 
then a little bit -- you know, when the war came, most of them went home or went 
to prison camps, or something. 
          But anyhow, some of those same people that I had known in Washington, 
and I had written ahead, were right there in Saigon, and it was wonderful.  
James Baeyens, I've got a lot about him -- 
     EF:  Spell that. 
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     ACF:  -- in my diary.  He was a baron.  Baeyens, B-a-e-y-e-n-s, I guess.  
Baeyens.  B-a-e-y-e-n-s, something like that.  He was a baron and he was the 
consul general by that time.  He was tall, a very commanding figure.  And then 
the other man who was very high up in the embassy -- he always had a little bit 
of a crush on me.  His name was Henri Barbeau, B-a-r-b-e-a-u.  and Henri -- Oh, 
he's such a nice guy, such a nice person.  And his wife I liked very, very much.  
Her name was Nina.   
          And her sister was Nadia Georges-Picot -- If anybody's listening, 
who's a French aficionado will recognize the name, Georges Picot.  It's a famous 
name in France.  G -- Georges, G-e-o-r-g-e-s, I guess, hyphen, Picot, P-i-c-o-t.  
And her -- Nadia Georges-Picot is married to -- that was her husband.  I don't 
know what Nina and Nadia's real name was.  I think that they had some -- I think 
they were Russian, I really do.  They -- I really -- They were not French, but 
they pretended to be.  I don't think they were, I think they were Russian.  And 
maybe a little Turki-Tartar thrown in, if you know what I mean.   
          So -- But Nina was a first class person and so was Henri, and they 
couldn't have been nicer to me.  They took me out places, did all these things.  
And I said, "I want to go to Angor Wat, Henri" -- or Henri and -- which was up 
there in Cambodia.  And he said, "Well, it's pretty dangerous."  And they -- "I 
think I can arrange it."  Because there was all this fighting amongst the -- the 
-- the Ho Chi Minh people -- I won't get into all the story, but the French were 
still there.  This is three -- four years before -- six years before Dien Bien 
Phu in 1954, when the French were knocked out by these people.  
          But the Chi- -- The -- I knew the war was going on in Indochina, but I 
thought it was -- I mean, the war in Indochina was -- its repercussions were -- 
Oh, my God.  The evidence, let's put it that way.  Number one:  I know that 
where I stayed was just filled with people going through my luggage, listening 
to every word I said.  They were having a civil war and I stood for imperial 
powers, whoever I was.  And it -- You know, the room -- the room boys, they 
called them.  And then, of course, you could hear -- you could hear guns going 
on and explosions way off.   
          And then -- Then Nina, being French -- she was an attractive, petite 
woman of good works.  She and some other women did what they could in these 
hospitals.  These poor wounded French Colonial soldiers back from being 
mutilated, and beaten up, and shot, and everything else by the -- see, they were 
trying to quell the revolution against France as the ruling power of French 
Indochina.  And I never will forget seeing -- going into this hospital. It was 
so hot -- Oh, my God, the mosquito netting, trying to save these boys.   
          And there were -- Some of them were just plain American -- I mean 
French boys and some -- some were foreign -- French Foreign Legions could have 
been in it, could have been (inaudible) from Swede, to German, to anything.  And 
then what -- what upset me, I guess as much as anything were those poor black 
Senegalese, they said they were.  They were -- See, these soldiers from these 
French possessions.  Could have been from Gabon, Senegal, Morocco, anyplace they 
-- the French controlled that part of the world and they sent these poor guys in 
there,  fighting a war that they didn't know what in the hell they were fighting 
for, they were fighting for France, “la belle France.” 
          And one boy, (black, from an African French country) I remember him 
lying there and he was masturbating and mutilating himself, and screaming and 
crying.  He was just a wreck, a wreck.  And I think he died.  They didn't have 
any -- any drugs.  They had nothing.  These white French women would wash -- 
wash out rags to cool them and put on their heads, you know, like washrags or 
towels to cool them because they had nothing.  And it was just heartbreaking.  
They were all doing it -- sent there by France to -- to quell the rebels. And 
those boys who were doing the fighting, like those poor black ones, ah -- They -
- They were soon to have revolutions of their own.  But anyhow, I just caught a 
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little whiff of the end of the French colonial empire right there in those 
wards. 
          Then I was all set to go -- with Verna -- Verna was with me, of 
course, all this time and we got all the hospitality a graciousness that the 
French -- my French friends could give us.  And James Baeyens gave a big party.  
Oh, I was given the real royal treatment because they'd all known me back in -- 
in Washington, you see.  And so, we were all set to go in a French convoy to 
Angkor Wat in Cambodia. Up through -- through Vietnamese to (whatever they 
called themselves) territory, which were ambushed, blown up, landmines and all 
of that.   
          And I -- Then I went over to the American consulate to see -- somehow 
or another I saw the consul general, American consul general, Mr. Reed.  He said 
"Miss Cottrell, I can't tell you what to do, but I" -- What he conveyed to me, 
“If you were my daughter, I wouldn't want you to go.”  In other words, he said, 
"I can't tell you what to do."  And I have downstairs right now, hanging on the 
wall in my study a camera case that I had.  I said, well, I'll identify myself; 
nobody's going to shoot me.  I'm an American citizen.  So, I had -- I said, I 
have to find -- Somebody said, "Well, if you're going to do it, you better have 
a -- some flag, some identifications that you're Americans.  They like 
Americans."  They did then, you see.  And I had a little American flag on my 
camera case, and that's why. 
          And then Mr. Reed gave me that advice and I talked it over with Verna.  
Maybe she was with me at the time.  And -- Because Henri, he didn't want to show 
the yellow flag, you might say, his own country.  It's dangerous for me and I 
might be killed.  And so, then I -- I didn't go.  I said, "Well, I'll never see 
Angkor Wat and I haven't seen it yet."   
          But then this girl who worked for the U.S. Information Service, Jan 
Skewes, well, Jan said, "You go on and go, Ann."  And we got real friendly; we 
were all about the same age.  She said, "Go on and go.  It'll be wonderful for 
you."  I said, "Well, I don't know."  And I had -- After I had gotten back to 
this country -- it was about several -- a good many months later, of course -- a 
dispatch came through that she was out in the countryside, she and another girl 
from US... 
                         (End of Side A) 
They were in a Jeep, their own Jeep.  They were on -- out on the high roads 
outside of Saigon.  They were both found dead. 
     EF:  How do you spell her name? 
     ACF:  Skewes, S-k-e-w-e-s.  Jan. If you go to the Department of State in 
Washington, in the lobby they have the names of Foreign Service offices who were 
killed, you might say, in action.  And if you look, you'll see her name.  So, 
you go there once in awhile, I guess.  Look for Jan Skewes.   
          You'll find also Douglas McKiernan, M-c-K-i-e-r-n-a-n, who had married 
my old buddy from Manchuria, Pegge Parker.  And he -- he had -- they had gotten 
married and she had twins.  And he was trying to join her.  He was in Sinkiang, 
West China in Tibet or whatever we had in that time.  And he was killed.  You'll 
see his name up there, too.  I know many people who were -- whose names are up 
there on that wall.  'Cause I came on right at that time.   
          So, Verna and I did not go to Angkor and I think the French thought I 
was something of a sissy. Andre Malraux, of course, wrote the big definitive 
book on the Angkor Wat and the -- What are the name of those people up there who 
-- the original -- Well, they were -- It was the Khmer kingdom.  That's -- This 
Khmer Rouge we hear about all the time?   The Khmer, K-h-m-e-r, they were the 
people in Cambodia that -- who started the -- who built Angkor Wat.   
          So, anyhow -- (Pause.) 
          ...from port to port and place to place.  We'd go to the shipping 
agent to -- for the freighters that were going out and see if there was any 
space, and usually there was no space 'cause they're not passenger ones, but 
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they have only two or three spots.  And I remember one -- I think it was from 
Hong Kong to Saigon, it was just a horrible, horrible ship and they're so hot.  
The captain -- I think the captain gave us his cabin, and then it was so hot, we 
went up and stayed on the -- slept on the deck.   
          But we always were in the danger of the crew being the only women 
aboard.  You had to be -- I was pretty oblivious, but I know these men were 
ogling at me like crazy.  You know, putting on a bathing suit and lying on the 
deck is kind of a mistake on an all-male boat, but we did it.  (Laughs.)  That's 
-- We would just get on ships and -- Well, one --  I think the one from Saigon -
- Oh, wait a minute.  Am I on the air? 
          Oh, my God, the tragedies or tragedies was the departure from Saigon.  
Oh, my God, that was -- We had booked a passage on the American freighter and -- 
which we figured that would be -- turned out to be very spic and span and had, 
you know, ice water in the cooler and all that kind of thing.  And -- But we 
were just clearing the -- clearing sight of the harbor -- you know, it was a 
long way till we'd get to the open ocean from a port.   
          And that was when they -- I didn't like my own countrymen for that.  
They always would search a boat, that's routine operational procedure, looking 
for stowaways when they leave a port.  And they came back with this boy -- he 
was about 19 years old.  He had stowed away.  He was a French foreign 
legionnaire and you could -- I don't have to draw pictures.  If you're a 
deserter from the French Foreign Legion that means you're going to be shot, 
probably no trial whatsoever.   
          And this boy had hidden in this American ship and they found him, and 
then they radioed, or whatever they do, to the French authorities.  And I have -
- They brought him up on deck and I talked to him in French.  He smoked.  I gave 
him a cigarette and he told me -- I must -- He spoke French and -- He was 
German, I think.  I don't know what -- I was speaking pretty good French by that 
time.   
          And he said, "The reason I did this, I couldn't go another day eating 
rice."  In other words, he'd gone a little bit crazy from the -- from the hard 
routine of being there and it wasn't worth it for him to risk his life that way, 
'cause he couldn't eat rice.  "I couldn't eat rice.  I cannot eat anymore rice.  
I'd rather die than eat another bowl of rice."  And I don't know what I did to 
console him, not much.   
          And they photographed him.  He physically resembled the man who shot 
Kennedy, Oswald.  Looked very much alike.  You'll see the picture.  I ought to 
take all these things and label them and put them in sequence. 
     EF:  You should. 
     ACF:  How much time do I have for that?  I'm always going out to the next 
thing.  But you'll see it.  It's me with him.  I have a cigarette in my hand and 
he has a cigarette. I gave it to him.  And then the ship came up, the launch, 
the French police or French Foreign Legion, and took him.  They took him.  And 
that was the end of him.  And I watched it and watched it, and I waved at him 
and he waved back.  And I guess they just took him off -- I'm sure they shot 
him.  Why have a trial?   
          French Foreign Legion, when you joined up, you're not supposed to 
desert, you know what you're going to -- The one thing with the French Foreign 
Legion, you could be a murderer, you could be a thief, a forger, anything.  When 
you join the French Foreign Legion, no questions asked.  But if you did any 
thing bad against the legion, you don't get any -- any trial, I don't think, any 
-- any redress.  So, in other words, I was the last person, certainly the last 
woman to talk to him before he was shot.   
          And then -- I felt pretty bad about that and I said to the ship’s 
officer, "Oh, why did you guys have to bring him up?"  'Cause, you know, there 
were fellas on the ship were young just like him.  But too late then, what could 
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they do?  And if somebody found out that the Americans had done it, they would 
be breaking international marine law, all that stuff.   
          So, we went on to the next port.  I have no idea where I landed at 
this point in time.  I mean, I went on to Thailand, but I can't remember 
anything about the port.  One day I have to look at a map.  Bangkok?  I don't 
know.  But I'll tell you, Bangkok was something, something else.  I felt like I 
had walked right into the pages of Somerset Maugham pre-war.  And fortunately I 
landed in the very hotel in which he stayed without even any knowledge that that 
was the fact.   
          I stayed at the Oriental Hotel where they had beaded curtains and the 
rumor it was run by a spy named Germaine Krull, K-r-u-l-l.  And she was a big 
hefty woman, wore a -- one of those bush jacket-type of things that people wore 
in those days.  And she always had people in from Vietnam because she was a 
central clearinghouse for information on the -- on the war that was going on 
there.  And she introduced me to a lot of people – Vietnam spies. She was 
Belgian and anti-French.   
          Anyway that's -- went on the Mekong River, where the people go up and 
down on these prows, these little -- little boats where they're selling 
vegetables and all of that.  It's absolutely fabulous and right -- we were 
surrounded by shops for jewels, jewel shops.  They had star sapphires and 
gorgeous rubies and all of that.  Verna was a lot smarter than I was.  She 
bought a beautiful star sapphire ring and I -- I had a whole bunch of (a young 
man -- The Belgians had cornered that market -- market there.)  They gave me a 
lot of little stones and I lost them.  I guess whoever got her things after she 
died got that beautiful star sapphire ring.  I should have gotten one then.  
Anyway. 
          Well, did everything one does in -- in Siam, all the -- all the 
different temples and all of that.  And we went and took – a floral wreath to 
the grave of the -- the emperor who had just died.  I've got pictures of us 
wearing black with floral wreaths. (Pause.) 
 
                  27 July 1997 -- Lantz's Mill 
     ACF:  Okay, I'm working from some letters.  These are endless letters here 
that -- We should refer to them.  I arrived in Calcutta on July the -- July the 
6th, 1947 and went to the Great Eastern Hotel and we had an overnight stop.  We 
were leaving from Bangkok with an overnight stop in Rangoon, Burma.            
That's the only way you could get out of Bangkok to go to India is to fly and it 
was a B-o-a-c, BOAC flying boat, a thrilling experience because they're so 
unusual.  They don't have them anymore.  You take off on water and land on 
water.  Of course, the plane was a big -- I'm reading my notes.  The plane was a 
big four-motored plane with an upstairs and down.  Instead of sitting in one big 
cabin, there are several compartments, each one holding about seven people, just 
like a railroad train.  I go into a lot of description about that. 
     EF:  What are you reading from? 
     ACF:  The letter to my mother and my grandmother, dated July 6th, saying 
I'd just arrived. 
     EF:  What year? 
     ACF:  1947, which I just said two seconds ago.  So, the flight from 
Bangkok.  The takeoff is a lot of fun, I wrote.  “We had lunch yesterday, sort 
of a second breakfast.  The takeoff is lots of fun.  The ship just -- That's the 
-- the boat, the airplane just speeds along the river, churning up big waves 
that sparkle all around you and suddenly and smoothly you're airborne.  We 
didn't fly at a very high altitude.  The most we reached in two days was 8000 
feet.  The flight from Bangkok to Calcutta is only a $100 including the stop -- 
Oh, my God -- including the stop over in the Rangoon Hotel.  Everything all 
included:  food, lodging, flight.”  That was the way to travel.  That's how I 
went around the world and lived out of a suitcase over a year for under $3000. 
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          “Yesterday, we flew up the Indian Ocean -- flew up the Indian Ocean 
over the -- I never heard of this -- the (Craigh?) Isthmus, the most beautiful 
turquoise blue water I've ever seen.   An old Burma hand sitting next to us said 
the islands below were inhabited by a primitive -- by primitive natives who live 
solely off of fish and possibly fruits, completely separated from any 
civilization.  It was in these waters that the original mermaids swam, so he 
said.  They were half-fish with real human heads.  We were up so high that you 
couldn't see the waves break, but” -  
     EF:  Did you believe him? 
     ACF:  Yes, I believed him.  –“but you could see a white chain around the 
shoreline which was the surf.  Sitting with us was Crawford Purdy, a Scotsman 
who has lived in Burma for 15 years and worked for the British export firm, 
(Seal?) Brothers.  And then another man was a teak wallah, w-a-l-l-a-h.  Anybody 
in business, that was the Indian term given them, was a wallah, or you're 
selling, ruby wallah, or whatever you sell, it was like salesman.  A teak wallah 
and a British export manager for the UK's largest linoleum firm.   
          A teak wallah, in case you don't know, and I didn't until yesterday, 
is a European who's in charge of circling, felling or floating the trees down to 
Bangkok or to the export port.  They spend months in the jungle, visiting the 
teak projects, traveling on foot or on pony-back while elephants carry their 
gear.  They pitch camps in the jungles and live a very lonely life, but of 
course they have their servants, their whiskey and their back copies of the 
Times.”  While in Bangkok, I read a book called "Teak Wallah" by Reginald 
Campbell.  I wonder if it's obtainable in the States.   
          Now this goes on and on, it's very long and very detailed about how 
people lived and what they wore, and all of that, but it's in this letter.  I 
don't know whether to put in the tape recording or not.  What do you think?  
(Pause.) 
          What I -- What I plan to do with these letters, since they're so 
detailed, it'd be quite redundant and expensive to dictate them any further into 
this tape.  Is we'll put them in -- make a record of them and scan them into the 
completed manuscript.  That's the way to do it. 
     EF:  And hopefully. 
     ACF:  Hopefully, Elissa says.  Where I explain the streets of Calcutta and 
going into the hotel.  There were sixty ways out. 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  It's so interesting.  My God, I just can't believe it.  I'm happy 
that I put all these details down and I'd love to share them with you all, but 
nobody will ever get to see them.  Then I talked further about the Bay of Bengal 
up there earlier.  Our airship tossed a lot and it felt like an elevator going 
down the shaft, but it didn't bother us except to make us a bit nervous about 
how long it would last.  It was a monsoon. 
          But before I Forget it, I must tell you how beautiful were the rice 
paddies on the Burma Irrawaddy Delta, just miles and miles of shiny inundated 
squares like a flooded linoleum floor.  We reached India; we flew over the mango 
swamps and paddy land.  It was pouring rain when we landed.  Lots of rain in the 
monsoon.  But our chief impression of Calcutta was one of cows, usually white, 
where -- 
     EF:  Calcutta? 
     ACF:  Calcutta.  And that's a great description of all the -- of the street 
scenes and the hotel, everything in Calcutta in 1947.  Then I had a couple of 
paragraphs in this letter about my personal affairs, about my money, and income 
tax, and about some other folks, people at home.   
          Then I have a whole paragraph, a whole page explaining to my folks at 
home about the difference that this new Moslem state was going to be established 
called Pakistan and how the Moslems and the Hindus despised each other.  Now can 
you imagine one country being any good if its parts are separating?  But they're 
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both -- they're going to have the -- that's exactly what they're going to do.  
And, of course, it was a terrible slaughter as a result.  And right here, I 
said, "If a Moslem is caught near the Hindu districts, he's as good as dead.  
This afternoon, although we were not aware of it, four blocks away from us they 
were machine-gunning each other and stabbing each other, 150 people were killed" 
-- just near us.   
          "The room boys and the waiters are scared to go home.  Impossible to 
send a wire tonight because the hotel messengers are scared to go out.  A friend 
of mine here started in a taxi to dinner, but when the cab got to the Moslem 
area, the Hindu driver refused to pass through it, which he had good reason to.  
He'd have been killed."  And then how we went to the burning ghats.  And I 
pulled the description of bodies burning and how they're layered in -- in the 
wood and on the piles of wood, and how the cows, the white cows were wandering 
around, and all about their navels and everything about it, everything about it.  
It's all in this thing, so it ought to be scanned in. 
     EF:  Then don't read it. 
     ACF:  I know.  Well, I'm telling you about it right now.  Anyway, so to go 
on, that whole letter, except parts I might mark with a check mark, would be 
scanned in, if somebody wants to go to the trouble to do it.  All right.  Turn 
it off.  (Pause.) 
          This was written on a boat. 
     EF:  What is it? 
     ACF:  A letter to Mrs. Roosevelt, explaining -- describing what I -- about 
China, and India, and the state of the world.  So, that goes somewhere else.  
And here's a long letter -- a huge letter that ought to go -- ought to be -- 
Turn this thing off. 
     EF:  Why don't you say what kinds of letters are here, generally speaking, 
and then take it from there.    
  ACF:  My file on India is pretty good, very detailed and, to me, reading it 
today very interesting letters.  Here's one.  I can't believe that I was on my 
way to Darjeeling on the 13th of July.  That's a -- and seeing Mt. Everest and 
describing all the other mountains, and about the trains, and about people we 
met.  It's really interesting.  And all of this had an enormous, enormous 
influence on my life, 'cause I -- I felt like I had discovered Tibet.  I met 
these people who knew the Hungarian Cosmo de Kouras, who walked from Hungary to 
Tibet, and I talked to this doctor who knew him.  All this stuff is in these 
letters, all about Tibet and I have pictures to go with it.   
          Then I have another long letter about our trip to Kashmir, and -- that 
was pretty interesting.  And then a lot of descriptions about all around in 
Calcutta.  Rather good stuff which I can mark to be put into this thing be 
scanned in. 
     EF:  The letters were to -- 
     ACF:  To my mother. 
     EF:  They're all typed. 
     ACF:  They're all typed. 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  Oh, I did.  It was like a diary.  This was the basis of something to 
write about.  But when I got home -- You see, the whole thing is you got to have 
an angle.  The off -- The funny thing is that the work done 80 years ago is now 
a good basis for a book.  I could -- Oh, my God, am I ever going to write 
anything good?  Am I ever going to amount to anything?  And here it all is. 
     EF:  Eighty years ago? 
     ACF:  Not 80 years ago, but -- (Laughs.)  So -- All about Kashmir and all 
about everything.  And all this --  
     EF:  Okay.  Let's skip on to something (inaudible). 
     ACF:  Well, (inaudible) going down to Agra.  India's a book in itself.  
What do you want to do with it, Elissa?  (Pause.) 
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     EF:  India's written down.  Where did you go after -- How long were you in 
India?  About how long were you there? 
     ACF:  I was there for several months, from July to September. 
     EF:  Okay.  And then where did you go? 
     ACF:  Then I have it all in letters.  I have all this written stuff. 
     EF:  Where did you go? 
     ACF:  I went on to -- I left India and I went -- I went to the Suez Canal 
and got dumped off because they wouldn't let the boat go through.  That's when I 
lived in a Yugoslav refugee camp, and I have a lot of information about all of 
that, on the banks of the Suez Canal, the Sinai Desert.  I have a great deal 
about that.  So, why don't a take time to put all that together. 
          And then -- then I went on to Europe.  I've got tons of that written 
down, tons and tons. 
     EF:  (Inaudible) tell me this?     ACF:  Well, why should I tell you?  It's 
all written down.  It's all written down.   
     EF:  All right.  Skip on to something that isn't written down. 
     ACF:  I went on to Germany.  That's where I found Thea Wacherle, whom I had 
met in Manchuria and all that, and then -- then I came home.  And that was the 
beginning of the end.  (Pause.) 
     EF:  You arrived home when? 
     ACF:  I arrived home in -- I don't know, 1949 or so.  And I didn't know 
what I was going to do.  Turn it off.  I don't want to go into this.  (Pause.) 
                 27 August 1997 -- Lantz's Mill 
     EF:  (Redundancies to be excluded.) 
     ACF:  Be that as it may, let's get on that boat and leave, but I think 
we've already gotten on that boat once.  (Laughs.) 
          I went on this boat filled with pilgrims going to Mecca and we were 
the only paying passengers we discovered.  There were only two other passengers, 
British soldiers. 
     EF:  I want to hear where you got on the boat. 
     ACF:  Got on the boat at Bombay and we were going to go to Suez, and that's 
up -- up -- through the Indian Ocean, up the coast of Africa, headed toward the 
Red Sea right by Ethiopia and all that, and went past Yemen.  (Pause.) 
          If you look at the map, you go into -- you leave the Indian Ocean and 
go toward Arabia, that's where Yemen is.  And the boats stopped there to let 
some people off?  I don't know why we stopped.  But I was mad to get -- go to 
Yemen, and I did.   
          And we had met these passengers aboard; they were kindness themselves 
-- themselves.  They took us to their home, they took us shopping.  They were 
very well-to-do Yemen -- young men.  They were brothers, I think living in 
India.  And they took us and drove us all around everywhere, and then took us to 
King Solomon's -- Queen of Sheba's Fountain, or tanks, where the Queen of Sheba 
was supposed to have been.  And we bought some musk, and we -- it was just 
marvelous.   
          We were so carried away that the ship pulled anchor and we were going 
to be left in Yemen.  And hardly any ships ever came back, but somehow or 
another we got back out to the ship and they put down a ladder or something and 
we got aboard, and off we went, tra-la. 
          So, from -- Next stop was in the middle of the night.  But before that 
we had let -- we pulled into the coast of Ethiopia.  I can't remember the name 
of the -- Mogadishu maybe.  No, that's Somalia.  These people got off and they 
were Indian-African and they were -- they were mixed, I think.  They were going 
-- I have pictures.  They were extremely nice people.  And we told them goodbye, 
forever.  And then we went on, headed toward the Suez Canal.  And then when we 
anchored that night, that's when the purser came to us and said, "I'm sorry, 
you're going to have to be put ashore."  I'm positive this has gone on the tape 
before, but Elissa says not. 
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     ACF:  I said, "Why?"  He said, "Because we -- we would have to pay an 
enormous license to the -- toll fee to the Suez authorities because you -- you 
and the lady with you are the only paying passengers and that puts us in the 
category of a passenger ship, which has to pay an enormous license."  And he 
said, "Therefore, we have to dump you off."  I said, "Well, don't dump us off 
right now and put us off in the morning," in a rowboat to put us ashore.     
(Audio quality poorer in what follows.) 
          And there was not -- We were not at Suez, we were at the entrance of 
the Suez -- near the entrance to the Suez Canal near a little town called 
Tewfik, T-e-w-f-i-k.  So, they put a guard by our stateroom all night long.  I 
don't know why they thought we would leave 'cause we just said we didn't want to 
leave.  But -- And we couldn't swim ashore.  But when dawn broke, they put 
ashore in a little rowboat and sent us to this little dinky port, and there we 
were put into police custody.  We had broken no crime, and then we were taken -- 
     EF:  No laws. 
     ACF:  We had broken no laws, committed no crime, and caught up in the -- in 
the petty -- What they were looking for is bribes, what they call baksheesh and 
kumshaw, and put us in this -- all these uniformed police guards all around us.  
That's when I remembered that -- after awhile that I had written an article 
about a refugee camp somewhere in the Sinai Desert, not terribly far from the 
Suez Canal.  And I mentioned it and the men knew about that and I said, "Could 
you get them on the telephone?"  And, indeed, they did.   
          And these wonderful men came in what they call a weapons carrier; it's 
a form of truck, driving all the way across the Sinai Desert to the banks of the 
Suez Canal at Tewfik and liberates these two young -- youngish American girls.  
And that's when we met -- there were two men along.  One was Steve -- I can't 
think of his last name, he was an Australian, and the other was Paddy, I can't 
think of his last name.  He was middle-aged with a florid complexion and white 
hair, and they were both working for the International Refugee organization.   
          This is all kind of a spin off of the early days of UNRRA.  This has 
been an UNRRA camp there at -- at a place called El-Shatt.  And I had -- as I 
said before, I had written an article about that and remembered -- remembered 
that tent city there. 
     EF:  And what country are we in? 
     ACF:  This is -- We're in Egypt and the Egyptians are always trying to get 
money out of you.  I've been told that.  But these two men put us in the weapons 
carrier and took us back to El-Shatt, the refugee camp, which was filled with 
Bosnians, and Serbs and Croats. 
     EF:  (Inaudible)?  
     ACF:  E-l, then another word, S-h-a-t-t.  That's an Arabic word for means -
- spot -- some kind of spot in the desert.  And so, there we were in this tent 
city, you might say, filled with -- I just said before, with all these warring 
factions from the -- the Tito-types and the -- And there was the Chetniks and 
the partisans and -- and just like we have today.  The Montenegrins, the 
Bosnians, the -- all of them, all of them right there and they didn't like each 
other one bit.  They were still, in a way, fighting the war.   
          During World War II, they had taken different sides and taken potshots 
at each other.  That was how Tito finally came in to power -- He was draconian 
in his methods, but he did some things that's hardly ever been done before:  He 
unified Yugoslavia.  And I think that's when they first gave it its name.  And 
he pulled it together, but they -- any dissent was punished by imprisonment, of 
course.  Then when he died, it all fell apart and we're still going on with that 
war at the moment.  And they're just so hateful towards each other.  These -- 
All these tribal machinations continued in the camp.   
          And that's where we met so many charming, and interesting, and 
educated, and wonderful people.  The most important was -- I guess the most 
important to me was Maria Banicevic, who was a little Croatian hunchback girl 
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from Korchala in Croatia, a seacoast town, where she had been a telegrapher.  
Very bright, very smart.  She was very triple -- very -- she could speak about 
four languages.  And she was like the camp counselor or mother.  She played the 
piano; she was in charge of the children.   All volunteer of course. (Pause.) 
          In any event, Verna and I were given our own tent and we got to know 
everyone.  I have tons of pictures and, once again, lots of letters.  And the 
other most outstanding person there I guess was Nina Solem, S-o-l-e-m, I think.  
She was a beautiful, beautiful Sephardic Jewish woman from Sarajevo and she came 
from a long line of -- of, you might say, Oriental Jewish people who settled in 
that part of the world.  And she sang in -- oh, the most beautiful voice, this 
limpid voice, limpid eyes, limpid everything, absolutely gorgeous.  Her parents 
were, too.   
          And then she told me that she -- that -- or someone else told me that 
she was a star of a chapter in Rebecca West's famous book, "Gray Lamb and Black 
Falcon."  -- That definitive book on Yugoslavia.  She visited Nina and her 
husband.  This was pre-war.  And their lovely home with all the tiles and 
gardens, and all that marvelous combination of the Spanish and Arabic, Arabic 
mixture.  And she described how Nina sang.  That “when she sang, the world -- 
the world stood still.”  And she sang to us in the desert there and my heart 
stopped.  Oh, that voice.  And I felt like I was hearing -- hearing the -- the 
songs of the ages, of the centuries.  And, of course, the plaintive call of the 
Oriental and the Jewish people over the centuries.  But --   
   EF:  Why was she in the camp? 
     ACF:  She was in the camp because she was a refugee from one of the 
factions from World War II.  Her husband had been killed and her parents -- she 
was with her parents.  And then -- But there was a doctor there, Dr. Vuckovic, 
who had known her back in Sarajevo and was madly in love with her, and I don't 
know what her feelings were for him.  But the most horrible thing happened. 
          Here I was a young American woman and he suddenly became smitten with 
me, which was not a nice thing to do to Nina.  And -- But then I learned a lot 
about him from Maria, who knew all the lowdown on everybody there.  You see, 
because Dr. Vuckovic was a -- a, quote, a philanderer, a ladies man, and he had 
fallen in love with Nina and it upset his wife so much that she went over there 
to the Suez Canal and jumped in and drowned.  And now he was two-timing Nina for 
me and I didn't want to get too mixed up in that, naturally.  I thought Nina was 
far superior to him, but I still have his wonderful love letters.  His English 
was exquisite. 
     EF:  Did you spell his name yet? 
     ACF:  Vuckovic.  I don't know.  V-o -- V-o -- V-u-c-k-o-v-i-c.  He was 
highly educated, and then -- But she told me, of course, about Rebecca West, so 
that's when I -- I'll jump ahead.  I told some of this story at one point about 
when I went to England some months later, that's when I wrote her and said I 
have met the Bulhal.  That's Persian for "the nightingale."  And in Rebecca 
West's famous book, she had referred to -- in that episode of Nina singing and 
referred to her as -- her friends' did, as the (same word), which is Persian, as 
I said, for nightingale. 
          But I think I ended up getting her a job as a teacher, but nobody ever 
notified me, but -- whatever happened, but Rebecca West said she was going to 
get her a job teaching in England.  She spoke perfect English.  And I -- And 
then Maria -- All the camp split up eventually. 
     EF:  How long were you there? 
     ACF:  Oh, the reason we couldn't leave was because they had a -- I was 
there for several weeks and in that kind of atmosphere, nothing else to do but 
enjoy the scenery and get an inside view of the internecine conflicts between 
all these different groups and interviewing them, and talking to them, and all 
of that.  I stayed on because I couldn't leave due to a quarantine had been 
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slapped on by the Egyptian government because cholera was raging all around and 
they didn't want us to go anywhere, do anything.   
          And so, we -- it was finally over.  And in the meantime, of course, 
Verna, as she always did, she -- she hitched up with the head of the camp, named 
-- a man -- handsome, lean, Gary Cooper-looking man named Steve, and they were -
- they had an affair.  She was always having affairs all across, round the 
world, and -- but she was very discreet about it.  And I think she really cared 
for him.  And then I have a picture of us lying on the sand.  It must have been 
on the banks of the Suez -- or the Dead Sea.  I don't know where, some beach.  
Have to get the map out.  And she was a very handsome woman, he was a handsome 
man.   
          So, then we finally got out of there and -- Maybe I could give some 
more highlights.  But the Australian people, commissioners for refugees and they 
had like an audition for these beautiful blond children to get up on the stage 
and dance and sing.  It was like a slave market for them to look them over.  Did 
they want to take these refugees into Australia?  They were the pick of the 
refugees 'cause they were, you know, white, blond, and to my mind, Australia was 
really getting a bargain and maybe they weren't.  Because I thought they were -- 
they were well-educated, charming.  I loved them.  And many of them did and I'm 
sure you can go to Brisbane, and Melbourne, and Sydney, you'd find them in the 
telephone book now, their descendants. 
          So -- And Maria finally went on to Australia, as well.  That was the 
biggest place for taking people.  And -- But then she got loose later on.  We 
wrote to each other.  She got herself a job, all these things, but that's 
another story.  She came to the United States, but by that time -- and visited 
me.  By that time -- 
     EF:  When was that, in the sixties? 
     ACF:  That was in the sixties, I think, yes, 'cause I took her to hear 
Rachel Carson.  1962.  But by that time, she had -- might have been change of 
life or something like that.  Her mental outlook was highly charged and 
emotional.  In other words, she was a little bit off her rocker when she came to 
visit us.  If I wanted to go out, she wouldn't stay in the house at all.  She 
wanted to run right downtown and sit in a hotel lobby.   
          And I wanted to -- One time I was afraid to leave my child -- little 
girl (Elissa), baby child with her because of her peculiar behavior, and that 
made me feel quite guilty.  But she didn't sound -- seem right to me.  And -- 
All she could do -- I remember standing in the kitchen.  She just would rake 
over old coals, all about Nina and the doctor, Vuckovic, and their love affairs, 
and his wife drowning herself, and how she felt about people.  Other words, she 
was in a menopausal, traumatic -- What would you call it?  Psychological drama -
- trauma.  Anyway, I felt sorry for her.  But then she went on to New Jersey.  
She was sick when she left. 
     EF:  Spell her name again. 
     ACF:  Bancicevic, B-a-n-c-i-c-e-v-i-c.  Do you remember her? 
     EF:  Yes, sort of. 
     ACF:  And -- But I hate myself for being -- not wanting to leave Elissa 
with her, but she was so -- acted such a strange way.  I didn't know.  And so, 
let's go back to the camp.      I went out -- I left, finally.  Went on into 
Cairo and that's where I ran into my old buddy, George Polk, who had been with 
me on the Herald Tribune. 
     EF:  Spell it. 
     ACF:  P-o-l-k, who -- He was on -- He's now kind of a legend.  Books have 
been written about him.  Mainly because George later on came to a very, very 
dramatic and untimely end.  But let me get on to that.  So, I looked him up -- 
It's amazing how -- 
     EF:  This is where? 
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     ACF:  In Cairo.  Verna and I were there, and then we met other people.  I 
can't remember whether we flew -- I have to take a little time out on that, but 
I don't know how we got to Cairo exactly.  I think we -- We wouldn't have -- I 
don't know how we got there.  Anyway.  So, George was there and -- This is -- He 
had this wonderful place over in the old city of Cairo called the Dead City.  
Have you ever been to Cairo? 
     EF:  Never. 
     ACF:  One section's called the Dead City.   And he had like a rooftop 
penthouse, but these very low types of houses you see in -- in that part of the 
world.  We were up on the roof there talking and he -- he said, "Oh" -- He'd 
just (inaudible) -- He said, "Oh, if I'd only seen you only -- a few months ago, 
I married this Greek girl and I'm not in love with her.  And I've been over in 
Greece.  I've been very much interested in all the -- the" --it's all mixed up 
with the stories.  I think her family was helping him to get contact with the 
communists.   
          Well, at that time he was working for CBS or NBC, one of them, and he 
-- he despised the Egyptians.  He despised them 'cause they always wanted money 
out of you.  His -- He told me he was in love with me.  Then he told (he was 
very emotional about his hatred for his father, screamed “I hate you, I ...you 
from plane cockpit? during the war.”  
-- 
     EF:  (Inaudible) before. 
     ACF:  Yes, we had worked on the Herald Tribune side by side.  He was 
stunningly handsome.  But I -- he -- When I knew him he was married to a woman 
named Kay? -- Who later married another newspaperman named Ned Russell. (I had a 
yen for him!)  She was very beautiful, but I think just more ornamental than -- 
than brilliant.  (Pause.) 
                 30 August 1997 -- Lantz's Mill 
     ACF: ...I was talking to George Polk...went ahead to Greece and he was 
meeting -- trying to get an interview with this head communist there and he was 
hijacked and killed, and it was horrible.  But anyhow, he told me to go to 
Greece.  So, dutifully, I did and I -- The highlight of the Greek part was not 
only, of course, Athens and all the sights like that, the classical scene.  But 
going to Salonika, which is in northwest Greece, I guess. 
     EF:  You went there after Egypt? 
     ACF:  Yes, I think so. 
     EF:  Alone. 
     ACF:  No, Verna and I went together.  And I don't know who was motivating 
me on that whole trip.  We went to Salonika, which is a -- a port on the Aegean 
Sea, I guess.  I should have a map in front of me.  And there we met up with 
Bill Newton, who I had known at Scripps-Howard in China. 
     EF:  How do you spell it? 
     ACF:  B- Bill, and then N-e-w-t-o-n.  I have a photograph of Bill and Verna 
and me in Salonika.  And it's the Greek -- kind of the seat of the congress.  
There was kind of a civil war going on though.  The forces of the monarchy, I 
guess you'd call it, dictatorship and -- versus the communists, the (inaudible).  
And we were just about to institute...  
                         (End of Side B) 
 
                           ORAL HISTORY -- Tape 6 
30 August 1997, Lantz's Mill...continuation...Greece. 
 
     ANN COTTRELL FREE: ...to Salonika, which was a beautiful, colorful port 
town.  And on the way, the rail line would take you all the way to Turkey, and 
that's what we started out on.  And I guess -- I don't know.  I guess my 
objective was to write some articles, which I did do, about the Greek civil war 
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and the forces of communism against the forces of fascism.  And, of course, we 
were on the side -- on the anti-communist side.   
          And I think this is about the time the Greek -- the Turkish Greek 
Doctrine was instituted to stop communism in its tracks in Greece.  And I got 
more than I bargained for on that trip.  And the scary part of me was having 
this train, which was on its way to Constantinople or (Alexandropolis?), which 
is about the last stop before you go into Turkey.  Because they had -- mines had 
been placed on the railroad track and we all had to get off and walk up and 
down.  And then I guess we got back on again. 
          Maybe it might have been at that very juncture -- that's 50-some years 
of -- on details will do to your memory.  But that's where I took a number of 
pictures in here.  This is on the siding, you might say, at the Bulgarian -- 
Greece, Bulgaria, and then Yugoslavia borders, and then Turkey not far away.  
They approached me about -- I wrote an article saying this is where the Iron 
Curtain's – “the hem of the Iron Curtain gets wet,” something of that nature. 
     ELISSA FREE:  Where was your article published? 
     ACF:  In the New York Herald Tribune.  It was a huge article, took up the 
whole first page of the second section of the -- like the Sunday editorial 
section.  I have it.  It's big.  It had all these photographs we took.  I got 
the pictures of these peasant women who -- I remember one of them who had the 
cutest little face, an older woman.  They all wore black, of course.  They all 
do in those countries, I guess, after they're married.  She was digging a trench 
because they were being harassed by the Andartes, who were the rebels.  
          And just about at that juncture, I just looked up.  I don't know how 
it all happened.  There they had caught this young man, an Andarte rebel, a 
young man with a long, thin face.  And I have photographs of him, as well.  And 
they were questioning him, why he had joined the Andartes.  And for the life of 
me, I can't remember what they did with him.  But then we got back on the train.  
          But I didn't go on to Turkey.  I had no recollection of getting back 
on to Salonika, but I did.  And I sat down that very next day, very soon 
thereafter, 'cause I had to wait for the photographs.  Maybe I didn't write the 
story till a little bit later, but anyhow on this long, long article about my 
trip.  I can do an insert later.  I can give you a summary of what I said.  But 
the photographs were extremely good.  Some were Verna's and some were mine.  And 
it was an October day and I remember starting off – “this is what they would 
call football weather at home.”  But then it went on about the grim realities of 
the civil war and the peoples' lives were destroyed, and so on and so on. 
          So, from Greece we went to Italy.   I think we got a ride on a 
military American airplane.  We were always hopping rides.  They'd give you 
these rides free of charge.  No liabilities, no insurance, no money, no nothing.  
Get to know the pilots and so on, and they'd say “come on, we got space 
available.” 
     EF:  Was that other place you're talking about Turkey? 
     ACF:  Yes.  So, I was talking about Greece.  (Pause.) 
     EF:  Okay.  Greece.  Italy.  Okay, Italy! 
     ACF:  Somehow or another I got to Italy, found this free ride.  And I can't 
remember much about that. 
     EF:  You can remember something.   (Pause.) 
     ACF:  I went to -- flew into Israel from Europe, and I can't remember where 
I took off from.  The plane was (inaudible), came down in Lydda, which is -- I 
won't go into that, but it's kind of an interesting episode.  But -- 
     EF:  What do you mean Lydda?  What's that? 
     ACF:  A place called Lydda, L-y-d-d-a, and went on to Palestine and I 
stayed in -- I think the King David Hotel, in Jerusalem. 
     EF:  What year was this? 
     ACF:  1948, I guess.  So, the highlights of Palestine were that -- Of 
course, all the usual sightseeing.  
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                 25 October 1997 -- Lantz's Mill 
     ACF: (Discussion about letters, scanning, etc.) 
          (Then re Palestine)  The radical wing was bombing the hell out of the 
British 'cause they wanted them to get out.  Palestine was a British 
protectorate after World War I.  The Turks had had it before then, the Ottoman 
Empire.  But then the Zionists from everywhere wanted Palestine to be their own 
country and they wanted the British to get the hell out, even if they had to 
bomb them, just like the Israelis (ironically) are doing today.  And I was there 
and it was very scary because those bombs were going off right close to us. 
          Then the other thing that really kind of bothered me when I was there, 
'cause everyone -- I'm not trying to be doctrinaire at all, but I felt very, 
very sorry for those poor Palestinians. They had been pulled out of their homes 
and stuck in the desert in these tents, and it didn't seem right.  I had a 
British correspondent with me and he said, "This situation will go on for years 
and years and years.  It's insoluble.” 
     BILL NOOTER:  What was his name? 
     ACF:  What was his name?  I haven't any idea what his name was, a British 
newspaper correspondent.  And I -- I mean --     EF:  (Inaudible)? 
     ACF:  This is 1948.  My heart broke for the victims of -- in the Holocaust, 
of course.  You're only human.  But your heart broke just as well for these poor 
Palestinians, not being put in gas chambers of course, but they were being 
evicted from their homes.  So, it was a horrible -- What do you call it?  -- 
Dilemma, conundrum and it has continued so to this day, 1997.  And the awful 
thing is that the Jews and the Palestinians are all first cousins. 
          And so, anyhow -- but all of that is in my letters and, therefore, 
then -- then I jump ahead in my letters to Egypt.  I think we did some of that a 
minute ago, which was quite fascinating.  Did I say Egypt?  I meant-- I did 
Egypt and Greece. 
     EF:  Then where did you go? 
     ACF:  Italy and Germany.  And then I had voluminous materials on Germany, 
voluminous.  I wrote articles for the Herald Tribune from Germany and voluminous 
letters to other people and to my mother.  And this -- No one, unless they were 
there.  And that's why -- You can see pictures, you can read other people's 
materials, but you have to be there to see what the Allies did to Germany.  And 
I thought what have these German people brought down upon their heads?  The 
place was a skeleton, Berlin, in particular.  Nothing but these walls, just -- 
and the roofs were all broken, brick walls.  It was just mind-boggling.  And I 
went to -- 
     EF:  This is '48 also?     ACF:  A few days after the -- they had blown up 
the Hitler's bunker.  When I was in Berlin -- 
     BN:  They didn't do that until '48? 
     ACF:  They had just done some of that. 
     EF:  In '48? 
     ACF:  Yah, they were clearing it off.  And I was there and all that -- I 
think I have all that in some detail. But anyway-- 
     EF:   Tell that.   
     ACF:  I stood on top of the place where Hitler died, whatever it did.  He 
took poison and shot himself and all that. 
          So, then I went to these refugee camps where these German -- all over 
Germany, there were still some of the -- particularly the people from the Baltic 
countries.  Of course, there were no camps left where there were any of these 
poor, victimized Jews, so they were either dead or had escaped to like 
Palestine.  Most of them were dead.   
          But then there were a lot of ruffians and people like that around, and 
I've got some of the hand -- handwork -- They did wonderful woodworking and they 
sold that, and they -- but they gave me photographs of what the Russians had 
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done to them, beaten -- beating them, beating them, beating them.  The Russians 
were just as bad as the German.  
           Human nature is evil when it -- when you light the fuse.  You 
certainly get that feeling.  And yet, human nature is kind and good.  It's -- 
Once again, it's a dilemma and a conundrum. But however, I've got voluminous 
materials on that, a very critical time, and not many people will have the 
eyewitness from my approach.  And that's why for scholars in the future -- 
'cause everybody likes to have every little scrap from olden days and I can 
furnish a great deal of it. 
          So then, from Germany -- 
     EF:  This is 1948.  Do you know what month or anything like that? 
     ACF:  Oh, I don't know. 
     EF:  Okay.  Where did you stay?  Who were you with?  Just a little bit more 
detail please.  And tell us a little bit more about Hitler's bunker. 
     ACF:  This is November 1948, 'cause I was there for Christmas and Germans 
make a great deal about Christmas, “O' Tannenbaum, O' Tannenbaum,” and all that.  
And seeing these children singing Christmas carols amongst the wreckage, it was 
something.  That was rubble or whatever. 
          That's when I found my friend that I had met in Manchuria.  I don't 
know whether I had testified about her. 
     EF:  Give us some detail.  (Inaudible) saw her again.  What was her name? 
     ACF:  Fraulein Thea, T-h-e-a, Weckerle, W-e-c-k-e-r-l-e.  And she was the 
woman, this blond Nordic type that I had met in Manchuria who'd spent --    
  BN:  How old? 
     ACF:  She was -- I never quite knew her age.  She was older than I, but not 
by much.  She must have been about forty. 
     EF:  And she was back in Germany? 
     ACF:  She was back in Germany.  She got evacuated out of Manchuria.  They -
- 
     EF:  How did she manage to -- 
     ACF:  She came through the Suez Canal. 
     EF:  -- (inaudible) there and vice versa. 
     ACF:  I had the name of a mutual friend.  She said ever want to get in 
touch, it was -- Anyway, I guess I got in touch with her through -- She had 
given me the name of a woman in Switzerland, a neutral. 
     EF:  In what city? 
     ACF:  Stuttgart.  And so, I went to Stuttgart -- I think I've recorded this 
before -- and we met.  And I saw she was in -- she was living with a German 
family and they had very little to eat, but I couldn't feel -- You had mixed 
emotions.  Here were hungry people, but there were a lot of dead Jews, too. Some 
had starved to death. So, how do you feel about these things? 
          But anyhow, I really didn't have anything personally against her.  As 
a matter of fact, I liked her very much.  And she was not in Germany during the 
war, she was in Australia, and she hated the Germans.  She said they're smug, 
they have no feelings of guilt, and she just hated them.  And I guess having 
been in Australia with more of a British ethic and influence.   
          So, when she had to go home -- Her mother lived down in the Black 
Forest region, but I never did quite get that straight.  And when I did that -- 
The first day I met her I had Army press credentials, I lived -- I was like a 
queen.  A Jeep took me over where she lived and the driver and Jeep took me to 
the American PX.  And she couldn't go in, of course, neither could you if you'd 
been along; you have to have credentials.   
          And I loaded up in the PX and the commissary on any kind of foodstuffs 
that she would want.  Particularly, the Germans said we don't have any fats.  
They always wanted to cook with grease, you know, lard and butter and oils and 
all that.  So, I gave her everything that -- We filled up the back of the Jeep 
with things and took it to her and the people she lived with. 
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     EF:  Did you pay for it? 
     ACF:  Of course, I paid for it.  So, I -- And she didn't -- I don't think 
they -- they didn't take German money.  But anyhow, so that was extremely 
interesting.  And I hated to part with Thea and I never saw her again, although 
we corresponded all the years in between, from 1948 until her death in 1995.  
And she used to send gifts -- She was very German.  They were crazy about gifts, 
presents for Christmas and birthday. 
     EF:  You, too. 
     ACF:  She sent me -- And I've got some gorgeous, what they call Bohemian 
glass in my corner cupboard right now.  I guess it's quite valuable.  And she 
sent me a lot of Rosenthal china and all these wonderful gifts throughout the 
years. 
     EF:  Fabulous gifts. 
     ACF:  Lovely.  And I don't know where she -- I think she worked for Seimans 
(like GE).  She never would tell me.  She was very secretive, 'cause everybody 
was afraid of their shadow.  And she didn't quite trust me and I didn't quite 
trust her.  Because don't forget, I found a swastika pin in my luggage up there 
in Manchuria.  Whether she had placed it there or whether that other woman 
placed it there, I never knew.  And -- But it had a red cross on it, so it would 
have been German Red Cross, or something like that. 
     EF:  (Inaudible) jump ahead and say I went and visited her when I was 16. 
     ACF:  And then, we'll jump ahead.  And then years later, many, many years 
later, 19- whatever -- 
     EF:  In the 70s. 
     ACF:  -- in the 70s and Elissa was 16 years old -- 
     EF:  Oh, I might have been older. 
     ACF:  She went with a young man, traveling around Europe, and she visited 
Thea Weckerle, and she -- 
     EF:  Took pictures. 
     ACF:  -- and took pictures and she -- She was blond and very nice, wasn't 
she? 
     EF:  Gray.     ACF:  Was she gray then?  But then she -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible) meal. 
     ACF:  And she gave her a good, sumptuous meal.  And then one time we went 
back -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible) apartment. 
     ACF:  -- years later.   I think living in that apartment contributed to her 
death.  They'd put a freeway in right next to her and she would write me, the 
jackhammers from morn to night, the noise was horrible.  And she couldn't leave, 
she was stuck there, and they were just building up this road, and all this went 
on, this construction went on and on and on, and she was going insane over it.  
She ended up with cancer of the colon, I think. 
          But we went to visit the Albert Schweitzer people, Bill and Elissa and 
I, I had planned to -- 
     EF:  1980s. 
     ACF:  -- in the 1980s, I had asked her to meet us up in Baden Baden, 
because it wasn't very far from her.  I thought that would be a lovely place.  I 
did not calculate, did not realize that her physical condition was such -- I 
think she must have had a colostomy or something, but she wouldn't dare tell me 
anything.  So, she didn't visit us, didn't meet with us, so that was that. 
          And then -- I never saw her again.  But one time I finally got through 
to her on the phone from here in Bethesda and she was in the nursing home.  She 
was by then -- But she spoke English.  She spoke perfect English 'cause she'd 
been in Australia all that time.  And we -- she cried on the phone. I told her I 
loved her.  It was -- The whole thing was heart wrenching to me 'cause -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible) had any family. 
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     ACF:  Yes, she had a -- she had that niece that kept writing me and I never 
could get those things properly translated.  But anyhow, she had her ashes 
scattered in the North Sea.  So -- You went to the North Sea, didn't you? 
          Anyway, well, back to Germany.  And then I -- I said Berlin and all 
that.  All of this is in very voluminous detail.  And then I wrote stories about 
the lack of -- about how we -- we should open the door to democratic education 
in the German schools, 'cause we had a mandate to do -- help with education and 
I thought we were doing a lousy job.   
          So, I wrote a very, very important article for the European edition of 
the New York Herald Tribune and the New York edition on -- "A Blueprint for 
Education for Democratizing Germany."  And I believe, in all due modesty, that 
that letter -- I mean, that article -- had some effect.  There were lots and 
lots of letters to the editor and I wrote a number of articles for the Herald 
Tribune because that was something people could really relate to.  And I'll put 
all those in my dossier. 
          Then we went on to France. 
     BN&EF:  (Inaudible)  
     ACF:  All right.  I'll tell this on tape for the first time.  Oh, Elissa, I 
never told you this story -- I may have told you, I tell you everything.  But 
she asked me, Thea, if I would take some money out, because everything was very 
strict.  If she was caught with dollars by either the German of the Americans at 
that time -- because don't forget, it was divided up into the British Zone, the 
American Zone, and the French Zone -- four zones.  American, British, French and 
Russian, and everybody was scared out of their wits of the Russians, of course.   
          But she had some money, American money, which I don't how she got it.  
Probably brought it with her from all that money changing you could do in China.  
And she asked me to get it out and send it to a friend of hers in Switzerland to 
put into Swiss francs.  You know, the Swiss, they wheel and deal, as we all 
know, about money.  So, she was afraid she'd be thrown in jail if anybody -- She 
couldn't change it. 
     EF:  But was it American money? 
     ACF:  US dollars.  And she wanted me to get it -- 
     EF:  How much? 
     ACF:  Oh, about $300.  And I took it out, but then I had declared -- When I 
came into Germany, I had declared -- and I had to show the piece of paper how 
much money I had.  And, of course, it didn't jibe with what I had right now.  I 
don't know the details.  It would have come out completely uneven, which would 
have shown that I had been dealing on the black market and I would have been in 
big trouble, and they would have confiscated the money.  So -- And Verna, she 
had gotten hold of some American dollars.  Hers didn't jibe either.  This is 
quite a story. 
          So -- I don't think it's written anywhere 'cause I -- 
     EF:  Well, what happened?  Did you take it out? 
     EF:  Yes, I took it out.  And I was going to send it to this friend of hers 
when I got to France or England or someplace where there were no monetary 
restrictions.  A woman in Lucerne, Switzerland, who had been an old friend of 
hers going way back.  Claire somebody.  She was the one I think she had given me 
her name.  That's -- was my intermediary from way back, just to find out where 
Thea was. 
          Okay.  We went to France and on the train -- I'll never, never forget 
this night.  It certainly would help you empathize with any people.  The French 
customs people came through and they stopped the train at the border.  It seemed 
like two or three o'clock in the morning.  Cold, and dark, and horrible, and it 
was in December, late December or early January.  And the -- We knew we'd have 
to declare money.  We didn't know this was going to happen, but somebody said 
they search you.   
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          And what do you think I did?  I took the money and put it in my 
brassiere and Verna took her money and stuck it behind the cushions of her -- of 
the train seat of the coach we were in.  They took us off the siding in the 
pitch cold dark.  And this woman guard was a pure bitch.  She could have been a 
German herself, this French customs officer.  In a uniform, hostile, and we were 
Americans.  Our country had saved -- But don't forget, it's the French who had 
sold out to the Germans earlier.  How do you know that she wasn't a Vichy French 
person, because they had been working hand and glove with the Germans?  And she 
was hateful to me and I thought -- I said, "France and America are friends!"  
'Cause she searched me and she found the money in my bra. 
     BN:  Did she take your bra off? 
     ACF:  Oh, yeah, she was going to go right up my -- you know, a lot of 
people put money up in their vagina, all that stuff.  And she didn't do that 
'cause she found it in the bra.  And she took it, but she didn't take all of it.  
And I have the receipt to this day.  Maybe I should go and put a claim in 
against the French government about that money.  I have that receipt somewhere, 
but I used to hide it from myself. So embarrassed.   
          And then what about Verna?  Well, what happened with Verna was that 
they had moved that particular coach to another siding, but we -- she rushed 
back.  Somehow or another, she found it and it was still there behind the seats, 
and she didn't get caught.  (Laughs.)  And therefore, I didn't dare tell Thea 
what had happened to her money.  So, I think I sent some money on out of my own 
pocket, and then I -- I don't know what happened.  I felt so guilty about it for 
the rest of my life, that I was a smuggler of currency across the -- an 
international -- 
     BN:  And all the guard did was confiscate the money?  She -- 
     ACF:  She gave me some back.  She only took a portion of it and gave me a 
receipt. 
     BN:  She probably just kept it. 
     ACF:  No, she gave me a receipt.  And I always thought -- Like every time 
the phone rang, I was guilty.  I'd never done anything like that before, 
breaking a law, but I was doing it for Thea, getting her money out.  And thereby 
hangs -- that's the tale of that.   
          So, therefore, I never will forget, when I finally got to France, we 
went to a hotel and I was so exhausted from this ordeal, completely exhausted -- 
     BN:  (Inaudible)?  
     ACF:  This is on New Year's Eve and we went to bed and we slept -- 
     BN:  You went right on to Paris? 
     ACF:  To Paris, right.   Went on to Paris and we stayed a bit.  I guess the 
Hotel California, 'cause everybody connected to the Herald Tribune stayed there.  
It was right across from the Herald Tribune on Rue de Berri.  I remember 
sleeping -- I don't know whether I stayed there the first night or not, but I 
know I slept quite -- you know, 20 hours or something, and that was an 
exhausting ordeal. 
          And then my most interesting encounter there -- First thing I did was 
read the Herald Tribune.  Oh, no -- I sat right down and wrote all these 
articles about Germany and how terrible it was, and what I had seen, 'cause that 
was the best place -- and took them or sent them over to the Herald Tribune.  
And I must pat myself on the back once again; they were very, very receptive.  
They ran all these things big on the editorial page, big, three-column 
headlines.  I've got them all.   
          And that's when -- Then -- A lot of people -- One of them was my 
article about going around the world and people read that.  In the same issue 
that mine came out in, there was this letter to editor -- Hmm, can't remember 
what it was -- signed by Lucie Noel, whom you met, who was the fashion editor of 
the New York Herald Tribune.   
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          She was a White Russian and her husband -- it was about -- something 
about the French who had been taken away and murdered in the concentration 
camps.  So, she called me.  I guess I -- I don't know, we called each other, we 
got hold of each other, 'cause -- She worked for that paper.  And we became fast 
friends after that and I have her book at home and tons of letters.  And what 
happened to her -- I'll you briefly her story. 
          Lucie Noel, N-o-e-l, is Leon spelled backwards, Leon.  Her husband was 
Paul Leon and he was a Russian Jewish person.  They were both White Russians. 
She was an Orthodox Catholic. They had got out at the time of the Russian 
Revolution, and her father came, too.  And they lived down in the French 
Quarter, had a huge -- had two apartments, and the father was right next door. 
Her father had a biscuit-colored cairn terrier.   One thing that struck me about 
Mr. -- See, he was -- Her husband's name was Leon.  All been changed.  All these 
names have changed from all those long, complicated Russian names.  And I can't 
remember.  If I had to, I could. 
     EF:  The French Quarter.  You mean the Latin Quarter, Old Town. 
     ACF:  Yes, the French -- Yes.  Don't they call it that?  Arondissement --  
on the Left Bank, I'll get it, on the Left Bank.  And I have her address and 
everything and I'll put all this in when I put in the inserts. (27 Casimir 
Perrier)  
          So, we -- she liked my article and, of course, I was very concerned 
about the story what had happened to her husband.  Paul Leon was an intellectual 
and how -- what his revenue was, I don't know, but he was like an assistant -- 
something like what Rose is to me, only a very intellectual one, to the famous 
author James Joyce.  James Joyce lived a great deal of his life in France, as 
you know, and Switzerland, coming from Dublin, Ireland.  And Paul Leon helped 
him and he translated for him.   
          He did -- He was his literary helper and they all associated with all 
these super, super intellectuals of that period.  People named Eugene Jolas, J-
o-l-a-s.  They had this wonderful avant-garde magazine.  This is so avant-garde 
it would make the avant-garde today look like peasants, because this was it.  
And, of course, he was -- Lucie and Paul were great friends of James Joyce and, 
of course, James -- and his wife.  And, of course, you know, the tragedy of his 
life, his son was a schizophrenic.     EF:  Who? 
     ACF:  James Joyce's son was a schizophrenic and he was always taking him 
back to these Swiss psychiatrists in -- I mean, back to Switzerland for all 
kinds of help.  And it's a horrible, horrible story.  It's all been well-
documented.  And I can't remember whether there was another child or not.  So, 
they all palled around together and James Joyce and Paul Leon were together 
every day right at the same apartment where I went to stay with Lucie -- with 
Lucie Noel. 
     EF:  Did Lucie Noel change her name? 
     ACF:  She turned it backwards. I don’t know her full Russian name. 
     EF:  She did, not her husband. 
     ACF:  No.  'Cause she got a job in the war -- after the war -- before the 
war with the Herald Tribune as the fashion writer, and I guess they felt that 
was a pretty nifty byline, Lucie Noel, Leon backwards.  And she -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible)? 
     ACF:  -- was very well known.  Then, later on -- It's another story -- 
     EF:  Did you ever see James Joyce? 
     ACF:  No, James Joyce was dead by then.  Let me tell you what happened to 
Paul Leon.  It's all documented.  I have a book there that Lucie wrote and she 
gave me an excellent acknowledgement in the first part, “The Story of Paul 
Leon.”  
          Paul Leon died in Auschwitz.  Paul Leon was taken -- There was a knock 
on the door and Paul Leon was taken off to a place where -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible)?  
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     BN:  They were living in Paris. 
     ACF:  They were living in Paris.  The Vichy French were collaborators and - 
     BN:  Do you know about what year he was taken? 
     ACF:  Forty-two or three.  It's all in this book I have at home, the book 
on Paul Leon written by her. 
     EF:  What's the title of the book? 
     ACF: Paul Leon.  Paul Leon.  And its right there in my living room, a 
little thin blue book, tells the whole story. 
     EF:  In English or French? 
     ACF:  English.  And he -- where they took them -- All this is coming out in 
this trial with Pepin. 
     BF:  But she was not Jewish. 
     ACF:  No, she was a Russian -- Orthodox, you know, Catholic, Russian 
Orthodox. 
          There was the inevitable knock on the door. 
     EF:  Was she there? 
     ACF:  I don't remember. 
     EF:  Were they married? 
     ACF:  Of course.  They had a son named -- He went to work for Pepsi Cola 
later.  I can't think of his name.  I often wanted to get in touch with him.  
He's probably dead by now.          And they said they came to interview him 
about James Joyce and they looked all around at James Joyce papers and all of 
that.  And he showed them -- He just told him -- 
     BN:  The Gestapo? 
     ACF:  The French Gestapo some of the French became Nazis.  After the war, 
most people didn't -- 
     EF:  All right.  Tell the story. 
     ACF:  They took him away.  And she was in the Red Cross and you have to 
make a vow when you go in the Red Cross you won't be partisan or try to look out 
for anybody.  But she used -- It's all in this book, I can't quite remember.  
She told it to me in detail before she ever wrote it.  I said, "Lucie, you ought 
to get this all written," and so did a man who worked on the Herald Tribune, 
very nice.  So, she did write it, and that's the reason for the book. 
          So, she knew where they'd taken Paul and they knew that the -- and 
that was a holding area before they put them on these trains to go wherever.  
And she got -- she was able to send some clothing to him and he sent word 
through a priest.  The priest did -- And she being Orthodox, you see, it was an 
Orthodox priest that went in.  Paul was Jewish, but he -- he was not especially 
Jewish, you know what I mean.  He was more ecumenical.  And the priest brought 
out word what he needed.  He wanted certain books.  And he became -- he became a 
Christian.  He wanted a bible in Russian, or something.  It's all in there.  And 
she sent it.          So, anyway, she -- One time, I think -- (Pause.) 
          Anyway, I don't think Lucie ever got in to see Paul and the Red Cross 
found out that she was sending things in.  And would you believe this?  They 
stripped her of her Red Cross credentials. 
     EF:  Because she was sending -- to her husband? 
     ACF:  Yes, to her husband.  That's the French for you.  That's the same 
French that went and took the money from me and searched me.  American boys had 
died for France in two wars, and I took a very dim view of that.  But if you go 
to France, the French are nasty people.  It's just the pretty idea of “La Belle 
France” and all that.  But they can -- they'll stab you whenever they can.  Look 
what this Pepin did.  And I'm glad they're getting him and he's really quite 
old, but if they ever let him loose, there will be a stain on the French 
forever. 
          And she then realized that he's gone.  And he did end up in Auschwitz, 
he was gassed.  And what had he done?  Nothing.  He was Jewish.  That's all he 
had done.  But it was so funny; they went through this charade of coming to see 
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him, talking about James Joyce and Joyce's books and all of that.  Of course, 
James Joyce by that time was living in Switzerland, I guess.  I think he was 
still alive.  I'm going to have to check that.  That book is very, very 
important 'cause there were only a few copies printed.  And probably historians 
-- these pompous historians of today probably don't even know about any of this 
stuff.     EF:  Probably not. 
     ACF:  I'm sure they don't.   
     ACF:  She spoke to the James Joyce Society in New York and she was well 
known to really good, genuine Joyce scholars, you know.  So, I -- I treasure 
that little book; in fact, I should probably even make a copy of it. [Did so in 
2002.]  If I have copies made of everything, if I duplicate all of this stuff 
I've got, there won't be any room for my dogs and me. 
          Anyway.  So, Lucie and I became very fast friends and she visited me 
in Washington.  And then she died at a time that I wasn't keeping up with her a 
whole lot.  She got cancer and died. 
     BN:  When? (Sarah Lampart Azrael – now dead – told me at Thanksgiving 
dinner given by Gladys Uhl in Poolesville, Maryland. Sarah was my successor in 
the N.Y.Herald Tribune Washington bureau, lovely woman.)  
     ACF:  In the 1960s, I think.  She became -- Anyway, by that time I had 
gotten so involved with all this damn, damn -- (Pause.) 
     EF:  What?  Damn, damn what? 
     ACF:  Alabama.  I got mixed -- So many things were going on in the 1960s.  
I was mixed up with all of the animal stuff. 
     EF:  (Inaudible).  
     ACF:  Well, I am.  I'm very proud of that.  I was in the mix-up with 
animals and civil rights and you getting born.  Oh, God, it was just wild. 
     EF:  All right.  You're back in France.  Go on. 
     BN:  Are there any other highlights from Paris? 
     ACF:  Oh, there were plenty of other highlights.   
   BN:  Is that written down somewhere or not? 
     ACF:  Not in this kind of narrative, I don't think. 
     EF:  Then tell us. 
     BN:  Give us some more details. 
     ACF:  Oh, I can't give you anymore -- 
     EF:  How long were you there? 
     ACF:  She lived -- In case I die, she lived at Casi -- Numero something or 
another [27].  Casimir, C-a-s-i-m-i-r, Perrier, like the drink, Perrier.  That 
was the street.  And they had a double apartment.  The father was one, up, like 
above, and she had many rooms because this French woman, her daughter lived in 
the second half of it, and the front half Paul and Lucie had lived, and she had 
some -- It was so Russian, the Russian Orthodox cross on the wall and pictures 
of the -- I think the czarina and some Russian decoration.  It was very 
European, as you can imagine and it was rather -- relatively small place. 
          So, anyway -- (Pause.) 
     ACF:  Describe Lucie Noel.  I do wish I knew her -- 
     EF:  Do you have a photograph of her anywhere? 
     ACF:  Yes, somewhere.  Now that you all know this stuff, you might help me 
with some of my pictures and stuff, put it all together.  She was of slight 
build and very regular, delicate features.  She was, I think, a very handsome -- 
handsome and beautiful woman, and tremendous amount of charm.  Spoke many 
languages and spoke English absolutely perfectly and wrote English absolutely 
perfectly 'cause she wrote all of her articles on fashion. 
          She gave me an entrée, by the way, to all the big fashion houses.  Of 
course, I had it with the Herald Tribune, but, you know, Dior and all those 
people.  She was preeminent.  Can you imagine being a chevalier of France 
“Legion of Honor” through Miss Elizabeth Farrell, who was made, thanks to Lucie,  
the head of Garfinkel's, Elissa, when Garfinkel's was in its heyday, which is 
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the best fashion house, or whatever you want to call it, women's high style, 
haute couture, and everybody -- all these fashion... 
                         (End of Side 1) 
     EF:  Continue. 
     ACF:  I was describing Lucie Noel.  I went, I guess through Lucie, my own 
New York Herald Tribune credentials, I went to the big fashion houses backstage.  
The one I remember the most was Dior and Dior was just -- he was just coming up 
into his ascendancy.  I have pictures taken of -- at Dior's and they dressed me 
up and all that.   
          But the most sad thing to me was the seamstresses, the people who did 
the sewing.  The women who do the sewing, they look like they're beaten down 
slaves.  And the models were so thin.  Other words, the ugly underside of 
fashion made a terrific impression on me.  I said all this beauty and glamor on 
the outside, and then back there in the back, people look like they're 
consumptive.  They look like they haven't had a square meal.  They look like 
they're underpaid.  And I just hated it, hated it. 
          Then I met some of these super intellectuals, so intellectual that the 
average person's never heard their names.  I can -- I'll give those name in the 
inserts later.  You can find them in the Lucie Noel book about her husband. 
          The famous name was Eugene Jolas, J-o-l-a-s, and his wife and a whole 
slew of them.  They were the people who go the -- they were more intellectual 
than Gertrude Stein.  They were all there about the same time.  But they kind of 
looked down on Gertrude Stein 'cause she was just a cheap showman. 
     EF:  This is 1949, I guess. 
     ACF:  Yes.  And, of course, Stein had been in her heyday earlier than that, 
but they had been doing all this before and after -- before the war, too.  But I 
think that these people considered themselves much more intellectual than 
Gertrude Stein and that gang.  Of course, they were all, you know, intellectuals 
and French people are all so hateful towards each other.  All I heard was gossip 
and tearing each other down when I was in France.  Almost as bad as in India 
where they tear each other down.  And then you go to England, they tear each 
other down, too.  And to come to the United States, they do it as well, so 
universal, I guess. 
          Anyway, further on about France.  I went to Dunkirk and saw where the 
boys had -- 
     BN:  What did it look like then? 
     ACF:  Nothing much.  Dunkirk was not the war.  That's from where the boys 
left.  The British boys were driven into the sea.  They came over and they 
couldn't do it and, don't you know, they sent for them and the British -- 
British boys were being driven into the sea by the Germans.  That's what Dunkirk 
means.  Dunkirk has become the meaning for escape. 
     BN:  Was it part of (inaudible)? 
     ACF:  No.  No.  I have pictures of that. Dunkirk Plage, means beach.  But 
that's where the -- To me, that's the most -- chills up the spine when the 
British sent out anything that would float, almost rowboats.  People took their 
-- not only yachts, but their launches, their motorboats, anything that would 
move.  Makes you cry.  Have you ever seen the movie of Dunkirk?  Oh.  Look at 
me, the tears just running down my face right now because those boys were being 
driven into the sea.  And then -- You don't know that story, Elissa? 
     EF:  Yes. 
     ACF:  And they called them to go and get to France, their boys and men -- 
anything that would move, they went over and they saved them.  It's the most 
heroic thing that ever happened.  And, look at me, I'm in sobs right now 'cause 
-- It's just it was unbelievable.  And I don't think that we in America really 
appreciated it.  We didn't have any TV then and there wasn't a whole -- But 
then, later on a movie was made about it -- I think it was "Mrs. Miniver," and 
then they got all kind of pictures.   
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          To me, that was the most -- that was the darkest moment of the war 
because Britain could have gone down.  It would have been just like what we've 
seen over there, and then Britain would have never been like the French, never.  
Would have never been turncoats. 
          And so, when I went to Britain, my heart was filled with gratitude.  
Because don't forget, I had gone through the war here and my -- one of my -- 
some of my first articles were on the British service women, the (Wrens), and my 
first beau was an RAF officer in the early days of -- or before we even got into 
the war.  So, I was -- my heart was always just filled with gratitude to the 
British, although sometimes they make me mad.   
          But it was just, to me, so -- I couldn't believe it when I got there.  
Because Britain was in bad shape, they didn't have anything to eat.  Things were 
just terrible.  And that was -- and being in Britain and a little bit in France.  
But that's when I came -- made up my mind because around about that time, Gen. 
Marshall made this speech that we've got to help Europe because it was going 
down the tubes.   
          And when I came back home, I wanted to do some writing and so on, but 
my heart was to get -- and I could have gone back to the Herald Tribune.  To 
make a long story short, that -- I don't think I told you this on tape, that I 
joined the Marshall Plan. 
     BN:  How long -- When did you leave Paris? 
     ACF:  I don't know the date. 
     EF:  1949. 
     BN:  The spring of '49. 
     ACF:  It was '49.  Then I went to England. 
     EF:  How did you get there? 
     ACF:  Oh, we went over on a channel boat, steamer. 
     EF:  Were you still with Verna? 
     ACF:  Yes.  We stuck together pretty well. 
     BN:  How long did you stay in England? 
     ACF:  I -- The English part I didn't like very much because -- although 
it's kind of amusing.  (Laughs.)  We couldn't find a good place to stay, so we 
stayed at the Strand Hotel, which is -- you remember that.  It's one of the 
great big -- big hotels in London.  And I kept on buying all of the newspapers 
and all of he papers and, guess what?  The manager came up and said you could 
never have seen such a messy room in his life.  (Laughter.)   
          The manager, 'cause I had all these newspapers.  I bought every 
newspaper there was and wouldn't throw any of them away.  The Times, The 
Chronicle, The Observer.  And there was nothing to eat.   And then he was mad 
with us because we would cook.  I got a little sterno thing.  There was no food 
in Britain.  They were down, they -- this is -- The war was over. 
     EF:  Tell us what it was like.      ACF:  Well, there was nothing to eat.  
There was nothing to eat. 
     EF:  No restaurants. 
     ACF:  Nothing much that we could afford.  We used to eat at a place called 
the Golden Egg, or something, where you could get -- It was a little like a 
carry out.  But I got something -- I had a sterno can and I used to heat up soup 
and things in the room.  It was bad. 
     EF:  This was 1949. 
     ACF:  Britain was bad off.  And I think it was on that trip that I -- 
However, I wrote a letter to -- I think I recorded this earlier.  I wrote a note 
to Rebecca West, who's the author of "Gray Lamb, Black Falcon," the definitive 
volume on Yugoslavia, in which she mentioned Nina, the wonderful woman that I 
had met in the Sinai Desert.  Don't you remember me recording about that, who 
sang? 
     EF:  What was Nina's last name? 
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     ACF:  Salam.  And she -- They called her -- Rebecca West referred to her in 
her book with the Persian name of Bulbul for nightingale.  So, I wrote to 
Rebecca West and on the -- I got -- I have the telegram that she sent me 
immediately -- I have it -- to come down and visit them in Bucks -- Berks -- 
Bucks -- 
     EF:  What? 
     ACF:  At their country estate.  And I did, but she didn't invite Verna.  I 
went on my own and I was met by an old -- by her secretary and chauffeur in an 
old Rolls Royce.  And then I had lunch and told her about Nina, that maybe she 
could get her a job teaching, 'cause she was super bilingual, trilingual, 
everything, and I think she did. 
     BN:  Nina was in (inaudible). 
     ACF:  I left her at the camp in Egypt and gave her everything I knew, and 
she acted on it.  And then, later on, Nina got out, but then everything fell 
apart.  I didn't like Rebecca West.  It was my own fault.  'Cause she asked me 
later on, "What train do you want to take to go back?"  And I thought she was 
trying to get rid of me. 
          So, then another woman came to call while I was there.   And then I 
tried to get a picture of her and she got furious with me.  And I wouldn't take 
my hat off.  I had a -- 'cause I didn't like the way my hair looked.  It was not 
a very pleasant encounter.  I was kind of disagreeable and she was disagreeable.  
But she took me up to her enormous bedroom.  She did all of her writing up 
there.  She was a genius.  And her husband was named Andrews.  When she sent me 
the telegram to come down there and she'd meet me at such and such a train, she 
signed it “Cicely Andrews.”   
          Her name -- written name was Rebecca West and her husband -- She was, 
let's see.  Had she been married to H.G. Wells?  And she had this son named 
Anthony West and that was her pen name.  And the name Rebecca West was taken 
from a character in Ibsen.  That was a totally fictitious name.  Her name was 
Cicely Andrews.  C-i-c-e-l-y.  But I think she got things -- And then -- 
(Pause.) 
     EF:  What was her estate like? 
     ACF:  Oh, it was marvelous.  I could -- It was Twin Oaks.   I was a lot -- 
a tan, huge manor house, but very down to earth.  I mean, she didn't have a lot 
of servants.  It wasn't that kind, but a big -- a good-sized manor house.  She 
had people to serve and all that at table.  And her husband was very nice and he 
was -- he was nicer to me than she was.  But she got the information she wanted, 
she was going to help, and I wanted -- that's all I wanted.  So, she -- Then I 
went on back to London the night on the train.  Everybody was -- 
          Then, you see, don't forget this Dr. Vuckovic, whose letters I have, 
he wrote me all the time.  He'd been in love with me -- 
     EF:  Spell it. 
     ACF:  Oh, I don't know how you spell it.  [Spelling in earlier transcript.]  
He'd been in love with Nina.  And I have all his letters about -- And then his 
wife had jumped in the Suez Canal on the Red Sea right there and killed herself 
because he was in love with Nina, and now he was double-crossing in love with 
Nina, falling in love with me.  And I had no respect for him because Maria 
Banicevic told me how he had double crossed his wife, and now he was double 
crossing Nina.  And he loved me; I've got all these love letters from him. 
     EF:  This is back in the Sinai Desert? 
     ACF:  Yes.  But then he wrote me at home.  I have those letters.  I'll give 
them -- put them in there. 
     EF:  Better spell -- 
     ACF:  I don't know -- V-u-k-o-s-o-v-i-c something -- 
     EF:  Who, Maria? 
     ACF:  No.  Her name was Banicevic and she -- But this is all these things 
coming around, coming around.  And Maria, you know, Nina, Rebecca West.  See, if 
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Rebecca West hadn't told me about this -- She was in "Gray Lamb, Black Falcon" -
- "Black Falcon, Gray Lamb" -- and -- but, you see, I followed up.  That's my 
nature.  But then I don't follow up enough of myself later.  But Rebecca West 
didn't give a snap about me.  She did care about Nina because she played her up 
so big in the book and it was very dramatic, and all that.  But Rebecca West 
would use anybody.  She was a smart, ruthless woman.  She wrote a lot of 
wonderful books and she came over and covered the Hiss trial, I think, and all 
that.  She was brilliant, but ruthless.  I saw that right away. 
          So, when I came -- In England, I fell in with all these newspaper 
people and one of them was Ned Russell.  And I know that I went out and did 
entirely too much drinking the night before I was supposed to leave, and I was 
absolutely stupefied with hangover when I got on the Queen Mary, or Elizabeth, 
or whatever the hell it was the next morning.  I didn't even think -- I said, 
"Verna, I can't even leave.  I can't even lift my head off the pillow."  And we 
got on the boat and the stewardess was so nice to me.  They couldn't decide 
whether to give me more alcohol -- you know, hair of the hound that bit you -- 
or another some kind of concoction they brought me, in bed, on the Queen. 
     EF:  Which Queen? 
     ACF:  I can't remember whether it was Mary -- I've been on both of them -- 
Mary or Elizabeth, but I went out the night before with Ned Russell, who was the 
bureau chief for London, who was -- 
     EF:  Of what? 
     ACF:  New York Herald Tribune.  And he had gotten -- he was all mixed up 
with Jan Mazyrak, who right after that jumped out the window in Prague.  He was 
the great white hope for saving the Czechs. 
     EF:  Spell his name. 
     ACF:  Oh, everybody knows about Jan Masaryk.  I don't know how to spell it.  
M-a-z-y-r-a-k  [sic]. 
     EF:  Jan, J-a-n? 
     ACF:  Yes, Jan.  And in some way, he was all involved with him.  I can't 
remember whether Russell had a wife or not.  Nobody seemed to pay much attention 
to any of that.  And I can't remember much -- Naturally, I can't remember much 
about that either.  (Laughs.)  But I don't know why.  I guess because I was 
going home and didn't really want to go. 
     BN:  Was this a farewell (inaudible)?   
   ACF:  It was a group of us, yes.  I don't remember.  How could I?  And, thank 
God for Verna.  But I didn't drink like that, that much.  But anyhow -- 
     EF:  You (inaudible) alcohol the next day. 
     ACF:  Absolutely.  I could hardly get on the ship and I have very little 
recollection of the voyage home.  (Laughs.) 
     BN:  How long did it take then to go across -- 
     ACF:  Three-and-a-half a days on the queens.   
     EF:  Okay.  So, where did the ship dock? 
     ACF:  New York.  And then my mother met me and the first thing she said to 
me, "You look like someone the cat dragged in," after having [not] seen her for 
two years.  And I said, "I'm sorry I came home."  And we started having it hot 
and heavy right away.  And so, she went and made me get clothes.  I wore this 
camel's hair coat that was in shreds almost. 
          And so, we stayed in a hotel in New York -- You're looking at me.  You 
going to remember all this?  You can write it up in a book someday. 
          So, then we stayed in New York at the Barbizon Hotel, one of those -- 
     EF:  Is this still '49? 
     ACF:  Yes, I guess it was. 
     BN:  Summer? 
     ACF:  No, cold weather.  It was still that some cold winter.  Must have 
been February or March by that time.  And so, I got back home, but I'm sure 
there are a lot of -- I did some stories from England. 
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     EF:  Okay.  But tell us about New York with your mother. 
     BN:  Tell us about the Marshall Plan.  You started -- 
     ACF:  Okay. Well, anyhow -- I'll jump ahead.  I didn't go do that right 
away.  But Gen. Marshall had made this speech -- 
     BN:  What, the summer of '49? 
     ACF:  -- before I came home about how we had to do something about Europe.   
     BN:  And you'd just seen it. 
     ACF:  I had just seen Europe.  I was in Europe and I was motivated, and 
Verna was, too.  She got a job right away with the Marshall Plan and went back 
long before I did, and she was there and her life was changed by that.  That's 
when she met the man that she married and he -- whom I never did care for too 
much, but he was -- he was a press attaché for -- later in Spain.  She met him 
in France then. His name was Morrill Cody. We called him Bill. He was kin to 
Buffalo Bill Cody.  
          But anyhow, I said we've got to help those people and my main 
contribution was not handing out food, but getting other people to support the 
American effort to hand out the supplies.  But, of course -- 
     BN:  (Inaudible)? 
     ACF:  Articles.  But I had a notion no paper was going to send me over to 
cover the Marshall Plan exclusively, so I went to the Marshall Plan people -- I 
went up there and talked to them.  It was called the -- 
     EF:  Where?  In New York? 
     ACF:  No, here in Washington, called the Economic Cooperation 
Administration. 
     EF:  Where were you in between, Richmond? 
     ACF:  For a very short while.  I went to Richmond for awhile and I think I 
was going to -- I have to look at my note.  I was going to try to do some 
writing about my wonderful trip and Life magazine kept my pictures for a long 
time, and then they couldn't make up their mind and I took them back.  I got -- 
I'm pretty hot-tempered, you know.  But anyhow, so that's how I ended up with 
the Marshall Plan, rather than going -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible)? 
     ACF:  I didn't go back to the Herald Tribune because I didn't want to go -- 
     EF:  You went to Washington and you said what to them? 
     ACF:  I said that they should employ me to go over and take pictures, 
'cause I can take real good pictures and I had a Rolleiflex and all of that, and 
write articles on the end-use of the materials, because not all the people in 
America wanted to spend the money to subsidize postwar Europe.  And this whole 
idea was not only economic -- it was not only a humanitarian effort, it was 
economically feasible for us.  If we didn't have markets, if we didn't build up 
the purchasing power of the Europeans, they would never buy -- be able to buy 
anything from us.     EF:  So, who did you speak with at the Marshall Plan; do 
you remember? 
     ACF:  I went to see the man who I -- Robert Huse, I believe, H-u-s-e, who 
had been the head of a public information - 
     EF:  H-u-s-e? 
     ACF:  H-u-s-e.  I guess I talked to Robert Huse first and asked him -- I 
said, "You know, it would be money well-spent to send somebody over there who 
could then contribute articles to the national press, which I can send back to 
you and I will try to find any local angles I could about the end-use."  And 
that was how I went to -- 
     EF:  He said yes? 
     ACF:  Yes.  Well, he didn't say it; it went through the usual red tape.  
And that's how I went back as the Marshall Plan special correspondent to do -- 
     EF:  When is this?  Fifty by now? 
     ACF:  No, still '49.   
     EF:  When you went back, where did you go? 
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     ACF:  Oh, I went to the countries that were the most beaten up, was France 
– but not Paris, which was declared on open city. 
     EF:  You see, I didn't know any -- all this. 
     ACF:  France and Italy; they were the most beaten up.  And then I went -- 
In France, but it's very hard -- I realized -- And don't forget the Marshall 
Plan Headquarters were in Paris and Verna was already there.  And --     EF:  
She found a way to get right back to Europe. 
     ACF:  Yes, pretty -- So, then that's when I found Simone.  My French wasn't 
good enough to interview people for a good bit of time -- 
     EF:  Where are you right now?  Paris? 
     ACF:  I'm back to Paris, okay?  And -- We found this girl who was working 
there.  She was an ambitious young woman and she spoke English, she was 
bilingual, named Simone Heligon, H-e-l-i-g-o-n, Bosc, B-o-s-c.  Bosc was her 
maiden name and her married name was Heligon, and she was divorced or in the 
midst of divorce and she didn't want to stay home and be married and look out 
for her child.  I never had much respect for Simone.  She was charming though.  
And she and I went all around France together. 
          We went up to the Belgian-French border -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible). 
     ACF:  Where I was trying to find out how the Marshall Plan was making a 
difference. 
     BN:  What year is this? 
     ACF:  Still '49, I think. 
     BN:  You were back in Europe already? 
     ACF:  Yes.  I had talked my way -- 
     BN:  I didn't realize you went back. 
     EF:  I didn't either. 
     ACF:  I talked my way into a big job, big pay with the Marshall Plan to 
write stories about the utilization of the American aid effort and get it down 
to cases.  And I say then I found -- Verna was already in Paris, and then I 
found this French girl to help me as my assistant.  (Pause.) 
          Anyway, one of the most interesting complete stories was bringing over 
the wool -- Roubaix-Tourcoing, the northern part of France on the Belgian 
border.  Extremely unattractive -- 
     EF:  How do you spell it? 
     ACF:  Roubaix-Tourcoin, R-o-u-b-a-i-x, hyphen, Tourcoin, T-o-u-r-c-o-i-n.  
These people that worked and lived there on the border were called frontalieres, 
or something, frontier people.  They go live in one country and go to work in 
another.  
          And the wool was -- This I found was a perfect story; I've kind of 
forgotten it now.  The wool would come from Australia and then was converted 
into -- whatever you do with wool -- and woven.  Don't forget Belgian -- 
Remember Belgian rugs, the (inaudible) rugs, the imitation of Oriental rugs.  
The Belgians are heavy on textiles. 
          So, it went into France -- This was a shot in the arm to all these 
economies.  The French economy, the Belgian economy, and American -- 
     EF:  Did you write an article about this (inaudible)? 
     ACF:  A whole bunch of articles on it, and pictures.  We found one couple -
- He went to work everyday over in Belgian, then we documented him riding his 
bicycle.  He was an older man, actually, you know, wasn't sweet sixteen -- and 
back in their kitchen in their home.  And I took all these pictures. 
     EF:  You personalized it. 
     ACF:  We personalized it.  How this had made -- revived an industry, both 
the French industry and the Belgian, 'cause all of them were victims of the war 
and this -- If it hadn't been for the Marshall Plan, they couldn't have put 
these people back to work and sold this merchandise. 
     BN:  So, there (inaudible) Simone. 
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     ACF:  Yes, she was my helper. 
     EF:  You're the only person doing this? 
     ACF:  Yes, I thought of it. 
     EF:  In the whole world. 
     ACF:  I guess so, 'cause newspapers weren't going to pay anybody to do it. 
     EF:  But who -- And that got printed, do you know? 
     ACF:  Yes.  I sent it back to the United States and they would distribute 
it to newspapers all over this country, and I saw some of -- some of the 
syndicates.  I saw some of it after it was printed. 
     EF:  So, you wrote it and your pictures. 
     ACF:  Yes. 
     EF:  You have a full collection of these? 
     ACF:  Well, it's not a full collection, but I have a lot.  But I didn't see 
all the stuff. 
     EF:  If we were to find some of them, where could we find -- Is the 
Marshall Plan in the Archives? 
     ACF:  No.  My God, no.  Oh, I don't think those Marshall (down at?) 
Archives would probably amount to anything.  But anyhow, I have a lot of that 
stuff. 
     EF:  It's pretty historic (inaudible) -- 
     ACF:  One of the most interesting things I did was writing about Americans 
saving the French wine crops because -- It was either a parasite or something, 
certain -- You powdered it on.  It was something that was either for the 
parasites or for the soil, I can't remember.  But it's all written. 
          The French wine crop was going down the tubes and the Americans saved 
it by getting this raw material in to distribute into the whole wine network.  
So, what Simone and I did -- and we had a driver.  We went particularly to 
Burgundy country.  I've got pictures -- You can see wine bottles right now.  A 
place called Nuit Saint George; you can still get that wine.  Beaujolais, all 
those wine countries you see on labels.   
          And we went -- The people that owned the vineyards were delighted to 
have us, of course, 'cause they understood -- they were getting American help 
saving them.  It saved the -- The vines would have gone.  They wouldn't have had 
any wine crop for several years and that would cause economic chaos, because 
they were trying to build themselves back after the war anyhow.  And it was 
fascinating to me 'cause I went down, Simone and I, into the caves.  That's 
where the bottles were stored for a long time.  We saw the whole process from 
start to finish, and went to all these famous place names.   
          And also, at one point, we went to Rouen, where the -- we were 
reviving the industry there with -- Ah, I'd have to go and look at those 
stories; I can't remember what it was we sent there.  But the whole thing is, 
the raw materials going in at one end and the finished product going out at the 
other end, and in the meantime, you put people back to work, all the different 
middle men.  And this is where the Marshall Plan really counted.  It put Europe 
back on its feet.   
          And I think the Marshall Plan was one of the greatest things that ever 
happened, and a lot of people don't even know what it was.  They had an 
anniversary not long ago, but I was not involved in it.  I'm not known.  But I 
mean, I thought it was very important to do that.  Then I went and did -- 
     EF:  All this is typed-up in one place? 
     ACF:  Well, if you'd come over...  (Files discussed.) 
          There was something called counterpart funds, and I had written 
articles explaining what a counterpart fund was.  We could sell things and they 
would come back into the local currency.  And you'd have local currency to build 
water supply places.  You paid the people in lira, for example, not dollars.  I 
explained the whole thing.  I was an expert.  I can't even tell you what the 
counterpart funds are right at the moment.  But all that material is there.          
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We went to Italy and we went to places where they had no electricity, they had 
no water, we had nothing. 
     EF:  (Inaudible)?  
     ACF:  No.  I'd left Simone.  She didn't speak Italian.  I picked up a young 
man there (inaudible) and I did stories from Italy about bringing light to 
little villages that didn't have it.  And also it enriched the economy because 
we supplied all the raw materials, like the turbines, all that.  Then I went to 
places on the Swiss border.  Oh, I'll never forget that. 
          On the French-Swiss border in a driving snowstorm at night in the 
Alps.  I was scared witless.  I'm not that brave.  But I said, "Oh, we must stop 
and get into a farmhouse," but they pushed on.  There was a wonderful man with 
us named Lee McArdle.  He was the Baltimore Sun foreign correspondent stationed 
to France.  And I said, "Oh, Lee" -- and Simone, too, and the driver.  And I was 
the scared one, but we pushed on.   
          And I went to this huge dam.  If I had a French map.  A huge -- But 
this is the whole thing for turbines to get the electric power into France.  
Those countries were in shambles.  And this way we showed how the lights would 
come on, everything would run once again.  And this was a place called 
Genissiat, G-e-n-i-s-s-i-a-t, and I remember that.  It's almost faded out of my 
mind. 
          But then jump back to Italy.  The most tragic thing to me in Italy -- 
and I wrote about it, but I don't know where those stories are -- was to go to -
- Oh.  You could tell I was weeping a minute ago, I can weep again.  I went to 
the tragic remnants of Monte Casino, where they -- That was that famous 
monastery of the 14th Century, whatever, which had been bombed to bits.  And 
they -- they've rebuilt it.  Some of those monks survived.  But that night in 
the hotel, Lee -- the next morning, Lee and I and Simone, we all had these 
terrific nightmares.  We're not in the same room, there was no hanky-panky going 
on with Lee.  We had these terrific nightmares. 
     BN:  You were in the monastery? 
     ACF:  No, in the hotel right at the bottom of Monte Cassino.  And 
nightmares about people crying and screaming, and guns -- It was awful and each 
one of us had the same -- somewhat the same nightmare.  Isn't that amazing?  
Like we were there.  Lee swore to that day that ghosts or something, and it was 
frightening.  
          And then I'll never forget, the thing that affected me the most -- and 
I have some pictures of that -- was that the people, those Italians who were 
left there, some of them had been shelled and all that, the peasants.  And those 
children, not much older than Amanda, they were clawing through the debris to 
get anything they could sell in the way of (inaudible) and all that.  And 
sometimes things would blow up on them.  And I've got photos of just digging 
through the rubble for anything salvageable.  And they were down to nothing, the 
Italians were.  And the Italians are very lovable people, much more so that the 
French.  I just loved the Italians. 
          And the monastery was all blown to bits.  Every -- We shelled it.  
There were Polish -- the Germans did it.  It was an absolute hell, hell Monte 
Casino was, this shelling on them from all sides.  There was nothing -- They 
were not trying to destroy a monastery, per se, but mainly because of strategic 
position.  I ought to review all that because I can't remember.  Don't forget, 
it's more than 50 years ago. 
     EF:  Do you have the articles? 
     ACF:  I don't remember where those articles are, the Italian ones, but I 
wrote them. 
     EF:  How would you send your stories home? 
     ACF:  Mail them.  Just send them by mail.  Didn't have anything else then, 
no computers, no nothing.  And sent as many pictures as possible. 
     EF:  Did you send the film? 
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     ACF:  I've got all that stuff. 
     EF:  Did you send the film, just the rolls of film, or were you sending the 
snapshots, the developed pictures, prints? 
     ACF:  I'm trying to remember.  How come I've got a lot of those pictures?  
I don't know.  I can't answer that.  Maybe I had them developed in Rome. 
          Anyway.  I had a nice young man that worked for me there; I can't 
remember his name.  Then I went down to Capri and a whole bunch of places all 
over Italy.     EF:  Name some of them.  Did you go to Florence? 
     ACF:  Oh, I can't remember them.  Not on that trip.  I went to Florence 
when I was in Italy before. 
     EF:  Had you been to Italy with Verna? 
     ACF:  Yes.  We went to Florence, went everywhere.  When I went to Florence, 
if you want to backtrack, that's where I -- when I went into the Sistine Chapel 
where Michelangelo's frescos are, I couldn't -- I couldn't believe it.  I said 
that's not painting, that's sculpture.  It was -- His painting was -- it was 
three-dimensional, three-dimensional.  The muscles of the angels and all that 
(inaudible). 
     EF:  It's in Rome. 
     BN:  (Inaudible).   
     ACF:  I don't know.  Anyway, but I went to the Sistine Chapel.  I went to 
all those places.  But in the -- 
     EF:  With Verna. 
     ACF:  Verna and I.  We were backtracking on that.  But also, there's some 
famous doors.  Your mother's (Nancy Nooter) nuts about doors, but Zanzibari 
ones.  These Florentine -- This man was there who was reconditioning them.  He'd 
taken them off their hinges.  He said, "You're one of the few people that I'm 
showing these to."  And he said, "I'm bringing them back to life again."  And 
I've got pictures of them.   
          I've got such treasures for historians, but I don't know how to get it 
out to anybody and I've got it all there.  I think I ought to spend the rest of 
my life getting the first part of my life put together. 
     EF:  We can get it all down for the future. 
     ACF:  But I'm trying too hard to help the animals and I've been spinning my 
wheels on that. 
     EF:  Okay.  You're back in France.  Marshall Plan. 
     ACF:  Well, I think Italy about wound it up. 
     EF:  Did you eat a lot of spaghetti? 
     ACF:  Did I eat a lot of spaghetti?  They don't have -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible) pasta then or were they too poor? 
     ACF:  Well, they nearly always ate well.  But I'm trying to think.  In 
Italy, I think I got in with this fast literary set.  I don't know -- I can't 
remember which trip it was, but we went to these wonderful underground 
restaurants, I'll never forget that.  And that's where I met Tennessee Williams.  
Yes, Tennessee Williams and I got -- I got in somehow or another with this super 
arty intellectual set.  Somehow or another I had a way of getting involved with 
people like that.   
          And there was some American, like (Cheryl?), somebody who was a great 
lesbian producer.  I didn't know about Tennessee Williams and his problems at 
that time.  But it was in these palaces, people lived there, and I'll never 
forget that.  'Cause I used my newspaper contacts.  I knew every -- 
     BN:  You were having dinner with Tennessee Williams? 
     ACF:  A cocktail buffet.  Everybody just standing around, all eating 
(inaudible).  But I'm just trying to think.  Then that's when they took me off 
to meet this man who wrote a book and his name was Carlo Levi, Italian Jewish, 
who wrote this book which was a super bestseller at that time.  Carlo, Levi, L-
e-v-i, I think.  And he had written this book which was a classic at that time, 
but everybody's forgotten now, "Christ Stopped at Eboli," which everybody knew 
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about and it was very much the in book at that time.  And I went to his 
apartments, studio, whatever.   
          Like so many of those people there, absolute raving egomaniacs.  And 
he --  
     EF:  Spell Eboli. 
     ACF:  Eboli, E-b-o-l-i.  He talked about himself the whole time.  And then 
we talked about the Marshall Plan and about communism and everybody was 
pontificating, everybody pontificated, everybody had all the answers and all 
that.  I guess I did, too.  I was just as bad as the next one. 
          And so, that was all kind of fascinating.  And I do believe, in 
retrospect, that maybe those stories -- If any story is read, if any story and 
pictures have any influence, these made their contribution.  How lasting the 
contribution is, that we never know.  When you're in journalism, you never know 
-- you can never measure your effect unless it's some big, splashy thing like 
the O.J. Simpson trial.  But you never knew.  'Cause I know some of the things 
that I've gotten into in my life were inspired by reading a newspaper article 
somewhere that the author never knew I had read it.   
          I would never have gotten into working -- I'll jump ahead.  When I get 
to my animal stuff, I'll tell you how I got into that with all four feet.  It 
was really a little teeny article. 
          Okay.  So, then the Marshall Plan then kind of wound down.  Oh, I went 
to Trieste.  You know where that is.  And then I went to Vienna. 
     EF:  That's Austria. 
     ACF:  I know.  It's right there next to it.  W-i-e-n, Wien, Wien.  And 
that's where I met some really interesting people that I kept up with for a long 
time.  One was Rita Nagel.  Then terrible things happen to people.  They go out 
of your life and you can't find them again, and they die.  I mean, I'm at the 
age where all so many of these wonderful people are dead.  And she was one of 
them.  I never will forget -- 
     EF:  How do you spell it? 
     ACF:  Rita, R-i-t-a.  Nagel, N-a-g-e-l.  That was her first husband's name.  
Then she married a man with the Marshall Plan there in Vienna named Wesley Cook. 
     EF:  Was she American? 
     ACF:  No, she's Viennese.  And she was -- somehow or another -- she had 
kept it secret -- she was Jewish.  And she somehow or another -- They had never 
gotten on to her.  I don't know how.  And she took me out -- said, "Now don't 
you dare open your mouth" -- to the May Day communist celebration in Vienna.  
And everybody was down on the Americans then. 
     EF:  That was May of 1949. 
     ACF:  That was May of 1949.  Certainly did get a lot of things done.  So, 
we went -- The streets were crowded, packed, and bands playing and all that.  
She said, "Don't you open your mouth 'cause the American accent will give you 
away."  And I never did; I went like that. 
     EF:  Was that a strain? 
     ACF:  It was a strain.  And so, then we -- she'd take me to these pastry 
shops that -- And, of course, the big deal then, the Viennese, what they were 
trying to push the Marshall Plan on was not so much food, but they wanted to 
rebuild -- This is so wonderfully Viennese -- 
     BN:  The opera. 
     ACF:  Opera house.  They want -- I said, "I don't think the American public 
is gonna go for that," but they did.  And that opera house was rebuilt, 'cause 
that's the soul of Europe.  That is the soul of Europe right there.  So, we went 
to some operas and things like that, 'cause that's their life in Vienna, and the 
chocolate shops and all that.  So, I had a -- I met these wonderful people and 
they all took me into their hearts and homes and everything went fine. 
          So, I went to -- I guess Trieste.  Nothing much happened there.  I 
traveled around with a wonderful guy.  I think he's way up in his nineties if 
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he's still alive, named Joseph Harsh.  He was the top foreign correspondent for 
the Christian Science Monitor, Joe Harsh.   
          We went to -- In other words, with that Marshall Plan, I did my -- 
See, I always feel so apologetic. 
     EF:  Would you take reporters with you? 
     ACF:  No, I did it on my own. 
     EF:  But you just said that -- 
     ACF:  Well, we just happened to run into him, Lee McArdle that time, and I 
think we shared the driver, the chauffeur, or maybe I took him.  I might have 
taken him 'cause I could put it on the Marshall Plan bill.  I guess I did.  Yes, 
it was in the line of work.  But we became great buddies, and he died, too.  I 
liked Lee McArdle, a wonderful man.   
          I don't remember -- I had to get back, went back to Paris.  Went back 
to Paris and Verna was there.  And then I think that kind of came -- Then I 
realized that I was spinning my wheels, then I came home. 
     BN:  About when?  June? 
     ACF:  I don't remember. 
     EF:  You took a ship home, I guess. 
     ACF:  I guess so.  Oh, no, I was scared of flying in that day and age.  And 
then that was when I took kind of stock of myself, what was I going to do.  And 
that's when I started running into Jim Free and other people, and what in the 
hell was I going to do. I was getting a little tired of foreign travel. I felt I 
should not leave Mother again. 
     EF:  Where were you, what town? 
     ACF:  I got back to Washington.  Yes, working for the Marshall Plan for 
awhile, 'cause I felt that was my home office.  Then Jim -- 
     EF:  Where were you living? 
     ACF:  I lived... 
                        (End of Side 2.)� 
                           ORAL HISTORY -- Tape 7 
25 October 1997, Lantz's Mill...continuation... 
     ELISSA FREE: ...back in Washington, working for the Marshall Plan.  It's 
still 1949, I guess. 
     BILL NOOTER:  (Inaudible)  Hotel. 
     ANN COTTRELL FREE:  1950, or something.  Well, around about that time.  I 
say -- 
     BN:  1949. 
     ACF:  Well, 'cause I didn't have a regular apartment 'cause I -- it was a 
short -- I was going to go back to Europe, or something.  I didn't know what I 
was going to do.  And that's when I met Manfred Baer.  I went to the Alger Hiss-
Whittaker Chambers hearing.  And Alger Hiss was the -- That's a well-known story 
and I have my handwritten notes of the confrontation between Alger Hiss and 
Whittaker Chambers.   
          And incidentally, my boss when I was on the Herald Tribune, a man 
named Bert Andrews, was the one who, you might say, broke the story, and all 
about the "Pumpkin Papers" and all this stuff, which I won't get into now.  And 
actually, that swept Richard Nixon into public office, all of that.  And I was 
at the hearing, although I don't think I was writing for anybody much then, but 
I was intrigued.  That's where I met this man, this Swiss, named Manfred Baer. 
     BN:  How do you spell Baer? 
     ACF:  His was spelled B-a-u -- B-a-e-r.     EF:  B-a-e-r? 
     ACF:  Something like that, or maybe -- And then when I was with you all in 
Switzerland in Grindelwald, remember I looked in the phone book and found a 
Manfred Baer in another town, in Bern.  I said I might look him up, but I was 
trying to tell you about him, but you wouldn't listen to me.  And he and I -- He 
became my beau.  A most intriguing, talented, brilliant and mysterious man.  And 
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I have a letter of his and -- I don't throw anything away.  And he was so 
talented and he loved Mozart. 
     BN:  What was his job? 
     ACF:  I don't know.  I don't know.  He was Swiss, he could have been 
anything.  But he was a writer, he was a musician, and he seemed to -- I can't 
say this 'cause it's so self-serving, but he certainly was intrigued -- he liked 
me a lot.  (Laughs.)  And he -- I'll show you.  I can put it in the collection.  
He sent me these beautiful postcards and always -- he always said I was a -- He 
had me all involved with music and Mozart.  I don't know why, I'm not the type.  
But anyhow.  So then, this other guy I was around, Jim. 
     EF:  Free. 
     ACF:  And then I didn't want to get involved with Manfred.  At this time I 
think I was emotionally and physically exhausted.  You've heard all this.  And 
nothing was -- and I was trying to figure what I was going to do with all this 
writing, then Jim started up his refrain. 
     BN:  What's that? 
     ACF:  To marry him.  He'd been after me for years and years and years and 
years and years, and I didn't like him. 
     EF:  Persistent. 
     ACF:  He was so persistent. 
     BN:  You didn't like him? 
     ACF:  No, and I couldn't stand his mother.  And somehow or another -- 
     BN:  Well, did you correspond with him while you were abroad and all that? 
     ACF:  Not much...     ...I was exhausted from all these different things 
and what was I going to do and where was I going to go, and all that. 
     EF:  All right, it doesn't matter. 
     ACF:   Went back to doing news papering writing.  It all seemed very 
trivial to me. 
     EF:  Okay.  All right.  This was about 1950? 
     ACF:  Yes, February the 24th, 1950. 
     EF:  That what? 
     ACF:  1950. 
     EF:  What happened that day? 
     ACF:  I got married. 
     BN:  Oh, we never knew your anniversary date. 
     ACF:  Never made any -- Listen, after Manfred, I was -- felt like I should 
have married him.  But -- Look, I was very devoted to my mother.  I'd been away 
from her a lot and this guy, Jim -- 
     EF:  Well, he was stability, I guess. 
     ACF:  A certain amount.  And anyway -- 
     EF:  All right.  So, you married him in February.  Okay. 
     ACF:  So -- February the 24th, 1950. 
     EF:  Where?  Tell me where it was. 
     ACF:  Went to St. John's Church and had a little chancel wedding.   
     EF:  It's the 24th. 
     ACF:  Yes. 
     EF:  St. John's, that's right near the White House, right? 
     ACF:  Yes, right across.  Um-hmm.   
     EF:  Well, where were you living? 
     ACF:  Oh, we moved into -- He had a tacky -- I think I liked him better 
because he was going around with -- his roommate was Bill Lawrence of The New 
York Times and I thought he had improved because he was associated with better 
people.  But I was only kidding myself.  Okay, let's turn it off.  (Pause.) 
 
                16 November 1997 -- Lantz's Mill 
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     EF:  This is November 16th, 1997.  It's a cold day.  We're back at Lantz's 
Mill.  We're sitting in the living room with the wood stove going and we're 
going to pick up where we left off, I guess.  Okay. 
     ACF:  After our marriage, we went to live in Bill's apartment -- I mean, 
Jim's apartment, which he had shared with Bill Lawrence.  Cathedral Mansions.  
That's across from the Zoo.  Then we moved to McLean Gardens.  [Patches 
comments.] 
     EF:  Can you give some addresses please? 
     ACF:  Cathedral Mansions was 3000 Connecticut Avenue. 
     EF:  Apartment? 
     ACF:  I don't remember the apartment number.  And then later, we moved 
within the year to McLean Gardens.  I think we had a two-bedroom apartment 
there.  And I have no recollections much of that.  That's when I resumed some of 
my newspaper work.  A good friend of mine, Josephine Ripley, with the Christian 
Science Monitor tried to get me interested in helping her with some press club 
things, and I did.   
          And then I started working for North American Newspaper Alliance, 
doing special stories, and The Washington Star, special stories, and a few other 
-- and The Washington Post, special stories.  And I went up to New York and did 
some United Nations stories and I did stories -- a lot of foreign affairs 
things.  I was very hep to that. 
     EF:  You say "special stories."  On what subjects? 
     ACF:  I was heavy on foreign stuff then.  And then -- 'Cause I had had so 
much recent foreign experience.  I remember one of my first stories, in 1951, 
was -- of all things, and I have it now -- was on -- I wrote a lot for the op-ed 
page of The Washington Star on Cambodia.  Nobody had ever heard of Cambodia, or 
French Indochina, or Vietnam.  That was all terra incognitos to the American 
public.  It'd all been in the sphere of influence of France.  But having been 
there and knowing that a big war was going to break loose, already had broken 
loose.   
          The French tried to hold on to the communists [country] against Ho Chi 
Minh, who was -- pretty much inspired, most people thought, by the communist 
philosophy.  But actually, what he wanted strictly was independence for -- for 
Vietnam.  But that's a long story; it's been written up a lot.  He tried -- He 
made overtures to the OSS to try to get American help and we turned him down.  
But they first -- And Cambodia was a part of the French Indochina. 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  I jumped to that story right away.  Cambodia, to ingratiate 
themselves with the Americans, were giving an elephant to the Zoo here, you 
know, a diplomatic gift.  So, I wrote a story based on an interview with the new 
ambassador, who had fought in World War II against the French, and he was -- All 
these Cambodians are very small in stature.  I'm sure by now, he's dead.  His 
name was Nong Kimny.   
          But, in other words, I wrote a -- used a rather frivolous, you might 
say, come-on for the lead and I remember the headline was "All He Hears Is 
Elephants," 'cause everybody was telephoning, 'When's the elephant coming?'  And 
then The Washington Star ran his picture with the chief of protocol of the State 
Department.  It was a byline story.  It was entertaining.  I've got it now.  
Poor man.  He had his embassy in the Wardman Park Hotel.  This was very early-
on.  And who would have ever thought what was going to happen to Cambodia?  "The 
killing grounds."  They were delicate, lovely people who deserved better than 
that to put in mildly. 
          Then I kept on writing all those stories and everything.  And then we 
moved to a little house, 1963 39th Street, which was up the hill from Georgetown 
University Hospital, abutting the Glover Archbold Park.  In other words, federal 
parkland, which was quite nice.   



 125 

          And in front of us, although you couldn't see it, was, of course, the 
famous Archbold Mansion.  And I used to walk my dog -- We got a little dog by 
then named "Chips," a Cairn terrier.  We got him from British Embassy people.  
Thank God, this was before the days of puppy mills.  And I decided I wanted a 
Cairn terrier 'cause I had grown up with them.  And we got this from Mr. and 
Mrs. Guy DeMoelyns.  She had -- 
     EF:  Spell that. 
     ACF:  D-e-capitol M-o-e-l-y-n-s.  I think she was the one with the money 
and he had the title in the British Embassy.  First Secretary, I think.  But we 
lived there and I loved it there, 'cause it was right on the woods and you could 
take the dog for a walk, and there were a lot of characters who lived on that 
block at the end of it.  The little row houses.  This was a section called 
Burleith.  And next door to us were two rather prim, kind of maiden ladies, both 
government workers.  And then next to that, coming down next to that was Mrs. 
Joyce.  How well I remember that poor woman, poor and talented, musical, 70 or 
80-year old -- seemed very old, might have been younger -- woman who was a 
horrible alcoholic, who was abusive to everyone.  And one time she got me in 
there and she poured me a drink.  It was a snowy day.  And it was a tumbler, a 
mix of sherry wine and bourbon whiskey that could have killed me. 
     EF:  What year was this? 
     ACF:  This was in -- Before you were born, 1952 or '3.  And then down -- 
further down these little row houses was Catherine Godsell --  
     EF:  How do you spell it? 
     ACF:  G-o-d-s-e-l-l, who was a Scottish woman.   -- and her husband, Bill.  
And he was Irish, actually.  And her -- Oh, my gosh, I can't remember her 
Scottish name, but she had the lovely Scottish brogue, or whatever you call it.  
And he had been with General Allenby in the Camel Corps in World War I.  I can't 
believe that, but it was true.  And he was a driver.  We had all shades of 
political, you might say, or economic positions on that block.  He was a driver 
for Mrs. Pandit, who was the sister of Indira Gandhi. 
     EF:  Spell that. 
     ACF:  With Mrs. Pandit, who was the sister of Nehru and the aunt of Indira 
Gandhi.  Later on, she was ambassador to the USA.  She was a very brilliant 
woman.   
     EF:  Spell it.  
     ACF:  Pandit, P-a-n-d-i-t, I think.  And Bill was her driver, official 
chauffeur.   
          And Catherine worked in alterations at the Julius Garfinkel's store 
down at F Street and 14th, which was the -- THE store of Washington in that day 
and age.  And she did alterations.  Actually, she was upper echelon; she didn't 
have to do any sewing herself.  She was an inspector of alterations.  Everybody 
got beautiful clothes in those days and it was the -- the "in" place.   
          It's hard to believe, but Garfinkel's has been gone for a good many 
years now.  When Crate and Barrel got its place in Spring Valley and down at 
14th and F, that was like the rock of Gibraltar.  Thought it was just as 
permanent as the Washington Monument.  Just a stone's throw from the White 
House.  All First Ladies shopped there or sent over somebody to get their 
clothes for them.  And it was just elegant. 
          And so, Catherine, she had a certain cache about her because she was 
head of -- or inspector of alterations at Julius Garfinkel.     
          And then in between there was some other people.  About three doors 
back up was a young man named Barkley Henry, who wore dirty tennis shoes and 
button-down blue collars, and he was a Vanderbilt.  He was an heir to the 
Whitney and Vanderbilt fortune and he was a writer.  He and I got along very 
well.  So, you had all shapes and sizes on that block.  I loved it.   
          And we all had gardens out in the back.  Two gardens each.  A little 
alleyway which was prissy and pure, then another little garden behind that.  And 
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almost everyone took a great deal of pride in their gardens, particularly the 
Godsells at the other end.  They had a little fish pond and they all had dogs.  
Almost everybody had dogs.  She had a little dog named -- this is Catherine -- 
had a little dog named "Michael" and another little dog named "Bonnie," and she 
walked them everyday, and I would walk Chips with them.  Then there was a lady 
up in the middle of the block named Hazel and her husband -- Hazel and Bill 
Haight.  H-a-i-g-h-t.  They had Cocker Spaniels.  And I don't -- can't remember 
offhand the other dogs, but we were kind of a little dog fraternity around 
there. 
          So, that -- I kept up my writing from there.  (Pause.)  So then, from 
-- (Break here.)  And Jim was working all that time for The Birmingham News and 
we only had one car.  I think I took him to the bus in the morning, then I'd go 
all the way downtown and pick him up.  Later, I took him all the way down --  
what a fool I was -- and meet him in the afternoon.  But, hard to believe.  
Anyway.  
          Then, in due course, as they say, a little bundle from heaven (you) 
was on the way and we decided we better get a larger house.  That house only -- 
It did have two bedrooms and a bath and a -- a lovely -- I loved the paneled 
study in the basement, quite nice.  It was in very good taste, but much too 
small for us.  So, that's when we moved to 4500 Q Lane with the help of Rudolph 
Loewenthal, who I had met, who was a German Jewish scholar who had escaped to 
China before the Holocaust caught him. [Taught at Georgetown Institute of 
Language and Linguistics headed by Lem Distert. CIA funded?]  
          And he didn't -- he wasn't one of the average refugees in China.  He 
got a job at the Yenching University, which is like the Harvard of China.  And 
he was very -- 
     EF:  (Spell his name.) 
     ACF:  Rudolph Loewenthal.  Rudolph and Loewenthal, L-o-e-w-e-n-t-h-a-l.  
And he was from what was then -- now East Germany and more like the Berlin type.  
So, Rudolph Loewenthal -- How'd I get off on Rudolph Loewenthal?  Well, he 
helped us move.  Rudolph, I'll never forget, he was a wiry little chap and he 
carried all these boxes of books back and forth, back and forth.  And he was my 
big buddy at that time.   
          So, I mean -- Jim didn't know anything about this stuff, but I -- by 
that time, I collected all kinds of unusual friends and he was -- he married a 
White Russian woman.  No, she was a Red Russian woman, but a refugee.  So, I 
started going -- 
     EF:  What was her name? 
     ACF:  Her name was Ariadne, A-r-i-a-d-n-e, (Lucanov?) -- I don't know how 
you spell the last name.  And they were working -- And she was a genius.  She 
was a linguist and a mathematician.  This was the early days of computers.  She 
was the one who was on the road to machine translation.   
          Everybody was spy crazy at that time.  The CIA was starting.  The Cold 
War was heating up, and wanted to know everything the Russians were writing and 
doing.  So, she, with her language -- Russian and English, and had computer 
abilities.  She perfected what is in use now, but it doesn't have a high 
profile, but CIA and all the big intelligence people have machine translation.  
You can run Russian or Chinese through and it'll come right out in English.  And 
she worked hard on that.   
          And it was through us -- We introduced her to Clark Mollenhoff, I 
think, who had an entrée with CIA, and that's -- and Fletch Knebel,  Fletcher 
Knebel.  As I said, we had some fairly interesting friends.  And Fletch got -- 
That's was how they got their entrée into the CIA.  But the awful thing -- I'll 
skip ahead. 
          (They got married, Ariadne and Rudolph.  And then when her father was 
being rushed to the hospital -- her father, I think lived with them or lived 
near them.  The ambulance -- Her father had a heart attack -- She was in the 
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ambulance and a fire engine hit the ambulance and she never recovered from nerve 
damage from hitting some portion of her body.  She was in such utter agony the 
balance of her life, awful, awful, awful.  I won't go into all that.  And 
finally, she -- I guess she took her own life. Hung herself. It was awful.  
Sheerly from pain.  They'd gone everyplace in the world for pain relief and it 
didn't work.   
          So, all her good work didn't bring her any rewards.  They had a lot of 
money, I think.  Anyway.  But then poor Rudolph went to a nursing home 
eventually up in New York State and he's now deceased. I could count my friends 
among the tombstones. 
          Anyway, Rudolph helped us move.  And then -- That was in a rambler, 
very standard Americana, but very, very convenient for downtown, kind of like 
upper -- upper Georgetown, almost within walking distance of Georgetown 
Hospital, and off Foxhall Village and all of that.  And that was a wonderful 
neighborhood because even though we had the stamp of conformity on us with all 
these ramblers that were the rage of -- the rage of that day.  
          The people next door, around us were quite fascinating.  Latin 
American people next door.  And then up the ways was -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  Well, I won't go into all that.  An Army officer and his wife across 
the way.  And then up the way, there was the Wright family.  And Elissa -- 
Anyway, Elissa was born and fortunately into a neighborhood with a lot of kids.  
And she's kept on with some of those children virtually to this day, although 
her best friend was Maria, who lived around on MacArthur Boulevard, Maria 
Thuroczy.  Is this going to be your -- 
     EF:  No. 
     ACF:  Who had European parents.  But I threw myself into -- continued with 
my writing.  I turned out all kinds of articles, but I was also the head -- 
(inaudible) the Brownie Troop # 1410 and was interested in the PTA.  I sent her 
to -- to various nursery schools.  They really hadn't much in that line in that 
day in age.  But there was a little one in Georgetown where I would go with her.  
And I finally found one at St. Patrick's Church and they said -- I said, "Can 
you take her?"  They said, "Is she housebroken?"  She was still in diapers.  So, 
she went to St. Patrick's, which was at Reservoir Road and MacArthur Boulevard -
- I mean, it was by Reservoir Road and Foxhall.  And she enjoyed that. 
          And then, later, she went to Sidwell Friends.  And I didn't like the 
teacher there because she was very critical of Elissa and her abilities, and the 
teacher couldn't speak English herself.  She was -- a very nice woman, Mrs. 
Betances, but she had such a heavy accent. 
     EF:  Spell her name. 
     ACF:  B-e-t-a-n-c-e-s.  Anyway, we're just going to skip along.  This is 
the average life of a child.  And my most startling omission, awful sense of 
omission right now is the person who saved my life.  And after Elissa was born, 
I wanted to keep on with my writing.  I didn't want to neglect her.  My mother 
came up a lot, but not enough.  And we answered an ad for a woman named Nettie 
Mae Eddy, and she worked for us for seven years. 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  I'll tell you all about her later.  (Pause.)  N-e-t-t-i-e, Mae, M-a-
e, Eddy, E-d-d-y.  And Nettie was from South Carolina.  She'd had a couple of -- 
She had worked in the fields, cotton fields.  They -- One thing is though, she 
was not a peon.  Her family did have their own land.  But she was a part of that 
great migration to the north, to Washington, at the time of the New Deal.  And 
she married and had four or five kids.  I don't know whatever happened to the 
first husband.  And she was a wonderful mother.   
          And when she came -- When I hired her, she was round and fat like a 
butterball.  One of her teeth stuck out, but finally we got her tooth fixed, 
made her look much better.  And I said, "Don't" -- I said, "Nettie, I know 
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you've got all these problems but" -- I don't know whether I could have carried 
them all or not because -- So, she got the idea that she wasn't going to pour 
her troubles on to me, but of course I soon caught on.  And it broke my heart 
that she had to come all the way across town on the bus in the morning, then 
walk to my house, work all day, though it wasn't a very hard job, looking after 
Elissa and doing a little bit of cooking and cleaning, and it wasn't too 
difficult.   
          She was so good to Elissa.  She knew all about children.  She was -- 
had a soft, lovely voice and she was a loving person.  I think Elissa loved her 
as much as she loved anyone in the world; don't you guess, Elissa, in those 
early days?  But those were the days that Elissa wouldn't eat and she -- she'd 
sit at the table and Nettie would feed her spoonful by spoonful and she'd open 
her mouth like a little bird.  And she -- I hate to say this, the vegetarian 
that I am; she liked hot dogs and apple sauce.  And I used to say “blood, and 
bones and apple sauce.”  Not funny.   
          Anyway.  So, Nettie was a grand influence and it was --Nettie was a 
marvelous influence. 
     EF:  What were you doing? 
     ACF:  I was writing. 
     EF:  (Inaudible?)  
     ACF:  1962 or '3.  I wrote that book in the basement.  I hated zoos, 
despised zoos, but I was with some people, taking me to lunch, and they drove 
over to the Zoo.  First time I think I had ever been there because I was so 
anti-zoo.  And there was this wild -- this horse, a Mongolian wild horse.  I had 
never heard of the Mongolian wild horse, Equus Przewalski, and I said right then 
and there I'm going to write a book about that horse.  Went home and started the 
book and I finished it years later.  And everything in the world went into it, 
all my -- It's so fascinating -- 
     EF:  How do you spell? 
     ACF:  P-r-z-e-w-a-l-s-k-i.   
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  "Forever the Wild Mare." 
     EF:  Published by? 
     ACF:  Published by Dodd, Mead & Co.  (Pause.) 
          So, you can see there's some seemingly colorless years were probably 
not so colorless after all, because I was very mixed up with all the Alabama -- 
the horrible situation going on down there, the civil rights and -- and Jim was 
working very hard.  And I start -- The animal stuff was starting up and I did 
the -- started on the book.  And then Elissa and all of her friends and -- It 
was just a lot going on, but funny, a lot of it's sort of blanked out until I'm 
talking about it now.  (Pause.) 
 
     EF:  It's still November 16th.  It's a little after four in the afternoon.  
We're at Route 81, headed back to Washington from Lantz's Mill.  We're in the 
car.  
     ACF:  Those years after our marriage in 1955 up to Jim's death in 1996 were 
politically as well as personally quite eventful.  In 1955 -- married in 1950, 
Elissa was born in 1955.  And I wrote a lot about the Eisenhower people coming 
in.  And then Richard Nixon -- I'm just going to give you a few little 
anecdotes.   
          Went out dancing with these friends of ours.  People used to go out 
dancing a lot, couples.  And I think the other couple was named Pickens, friends 
of Jim's, and they had with them a young congressman from California with a 
rather pretty waxed-faced wife.  Her name was Pat.  They were Pat and Richard 
Nixon.  And they lived in Park Fairfax Apartments, which is several middle class 
apartments over in Virginia.  And I danced with him.  He wasn't anything to rave 
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about.  And we talked about -- mainly where he lived.  Other words, that -- you 
weren't very rich if you lived there; let's put it that way. 
          Then other things that happened during the Eisenhower administration 
was in my political life is that by that time I had gotten very much interested 
in the first big federal law that was before Congress which was the humane 
slaughter law, or bill, and it had many different sponsors.  And that's when I 
first met Christine Stevens and Fred Myers and a few people who'd been in the 
quote-unquote movement a little bit longer than I had, although I had been very 
much interested in animals, and my mother had been in the Humane Society and all 
that.   
          But the first time I realized that you could have much more humane 
slaughter than was going on in -- at that present time.  Most slaughter in the 
slaughterhouses for the beef, there were men, big, husky men who held these 
sledge hammers they had to swing from their shoulder and bring them crashing 
down on the head -- and knock the animal unconscious.  And then there'd be other 
men, who would put shackles around their legs, and then they would string them 
up and they were, hopefully, still unconscious, and they'd slit their throats 
and let the blood come out.  And then they'd pull the hides off of them and go 
through the -- what they called the “processing” even today. 
          And with the pigs, I had seen that as a child, because people used to 
kill their pigs on the farm.  And at my uncle's in Middlesex County, Virginia, 
I'll never forget one October -- October's called hog-killing time.  That they 
hung these big black hogs, like on a clothesline.  That's the way I see it in my 
mind's eye.  I must have been no more than, what?  Eight years old.  And then 
they slit their throats, but their shrieking was just something that went right 
through you.  I couldn't believe it.  I couldn't believe it.  But even I, 
although being shocked by that, still was a rapacious consumer of pig products, 
pork chops, bacon, ham.  And, of course, Virginia was known for its Smithfield 
hams. 
          And then, of course, the poor little sheep, they always had their 
throats cut, too, and heads almost severed off.  Certain countries already had 
some humane slaughter facilities, instruments which -- The beef, they had what 
they called the captive bolt pistol.  As we drive alone, we see these swarms of 
blackbirds over our heads...  (Pause.) 
          The captive bolt pistol, the poor animal still frightened, but he 
doesn't quite know what's going to happen.  You don't have to scare it to death 
and keep hitting it and slashing it, going all like that.  You just put this 
pistol right up to its temple and drive it into this kind of chute, and the bolt 
goes right in.   
          It doesn't explode, it's just a heavy enough projectile that in the 
barrel of the so-called pistol to knock the animal absolutely cold.  But they 
don't want to kill them because they want to keep the heart beating.  The reason 
you want to have the heart beating is so the blood will continue to pump out and 
you have to have the blood drained out of the animal before you cut them up, 
what they call dressing.   
          But this is -- When I discovered that this was feasible and was being 
done in England and a number of other countries, that was for the beef.  And 
also, Hormel, the biggest ham producer in the world at that time, they had put 
in something called the carbon dioxide chamber, and it was -- they said it was 
economically sound.  They wouldn't lose any money on it.  The animals would be 
driven into like a chute, a tunnel, and then they would just conk out lying 
there, and then the men would come on and cut their throats. 
          In the long run, that was -- it was adopted when they got the law 
passed, but they usually -- Then they went back to something else, which I don't 
think very much of.  It's called electrical stunning.  But Eisenhower was in 
office at that time and we had numerous sets of hearings, and I was -- wrote 
about it and wrote about it and wrote about how women would like to have a 
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boycott and I tried to keep the informational pot boiling.  Although I was an 
independent writer, I shouldn't be like a -- It's so funny.  A columnist can be 
a crusader, but if you're a reporter, you can't.  It's a fine distinction. 
     BN:  Where were your articles printed? 
     ACF:  I got wide distribution for these articles.  I wrote a number of 
articles for the Washington Evening Star Sunday magazine -- Sunday editorial 
section.  Many of the news service as I can muster, the North American Newspaper 
Alliance.  And those stories went all over the United States because in that day 
and age television wasn't a big thing.  Newspapers corresponded to syndicates 
and this was a syndicate.   
          I'd write one story and send it to New York and they'd send it out to 
their members.  And any paper who was a member and participate -- I guess you'd 
call it a member -- of the syndicate could print it or not print it as they 
liked, because they paid a certain amount of money per month whether they used 
them or not.  And Jim wrote some.  There were lots of people who wrote for the 
North American Newspaper Alliance.  It had wide distribution.  
          And I wrote for something called the Women's News Service.  That was 
for women's pages and that was pretty good because I'd try to get women's 
stories that were connected with boycotts and all that kind of stuff about 
inhumanely killed animals.  Well, this was a real squeaker, getting it through 
Congress, because the American Meat Packers, Swift -- Swift, and Esskay, and all 
these names that you're not familiar with anymore because they don't seem to 
advertise under those trade names.  They did everything in the world to block 
it.  Any pennies they lost, of course, was a loss of their general profits and 
all of that, and they said, well, you couldn't -- you need to study it more, we 
need to study it.  And that's what they call a study bill, which means it goes 
into oblivion. 
          Well, I wrote a lot of those stories.  And then finally -- I'll try to 
get on to another subject.  But finally, after a lot of filibuster and numerous 
hearings -- I won't detail all of that now because it's all a part of the 
record. 
     BN:  What year is this? 
     ACF:  This was in the 19- -- This is 1957, I think, when it passed, or '59.  
I have to go check my records.  But it went on for about five or six years.  
Numerous hearings, a lot of blockages and so on by people running interference 
and buying up certain senators. 
     EF:  (Inaudible?)  
     ACF:  No, I was covering it, I didn't testify.  I would not have been able 
to testify anyway because I had never experienced working in slaughter houses or 
that much observation.  But I knew plenty because I talked to people who had.  
And what I did, I would cover the hearings and write about what was going on.  
So, finally, after a day's filibuster, which -- The person who really won -- 
saved the day on the legislation in the Senate was Hubert Humphrey of Minnesota.  
And he stayed on the floor almost like eight hours and he wouldn't leave the 
floor because he didn't want to lose his spot on this filibuster.   
          And so, finally, it passed.  And they had a novel way of framing the 
legislation.  That the Congress couldn't tell independent contractors 
necessarily what -- they felt they should do, but the Congress could legislate 
that all government purchases, that would be the entire Army, Navy, Air Force, 
and all the government prisons, any government department that purchased meat 
would have to -- that meat would have to be humanely slaughtered.  So, that 
broke the back.  That means the slaughter houses would have to retool because 
their main customers were the -- was the United States Government.   
          So, a man named Congressman Poage was the hero on that.  And I must -- 
Christine Stevens should get the lion's share of the credit because she was very 
charming and very persistent, and she's the one who got Senator -- Congressman 
Poage, P-o-a-g-e, with his committee to go on an inspection tour throughout the 
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country.  And they took those -- I'm amazed that they did it -- into the 
slaughter houses.  And they were so sickened, and some of them were from meat 
states, but they couldn't stand what they saw.  So, that -- that helped a great 
deal, I must say.   
          So, with Poage, and Senator Humphrey.  And then the Jewish ones, they 
were all caught up in a real bind because of the Jewish kosher slaughter, 
cutting the throats of primarily beef, because they don't eat any pork, the beef 
and the sheep alive and without any anesthetic.  We lost that one.  Because they 
said -- they got all the rabbis in on that.  They said if you do that, it's -- 
if you pass this humane slaughter law, it would be anti-Semitism.  It's just 
like today, anything on the civil rights is -- you're breaking the fairness 
doctrine there. 
          So, we got it passed.  And this is where; once again, I came into the 
picture.  Both houses -- It was passed by both houses of the Congress.  
Eisenhower had to sign it and days went passed and Congress adjourned.  This is 
what you call a -- a pocket veto was approaching.  If Congress adjourns and any 
-- any legislation that has not -- that has reached the president's desk and has 
not signed in like 20 days, it is vetoed automatically.  It's a pocket veto.  
And this was approaching.   
          And Eisenhower was deliberately, and his advisers and the lobbyists 
who put the bug on the advisers -- You know, the White House can get in the hip 
pocket of the interests.  Well, they held us off, but we knew the only thing to 
do was -- although the mail was pouring into the White House, because that's 
where the whole target -- that was the target area then, because everything 
depended on him signing that bill.  So, they had about 20 hours left or maybe 
less -- I'd have to check my notes on all of that.  I've got a lot of this 
material that I have rechecked, but -- which I wanted to use for a book if 
anybody was interested.   
          He had a press conference that day.  So, I didn't go to many of those 
press conferences.  I knew Eisenhower wouldn't call on me because I was a 
stranger to him.  The only way to be sure that he would call -- that that 
question would get voiced publicly would be to get -- People who were very 
prominent in the news were always called on.  I asked Mae Craig, who was the 
predecessor of Sarah McClendon for being pushy and all of that and asking lots 
and lots of questions.  She turned me down flat.  I said, "Sarah" -- But then 
guess who came to the rescue?  Ruth Frandsen was not in any position to ask the 
question -- 
     EF:  Spell people's names. 
     ACF:  Well, Frandsen's husband, F-r-a-n-d-s-e-n, Julius Frandsen, he's the 
one who gave Helen Thomas her job with the United Press International.  And he 
knew all about this because I was always telling Ruth they just got to do 
something about getting this bill passed.  So, Jay Frandsen, who was the bureau 
chief, got the UP people attending the press conference to be sure to ask the 
question.   
          And the wire service reporters are always called on by the president 
of the United States.  And I have all this -- I sent out to the Eisenhower 
Library not long ago and have the full text of the question that was asked and 
everything that went on.  And I was there, but I couldn't do anything.  I didn't 
cover the White House; that's why it wouldn't have done any good.  But getting 
the wire services is very important.  That really put President Eisenhower right 
on the spot.   
          And they asked him, "Mr. President, and about several hours the Humane 
Slaughter Bill which had been fought over a number of years will be a pocket 
veto.  What do you plan to do, sir?"  And he went ahead -- I don't actually know 
what his reply is right now.  And he said, "I'll let you know," or something.  
And then I went on home and Helen Jones came over to my place, because she'd 
worked very hard for this, and -- but I had a pipeline into the White House, a 
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woman named Anne Wheaton was the press -- the first woman press secretary for 
the White House, for the president of the United States, and Ann knew my 
interest in it.  So, Helen Jones was at my house and the telephone rang and she 
said, "Ann, this is Anne Wheaton.  I've got good news."   
          And that was the first news that came out that President Eisenhower, 
Dwight Eisenhower had signed the first federal legislation to protect animals 
since a rather minor bill about 50 years before that -- the first major 
legislation.  You can imagine how I felt.  And I rushed up there to Helen Jones, 
who was -- we were really good friends then, and we just -- so (End of Side 1)  
...just so pleased and hugged each other.  Then we got on the phone and called 
everyone we knew.  (Pause.)          There's absolutely no doubt about the fact 
that having a UP person, a reporter to ask the question, question out, and then 
Anne called me, and -- (Pause.)  So, that was a -- a tremendous triumph for me 
and a good example for anybody who's listening in the future, the kind of thing 
that goes on behind the scenes.  This was my only participation really, among 
the few times where I might say I helped to change at that point in time the 
course of history from the standpoint of animals.  (Pause.) 
     EF:  Tell us about laboratory animals.  You said you did that next. 
     ACF:  So, after the Humane Slaughter Bill was passed, we had learned, or I 
had learned a great deal about what was going on in the laboratories.  I had 
always been -- I'd been brainwashed, as a number of people had been even today.  
That people who were opposed to the use -- abuse of laboratory animals in 
laboratories, they were considered crazy, lunatic fringe, bloody anti-
vivisectionists, hate -- people-haters, all the rest.  Well, I was soon to learn 
there was another side of the coin, that there was a more moderate way.   
          That the main thing would be to try to control the procurement, 
particularly of dogs and cats, being stolen, and sucked into trucks and taken to 
these auctions held at night, and then stuffed into bags, sold by the pound, and 
swiped from people's backyards, and all of that kind of thing was going on.   
And reputable hospitals were a party to it and research institutions.  No one 
had ever broached in a very logical, feasible way that, indeed, there might be 
substitutes for this flagrant use of laboratory animals.  And I'll come to that 
later because that is beginning to make a huge dent in the -- in the research 
today. 
          But my first encounter on a personal and professional level in the 
laboratory animal field was going -- being told -- I went to some kind of 
laboratory meeting and -- as a reporter and a woman came up to me, a scientist, 
and she was with the Food & Drug Administration, and she told me that I -- I've 
forgotten her name because she was speaking out of turn.  You shouldn't be 
blabbing on what's going on in your institution.   
          She said to me a sub-basement in the Department of Agriculture 
headquarters on Independence Avenue, there are hundreds and hundreds of dogs 
caged up for life.  And she said it's the most dreadful thing and she had tried 
to complain, but had gotten nowhere, and she thought she would try to tell me.  
She thought I was with some animal organization, but I wasn't.  But I was the 
right person for her to talk to because as a reporter, I had -- I used my 
credentials to call the Food & Drug Administration and said, "I hear you have 
animals in the basement of that building and I'd like very much to see, prove or 
disprove what I've heard."  And, of course, they couldn't turn me down.  
          And that scene has been reported in my writings so many times that 
people who know me are tired of reading about it, when I was taken down into the 
basement of this building, which is only a stone's throw from the White House 
and the Smithsonian and all the rest.  A dungeon of all times.   Room after room 
filled with cages filled with beagle hounds in cages and tier on tier, sometimes 
two tiers, sometimes three.  And they were screaming, most of them, jumping up 
and down, anything that would divert their attention.  They were wild to get out 
when I found -- And some of them were so -- Some were pitiful.  They'd already 
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gone beyond the point of no return and others that were just mad with -- with 
anxiety and all the emotions you can think of if you've been penned up since 
puppy hood in one cage.   
          And they were testing them on something as banal as colors.  At that 
time, we had vegetable coloring, but these I guess were synthetic colors used on 
anything from jelly beans to lipstick to any kind of coloring, dyes that would 
get into human consumption to see whether it would be carcinogenic or what it 
would do to human beings.  So, the whole bright idea was to feed these animals 
on graduated doses, graduated numbers of animals to see which ones would die and 
from what.   
          And that meant taking some and keeping them in really isolation for 
what they called the LD-50, lethal dose 50.  You give them enormous doses of -- 
this would be the food -- naturally, you're not going to get them to eat colors 
-- food filled with this stuff, filled with this coloring, and to see -- till 50 
percent of the animals died.  I mean, lethal dose 50.  And they become emaciated 
and it's still going on to a degree.  
          And I'll never forget going into a smaller -- I went back later 
without the guy, the FDA man, because I knew how to get down there to mosey 
around a little bit by myself.  And that's when I went into a room and found 
this animal lying there emaciated and dead with -- it was an LD-50 victim with a 
sign above the cage, in this case, "Do Not Feed."  They want it to die a slow 
death.   
          So, I never will forget going home after the second or third time I'd 
seen them, those animals.  And my mother was there and I went in the kitchen -- 
I can see it now.  We lived on Q Lane.  And I just wept and I said, "I can't 
believe this is going on.  I can't believe this is going on."  I said I'll do 
everything in my -- within my power, I'm not going to stop until I get these 
animals out of the cages.   
          So, to jump ahead, I did.  But the only thing is it did not stop all 
permanent caging of laboratory animals, but it certainly made a dent, a big 
dent.  What happened was that when I wrote about it in the Washington Star, but 
I played it -- soft-pedaled it inside of a story, another story on laboratory 
animals.  I didn't know how much The Star editors would take it if I came out as 
an expose.  We were that far behind that so much of the media, editors would 
have been on the side of science, you know, these animals can save us from dying 
of cancer and all that stuff.  So, all I did in my articles, took several 
paragraphs and described just what I've described just now on tape.   
          Then I had alerted several humane-minded people to this, and then they 
wrote letters to The Star, and even wrote them to The New York Times.  In other 
words, we got people more aware.  And then the heads of all the big national 
humane groups got permission, because they couldn't turn them down, from the 
Food & Drug Administration to see the animals for themselves.  So, the people 
were traipsing in there all the time to see it, because you had to have more 
people as observers, you have to see to be able to testify that something bad 
was going on. 
          When I went to see Senator Lister Hill, who was the chairman of the 
Appropriations Committee for the money for Food & Drug Administration, and -- 
and now this was certainly a -- I don't think it should be against the rules.  
You're not supposed to try influence legislation.  Not only did I try to 
influence legislation, I tried to create it.  But I told him what I'd seen.  I 
don't think he gave a darn about animals.  But the smart thing on this, you 
might say, was that my husband, being a Birmingham News correspondent, Mr. Hill 
-- Senator Hill wanted to stay -- this was a good way to stay really on the good 
side of a leading correspondent and (inaudible) for Alabama.   
          And so, he said, "Well, the main thing is keep up the heat, and then 
I'll question FDA, try to see if they'll ask me -- as the chairman of 
Appropriations, ask me for the money."  Well, they wouldn't do it, and they 
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wouldn't do it, and they wouldn't do it, and then we put more and more pressure 
till finally they did.  And Senator Hill said to them, "How much do you want?"   
          So, they made studies and all that, and finally they decided to build 
this huge installation with indoor/outdoor runs, which I helped to design, with 
the Food & Drug architects -- installation out at Beltsville at the United 
States Department of Agriculture Experimental Station.  And eventually -- you 
know, another year had passed and we had moved the animals out there.  And they 
-- they still had a bad outcome I guess in their lives, but it was a step 
forward and I thought -- By that time the laboratory animal welfare act 
legislation was heating up and a lot of people were getting into the act.  And I 
thought once we get that legislation going, they'll certainly put in a proviso 
about lifetime caging, particularly for test animals.   
          Well, I couldn't have been more mistaken because the Department of 
Agriculture had the right -- The bill -- That bill finally passed.  I'll come 
back to what did that in a moment.  That bill finally passed, but the Department 
of Agriculture had the prerogative to write the fine print rules, which are 
printed, as you know, in The Federal Register.   
          And the lobbyists, the hand of the lobbyists, namely the 
pharmaceutical companies -- they use hundreds and hundreds, thousands and 
thousands of dogs and cats, primates and so on -- they did not want to go to any 
expense of expanding their facilities.  So, it was cheaper for them, and the 
huge turnover of animals they have, to keep them under these imprisoned 
conditions.  See, this was a learning experience for me.  I did not know the 
magnitude of the companies, all of them, any chemical -- any pharmaceutical 
company you know about had thousands of experimental animals.  And this would 
have cut into their profits considerably.   
          So, we had -- I think that the medical schools were a big enemy.  But 
I think the most effective lobbying done behind the scenes and seeing, too, that 
the regulations on lifetime caging of animals was not included as the new reg.  
This fight went on, and on, and on, and on.  And in a sense, it's still going 
on.  The caging has been mitigated to a large degree.  It's nothing like what it 
was before.  But I was the whistleblower on that and got good immediate results 
and moderate, moderate middle term ones.   
          And I dare say that there are animals today, dogs, cats, and a few 
that are still languishing in cages, but they do have a certain -- much more 
care than they ever had in previous years because -- And the Animal Welfare Act 
did put in all those basic things, ventilation and air -- food and water and all 
of that.  But the main problem was in the whole laboratory animal field and what 
pushed that legislation into law was the final discovery and pinning down of 
something that was quite common.    
          But they finally got it down to like one dog in the right 
congressman's district.  They were stolen out of backyards.  And this family 
just happened to see a newspaper picture of a truck that had had an accident on 
one of the big turnpikes.  And this truck was filled with these laboratory 
animals that had been bought from a dealer.  And they said, "Oh, my God, there's 
our dog."  And indeed, it was.  And they traced the dog right to the laboratory 
and it had just been killed a few hours before.  But this Congressman Resnick 
(sp?), who got on the trail of this -- and this is enhanced -- the hunt, you 
might say, was enhanced by a woman I knew quite well and helped to bring into 
the national arena, a woman who was named Fay Brisk, who was from Pennsylvania -
- 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  Brisk, B-r-i-s-k.  First name was Fay.  She had tracked that dog.  
And this Congressman Resnick, it finally ended up in his district in New York 
State, but -- although the dealer was from Pennsylvania and Fay Brisk had big 
connections in Pennsylvania fighting these thieves, these laboratory animal 
suppliers, and also was a member of a very good humane group up there.  And she 



 135 

was a very smart, vigorous, never-flagging in her pursuit person and she -- So, 
it was the Pennsylvania -- And Christine Stevens got into it, almost everybody 
did.  I was not involved in that.  Specifically, I had no Pennsylvania, New York 
State connections, but that got Resnick to them.   
          He was very smart.  He introduced legislation immediately on that 
whole thing.  But he did what these other huge animal groups had not been able 
to do before, although certain people had suggested it.  He said rather than 
(inaudible) what was the -- HEW, it's now called -- What's it called? 
     EF:  HHS. 
     ACF:  HHS.  He said rather than having them police it, let's go to the 
Department of Agriculture that has so many land-grant colleges and has so many 
veterinarians under their jurisdiction, let this be a veterinarians policing 
action.  And that was a pretty good decision, but most of those vets in the 
veterinary service -- in the Department of Agriculture are not there to care for 
pets, they're in for livestock, and that's money once again.  Because you have 
to have -- help the animals before you can kill them.   
          Anyhow, that was not -- It was a smart decision, but I don't think any 
decision except the one I had suggested, but nobody much -- but Christine 
Stevens would not go along with me on it.  Because Senator Hill told me he would 
introduce legislation which would be a broad based coalition of animal-using 
departments of the US Government and that they would -- then we'd set the 
standards and have a separate agency under -- under the White House of animal-
using departments.  Christine would not go with that.  The Humane Society of the 
United States did, American Humane and other leaders in the group.  As I said, 
Hill would put this legislation in.   
          But I really -- I shouldn't kid myself.  Because any lobbyist can get 
in there and veto any bill at any departmental level.  But I think if you could 
have gotten it at the White House level, it might have worked.  But for how 
long, I don't know.  So, now we've been driving along with this -- The Animal 
Welfare Act has been renewed and amended but four times.  And I think they're 
doing -- One of the best jobs that they're doing is they -- under the 
information department is to act like a clearinghouse on what's going on, 
particularly in the field of alternatives and replacement and refinement.  And I 
really congratulate them for doing a wonderful informational job in bringing 
people together. 
          In any event, so much of that time was involved fighting those battles 
and that was how -- If I can skip back for a moment, when I was working on the 
Food & Drug Administration dogs, that was when I first met Rachel Carson.  And 
she called me up because Shirley Briggs had told her that I knew about a woman 
who'd fallen in a lawn just treated with herbicides and had gotten quite ill.  
Well, the woman, I didn't know her by name, but she -- I tracked her down, but 
she -- she was vague and all of that, but Rachel and I told -- And then I told 
Rachel Carson about Dieldrin, which is a very, very potent pesticide being used 
all over Alabama and how I was trying to stop that.  
          And then that's when I told Rachel Carson I would be most grateful if 
she would write a letter or do something to help me on the -- with the Food & 
Drug Administration, because she was -- they liked her -- to stop that perpetual 
caging of those laboratory dogs.  She wrote a very good letter.   
     BN:  What had she written by that time and -- 
     ACF:  Well, she was a famous authoress.  When she telephoned me, I nearly 
dropped dead because I was like a movie fan.  I mean, I was a Rachel Carson 
groupie. 
     BN:  Had she written "Silent Spring" yet? 
     ACF:  No.  And --  
     BN:  What about "The Sea Around Us?" 
     ACF:  Yes, "The Sea Around Us" and I had thought that was a great tone poem 
of science.  And she was a very gentle-sounding person and very deliberate in 
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everything she did.  She helped me on that.  And then I fed all kinds of stuff 
that I had got on where the medical people were trying to subvert -- which you 
might say was her thesis.  They were trying to say -- I found out these kits 
they put out to doctors, that pesticides and DDT, they won't hurt you.  And I 
fed her all this material which she used in a lot of her -- in her publications 
and then also speeches.  
          And so, we became very good colleagues, but I mean not on a personal 
visiting back and forth level.  I went out to her place in Silver Spring and I 
was amazed at how immaculately clean it was.  When I asked if she ever had 
roaches, she looked horrified.  Anyway, she was a deliberate worker and a very 
gifted woman and -- I was one of her biggest boosters.  I wrote about the book 
before it came out and said -- I have the article there -- a book that was going 
to have a major effect on the future and -- Let's see.  (Pause.) 
          The book came out and I said before -- "When the book comes out, 
Rachel, I wish -- I know everybody's going to want to hear from you, would you 
like to -- I would be very happy if you would make a speech to the Women's 
National Press Club, because she was getting -- everybody was clamoring -- she 
had wonderful press on the whole thing -- and she said she would.  But I did not 
know -- and this is where Shirley Briggs -- She was livid I had lined up Rachel 
Carson.  She said, "She can't come, she'll never get up in front of those 
people.  She's been sick."  Of course, I didn't know she had cancer and all that 
because I didn't know her that well. 
          She said, "We can't have television because it's bad for her eyes."  
And Shirley just -- Shirley always tried to -- 
     BN:  Who was Shirley to her? 
     ACF:  Shirley was a friend.  They had worked side by side at the Department 
of Interior and they both had been birdwatchers together.  Other words, they 
were friends.  And Rachel, I don't think cared very much for Shirley, but she 
was kind of stuck with her.  And Shirley was smart, is smart, but she was 
insanely jealous. 
          I never will forget when my book, "Forever the Wild Mare" came out -- 
and this is -- These are the kind of things that make you sick at heart.  And 
the book had a theme of respect for nature and I used as my -- the horse, the 
original wild horse in the Zoo, and how it should never be imprisoned and all of 
that.  And I think my thesis was a very sound one.  It's the same thesis that 
Schweitzer and Rachel and all of us had:  You must respect nature and you must 
respect the living things around you.  And this was aimed at children.  A young 
boy was, you might say, the protagonist in this book. 
          But anyway, it went to the -- She was then the manager of the Audubon 
Book Shop, one of the big wheels, and the woman who worked over there put my 
book in the window as a nature book, children's book, all that.  And do you know 
what Shirley did?  She came in there and took it out of the window and put it in 
the back room on a back shelf.  I had to look for it.  So, I knew then where I 
stood with Shirley.  She didn't think it was scientific enough or something.  I 
have all kinds of credentials; I mean all kinds of authorities on that.  I knew 
as much about the Przewalski horse as anybody in America at that time, but that 
was the way she liked to -- 
          Then back to Rachel Carson.  She said, "Oh, no, we can't have 
television."  Of course, we could have had television, but she was busting in on 
everything.  To this day, Shirley and I have come to a parting of ways because 
whatever I did, she was always trying to push me aside.  One time she asked me 
(inaudible) get me to go up to Annapolis to a meeting honoring Rachel Carson and 
she had another woman.  They sat in the front seat and she delegated me to the 
back seat and never spoke to me the whole time.  I don't know what's wrong with 
her.  I'm not the only person who feels that way.  But she's on the Rachel 
Carson Council.  She wanted to just keep me -- Anything to quarantine anybody 
who's a threat to her. 
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          Well, after awhile, after 10 or 15 years, you get tired of it.  I 
don't have anything to do with Shirley anymore.  And it's sad because she has 
many good points.  (Pause.) 
          Well, I have to jump ahead.  You can't get everything in boring 
continuity.  Shirley and I, we also had some mutual friends in the whole bird 
watching and nature field.   Hildegarde Cannon and so on.   
          But then after Rachel Carson died, a few years after she died, I wrote 
an article for This Week -- it was actually five years -- for This Week 
magazine, the same as Parade, and through some contacts through the Birmingham 
News, I got the ear of the editor of that publication and they said let's have 
an article about Rachel Carson, the impact she's having -- has had on the 
country.  By that time, a lot of things were going on in Congress to ban DDT and 
a lot of these other chlorinated hydrocarbons which are implicated in cancer. 
          So, I wrote this article and as I wrote it, I had this inspiration 
“why not a memorial to Rachel Carson?”  And in the middle of the article -- The 
article's all about her and the impact the book had had, and what she was like 
as a person, and the bad effects of DDT, and so on.  I said why doesn't the 
American public, the American government honor this woman who -- of course, you 
always get honored more if you're dead -- this woman who, in a sense, gave her 
life, the last days of her life in fighting this scourge, why don't we honor her 
in some way.  
          And then I suggested why not have a Rachel Carson National Wildlife 
Refuge, which is very, very appropriate because she worked a lot on wildlife 
refuges, writing about them when she worked for the Department of Interior, Fish 
and Wildlife Service.  And we got the most tremendous response from all over the 
country and the letters all went to the secretary of the Interior, all so 
enthusiastic.  They were swamped.  They had to get an extra secretary in to 
acknowledge the letters.  So, it swung into action.   
          And then they kind of canvassed their own setup there, what would be a 
good, logical location for such a wildlife refuge.  Those that were under 
consideration were down in North Carolina where she had worked, Mattamusket, 
which is a big wildlife and sea bird and wading bird place, and that was a good 
one.  Then there was the one up here near Delaware called Eastern Shore -- 
something like that, don't know the name of it.   
          And then one day the assistant secretary of the Interior called me up 
and said, "Mrs. Free, what would you think of a coast of Maine wildlife refuge 
being named?"  Coastal Maine being named for Rachel Carson.  I said I never 
heard of the Coastal Maine Wildlife Refuge.  But Maine sounds grand because she 
had a home up there and she adored Maine and all of its wildlife and so on.  It 
was a new one.  It was a collection of wetlands up and down the coast of Maine.  
It was not the kind of thing you can go and follow like around, it was, as I 
say, mostly wetlands.  And I said “sounds good to me.”   
          So, they went with that and it runs about 45 miles or more from the 
border of Maine, sort of south of New Hampshire, on up to Portland.  It's a long 
way, but it's more or less contiguous wetland areas with not a lot of upland, 
but enough to have -- at (inaudible) where we had our dedication and so on, we 
had -- you have a pretty good place where people can roam around and see things.  
And this focused attention not only on Rachel Carson, but the -- particularly 
the plight of wetlands, which are being drained so much.  Not only drained, but 
polluted.  And if you do that to your wetlands, that's sort of the cradle of 
wildlife, fish and crustaceans.  And, of course, birdlife feeds off those as 
well, so you have a microcosm in wetlands the whole kit and caboodle, let's say. 
          Anyway, so they invited us up.  But, of course, then they -- all the 
dignitaries and the bureaucrats, and all the politicians got into the act to 
have the big wildlife -- the big dedication up there in Maine.  And they invited 
me to come and be on the stage, and they put me -- spoke very highly of my role.  
And I was introduced, but I wasn't asked to speak.  It's amazing I could -- 
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anything like that happen.  But I suggested that they have Shirley Briggs there, 
because she had founded the Rachel Carson Council.   
          And also I invited Dorothy Freeman, who never would have been invited, 
who was Rachel's best friend, who -- and whose love letters, or whatever you 
want to call it, went back and forth.  Since Rachel’s death, I had known Dorothy 
and admired her so much.  And Dorothy told me that -- gave me her feelings about 
Shirley Briggs, which I won't report them secondhand, because you shouldn't do 
that, that's improper.   
          But anyway, so we had the dedication, got a lot of publicity and so 
on.  But, of course, the Fish and Wildlife Service has never had sufficient 
funds and, of course, the hunters have always wanted to get their hands over all 
of them, and they've been very successful in many places killing animals.  
Saving sometimes becomes secondary.  Save them so we can -- they can be 
healthier, so they can be killed.  But that's the name of the game, but a name 
of the game that should be changed by all means. 
          So, my connection with Rachel Carson was on several levels:  With the 
animals, you know the laboratory animals.   Helping her, everything I could lay 
my hands on to help her on "Silent Spring," all kinds of material.  And then the 
other thing was getting her to make her only major speech in her entire 
remaining years of her life on the book, and how she felt, and what it was all 
about. 
     BN:  The one at the Press Club? 
     ACF:  And that was at the Press Club.  And I am the one, although Shirley 
Briggs didn't want -- I know, but I just forgot to tell you that. 
     EF:  (Inaudible) more papers that you have of hers at home? 
     BN:  Let her finish saying what she's saying. 
     ACF:  So -- I don't know.  What'd you say? 
     BN:  (Inaudible) the one that -- 
     ACF:  I know, but I got a man there named Mr. Orso, who had done recording 
-- Don't forget, this is 1964, something like that.  They say the art of taping 
and television was nothing compared to what it is today.  And there was nobody 
there to tape it; people didn't have their own hand tape recorders.  This man 
did all the professional taping and he does the work free of charge for the 
League of Women Voters.  So, I went to Mr. Orso and I said, "Would you be kind -
- Would you to come and make a recording of Rachel Carson?"  I don't even think 
he knew who she was.  I said she's done a great deal for nature and for women, 
and he did.  He had specialized in extolling the role of women.  And he came and 
his recording is the only one that's extant today.   
          Now Shirley Briggs, after that, she took him over.  And I have that, I 
have the one recording.  She got a -- all those and sold them.  Not for her own 
benefit, for the Rachel Carson Council.  I don't think Mr. Orso got a dime.  And 
I was a great pal of Mr. Orso and had gotten him the business through the Rachel 
Carson Council, all that.  She always went out of her way not to have me there.  
And then when the poor man died, she didn't let me -- She omitted me from the 
memorial service.  So, you can see why small minds do not gain great admiration; 
I must say that. 
     BN:  Do you have a recording of that? 
     ACF:  Yes, I have the original recording. 
     EF:  Who has it? 
     ACF:  I have it.  So, I was in it, but then -- they cut off the part where 
they talked about -- It was so sad.  Patty Cavin was the president of the Press 
Club.  She didn't know a thing about Rachel Carson, but she went along with me 
on this.  She was very kind and her introduction about, you know, my role and 
all of that.  And Patty, smart as she could be, she was on television in the 
early days, Elissa.  And she was -- Sort of like Nancy Hanks, who died recently 
-- Nancy Dickerson.  And became president of the Press Club. 
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          And poor Patty, too, up and died.  Looks like everybody I know.  But 
she was a very clever girl and she knew that the Rachel Carson was -- it was a 
good one. 
          You asked me what papers I had of Rachel Carson.  Well, primarily 
letters.  The main thing I have is something that -- I don't know whether I 
ought to put this down right now or not.  I have some things she wrote in her 
tender youth and I think they're important and I was going to use them in a book 
I had.  But I tried to talk to her agent, who was the executor of her estate, 
because I wanted to go ahead with my book.  I had so much I wanted to do and 
say.  But the woman didn't want to have anything to do with me.  She was a great 
friend of Shirley Briggs and -- became such.  Then this woman from Pittsburgh 
named Linda Lear got in there and she got in with the executor and all that.  
          I got all these things which I just have to pass on down to you 
because they're probably under copyright in perpetuity.  But I don't know what's 
going to happen to them. I have her high school Valedictory address. 
     EF:   (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  I got them because they were thrown away by a member of Rachel's 
family and somebody got them and brought them to me.  It's as simple as that.  
The Reimers family lived next door to her -- a few doors from Rachel Carson and 
the Reimers family, they're all dead and he -- Paul Reimers was the brother of 
my friend Marie Reimers, who was with me in China with Verna Feuerhelm. 
     EF:  How do you spell Reimers. 
     ACF:  R-e-i-m-e-r-s.  And they came over to see me one night and said -- 
Rachel lived next door to them.  When she was so sick, it was Betsy, Paul's 
wife, who went with Rachel out to Dr. Geolrile? -- this famous doctor out in 
Cleveland to try to do -- arrest this cancer by a new treatment.  She had been a 
technician, a medical technician.  And she's the one who came over and gave all 
the shots to Rachel to keep her alive, you might say, in the last years of her 
life.  And Rachel had a brother who was apparently hateful to her and they 
didn't get along at all.   
          And then when this -- when Rachel Carson died -- Nobody knows this.  
It's on tape right now.  Certainly, these people I've just mentioned earlier, 
they didn't know that he and his -- Don't go on to that way, go straight. 
          Anyway.  Guess what he did?  She died.  Then he and his wife went 
there and cleaned out all of her papers and everything.  I guess they took some 
stuff.  They took the rest of it and dumped it in the trash.  And the Reimers 
family went over and pulled it out.  Her childhood writings and all the things 
she'd been writing throughout her life, early days, they thought it was trash.  
And just what -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible?)  
     ACF:  Trash.  Her brother did it.  And he didn't like her and she didn't 
like him much either.  Anyway, but I think it was just absolutely disgraceful 
that they took her stuff and -- But then Paul Reimers and his wife Betsy came 
over to me and brought it to me.  I was living over here at Jamestown Road.  
They brought me all of it and I've been stuck with it all these years because I 
can't use it.  The people could open the door for me are so mean and selfish, 
they went ahead with everybody else writing things and they didn't -- I've never 
opened my mouth on this.  I could just burn it all up.  But anyhow. 
          That shows -- Shall we turn off everything now? 
                          - - - - - - -� 
                - - - - -� 
 
     Elissa FREE:  February 6, 1998 and it's about ten minutes to five p.m.  And 
we're picking up...from Tape 7...ended with Rachel Carson.  So, tell me what you 
want to talk about next.  
     ACF:   I'm going to kind of fill in some gaps.  My mother's illness was 
horrible.  She had two of them, a heart attack in the late 1960s.  And I was 
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always going down to Richmond and trying to fix up her house for her, and all of 
that.  Then in 1971, 1970 or early '71 she was taken ill and it turned out to be 
cancer of the pancreas.  I didn't let her know that, but I knew her future was 
very dim.  If she lasted a year or a little bit more, she'd be lucky.  So, she 
had been thinking about moving.  I said, well -- Somehow or another she realized 
she was too weak, so she sold the house in Richmond for very little money, 
against my wishes, because she could have kept it and rented it and it'd be 
worth about $150,000 right now and she got $17,000.  So -- But she thought that 
was big money.  This was long before the inflation set in.  
          And so, she came on up here.  She brought all of her furniture.  She 
was very comfortable.  And Thelma Allen was with us.   
     EF:  Spell Thelma Allen. 
     ACF:  Thelma Allen, A-l-l-e-n.  She was an African American woman who'd 
been with mother since she was about 15 years old, and she was in her seventies 
then.  She died just in 1996 when she was about 80.   
     EF:  She couldn't have been in her seventies. 
     ACF:  Well, she was in her sixties then.  But anyhow, that was a great help 
having her, of course, because she did the -- all the food and waiting on her 
and all of that.  I couldn't have done it without her, of course.  And we don't 
know what a debt we owe to people, like Nettie May and Thelma.  They were people 
who helped me in modern times. 
          So, she became quite ill and she died on January the 12th, 1972, right 
here in this room, in this house.  And I kept her at home and had the doctor and 
practical nurses, and we gave her Demerol for pain.  And, thank heavens, she did 
not outlive the pain 'cause the Demerol wasn't doing any good at all.  But it 
was a very horrible experience for all of us, but especially for her, of course.  
          So, then it always takes -- After a terrible, terrible loss like that, 
you feel like you're going along normally, but you really are in kind of grief 
and shock for a couple years.  And -- But I went on, started back writing again, 
doing things.  And then that -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  Oh, the moment of her death, I was -- not the moment, but just as she 
was dying, I had come downstairs and the lights started flickering in the 
kitchen.  Never had before, nor has it ever afterwards.  So, there might be some 
kind of life force, who knows?  We have radio, don't we, and television, which 
are waves.   So, my mind is kind of a blank about those years right after that.  
I got -- put myself in with all four feet in trying to rescue the Montgomery 
County Humane Society from very, very bad management. We were all over the 
newspapers and we had these meetings and all, and we finally threw out the 
acting -- the board -- no, the management at that time.  And the person who blew 
the whistle -- I'm getting into this.  The person who blew the whistle on bad 
management was a young English girl, 23 years old, named Ingrid Newkirk.  But 
Ingrid always saw the worst of everything, but I believed her. 
     EF:  How do you spell -- 
     ACF:  Ingrid, like it sounds.  Newkirk, N-e-w-k-i-r-k.  And she -- She was 
good with the newspapers and everything, whereas I was much more cautious.  But 
I think, in retrospect, she was entirely right.  I pulled everybody together, 
the board -- 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  And later on, she became the -- Years later, she became the head of 
People for the Ethical Treatment for Animals.  She established it.  I didn't 
realize she was a woman with such managerial capacities, public relations 
skills, and philosophical commitment, but she had all three.  But I looked on 
her as a whistle-blowing young girl and I brought her out, you might say.  I was 
the only one who would listen to her and pulled the organization together.  So, 
we kicked out the bad ones and brought in the good ones to oversee (inaudible - 
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laughs).  But then she went on to do all these other things.  So, I won't get 
into all this animal stuff right now, I just can't. 
          And then later, I got involved in trying to write a book called -- 
which I called "Meat: the End of the Affair" and got a contract from Houghton 
Miflin.  And I -- It was not the book I really wanted to write.  I wanted to 
write a book about the whole development of the animal ethic, but of course that 
doesn't have any startling selling points.  But I think -- My back was bothering 
me, tension was awful, I was still in shock about my mother's death, I was doing 
too much.   
          So, I -- This arthritis and spinal disk trouble got so bad, I was just 
living off of Naprasyn and Motrin and what the doctors at the Navy Hospital -- 
Clinic prescribed it, but they never said to take it with food.  So, one night, 
over-stressed and aching and all of that, I took -- overdosed on it 'cause -- 
after supper.  I should -- Anyway, I didn't do right about that and I woke up in 
the middle of the night, around two o'clock in the morning, feeling quite 
queasy, and got up.   
          Anyway, I was throwing up and bleeding and all of that, and staggered 
into the other room, woke up Jim, then fell on the floor.  In other words, I was 
having a terrible bleeding hemorrhage from front and back.  And Jim -- I said, 
"Call 911," which he did and they came.  And my blood pressure was down to about 
60 and it was a very tight squeeze, the doctors told Jim.  Because if your blood 
pressure goes down like that and (inaudible), you die.  But they got me into 
Suburban Hospital.  And it was awful.  They put tubes down your nose and then 
put -- then ice -- then they feed ice water into all of that, into your stomach 
to stop the bleeding.  And so, I was there for about three weeks, but I got over 
it.   
          And then I decided that I was stressed out completely and I just -- 
and I didn't have my heart in the book because I didn't know what in the hell I 
was doing.  I never wanted to do that book, but I kind of sold on the idea.  In 
other words, that was a total failure on my part, one that I will regret 
forever, but I just did not have the strength, the stamina, or maybe the brains 
to do it.  But ulcer -- the bleeding -- the hemorrhage really taught me a 
lesson.  It was a wake-up call.  
     EF:  What about the Enviro South and writing the column? 
     ACF:  Oh, all that time I was writing a monthly column for an environmental 
magazine.  Then in the 19- -- 
     EF:  What was the name of it? 
     ACF:  No, it was not a very important magazine.  I wrote some pretty good 
stuff for it though, but it didn't have any -- 
     EF:  Enviro South. 
     ACF:  Enviro South.  And then I -- I was on the board of directors of the 
Albert Schweitzer Fellowship in New York.  They never did a darn thing about 
animals and -- 
     EF:  You wrote op-ed pieces. 
     ACF:  Well, I know.  ...I was always writing op-eds for The Star and 
Washington Post.  I would have gone on to greater glories with The Washington 
Post if it hadn't been for the new editor of the editorial page who cared not 
one snap about animals, the environment, nature and all of that.  So, that 
market was closed off.  A very visible and wonderful market was closed off for 
good.   
          Just jumping ahead.  The Albert Schweitzer Fellowship I just 
mentioned, they didn't do a thing about animals, whereas we -- to me, Albert 
Schweitzer's greatest contribution, over and above his hospital in Lamborene for 
the native people in Gabon, was his wonderful enunciation of reverence for life.  
He wrote about it widely and I think that, philosophically, he really helped to 
change the world.  He certainly changed my world 'cause he galvanized me into 
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the action that I had been taking, but had not -- but this -- (inaudible) it 
more.   
          So, I suggested that writing a book -- that I would do a book with 
pictures and so on -- in which I call "Animals, Nature and Albert Schweitzer."  
I got the initial financing for the printing from the Humane Society of the 
United States, Animal Welfare Institute, and the Albert Schweitzer Fellowship 
and the Albert Schweitzer Center.  And that way I got use of the photographs 
from the Center.  And I got copyright permissions 'cause I was doing it for 
nonprofit groups.   
          And -- Then they -- It paid for itself 'cause they took the books and 
then they sold them at a mark-up, and it's gone on now through the years from 
19- -- When does it start?  What year?  1980 or something.  Going on till '98.  
And I've sold about 75,000 copies, I guess.  I don't know.  Sixty to 70-.  But I 
don't do much promotion on it, but that was a great success.  And I hope by my 
presentation of Schweitzer's philosophy and his words with my supplementary 
commentary and the wonderful photographs, I think it's probably had a great deal 
of influence, much more so than a large tome, you know, a thousand pages or 
something.  This is hardly a hundred pages, but it's very readable. 
          And then I did, with Elissa's encouragement, I pulled together some of 
my animal poems and wrote this book -- produced this book of poetry called "No 
Room Save in the Heart," where I had lots and lots of animal poems I'd written 
many years ago, and then I used some of the essays I'd put in, and then some 
more modern things and some new things.  And with line drawings, I think it's a 
very beautifully gotten up book and considering that it was not in the 
mainstream, it sold about 3000 copies, which isn't too bad for poetry.   
          And I wish that more people would read that because I think you can 
put in poetry, unless you're too wordy -- I had very strong thoughts about 
poetry.  Unless you're too wordy, you can transmit emotional and intellectual 
thoughts and the impact is far greater than chapter after chapter of prose.  But 
I think so much poetry today is too hard to read and it's -- just doesn't do a 
thing for me, so I stay away from most modern poets like poison.  I go back to 
the old ones of the Romantic era and all of that. 
          (Pause.)  This is not an after-thought, but it didn't get into the 
earlier sequence of things.  In 1983, Elissa and Bill married, but they had been 
very close since 1980, I think. 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  She doesn't remember, but she had lots and lots of young men around.  
One was Andy Behymer.  He was the one I liked the most.  I thought he was going 
to be quite an intellectual, but he turned out to be something of a flat tire, 
actually. 
     EF:  Spell it. 
     ACF:  B-e-h-y-m-e-r from Cincinnati, Ohio.  Ohio Wesleyan University.  Then 
we met -- "We" met, it's always been "we."  We met Bill -- ...Bill Nooter.  I 
couldn't stand the word Nooter, so I pronounced it Noter and tried hard to get 
him to drop the "o" and put a "van" in front of it.  So, finally when he did his 
songs later on, he spelled Van Noter, which sounds quite classy, I think, a lot 
better than Nooter. 
          But anyhow, he came from a nice family of five or six children.  His 
parents are very wholesome and talented and endowed in many ways, and it's been 
a very good marriage.  And then after five -- Elissa worked for CBS, "Face the 
Nation," one of her first jobs after college, and she did quite well.  And then 
while she was over there, she found out -- She's always had her nose -- her ear 
to the ground.  She heard that this guy Ted Turner was going to start some kind 
of cable channel, so she trotted right over there.  They'd hardly set up -- They 
hadn't even opened, but she -- A man who'd worked for CBS -- What was his name?     
EF:  Lem Tucker. 
     ACF:  No, not Lem Tucker.  Another guy. 
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     EF:  Stan Berk? 
     ACF:  Stan Berk.  Anyway, so she trotted over there and offered her 
services, and they took her up on it.  So, she's about the oldest -- oldest 
employee of CNN.  She started in the day it opened, before it opened, and she's 
been doing producing ever since.  She should be pretty good by now.  How many 
years?  Fifteen or so? 
     EF:  More than that. 
     ACF:  So, she's -- Nineteen -- They'll be giving you your 20-year pin soon 
with $5 in bonus.  So, she's had a very interesting life there.  She's highly 
respected and she does a very creative job.   
     EF:  This is not my life story. 
     ACF:  This is not her life story, but I want to say for the record I'm not 
only -- Not only do I love my daughter and adore her, I'm very proud of her. 
     EF:  Why did you get into this?  Bill. 
     ACF:  And then Bill, he is rather shy and she's -- I'd been warned that he 
went to St. John's College and majored in philosophy, although he never 
mentioned any philosophy much to me.  But I knew that he and I were cut from the 
same cloth, and we -- we are, and so's Elissa.  We're three peas in a pod, to 
coin a phrase, and each one of us has our strengths and weaknesses.  I won't go 
into those.  But I think we're supplemented each other very well on that.  
Therefore, we've been very fortunate in taking -- 
     EF:  That's why we married him. 
     ACF:  (Laughs.)  I took them up to -- We went to Sylvia Ripley's wedding in 
Connecticut, Litchfield, and all -- you know, everybody -- the "great 400" was 
there.  And we didn't have an invitation for Bill exactly and Mary Ripley -- she 
was the original Emily Post.  And going down the receiving line, I said to Mary 
Ripley, "This is Elissa's fiance."  Didn't I?  But he never had gumption enough 
to propose, so I just got that thing on the road.  (Laughs.) 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)   
     ACF:  You got married, what, a year later?  A horrible little wedding.  And 
-- 'Cause I didn't want to spend a lot of money 'cause everybody -- all the 
daughters of friends of mine, so many of them have these elaborate, expensive 
weddings and I thought we could use that money for something else, and we did.  
We took a lot of trips later. 
          So, anyhow, we had the wedding here -- 
     EF:  It's your life, not mine. 
     ACF:  Okay.  Then we had a lot of trips.  Elissa and I went one year to 
Spain, Portugal and Morocco, just us two girls.  She was driving in that crazy 
traffic in Portugal.  I don't know how she did it.  And then we had a wonderful 
plan.  And when she married Bill, we went back there again.  Went to Alsace, 
we've been to Brittany; we've been to where else?    
  EF:  Tunisia. 
     ACF:  Tunisia, Malta, Gibraltar.  So, we had a wonderful time, but they 
kept thinking they ought to have a baby.  And then it turned out that Elissa 
couldn't because we found out that having had that cryo (freezing of suspicious 
tissue) surgery, it made -- diminished your chances.  But however, she did -- 
they did the -- What do you call it?  One of those procedures. 
     EF:  It's called fertility drugs. 
     ACF:  I don't know.  Then on October the -- what.  Eleventh, 10th?  October 
the 10th, 199- what -- '91, this precious, smart, unique, wonderful child was 
born and she's going to be smarter than all of us put together, I think.  But 
Elissa and Bill get a lot of credit for working with her.  (Inaudible) I didn't 
do half as much for her and I'm sure her father didn't.  But anyhow, Amanda 
reads very well, plays the piano well, and is -- full of beans.  She has very 
mixed emotions about her grandmother (me), which is another subject, kind of an 
ambivalent feeling.  And I think I love her dearly and she loves me dearly, too,   
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          So, that has been quite an adventure, which -- that supplements our 
purchase in 1987 of that place in Shenandoah County, an old-time “farmette”, 10 
acres on Stony Creek, which goes into the North Fork of the Shenandoah.  And 
it's an old house, about 1856; we did a lot of research on it, 1856, before the 
Civil War.  It went through the war.  It has a bullet inside.  And we got it, oh 
-- 1856 or '59? 
     EF:  Fifty-seven, actually.   
    ACF:  In any event, they're trying -- (inaudible) trying to put roads and 
all around there.  That's another story.  But we researched it and got it on the 
National Register for Historic Preservation. 
     EF:  Eligible. 
     ACF:  Eligible.  Same thing.  It protects you.  But we don't know what the 
upshot is as of this recording.  But that opened up a whole new dimension to us 
in the country, although we didn't do any -- Bill did some farming and had a 
garden, but I think the most -- the greater eye-opened was the people up there.  
America, American, the beautiful.  I won't get into that.  So -- 
     EF:  We have the dogs. 
     ACF:  And then we had our dogs up there.  We had -- At the moment, Elissa 
and Bill have Ginger, who's a Cocker-Retriever mix.  She's about 15 years old 
now. 
     EF:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  And we take them up in the car.  We take six dogs and three cats in 
the car -- in the van, and Jim was with us, too.  And Amanda.  And we always had 
a car full.  And I have -- Then they have Poppy and Patches, who's a devil, and 
I have three dogs.  Sweetheart who came from the dog pound up there and Tilly is 
a little tied out dog I got away from her owners.  And -- What's her name? 
     EF:  Katie. 
     ACF:  Katie.  She's some kind of spaniel, who's blind and fat and in bad 
health, but she seems to eat very well and enjoys life.  And I have a cat, too, 
who thinks mostly about eating.  So -- But she's real pretty.  Okay, I got to 
hang up. 
                        [End of Tape 8.] 
 
 
 
                     Tape 9 - 21 July 1998  
     EF:  We're back at Lantz's Mill...  Tell us about your life and animals.  
What are your earliest recollections? 
     ACF:  I wanted to start with the animals at the beginning to show the 
development of attitudes.  I might say from the outset, I'm looking down here at 
something I wrote down.  Rush Limbaugh just said the other night on television, 
"All animals are created equal.  Some just take longer to cook than others."  
That is an attitude that prevails in too many cases that so few of us, 
relatively speaking, have tried to change. 
          Now let's start from the beginning, the early days of my life with 
animals.  (Pause.)   
     EF:  Tell us about your earliest recollections of animals and why you think 
you became interested in animals? 
     ACF:  It's a very simplistic question.  I think the question should be 
posed:  What do you think in your life with animals shaped your attitude toward 
animals from earliest childhood on?  And I would think if there's a theme that 
runs through my life it is the betrayal.  I think that most people's, people 
like me, their attitudes of affection and respect for animals is based on the 
indignation over the betrayal by others of animals. 
          My first recollection of animals was a mother cat and her kittens that 
were at our house on Park Avenue, 2008 Park Avenue, a little side yard.  They 
were little gray kittens and I thought they were just darling and I -- I was 
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only four years old, I think, and I loved.  Then suddenly, they disappeared, the 
mother and all.  And Mother gave me some trumped up story.  Of course, I 
realized later what had happened.  She had got rid of them 'cause she didn't 
want a mother cat and a lot of kittens, so they didn't do spaying in those days.  
She probably sent them to the dog pound where they were all gassed to death, 
something awful. 
          Now the next betrayal and love for animals was Nancy and Charlie.  I 
used to go to the country and visit my grandparents in Louisa, Virginia and I 
was about five or six years old then or maybe younger.  And I had two pet 
chickens, Nancy and Charlie.  And Nancy and Charlie used to sit on the ledge 
outside the dining room and I would feed them tidbits through the window.  So, 
they meant a great deal to me and do to this day.  But then I went back the 
following summer, where were Nancy and Charlie?  The answer to that one, which 
was a bitter awakening to me, they were no more.  I don't know who ate them. 
          Then another case of betrayal was my famous -- my favorite little -- 
my only little dog when I was little was named Billy and he was a straight-
haired Fox Terrier.  You don't see those much anymore.  And he had a very bad 
habit of biting people.  And rather than having him in the yard or taking him 
for walks, people let their dogs run loose.  So, one day he rushed down off the 
porch and bit somebody.  So, Daddy, rather than doing what I said, taking him on 
a leash or something like that, just had him killed.  That was betrayal.  My 
favorite little dog, Billy.   
        Betrayal that came a little bit later was a wonderful horse, Windmill.  
And she had won so many cups for my mother and she adored her.  She raised her -
- didn't raise her, but she lived in a stall we fixed in the garage in the 
backyard at 3105 West Grace Street.  And I used to come out there on the back 
porch and play music for her and she -- horses love music.  And at that 
particular time, there was a song called "Horses, Horses, Crazy about Horses."  
Of course, Windmill liked that, at least I thought so.   
          And then later on, jumping ahead, she became lame, what they call 
shoulder lameness, which you cannot really remedy.  And they were keeping her on 
a farm and times were hard, but not that hard.  And my father told my mother 
that he didn't have money enough for the feed to keep her, so the vet came up 
there and shot her dead.  She was a healthy horse except she was no more use to 
them.  That was betrayal, the worst kind, and that -- I wrote a poem about that, 
my mother's auburn hair turned white.  That was awful.   
          But all the way through is betrayal.  All the years I was growing up, 
I had my heart broken.  I never will forget my first encounter with killing -- I 
should say, in addition to chickens, having their heads -- necks wrung or the 
chopping block -- was to see down in Woodport, Virginia the -- a big like a 
plantation on the Piankatank River in Middlesex County where my great uncle had 
like an estate, a farm, estate, a wonderful place.  They had all kinds of quote-
unquote livestock.  And this was in pig-killing -- hog-killing time.   
          And they had these big black pigs and they hung them up, and then they 
stuck knives in their throats and they screamed.  And the scream were so awful, 
and here I was just a little kid, probably about four or five, somewhere in 
there.  I'll never forget that.  But everybody said, oh, you have to eat meat 
'cause it's so good for you.  But -- 
          Then another betrayal -- These betrayals went on all the way through 
my life.  (Pause.)   
          It's amazing how many animals a child encounters, that I encountered 
in those days in the 1920s, early 20s.  My father was in the coal business and 
he had these tons and tons of coals, which were brought in from West Virginia, 
primarily, and some from Pennsylvania.  And then they were loaded on to carts or 
-- They didn't have any trucks then and they would load it on carts that were 
pulled through the city to his customers by mules.  And he kept the mules in a 
dark underground basement, cellar-kind of thing under like a stable.  The stable 



 146 

was underground, dark and horrible.  But maybe it felt good at times after a hot 
day.            And, of course, the men that drove they -- He was good to his 
animals, let's put it that way.  This is just the way it is.  People shine their 
cars.  He fed his mules well, I guess, and also he had these quote-unquote 
colored men that worked for him.  I remember George, and C and O (named for the 
C & O Railroad, Chesapeake and Ohio) and Dan, in particular...  And then -- So, 
that bothered me a lot, those poor mules.  My life depended on the sweat of 
these mules and these colored men and, of course, way out in West Virginia, on 
the miners.  I was at the top of the heap, but you don't realize it then. 
          And then the other thing that would break my heart in Richmond in 
those days were the horse-drawn vehicles.  There were no cars to speak of, 
hardly any.  And the worse ones were the ones -- it was a company that's still 
in business. (Knott)  It carried trash, hauled trash.  And he always had horses 
that were always one step from the grave, you might say, very thin.  My mother 
late on got after him a lot, but how successful she was I don't know.  But that 
was later when she got in with the SPCA. 
          Then another early recollection was Daddy coming in with a lot of dead 
birds and getting Mammy to clean and cook them. She, Adeline Walker, who was my 
nurse and stayed with us until I was 10 years old, and she did everything, the 
cooking, the cleaning, taking care of me.  She, too, was a slave, you might say, 
a part of the system of that day.  I adored her and we all loved her.  And he 
just plopped the brace of dead birds on the kitchen table for her to prepare.  I 
couldn't eat them.          Then later, another horrible memory I have is -- a 
little bit later on, out at a country place, first place I'd ever gone to where 
they had swimming pools, people had swimming pools.  And there was a cat on the 
grounds and they shot it.  And I looked up and this cat was running around 
madly.  It didn't have any head.  They shot it off.  Just like chickens.   
          Children of today, even you, Elissa, have never seen a chicken killed.  
After their heads are chopped off, they run around.  That old phrase, "run 
around like a chicken with its head cut off."  The reflexes are so strong that 
they keep going for quite awhile.  Then you can see right in front of you the 
head of the chicken you had just petted, you might say, the eyes are always 
closed.   
          So then -- I'm sure there are many other occasions.  Then, of course, 
I got involved with horses, as I said, with Windmill.  And we were mighty good 
to her and adored her.  And our cat -- my cat used to sleep out there in the 
stall with her.  Then they belonged to the Deep Run Hunt Club and I started 
riding when I was seven years old.  And the first horse I rode was named 
“Wildcat.”  She was thoroughbred and much have been pretty old.  God knows, I 
guess the next stop was the bone yard.  And she had been on a racetrack, but she 
was a relatively quiet horse.  And I rode “Wildcat.”  A lot of the other kids 
rode ponies.  I have a photograph, maybe 1925, which I ought to show you of 
several of us on horses and then several of us on ponies.   
          And then out there at the Deep Run Hunt Club, they kept hounds.  And 
the most tragic thing...  (Pause.) 
          Anyway, they had these hounds at the Deep Run Hunt Club and I was 
telling you before about the one that I felt so sorry for named Rattle.  He got 
injured.  (Microphone moving around -- difficult to hear.)   
          I wrote this -- and there's another page to it.  I wrote this at home 
after being out at the club.  "Will Rattle be dead by tomorrow?"... [Reads piece 
about Rattle.] 
     EF:  (Inaudible?)  
     ACF:  I think I was about in my teens somewhere.  It's awful.  Then further 
about the Deep Run Hunt Club, which was built around the fox.  And what they did 
with the foxes is worth going into a little detail here, because foxes have had 
quite an influence on my life, probably more than on most city girls. 
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          They kept the foxes, several of them, in a cage with wire around it 
and a little house at the other end for them to sleep on burlap bags, so they 
could -- their scent would impregnate it.  Then they would wrap up those bags 
and then -- what they called the dragsman would bundle them up and then he would 
drag the bundle of bags on the route he wanted the hunt to follow for the hounds 
to follow the scent.  Well, at least it was a lot better than hunting a live 
fox.  This is what that call a drag hunt and they're very much in fashion even 
today.  And I didn't feel badly about drag hunts because no animal was being 
chased or killed.  And the hounds were only following their instincts and I have 
to say, they enjoyed it.            And  -- But I was deeply troubled by the 
fact that these foxes had no life, they were imprisoned and they paced up and 
down, paced up and down.  They had been trapped in the wild and brought -- Then 
later on, I'm sorry to say, I've written about that, too, in other writings.  
They would take those foxes out in the woods and give them about a 10 or 20-
minute head start, and then let the hounds out to catch them.  And they were, of 
course, in unknown terrain for them and usually they were caught.  But they 
would always give the hounds and the riders quite a run, you know, blah, blah.   
          But I'm going to read you this.  The Deep Run Hunt Club had rather a 
big coffee table-type of book and they asked me to write my reminiscences of my 
father, who was one of the early members of the club.  They dedicated it to 
George Cole Scott.  He was very, very rich.  I guess the money came from either 
tobacco or paper.  But here's a picture, a very handsome man.  "This introduces 
George Cole Scott."  ...That's what I wanted to read, the dedication of the book 
to the fox. 
          [Reads dedication of book to fox.] 
          How benighted can it be?  And is this the title of the book, which was 
written by Jack Sands.  I'll never forget Jack calling me, asked me to write 
something about my father.  I didn't even want to call him back. 
          [Reads from same book.] 
          I knew Jack Sands.  Quite good looking.  I've got some pictures of him 
with me.  I used to ride on those hounds, but I couldn't stand anything about 
the kill.  I'll get into that later. 
          Back to the poor little captive foxes.  It upset me so much that I 
took an action, which I guess was amongst the first of my whistle-blowing.  In a 
very gentile way, I wrote to the master of fox hounds at that time -- this is 
about 1936.  His name was Thomas Preston or William, William or Thomas Preston.  
Anyway -- Edmund Preston.  He was with a big law firm, Hunter, Williams, 
Allison, Gaye and Moore.  The corporation lawyer of Richmond, a very rich town, 
a wealthy town.  I wrote, "Dear Mr. Preston..."   [Reads her July 6th letter.]   
          I was about 19, I guess.  He wrote back immediately.  [Reads Preston's 
letter.] 
          They did make it better, but not -- not well enough.  I see on their 
letterhead one of their lawyers in the firm was (first name) Powell, who became 
a Supreme Court Justice later on.  So anyway, that was a blow for foxes there.  
And then I wrote -- My first printed article was in 1935.  I sent it to the 
National Humane Review, called "Hunting from the Fox's Point of View."   How 
it's caught and then they bring it back from the western part of Virginia and 
put it in the -- bring it -- keep it there for awhile, and then they let it 
loose and chase it to its death. 
          So, you can see, foxes have played a big role in my life, and all 
those horses did.  I graduated back, I demoted myself to ponies after horses and 
I -- my favorite pony was one named Nancy.  There's a photograph of her and me 
which ran in the newspaper and I've got it framed upstairs.  She was a lovely 
chestnut mare, pony, a Welsh pony.  Very nice, a wonderful jumper, wonderful.  
She and I were really soul mates.  And we won a lot of cups together in shows.  
And then I rode a pony named Highball.  He was a brown and white.  Then I had 
another one named Dandy.  
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          And then there was a horse, a big heavy, big Welsh pony named After 
Dark, a big black character and his owner couldn't ride him.  Nobody could ride 
him.  They said maybe you can ride him.  Well, I did.  I wasn't a bit afraid of 
him, but I hate to admit that I didn't do it all by sweet gentleness.  When he 
would -- He reared.  And rearing is a horrible thing 'cause there's always the 
danger of the horse falling back on you.  So, I had a heavy riding crop and 
every time he went up in the air -- I hate to say this -- I'd hit him between 
the ears and he came down, but nobody else had ever done that.  He finally got 
the message and he became a very good, tractable, nice pony.  The only person 
really could ride him because he knew that I wasn't going to let him get away 
with anymore nonsense.  I loved After Dark.  His owner couldn't ride him.  And 
we won lots and lots of cups.  He loved it.  He was very competitive.   
          So, then we -- Another little pony -- a five-gaited mare my mother had 
was named Pittypat.  Then there's a horse named Venus.  The men who worked at 
the stable, I remember them all so well.  They were lovely, of course, African 
Americans.  They loved horses, had been there for years.  One was named Luther; 
another was named Page, and then -- Anyway, so then always involved with these 
animals. Luther was dignified, a patrician.   
          And I think I said earlier on, the sad thing was when my father got 
broke at the time of the Depression and Windmill went lame.  That's when they 
sent her to the country, when I was telling you about betrayal.  And he said he 
didn't have money enough to pay board for her, and it was very cheap, and he had 
her shot.  And my mother changed after that.  But they were broke.  But, you 
see, that's why I feel this way about my father.  An animal like that was 
killed, whereas later on he spent -- squandered money on wine, women and I guess 
song, too.  But I could never forgive him for that because there are other ways 
of doing it.  The horse had given him a lot of prestige, but he gave -- the 
horse gave my mother more prestige.  She was always riding in the shows and 
getting all the cups. 
          So anyway, it was a very full and interesting life, and all the little 
side issues that come with the feeling sorry for the animals and realizing that 
amongst my peers, that they didn't look at animals the way I did.  I mean, the 
animals became really a part of my life and I learned so much of this from my 
mother.  But anyway, I -- (Pause.) 
          I ought to give a word about the horse shows.  It was quite exciting, 
going -- participating in the horse shows.  I enjoyed the ones in the huge 
indoor ring at the -- like Richmond's version of Madison Square Garden.  It was 
a big armory and all this tanbark was down on it and it was -- what they called 
the Howitzer Armory and they had horses that came from all round the state and 
out of state, too.  After all, this is Virginia, they don't -- they brought in 
the cream of the crop.  And I rode in those shows, too, in the indoor ring.  
Sometimes they were at night.   
          I've got -- And my mother won a lot of cups and I won some, too.  So, 
we did all of that.  And I rode in what they called hunter trials, which is a -- 
I don't know why they call it that.  It's not hunting and it's not a race 
either, but you go over a set course of jumps in a certain length of time.  It's 
all based on individual timing.  I loved that and I did real well at that, too.  
I liked riding very, very much and apparently I did pretty well.  So then later 
on, I taught riding at a couple of girl’s camps.   
          And my mother had -- When she was broke -- Poor soul, she was always 
broke.  I don't see how she could ever liberate herself 'cause the customs and 
the economic times and her lack of preparation -- Although she attended college 
graduate, she had no particular skills, so she was sort of trapped.  But she got 
out of it eventually, more power to her.  She taught riding, as well, had a nice 
class of girls, a huge class actually, called the Brook Run Stables, and I -- 
sometimes I would help her.  She loved that and she was a good teacher.  I don't 
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know where my father was in all of that.  She was the one who was much more -- 
What would you say?  Enterprising is the word I want.   
          And so, the world of horses eventually passed me by because I 
eventually went off to college, and all of that.  Windrock, my mother's mare and 
it was Windmill's daughter, got quite ill one night.  She was keeping her in the 
country and got that dreadful thing that happens to the best of horses, a form 
of colic that'll kill you right off.  You know, they blow up.  Sometimes it can 
be from the hay. 
     EF:  (Inaudible) what causes it?  
     ACF:  All kinds of different reasons.  You've heard of colic.  And it's 
very hard to save a horse with that.  So -- 
          [Change of interviewers. Joan Rooks] 
          Joan asked whether Emily -- Mother and I rode together.  Indeed, we 
did.  She had taught me to ride.  She was my teacher.  She's the one who taught 
me to ride.  And the way she did it, she put me up on this horse name Wildcat 
that I told you about and then she put like a lead, a tether, and she got on 
another horse and led me.  They don't do that in this day in age.  I never will 
forget the first time I fell off.  She was a big 16 hand mare.  Mother said, 
"Well, get back up again."  (Laughs.)  And one time I could have almost been 
killed.  It was on After Dark, who got to be quite a fine jumper.  It was in a 
horse show at Deep Run Hunt Club.  Somehow or another he made a misstep which 
can happen, like with that poor boy -- What's his name? 
     Joan ROOKS:   Christopher Reeve. 
     ACF:  Christopher Reeve.  He must have just made a little misstep and After 
Dark and I crashed through what they call a triple bar.  A triple bar has height 
and is horizontal.  It has three sets of bars. 
     JR:  You went through that? 
     ACF:  Well, she crashed through it and so did I.  And she just got up on 
the wrong foot, you might say.  And I remember sliding on my face -- (microphone 
adjustments) 
          [Referring to previous section...]  Fox hunting.  Me fox hunting.  I 
went fox hunting several times and I can't believe that I did it, but I didn't 
know this.  That the thrill of the chase, which people get in football and 
tennis and all the rest, is there with horses and you just put it out of your 
mind that you're chasing some defenseless animal.  Because here you're so busy 
riding, you're jumping, and the sound of the hounds, and the wind on your cheeks 
and a certain amount of danger, 'cause you jump.  You come to ditches and you 
them.  The adrenalin is way up in spades.  So, you forget it's some poor little 
creature you are chasing.   
          But, ha, never again.  Getting there to the kill was one of those -- 
What do you call it?  Not watershed, one of those climactic experiences in your 
life.  This poor fox was so -- he was cornered and they got him quickly.  He was 
torn all to pieces.  And then the huntsman comes up -- The huntsman is the man 
who's in charge -- There are two people in charge of the hounds.   
          The master of fox hounds, he comes from a good family.  The huntsman 
is paid and comes from a lower class.  And both of them are in charge of the 
hounds, but the huntsman takes care of them, like feeding and everything else.  
So, the huntsman comes and he's the one who gets the hounds off of the poor torn 
up fox.  And then the MFH, the master of fox hounds, the social one, comes 
around and he pulls the body of the poor fox out and holds it up.  Then they cut 
off the tail, which is the brush. The MFH said “I'm going to give you the brush, 
Ann."  I was just a child.   
          And I took the brush home with me.  And I didn't know about taxidermy.  
I thought, well, I want to stuff my brush.  So, I took it and put it on the back 
porch and pulled the bone out and put twigs in there.  You see, that's what 
happens to a child.  You haven't been told.  I was horrified, but everybody 
thought isn't this lovely, she's going to be -- Ann's going to be a taxidermist.  
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But then I don't remember, they may have blooded me.  They take some blood and 
put it on the face of the child. 
     JR:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  Sure.  All good families, England, riding to hounds and all of that.  
And so -- But then it came over me, this is wrong, and then I never rode to 
hounds again.  But it's the adrenalin and the customs of the people and the 
crowd.  And every New Year's Day you'd have a hunt and then after the hunt you'd 
come back to the hunt club.  It's all like Merry Ole England.  Of course, the 
Virginians think -- They out-British the British, you know, particularly from 
Richmond area.  Brainless wonders, all of them fairly well-off.  And all 
Episcopalians and all the things I like, a great deal of style, and I like 
style.  I cannot stand tackiness, you know, pink flamingos.  “Red foxes versus 
pink flamingos.”  That's a good title.  But you wore red coats, the men did, and 
they called them pink coats, you know. 
          At the Hunt Club every New Year's Day they'd have this huge luncheon 
and at one end of the table they'd always have a dead stuffed fox, couple of 
them, on the tables.  Beautiful creatures.  And then we had oysters and roast 
beef.  (Laughs.)  Didn't eat the foxes though.  Oh, it's something.  Custom, 
custom, custom.  And people are prisoners of custom and this is one of the more 
stylish ones.   
          You had to be in the in-crowd to partake.  And I don't know how we 
were on the in-crowd, 'cause we didn't have a whole lot of money, but we had a 
horse.  Living beyond our means, of course.  And my mother spoke with a broad A.  
So, anyhow, that was a horrible, horrible thing.  But I must say -- It had to 
happen to the fox whether I was there or not, but it gave me a learning 
experience which has been with me throughout my life and I've written about it 
and, of course, it's influenced me in a thousands of others ways. 
          [Back to horse shows.] 
          So, horse shows.  What comes next?  (Pause.)  So, I went off to 
college at Barnard and, of course, there are no horses figuring in that, and not 
too much even in the summertime.  However, my mother was working at the Richmond 
SPCA.  Had no money.  She was taking boarders and had Thelma with her.  She was 
the African American woman who was with us since -- She died in her eighties not 
terribly long ago.  She came when she was about 16 years old, I guess.  She was 
-- Thelma's a story in herself, which we'll come back to in a moment.   
          And so, Mother taught riding, too, and she also got this job as the 
assistant director of the Richmond SPCA, which was quite stylish, chi-chi.  The 
president was the novelist Ellen Glasgow and all the people on the board were 
like members of the bank boards and partners of the big law firms. Mr. Preston, 
and all kinds of upper class people who didn't have a clue about animals.  But 
my mother was the only one who had a clue and she became disgusted after she got 
this job there that they were killing the dogs and cats in a big, carbon 
monoxide box.  And they would dump the live dogs in on top of the dead dogs, 
then the man would bring the truck around and put the hose in and accelerate his 
engine and that would bring in the hot gases.  And not only did it suffocate the 
dogs, it burned them as it went down their throats, you know, when they breathed 
it in.  What is wrong with people?   
          But my mother was the first one who spoke up, and she had no 
scientific knowledge.  She was bucking the trend.  This is the way it's always 
been done.  And this marvelous woman, Ellen Glasgow, a great humanitarian and 
all of that, wrote all these books you've heard about, but she – didn’t realize 
the cruelty of the so-called euthanasia at the “shelter”. You see, this is 
ignorance.  This is how we look at things just -- you know, this is just what?  
50 years ago.  But things that were accepted as okay, people are horrified by 
now, just like the way we treated black, colored, whatever you want to call 
them.  They were called "coons," for example, and all of those things.  But if 
those words would pass anybody's lips today, they might be arrested.  And that's 
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the same thing on the way they killed the animals.  So, it's just a matter of 
custom, stupidity, greed and ignorance. 
          But anyhow, with the Richmond SPCA, my mother thought this was 
terrible.  So, she at least fixed it so that -- but she was not the top one, 
don't forget.  She -- Mr. Sale, he was the man who worked for them – not to put 
live ones in on top of dead ones.  And then she went round to veterinarians to 
try to find out -- give them some kind of injection, and -- but that was 
expensive and they weren't very skilled at it.   
          Then when I was up -- This was when I was up at college.  She came up 
to Barnard and she and I went around to all the big enlightened animal shelters 
in Manhattan.  There was the Ellen Prince Speyer Home and the Bide a Wee.  That 
didn't have any euthanasia.  And the ASPCA and one other I can't remember the 
name of to see how they put the animals to sleep.  And most of them used sodium 
pentobarbital.  But even then the state of the art has not been very well 
perfected 'cause they didn't know to use the right mixtures of the -- they 
didn't even have anything.  They were still using some chloroform.  They didn't 
have a clue. 
          Euthanasia -- The veterinarians had it down best, but somehow or 
another it just hadn't spread to the humane communities.  Like in England, up 
until a few years ago, they were electrocuting.  And a friend of mine named Ruth 
Harrison, she got on the board of the Royal SPCA and found out that the electric 
euthanasia box was no damn good, just like I found out the box up here in 
Shenandoah County was no damn good.   
          You know, they put -- How you electrocute, you put something to the 
front and something to the rear end and put the jolt through.  So, Ruth Harrison 
sat right here in this dining room where I am now and told me how she got that 
changed.  But can you imagine?  The Royal Society for Prevention of Cruelty to 
Animals are the big shot people.  Nobody had really cared.  And this is that 
famous Battersea Home.  But I'm getting off the track. 
          But the theme is this:  That we save these animals -- back to my 
original theme which I start in the very beginning of my tirade here a couple of 
days ago.  But we save the animals and then we betray them by a dreadful death 
in the shelters or treat them badly in the shelters.  Just like -- Recently, I 
finally got the Washington Animal Rescue League, which has an excellent facility 
from the standpoint of climate control, food and water and all of that, but the 
animals are kept in a sterile environment and no place to play outside.   
          So, when I got my award about a year ago, I discovered that to my 
chagrin -- I hadn't been there since they had the new place, and that's when I 
spoke to every member of the board and I sat down to write letters to the key 
members saying, in very genteel terms, just like I wrote the genteel letter to 
the MFH back in 1936, that surely you don't mean this.  And they are now -- but 
they're so slow.  They decided -- They went from nothing to dragging it out.  
They're getting this -- They got these landscape architects in and making this 
wonderful place.  In the meantime, the animals are not -- nothing like as bad as 
it was.   
          They've got a smaller yard where they can go out and play and they've 
hired a woman to be recreation director, whatever you want to call it, and she 
helps a lot on the psychological side.  Because some of these dogs stay for 
months, you know, in these no-kill shelters, which is nothing but a Leavenworth 
for most dogs like that. 
          So, I'm back to -- going back to Richmond.  That was a digression.  My 
life and euthanasia.  I'm just like Dr. Strangelove, whatever the hell the man's 
name, Dr. Kevorkian.  I've been a Kevorkian for animals my entire life.  It's a 
subject that is abhorrent to me, but a bad death or a bad life is even more 
unfair.  That's why today about killing that little cat (Sheba), I was willing 
to do it.  I had more strength than Elissa or the rest of them, but then I -- 
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but I didn't want -- The cat wasn't -- If she started dying really, it wouldn't 
have been much of a problem, but she kind of revived.   
          Anyway, back to that, to Mother at the SPCA in Richmond, Virginia.  
So, she tried to make improvements, but then later, they thought they were 
making an improvement.  'Cause mass destruction of dogs and cats in any society, 
in this country in particular -- a lot of places have been getting aware of the 
fact that the gas chambers, the carbon monoxide, was not appropriate and they 
have new (inaudible) where you can at least cool the gas through pipes going 
through a chilled area.  In other words, you wouldn't have the hot gases in 
there, so at least they would have -- But now you don't use the carbon monoxide.  
What is used now is not from the exhaust from a truck unless it's in some 
godforsaken part -- out in the boondocks of Virginia, Ozarks, or wherever, but 
it's -- they -- In the cylinders, which is a cool refined pure carbon monoxide 
which shouldn't -- but that still causes a lot of trouble 'cause there's an 
interval there just before they conk out where they scream and nobody 
 knows, although they've run all kinds of tests, encephalograms, they're not 
sure whether they're really feeling it or whether it's a reflex.  And it's hard 
to tell unless you're a -- But I said give it the benefit of the doubt because 
if the animal is closed up -- an animal knows, they always know, it seems to me. 
          So anyhow, Mother worked on that.  And then -- I digress a little bit.  
The carbon monoxide was -- they hadn't gotten to the pure kind, so some bright 
person got this great idea to manufacture, perfect something called the euthan-
air (phonetic), which was a euthanasia box which was called a high altitude 
chamber and everybody had been studying it.  They haven't gotten much 
(inaudible), but they're doing a lot of it underground... 
                        [End of Tape 9.]� 
 
 
                     ORAL HISTORY - Tape 10 

Taped July 21, 1998, 4700 Jamestown Road, Bethesda, Maryland 
     Ann Cottrell Free:  The other type of death chamber which came into common 
usage after the people got so turned off about the carbon monoxide boxes 
throughout the country that the manufacturer developed a machine that would draw 
the air -- it was a decompression chamber would draw the air out of the chamber.  
It was just like a pilot going up into the stratosphere, flying, that sometimes 
they say that pilots lose consciousness 'cause the air's so thin.  So, this gave 
people the idea that it was just like going to sleep.  Pilots would say, "Oh, it 
got so sleepy."  'Cause the air was so thin, lack of oxygen.   
          So, this rationale covered them just like the rationale that carbon 
monoxide -- "Oh, it's easy to commit suicide by carbon monoxide; it's just like 
going to sleep."  Well, they said the same thing about this.  But then the dogs 
would have hemorrhages in their ears because the pressure was so uneven.  And 
particularly if any animal had any kind of ear infection or anything like that, 
can you imagine?  'Cause you have to have equalized pressure.   
          And so, I went -- This is years later.  I went to the Washington D.C. 
dog pound and watched it and wrote about it.  And as a result -- in the 
Washingtonian magazine.  And as a result, they got a tremendous hew and cry -- 
outcry from not only humane people -- societies, but members of Congress.  And 
so, we -- And some doctors.  I remember we went to -- got hold of -- hailed the 
city -- the top doctor for the public health for the District of Columbia and 
met with Dr.Standard and Dr. Kaleo, who's a doctor I had known who hated the 
thing.  And we went to see him, and -- so Dr. Standard removed it.   
          And -- But Dr. Romig, who was the veterinarian, said he didn't like to 
give euthanasia by injection, 'cause at med school he'd been taught to do no 
harm.  Yeah, he didn't want to do it.  But you put them in a box, you're doing 
harm.  See, it takes a certain amount of skill to find that vein, you know, to 
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put an animal to sleep.  So, this thing became a great hew and a cry and finally 
they got some expert people in there to do it.  I think Dr. Romig left because 
he didn't -- either didn't want to or didn't know how.   
          But no euthanasia, even in the best places, is going to be letter 
perfect because you can hit the vein wrong.  There's so many things go wrong.  
I've seen animals put aside as dead and they're not.  This is right here at the 
Washington Animal Rescue League where they had a very good older man, a 
technician man, and he put an animal down.  This is -- Just think, this is the 
few times I was there and I found a lot of things wrong.  It must have been 
routine for animals to be laid out as dead when they weren't.  Happens all the 
time.  You don't know what's going -- Nobody knows what's going on in this 
country about animals -- in the establishments.   
          I think the cruelty amongst people who burn and beat and hang and do 
all these dreadful things to animals is percentage is minuscule compared to 
institutional cruelty which you get not only in the slaughter houses, but in the 
animals in shelters and anyplace where animals are handled en masse.  The 
auction houses, the horse shows, the traveling by truck, all of that.  It's all 
institutional.  Some of it's done by organizations, but behind it, of course, is 
the profit system.  And I just -- Nobody cares.   
          And the terrible thing is, the humane societies get fat and rich, and 
then -- and don't have enough staff or they're not dedicated enough, so they 
don't police it.  There's no one to police the care and treatment of animals 
that are in -- whose lives are given for mankind.  And they've got laws on the 
books, but there's no follow-up.   
          And you go into any slaughter house, they're supposed to have the 
captive bolt pistol, it doesn't always work, of course, and also with the pigs, 
you're supposed to give them a jolt, the electric knockout, that doesn't always 
work.  Then they -- By the time they come to or they didn't come to -- They 
shouldn't come to at all, but sometimes they come too prematurely.  All the 
animals that are shocked and killed and knocked out, whether it's horses, pigs, 
sheep -- What have I left out?  Cows, of course, steers and all that, they are 
hung by one hind leg and the -- then they're on an assembly line like on a 
trolley, and they're pulled by their hind legs -- that trolley goes on down to 
the killer.  And this is -- I mean, they've been killed -- I'm a little bit 
mixed up here.  Some of them like the pigs, they come down a shoot and they're 
picked up and hung that way.  Some of the others, they -- and then they -- then 
they're either picked up or slide down -- I've seen it different ways.  And then 
somebody sticks them in the throat to bleed them out. 
          But what I'm getting at is they're not always conscious and -- 
(inaudible) humane slaughter, I worked really hard and I'll come to that in a 
minute, 'cause that was a great improvement over the men with the sledge hammers 
knocking their brains out.  So, how people and how I could have eaten meat, 
loving steak so much, never realized that you're eating pain and fear.  No 
wonder people have cancer.  Because all the chemicals and hormones and whatever 
that is thrust in the body when an animal is frightened to death, you know it's 
detrimental.  And so, I think -- probably that made it -- There are lots of 
things that they can do to cause people to be quite sick, you know, heart 
trouble and all -- and cancer and all the right.  But it shouldn't be fear of 
some physical thing (inaudible) it should be you're moral outrage. 
          But therefore, you've got these laws on the books.  I'll have to go 
back and I've written a great deal about this, God knows.  It'll be a big 
portion of my book if I don't wear everybody else out.  But this is after China.  
See, I've done China in the first part of this tape and I -- That was bad 
enough, seeing the treatment of animals there, but it was not as much as I saw 
here 'cause I wasn't behind the scenes enough.  But they didn't have any humane 
societies to police over.  The dogs were either eaten -- You'd see dogs kind of 
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wandering around, but -- and then you'd see the dead carcass being pushed 
through the streets.  The Chinese are nuts about pigs, you know, pork.  
          Anyway, I'm getting off the track about euthanasia, which has been -- 
I say I've been Dr. Kevorkian from childhood and so was my mother.  And I just 
think he's an enlightened -- and we're getting off on the thing about people.  
But if we're going to put animals asleep because of something, you should be 
able to do it with people.  But I don't believe they'll ever allow people to be 
put to sleep under the conditions that so many have been put today.  But if you 
had a sick dog or a cat now, we have at the moment -- what we would do -- The 
best way is if the animal is showing any fear whatsoever is to give it a small 
tranquilizer and so -- you know, out of it, and then you can do the other.  
Because you -- A good skillful veterinarian can put that needle in in such a way 
in the vein of the leg that it goes so quickly to the heart and to the brain 
that it's just keels over. 
     Joan Rooks:  (Inaudible) the vein? 
     ACF:  Yes, if it's done properly.  It goes right away, right away.  It's 
absolutely amazing.  You see the body -- particularly if it's a larger dog, you 
hold them in your arms like this -- not one person, it takes two people.  And 
then after then it's gone into the vein and before the person can pull the 
syringe out, usually the dog just crumples.  And by the time the person who's 
holding it puts it down flat, you know, it's dead.  Absolutely amazing, amazing.  
And there's no (inaudible) -- what they do with criminals (inaudible) -- a lot 
of them are probably innocent.  But the fear that the criminal is going through 
is worse than the death itself, because he knows that reality as he knows it is 
gone, whereas the animal doesn't -- we don't think -- is aware -- is conscious 
of the reality of the moment. 
     INTERVIEWER:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  Well, I mean, not in the same way.  So, yeah.  Why does a roach run?  
Why does any animal run?  Because they're frightened.  And everything is based -
- That's why conciliance is -- that Edmund Wilson's writing, everything -- I 
think what's he trying to do is to get everything down to a handful of -- like 
it's almost got to be in mathematics, into -- where everything really connects 
and you can see the whole thing.  I think that the whole -- Economics is based 
on survival.  Art began because of survival.  That's the cave art, maybe.   
          And -- I think we've got to get it down to just two or three things.  
And the terrible thing that happened to me -- that was kind of pointless trying 
to have a manmade type of religion, because it's right there staring us in the 
face, but we just don't quite have the key to it all.  And the unity of life and 
some -- It's a unity of life.  And some people say it's a unifying soul.  It's -
- The Greek work is Gaia, G-a-i-a.  Is that spelled right?   
     INTERVIEWER:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  It's the soul, it's the unifying thing.  But this book by Wilson, I 
don't know where he's going to come out.  I looked to the end, he still doesn't 
know.  (Laughs.)  But the poor animals that -- that we ever, ever got into a 
thing where we don't -- our economies, in our art, everything -- the strong 
trampling on the weak.  And if you go to religions, take Christianity, that is 
certainly the weak -- the weak should not be trampled, that's basic to that.  
The Greeks -- they got all mixed up with all those gods which personify certain 
traits, but it's all beyond me.   
          It seems to me that heaven -- you can see heaven in a wildflower and 
that's all that you need to know.  There's a life force in there and if it's not 
treated badly, it'll flourish.  So, that's about all -- that's the only secret 
of life that I can find.  Be kind to the flower and it'll flourish and reward 
you in the meantime.  
          So, back to wherever I was, to euthanasia of the animals at the 
shelters.  And then when I came to Washington, after all my checkered career all 
around the world, that's when I finally got into the animal field big time 
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because I'd never -- it never even occurred to me that a federal law -- I never 
thought about it -- a federal law could be introduced and passed to provide a 
better death to livestock, meat animals.  Frankly, I'd never given a lot of 
thought to it.  But when I realized how bad it is -- was and that there were 
ways of getting around it, that's when I jumped in with all my strength.   
          And my newspaper writing -- By that time I was freelancing, back from 
China and all that sort of thing, and that's when I helped to get the Humane 
Slaughter Bill passed.  And I think -- I can just refer to this very briefly.  
I've got a lot of it written, but the main thing is I wrote a ton of stories 
about it and -- It's not easy to get it in newspapers because the meat -- or the 
big supermarkets don't want people -- the newspapers don't want to run stories 
that will irritate the -- the big supermarket advertisers.   
          So, I would always come in -- almost manufacture ways to make stories, 
about the women having a boycott, about getting certain members of Congress to 
say certain things.  In other words, you had to have a news peg.  That's the 
difference between a news story and an editorial.  You have to have some news, 
you know, or peg to put it on.  So, I found plenty of pegs and that's how I got 
in so deeply into that.  And then toward the end of it -- Oh, there were 
filibusters on the floor of the Senate, in particular.  And Hubert Humphrey, God 
rest his soul, he was so much in favor of getting this Humane Slaughter Bill 
passed that he -- (Pause.) 
          He helped a great deal.  And then some of the Jewish -- the Jewish 
members of Congress, they had all this pressure on them because the kosher 
Jewish people -- the far right wing, just like they have in Israel, they're 
messing everything today.  They didn't give a damn.  They wanted to have their 
type of slaughter, which means cutting the throat very neatly.  I've seen it 
done.  It is quite quick; I'll say that, because they have certain knives and 
these rabbis who have to say a little prayer.  I've seen the whole thing.  And 
they catch the blood in a special kind of bucket.  Then they sell the blood.  
They use it for fertilizer.  It's always a buck in everything, you know.  
(Laughs.)  You've heard of blood in fertilizer.  Where do you think it came 
from? 
          So anyway, I got into this humane slaughter thing.  I went after a 
bunch of those rabbis and they were putting a lot of pressure on southern 
congressmen.  And I wrote a lot of letters to the editor in some of these 
southern newspapers and showed them up, what they were trying to do.  They were 
afraid that their piece work -- they get so much per animal they kill and so on.  
It's all monetary with these rabbis and I showed them up.  And so, anyhow, but 
they finally -- the Humane Slaughter Bill did, however, in the long run did 
allow kosher slaughter to continue.  
          But in the meantime, the ASPCA put up money to develop what they 
called a holding pen where the animals weren't strung up; they were put in a 
stall that tilted sort of.  And I've seen it in operation.  A big strain is not 
put on them.  But it's never been fully adopted.  Guess where a lot of the 
killing goes on today, the meat that people eat?  It's in the Middle West.  And 
they have those rabbis that come from Europe or from New York -- I can't imagine 
any -- having much fun in Omaha.  But anyhow, they string them up and don't 
bother with this thing I was telling you about, this tilting stall.  Just hang 
them up, cut their throats.  And they might hang pretty long, that's the 
trouble. 
          I saw in New Jersey -- I went to a -- oh, at the crack of dawn, I went 
with a man from the ASPCA to see the ASPCA (inaudible).  This is the one that 
came down like a harness and pulled the neck back.  Sitting in a chair and pull 
your neck back, then the man comes along with a knife, he can make a cleaner cut 
'cause the neck is outstretched, immobilized.  So, there are all these different 
things, but it takes more time.  So, you have an assembly -- or a disassembly 
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line.  They don't want to fool with that, they just want to get them killed, get 
it over with.   
          So, back toward the end.  Okay.  So, finally... (re ACF's written 
materials).  At the end, the bill passed both houses.  All it had to do was be 
signed by the president of the United States, who happened to be Dwight D. 
Eisenhower.  Well, he had days and days and days to sign it, and he didn't sign 
it, 'cause the meatpackers were big bucks, you know, particularly the 
Republicans.  You know what's going on behind the scenes.  What they call the 
American Meat Institute.  That's like I call the --Anything with institute is a 
front, you know, usually for big business. 
          Well, sometimes they're very useful; they have the information.  So, 
they had put so much pressure on him that by midnight of a certain night in 
June, the bill would -- if he didn't sign it, would be a pocket veto.  A pocket 
veto means if a bill is not signed X number of days after Congress has gone out 
of session, it's vetoed automatically.  And we had five hours.  And what I did -
- two things. 
          We had to get Eisenhower, get his attention publicly.  So, I go into 
his press conference -- I was not a regular, so I called -- I told the head of 
United Press who was a friend of mine, and his wife was, too, and two or three 
other people -- I said we got to get Eisenhower on the spot in public whether 
he's going to sign that bill.  You've only five hours, Mr. President -- or 
whatever hours -- are you going to sign the Humane Slaughter Bill?  There's a 
lot of mail on the it, a lot of public interest, what do you plan to do?  'Cause 
he was going to do nothing if people didn't say anything.  Well, he said -- And 
I sent out to the Eisenhower Library and got the full transcript of what he 
said.  He said, "Well, I guess we'll have to look into that," or something.  He 
said to an aide, "Well, call my attention to it," something like that.  
          I had had a good friend who was working at the White House.  She was 
the first woman press secretary.  Her name was Anne Wheaton.  And Anne was an 
older woman than I -- of course, I was very young.  She knew about me and my 
environment and all that.  I said, "Oh, Anne, is he going to sign?"  Well, she 
didn't have any influence, except that night, I had another animal person, Helen 
Jones, at my house for dinner who'd worked really hard on this thing.  And the 
phone rang, it was the White House.  It was Anne Wheaton.  She said he signed 
it, he signed it.  In other words, I got the word from the White House 
immediately.  And I told this friend and we just hugged each other.  And I 
called Christine Stevens, who had worked so hard on it, and got the word out 
everywhere. 
          So, if it hadn't been for that question asked at that critical moment 
by United Press, I don't know whether the bill would have ever been passed 
because the packers wanted to bury it.  They kept on.  They tried to have a 
study bill.  This thing kicked around for years.  So, that's when I got the idea 
and it worked. 
     INTERVIEWER:  (Inaudible.)  
          So, it's a small thing, indeed.  But on the other hand, don't forget 
this.  Here's an ironic little aside.  Years later, I was at a meeting -- this 
is after animal rights came into full flower.  This woman named Helen Jones, who 
had this International Society for Animal Rights -- Previous to that she had 
started something called the National Catholic Animal Welfare Society.  She was 
a big Catholic, although she was disgusted with her church because they're lousy 
on helping animals, you know.  I don't know what's wrong with those popes.  But 
they've always been and.   
          But there is -- was a Catholic Animal Welfare Study Group what they 
called it, in England, and the head -- not a priest -- yes, I guess he was, 
Father or Brother Agius, A-g-i-u-s.  He was a Maltese, my first Maltese.  And he 
worked really hard.  The Catholic Church has, as you know, being a Catholic, 
they have a certain amount of leeway, but not too much.  And so, she had tried 
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so hard.  So, therefore, she was absolutely thrilled to pieces.  But later, she 
got disgusted with the church and went ahead and just started something called 
the International Society for Animal Rights, became very hard line on animal 
rights. 
          And I was at this meeting and she was making an address -- She became 
quite a figure in the animal field.  And this is, what?  Fifteen, 20 years 
later.  She got up and said, "I am sorry I ever worked for the passage of the 
Humane Slaughter Bill."  Her rationale was why have half a measure.  They're 
still going to be killed and eaten and rather -- But -- Then I got up and said, 
"But you did work very hard on it because if that bill hadn't passed, I don't 
know what would have happened."            So -- But I regret to say that the 
policing of the proper kind of killing -- which I won't go into all the details, 
the (inaudible) bolt and all that, isn't -- is not honored too well, because the 
Department of Agriculture doesn't give a damn anyway.  The food inspectors, 
they're just supposed to be looking for clean meat.  Only in a real bad 
situation could they blow the whistle and stop the killing line.  So, nothing is 
perfect, but at least it was a step in the right direction and it got things 
going quite a lot. 
          I don't think I've talked in my tape... After the Humane Slaughter 
Bill was passed, that's when I got into the laboratory animal thing and did some 
-- hopefully, good spade work in that.  But after the Humane Slaughter Bill had 
passed, that was the first time we'd ever gotten a major bill passed and I -- 
So, 'cause it really affected every man, woman and child in this country and 
made them a little bit more conscious.  But I always say we mustn't have a 
healing plaster, a band aid on the conscience and I think, in a way, it has 
been.   
          But the main thing is in kill -- which we learned and we tried to get 
it into the bill, to have more about the handling and the shipping.  But you 
know who was opposed to it?  They ship -- most of the cattle and pig, livestock, 
they go to the slaughter houses from the so-called farm to the feed lots go by 
truck there.  In the olden days, they used to go by rail.   
          And they had -- Everything was different then.  They'd go from out on 
the range over to Omaha or Chicago, even further east, but they got a law passed 
in 1908, I think, that they couldn't leave those poor animals in those cattle 
cars more than -- first, it was 48 hours.  They had two different versions, an 
improvement later on.  And they unload them, and then they feed and water them 
and keep them there for awhile and -- before reloading them.  But it wasn't all 
for humaneness.  Because an animal being -- traveling and being packed in loses 
so much weight and money is by -- it's by the pound.  And they lost tons of 
money, and so that's why they give them feed and water.  That'll plump them up a 
little bit and --  
          So -- But the truckers said, hell, no, we're not going to stop and 
unload them (inaudible) it would be hard for them.  But they didn't -- something 
about long hauls, but their hauls weren't as long as by rail.  And in the 
meantime, the whole configuration on feedlots and slaughter houses has changed a 
lot throughout this country, which I want to go into now.  Different location. 
          You don't even have the stockyards in Omaha, I don't think, and 
Chicago is no longer the big killer town.  It's more decentralized.  And so, 
it's a very horrible subject to deal with.  When you go out in the fields and 
see these lovely animals, like I do in the country, and particularly now.  A lot 
of them are born in March and now they're big and all that.  And before this 
drought came on, it's so green.  Their life is good, some of them, but they 
don't know what's ahead.  But if they could only go to market and -- They 
shouldn't have to go to market at all.  We shouldn't have them gracing our 
fields.  We don't -- Gracing of grazing.   
          We don't need meat in any way, shape or form.  Think what it does to 
the water supplies, from the standpoint of all the matter that gets flushed in.  
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And the same goes for chickens.  Chickens are a hazard, but -- I've written a 
lot about chickens.  When I had the good fortune due to my animal work -- See, 
the humane slaughter changed my life, writing about that, 'cause I found out 
things I never knew.  But, you know, that thing from the Bible -- It just 
suddenly occurred to me, I must write that down.  It's a --= (inaudible) through 
the glass darkly.  
     INTERVIEWER:  (Inaudible.)  
     ACF:  And then you see the (inaudible) and now face to face.  Well, it's 
now not face to face with my maker, it's face to face with reality and death at 
the hands of my fellow man.  And that's how it is when I was a child, I saw 
through the glass darkly.  That'd be a good chapter head.  So, once you've seen 
through the glass brightly, you never the same again.  You can't be.  You can't 
be.  (Moving microphone, difficult to hear each word.) 
          If you went to Buchenwald of Auschwitz and had those people coming 
around you, could you go on and go back and be a regular person again?  So, it's 
the same thing.  I mean, I'm not as devout or dedicated or whatever you want to 
call it as many people.  Because I know if you think about these things too 
much, you'd go mad.  Go absolutely mad, and a lot of people have because they 
get so one sided.  They get so they hate other people, they become obsessed.  
So, it's a hard one to call, but anyhow, let's call...  Thank you so much for 
listening. 
                        [End of Tape 10.]� 
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23, 24 
Camp Okahawis, 26; ACF counselor at, 24, 25 
Camp Wallawhatolla, 21 
Campbell, Doon, 91 
Campbell, Elspeth, 37 
Campbell, Felicia, 37 
Campbell, Georgina, 37 
Campbell, Reginald, 96 
Cannon, Hildegard, 137 
Canton (China), 91 
Capri, 120 
captive bolt pistol: and humane slaughter, 129, 153; used in England, 129 
Carrice, Charlie, 56 
Carroll, Madeleine, 35, 36 
Carson, Lee, 47 
Carson, Rachel, 101, 135, 136, 138, 139; death of, 137, 139 
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Catholic Animal Welfare Study Group, 156 
Cathy Mansions: ACF lives in, 69 
Catledge, Turner, 52, 53 
Cavin, Patty, 138, 139 
Central Press Association, 49 
Chambers, Whittaker, 122; and “Pumpkin Papers,” 122 
Chaney, Mayris: and Office of Civilian Defense, 48 
Chang Tso Lin (“Young Marshall”), 85 
Chen, Anna: see Chennault, Anna Chen 
Chen, Eugene, 81 
Chen, Jack, 81, 82, 84 
Chennault, Anna Chen, 72; and FDR Memorial, 72 
Chesterman, Mrs. Evan, 25 
Chetniks: in Sinai refugee camp, 99 
Chiang Kai-shek, 81 
Chiang Kai-shek, Madame: at Eleanor Roosevelt press conference, 50 
Chicago Sun, 41, 53, 55, 56; Washington Bureau, 52, 53; ACF works for, 52, 54 
Chicago Tribune, 47, 53 
Children’s Bureau, 50 
China, 16, 26, 27, 54; participation in World War II, 63; Kunming, 64, 75; famine in, 75; 
 Changsha, 76, 78; hunger riots, 76; types of food relief, 76; governmental corruption, 77, 
 78; Shanghai, 78; cultural revolution, 78; Red Guards, 78; Jews in, 80; Changchun, 84; and 
 Manchuria, 85: Northeastern Provinces, 85;  Manchukuo, 85 
Chinese communists, 73, 79, 82, 84, 85; and governmental corruption, 78 
Chinese National Relief and  Rehabilitation Administration, 71, 74 
Chinese Nationalist government (Kuomintang), 73, 79, 82, 84-85 
Chips (dog), 125 
Chou En-lai, 73, 74, 75, 78, 85 
Christ Stopped at Eboli (Levi), 120-21 
Christian Science Monitor, 59, 122, 124 
Chronicle, The, 113 
Churchill, Winston, 62, 63, 64 
Circle Sportif (Shanghai), 69 
Civilian Conservation Corps (CCC), 20, 21 
Cleveland Park (Washington, D.C.), 41 
Close, Upton, 54 
CNRRA: see Chinese National Relief and Rehabilitation Administration 
Coastal Maine Wildlife Refuge, 137 
Cockrell, Lyttleton, 11 
Cody, Morrill, 116 
colic: in horses, 149 
Collegiate School for Girls, 18, 20, 31, 34, 90; teachers at, 19; athletics at, 19 
Columbia University, 26, 28, 38 
communism, communist party, 38, 39, 103 
concentration camps, 63 
Congress (U.S.): and banning DDT and chlorinated hydrocarbons, 137 
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Constitution Hall: Marian Anderson  banned from singing at, 51 
Cook, Bob, 71, 72 
Cook, Rita Nagel, 121 
Cook, Wesley, 121 
coolies, 79 
Corduroy (horse), 9 
Cornwall, Miss, 12 
Cottrell, Emily Blake (mother of ACF),  
 1, 2, 3, 12, 23, 25, 65, 115, 122, 150; and cat and kittens, 6; meets husband, 9; education of, 
 10; rides horses, 9, 13; friendship with Ralph Fick, 14; destroys plates, 15; sends ACF to 
 Collegiate School, 18, 31; and ACF  introduction to Rex Smith, 37; assists ACF, 42; 
 divorces husband, 65; illnesses of, 139-40; death of, 140; active in Richmond SPCA, 146, 
 150, 151; taught riding, 148-49, 150; rides Windrock, 149; rides with ACF, 149; visits 
 Barnard, 151 
Cottrell, Emmett (father of ACF), 1, 2, 5, 7, 12, 14-15, 17, 20, 149; meets wife, 9; loans horse to 
 Camp Mont Shenandoah, 22; brings home brace of birds, 146 
Cottrell, Julia (aunt of ACF), 7, 8 
Cottrell, Julia Givenzel Crump (grandmother of ACF), 24; called G-Muds, 7 
Cottrell, Leila (aunt of ACF), 7 
Cottrell, Marian (aunt of ACF), 7 
Cottrell, Pierre, 9 
Cottrell, Sally (aunt of ACF), 7, 15 
Cottrell, Samuel Henry (grandfather of ACF), 7, 9; called G-Dads, 7 
Cottrell, Stuart (uncle of ACF), 7, 8 
Cottrell, Walker Crump (uncle of ACF), 7, 9 
Cow Pasture River, 21, 24 
Cowan, Ruth, 47 
Craig, May, 44, 47, 131 
Craigh Isthmus: see Kra Isthmus 
Craven, Eileen St. John Brennan, 37 
Croats: in Sinai refugee camps, 99 
Crump, Emily, 24 
Crump, Robert, 24 
Cullinane, Leo, 58, 59 
Cullinane, Lou, 59 
Cullinane, Robert, 58 
 
DAR: see Daughters of the American Revolution 
Daladier, Edouard, 62 
Dan: workman at coal yard, 17 
Dandy (pony), 147 
Daughters of the American Revolution, 30, 51 
Davis, G.K.: death of, 22-23 
Davis, Katie Gilliam, 22 
DDT, 136, 137 
“Death of Floyd Collins” (song), 13 
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Deep Run Hunt Club, 12-13, 150; father charter member, 13; fox hunts at,  146-47 
DeGaulle, General Charles, 62, 63 
Delmar, Vinta, 18 
Department of Agriculture, 134, 157; and laboratory animals, 132; ACF visits, 132-33; and animal 
 testing, 133; designation LD-50, 133; Experimental Station, 134; and veterinarians, 135 
Department of the Interior, 136; Fish and Wildlife Service, 137 
Diamond, Eleanor, 24 
Dickerson, Nancy Hanks, 138 
Dien Bien Phu, 92 
Dior: ACF visits, 111, 112 
Distert, Lem, 126 
Dixon, Jeanne, 60 
Dodd, Mead and Company, 128 
Donovan, William (“Wild Bill”), 47 
Dorado, Miss, 30 
Dorothy Dix (advice column), 46 
Drewry, Ann Octavia, 17; portrait of, 16 
Duff (cat), 13 
Duke, Miss Florence, 17, 18 
Dumbarton Oaks, 64 
Duncan, Epre, 19 
Dunkirk, 112  
Dupont Circle (Washington, D.C.), 41,  47 
Duveen, Joseph, (Lord Duveen of Millbank): and opening of National Gallery of Art, 42, 43, 63 
 
Early, Stephen, 55 
Economic Cooperation Administration: see Marshall Plan 
Eddy, Nettie Mae, 140; helps with Free household, 127, 128 
Edge, Jakie, 34 
Edith and Her Ayah, 2 
Egypt, 104, 114; see also Sinai desert 
Eisenhower, Dwight D., 128; and Humane Slaughter bill, 129, 131, 156; possible use of pocket 
 veto, 131; press conference and Humane Slaughter bill, 131; signs Humane Slaughter bill, 
 131 
Eleanor Roosevelt Encyclopedia, 45, 59 
electrical stunning: for animal slaughter, 129 
Ellen Prince Speyer Home (animal  shelter), 151 
El-Shatt (Egypt), 99 
“Elms, The:” Blake family home, 9 
Embassy Row (Miller), 49 
Emily Post, 143 
Empire Joy (ship), 65, 67, 68; recreation aboard, 68 
Enviro South: ACF writes for, 141 
Equus Przewalski: see Mongolian wild horse 
Ernest, Bert, 14 
Ernest, Clyde, 14 
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Ernest, James, 14 
Ernest, Jesse, 14 
Ernest, Mary, 14; suicide of, 14 
Esskay Corp., 130 
Ethopia, 98 
euthanasia: of animals, 150, 151, 152, 153, 154 
“Evangeline” (Longfellow): ACF memorizes, 17 
Evans, Silliman, 52, 53, 55 
 
Farm Security Administration: Arthur Rothstein works for, 75  
Farmington Hunt Club, 35 
Farrell, Elizabeth, 111; at Garfinkel’s, 111 
Farrow, Steven, 25, 26 
fascism, 38, 103 
Faulkner, Sara, 25 
FDR Memorial: A. Chennault on board for, 72 
Federal Register, 134 
feed lots, 157 
Feuerhelm, Verna Mae, 89, 93, 122, 139; works for Bureau of Labor Statistics, 90; travels around 
 the world with ACF, 90-112; and star sapphire, 95; in Paris, 117 
Fick, Dorsey, 14 
Fick, Laura Dorsey, 14 
Fick, Ralph, 14, 15; suicide of, 15 
Field, Marshall, 52 
Fitch, Doctor: works for YMCA, 80 
Fleeson, Doris, 46, 59 
Florence, Italy, 120; door restoration in,  120 
Flynn, Jane, 70 
Foch, Marshall Ferdinand, 6, 11; visits Richmond, 6 
“Follow the Gleam” (song), 23 
Food and Drug Administration, 133; and laboratory animals, 132; facility in Beltsville, 134 
Forest Hills Woman’s Club, 30 
Forever the Wild Mare (Free), 128, 136 
Fork Union Military Academy: father attends, 7 
Fortress Lee: see Camp Lee 
Foundry Methodist Church, 62 
fox hunting, 146-47, 149; huntsman,  149; master of fox hounds, 149; on New Year’s Day, 150; 
 pink coats, 150 
Foxhall Village (Washington, D.C.), 127 
France: and Marshall plan and wine crop, 118 
Franck, Caesar, 32 
Franco, Generalissimo Francisco, 30 
Franklin Pierce sofa, 16 
Fransden, Julius (Jay), 131 
Fransden, Ruth, 131 
Free French, 62 
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Free, Ann Cottrell: and “go cart,” 2;  struck by car, 3-4; first experience with animals, 6; cat and 
 kittens at home of, 6, 144; and influenza pandemic, 10-11; education of, 11,12, 17, 18; rides 
 horses, 13, 14, 20, 148; tomboy, 14; attends Collegiate School for Girls, 15, 18, 20, 31, 34, 
 90; and athletics, 19, 20; editor of Collegiate yearbook, 19; impact of Collegiate School on, 
 20; goes to  Camp Mont Shenandoah, 21-25; works at Camp Okahawis, 24, 25, 26; 
 attends VCU, 26, 28; attends Barnard College, 26-28, 33, 38; works at Newsweek, 27; wins 
 third place in literary competition, 28; editor of VCU yearbook, 28; meets Thomas Wolfe, 
 29; writes poem on Spanish  Civil War, 30; works for Richmond  Times Dispatch, 30, 39; 
 Jim Free proposes, 32; in Hollywood, 34, 35, 36, 37; works for Paramount studios, 35; 
 moves to New York, 36; moves to  Newsweek Washington Bureau, 37, 38, 40; covers 
 White House, 38, 53, 54; first woman at Newsweek Washington Bureau, 41; learns to use 
 teletype, 42; covers FDR and Eleanor Roosevelt, 42, 44; covers opening of National 
 Gallery of Art, 42, 43; attends Marian Anderson’s concert, 51; works for Chicago Sun, 52, 
 53, 54, 56, 60; works for New York Herald-Tribune, 52, 56, 60, 61;  Rex Smith interested 
 in, 55-56; visits Egypt, 58, 101; meets Winston Churchill, 62;  joins UNRRA in China, 64-
 65; transits Panama Canal, 66; takes Chinese lessons aboard Empire Joy, 66, 69; crossing 
 the Equator, 68; in China, 69-91; and Chou En-lai, 73; trip to Hunan province, 75-78; rides 
 in LST, 75; gets pneumonia, 76; visits Changsha, 76; rides in sedan chair, 76; visits 
 Hangyang province, 78; flies in C-47, 79; visits Hangkow, 79; visits Kaifeng, 80; trip to 
 Manchuria, 80-86; visits Changchun, 82, 84; visits Harbin, 84; on rickshaw drivers, 86; 
 visits Great Wall of China, 89; travels around the world with Verna Mae Feuerhelm, 89-
 111; visits Indochina,  91; visits Burma, 95, 96; visits Thailand, 95, 96; visits India, 97, 98; 
 trip to Kashmir, 97; in Sinai refugee  camp, 99, 100-101; travels to Cairo, sees George Polk, 
 102; travels to Israel and Palestine, 103, 104; visits Berlin, 104; makes PX purchases for 
 Thea Weckerle, 105; visits Baden Baden, 106; article on democratizing Germany, 107; and 
 transportation of currency, 107-108; and Paris and fashion houses, 111, 112; visits Dunkirk, 
 112; joins Marshall Plan as special correspondent, 113, 116-22, meets Rebecca West, 
 114; photographs published in Life magazine, 116; leaves Herald Tribune, 116; in France, 
 117, 118; in Italy, 117; visits Capri, 120; visits Florence, 120; sees Sistine Chapel, 120; 
 meets Tennessee Williams, 120; visits Trieste, 121; visits Vienna, 121; marries James S. 
 Free, 123; writes for North American Newspaper Alliance, 124, 130; writes for The 
 Washington Star, 124, 130, 141; writes for The Washington Post, 124, 141; involved in 
 Brownies and PTA, 127; hates zoos, 128; writes Forever the Wild Mare, 128, 136; and 
 Humane Slaughter Law, 129, 130, 131, 132, 155; writes for Women’s News Service, 130; 
 and laboratory animals, 132, 133, 134; and Rachel Carson, 135, 136, 137, 138, 139; 
 invites Rachel Carson to speak at Women’s  National Press Club, 136; illness and death of 
 mother, 139-40; writes Meat: The End of the Affair,  141; illness of, 141; writes for 
 Enviro South, 141; on board of Albert Schweitzer Fellowship, 141; writes poetry on 
 animals, 142; No Room Save in the Heart, 142; travels to Morocco, Spain, Portugal, 
 Tunisia, Malta, Gibraltar, Alsace and Brittany, 143; theme of betrayal toward animals 
 throughout life, 144, 145, 146; fox hunts, 146-47; rides with mother, 149; first riding 
 accident, 149; blooded at fox hunt, 150  
Free, Elissa Blake, 1; attends St. Patrick’s Nursery School, 127; attends Sidwell Friends, 127; 
 works  for CBS, 142; works for CNN, 142-43 



 167 

Free, James Stillman (Jim), 31, 37, 42, 52, 53, 60, 74, 122, 128, 141; sailing trip, 31; works for 
 Washington Evening Star, 32, 53; proposes to ACF, 32; writes on defense issues,  55; 
 marries ACF, 123; works for Birmingham News, 126 
Freeman, Dorothy, 138 
French Foreign Legion, 92, 94-95 
Friend, Howard, 36 
Froggy: see Marian West 
Furman, Bess, 46 
 
Gaines, Miss Edith Pendleton, 19 
Gallagher, Miss, 19 
Gandhi, Indira, 125 
Garfinkels’s, 111, 125  
Gasch, Mr., 46 
Gasch, Marie Manning, 46 
Gayton coal mines, 6, 9 
Genissiat: hydroelectric plant at, 119 
Geolrile, Dr., 139 
George: workman at coal yard, 17, 146 
George Polk Memorial Award, 58 
George School, 21 
Georges-Picot, Nadia, 92 
Georgetown (Washington, D.C.): ACF lives in, 42, 55, 57; post office branch, 42 
Georgetown Institute of Language and Linguistics, 126 
ghats: burning, 97 
Gilmer, Henry, 37 
Gilmour, Austin, 31; owns sailboat, 31 
Ginger (dog), 144 
Ginter Park Woman’s Club, 30 
Glasgow, Ellen, 150 
Glover Archbold Park (Washington,  D.C.), 124 
Gobi Desert, 86 
Godsell, Catherine, 125, 126 
Godsell, William, 125, 126 
Godsen, Freeman, 16 
Golden Egg (restaurant), 113 
Graves Registration: Pegge Parker work for, 80 
Gray Lamb and Black Falcon (West), 100, 113, 115 
Great Britain: and Palestine Mandate, 61, 62 
Great Eastern Hotel (Calcutta), 95 
Great Wall of China, 89 
Greece, 58, 103 
Griffin, Josephine, 30 
Griffith, Edward, 35 
Griffith Stadium (Washington, D.C.), 54 
Gythfeldt, Kaare, 75, 76, 78 
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Haight, Hazel, 126 
Haight, William, 126 
Hallonan, Toivb, 37 
Hamilton Arms, 42 
Hamilton Arms Restaurant, 42 
Handelsbank: Hong Kong branch, 66 
Harrison, Ruth, 151 
Harsh, Joseph, 122 
Haskins, Mari, 12 
Hayden, Sterling: ACF meets, 35, 36 
Hayes, Evie, 43 
Hayes, Jack, 43 
Heligon, Simone Bosc, 117-18, 119 
Helm, Edith Benham, 50 
Henry, Barkley, 125 
Herskowitz, Issy, 87 
Hickock, Lorena, 45 
Higgins, Marguerite, 64 
Higgins, Marianna, 19 
Highball (pony), 147 
“Highwayman” (Noyes), 23 
Hill, James, 11 
Hill, Lister, 133: and laboratory animals, 133, 134 
Hill, Russell, 58 
Hindus, Maurice, 30 
Hines Funeral Home, 42 
Hiss, Alger, 58, 122; trial of, 115 
Hitler, Adolph, 38, 39, 63; bunker of, 104, 105 
Ho Chi Minh, 74, 92, 124 
Hollywood, 34, 37 
Holman, Frank, 59, 60 
holocaust, 61, 63, 104, 126 
Holy Trinity Church: ACF attends, 34 
Hong Kong, 66, 68, 90, 91 
Hormel Corp.: use of carbon dioxide  chamber for slaughter, 129 
Hornaday, Mary, 59 
horse shows, 148 
House of Wu: and famine in China, 77 
Howitzer Armory, Richmond, Virginia: horseshows at, 148 
Hsai, Louis, 91 
Hull, Cordell, 53 
Humane Slaughter bill, 30, 129, 131, 132, 155; and captive bolt pistol, 129; and carbon dioxide 
 chamber, 129;  and electrical stunning, 129;  Congressional hearings, 130; and impact of 
 press conference, 131  
humane societies, 153 
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Humane Society of the United States, 72, 135, 142; mother belongs to, 129 
Humphrey, Hubert: and Human Slaughter Bill, 130, 131, 155 
Hunan Province: famine in, 75 
Hungjao (Shanghai suburb), 72 
hunter trials, 148 
Hunter, Williams, Allison, Gaye and  Moore (law firm), 147 
“Hunting from the Fox’s Point of View” (Free), 147 
Hurley, Mrs. Patrick, 54 
Huse, Robert, 116 
Hyde Park: Roosevelt papers at, 45, 46 
Hygeia Hospital, 10 
 

India: and partition, 96-97 
Indochina, 91 
International News Service, 47 
International Refugee Organization, 99 
International Society for Animal Rights, 156, 157 
Irawaddy River, 96 
Israel, 61, 103, 104 
Italy, 103 
 
Jabotinsky, Ari, 61 
Jackson, Thomas (Stonewall): statue of in Richmond, 88 
James, Claude, 55, 60, 61, 62, 91 
James, Edmund Leland, 55 
James, Michel, 55 
James, Monique, 55 
James, Simone, 55 
James Joyce Society, 111 
Japan, 38, 53; Barnard students boycott, 38; embassy of, 54; and occupation of China, 85 
Jardine Matheson, 66-67, 72, 73 
Jewish Liberation Front, 61 
Jim Crow laws, 51 
John Marshall High School, 18, 19, 31 
John Widdicombe Company, 33 
Johnson, Margaret, 28, 29, 30, 33 
Jolas, Eugene, 112 
Jones, Colman, 57 
Jones, Helen, 131, 132, 156; founder of International Society for Animal Rights, 156; founder of 
National Catholic Animal Welfare Society, 156; on Humane Slaughter Bill, 157 
Joyce, Mrs., 125 
Joyce, James, 109, 111; son, 109 
junks (boats), 70 
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Kaleo, Dr.: and animal euthanasia, 152 
Kaltenborn, H.V., 39 
kamiss (fermented mares milk), 87 
Kashmir, 97 
Kaster, Maxine, 55, 61 
Katie (dog), 144 
Kempton, Ann Landon, 25, 26; suicide of, 25 
Kempton, Joseph, 25, 26 
Kempton, William Allen, 26 
Keswick, Anthony, 73 
Keswick, Clare, Lady, 66, 72, 73, 91 
Keswick, John, Lord, 66, 73, 74, 91 
Keswick, Maggie, 74 
King David Hotel (Jerusalem), 103 
Kmny, Nong: Cambodian ambassador to U.S., 124 
Knebel, Fletcher, 126 
Kook, Hillel: see Bergson, Peter 
kosher laws: and Humane Slaughter bill, 131, 155 
Kouras, Cosmo de, 97 
Kra Isthmus, 96 
Krull, Germaine, 95 
Kulsar, David, 76 
 
 
laboratory animals, 132, 138, 157; Welfare Act, 134 
Larner, Henry, 37 
Latimer, Jimmy, 31 
Laval, Pierre, 62 
Lawrence, William, 63, 123, 124 
League of Michigan Home Dailies, 59 
League of Women Voters, 138 
Lear, Linda, 139 
Lee, Robert E.: statue of in Richmond, 88 
Lehman, Herbert, 65 
Leon, Paul, 109, 110; died in Auschwitz, 109 
Leonard, Harry, 39 
Leonard, Maggie, 39 
Leonard, “Miss Bunny,” 39 
Levi, Carlo, 120 
Li Li San, 84 
Lieberman, Henry, 73, 74 
Life magazine, 116 
Lincoln Memorial, 51 
Lindeman, Edith, 34-35 
Lindley, Betty, 40 
Lindley, Ernest, 40, 41 
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Literary Quarterly (Barnard publication), 28 
Little, Herbert, 45 
lobbyists: and laboratory animals, 134 
Loehr, Alis, 21 
Loewenthal, Ariadne Lucanov, 126;  develops machine translations, 126;  injured, 127 
Loewenthal, Rudolph, 80, 126, 127;  interest in Chinese Jews, 80; escaped to China before 
 holocaust, 126 
Look Homeward Angel (Wolfe), 29 
Louisa County (Va.) Historical Society Magazine: ACF writes article for, 9 
Luther (horse), 148 
Lydda, (Israel), 103 
 
Macao, 91  
machine translations: see Ariadne Lucanov Loewenthal 
MacKay, Eric Alexander Reinhart, Baron, 66, 67, 68, 91 
MacMurray, Fred: ACF meets, 35, 36 
Mallory, Miss, 19 
Malraux, Andre, 93 
Mammy: see Walker, Adelaide 
Manchuria, 80, 85, 105; Hulatao, 82; Mukden, 82; and German refugees, 83; Harbin, 84; 
 communist Chinese in, 84 
Mann, Helen, 18 
Manville, Tommy, 37 
Mao Tse-tung, 73-74, 84, 85; and cultural revolution, 78 
March, Frederic, 35 
Marchant, John, 42 
Marshall, George C., 84; in China, 73, 85; and Marshall Plan, 113 
Marshall Field and Company, 52 
Marshall Plan, 116-22; headquarters, 117; counterpart funds, 118 
Martin, Jackie, 53 
Martin, Lee, 80, 81, 82, 84 
Martin, Robert (“Pepper”), 80 
Mary, Queen of Scots: portrait, 16 
Masaryk, Jan, 115 
Massey, David, 60 
Matier, Mildred, 24 
Maury, Mathew Fontaine, 87, 89 
May Day: ACF witnesses communist celebration of, 121 
Mayflower Hotel (Washington, D.C.), 56 
McAllister, Gerald, 43, 44, 69, 70, 71, 75, 79; encourages ACF to go to China, 64 
McAllister, Jane, 43 
McArdle, Lee, 119, 122 
McCain, Admiral John, 57 
McCain, Senator John, 57 
McCarthy, Colman, 31 
McClendon, Sarah, 131 
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McCormick, Col. Robert, 46, 53 
McCoy, Prof. Jesse, 28 
McDougal, Maude, 47 
McGonnigle, George, 40, 42 
McGrath, Hugo, 41 
McKiernan, Douglas, 93 
McKiernan, Pegge Parker, 80, 81, 84, 93; works for Graves Registration, 80 
McKinley, William, 47 
McNamara, Fred, 36 
Mekong River, 95 
Mellon, Andrew: donates collection for National Gallery of Art, 42-43 
Meyer, Eugene, 49 
Michael (dog), 126 
Michaels, Anna, 63 
Michaels, Eva, 63 
Michaels, Margaret Walters (Aunt Maggie), 10 
Michaels, Percy, 63 
Michaels, Sue, 63 
Miller, Dr., 49 
Miller, Hope Ridings 49, 60 
Millican, Dr. Edith, 78 
Modern Maturity (magazine): ACF writes article on Eleanor Roosevelt for, 44 
Mollenhoff, Clark, 126 
Mongolia, 82 
Mongolian wild horse: ACF writes Forever the Wild Mare, 128, 136 
Monroe Room (White House), 49; Eleanor Roosevelt press conference in, 44 
Monte Casino (Italy), 119 
Montenegrins: in Sinai refugee camps, 99 
Montgomery, Ruth, 60 
Montgomery County Humane Society: management of, 140 
Moore, Mrs. 13 
Moore, Alvin, 13, 14 
Moore, Lee, 13, 14 
Mordecai family, 19 
Morris, Jack, 31; death of, 31 
Motherel, Cornelia Little, 45 
Mt. Everest, 97 
Munitions Building (Washington, D.C.), 54 
Mussolini, Benito, 58 
Myers, Fred: and Humane Slaughter  Law, 129 
 
Nagel, Rita, 121 
Nancy (pony), 147 
Nanking (China), 73 
National Gallery of Art: opening of, 42, 43, 63 
National Geographic magazine, 16  
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National Humane Review: ACF sends article to, 147 
National Press Building, 40, 52, 53 
National Press Club, 41 
National Recovery Act (NRA), 20 
National Register for Historic Preservation, 144 
National Theater, 51 
National Zoo, 59, 136 
Nehru, Jawaharal, 125 
Nellie (maid), 11 
New Jersey: West Orange, 27; Lake  Hopatcong, 27; Hoboken, 65 
New York Daily News, 46, 56, 59 
New York Herald Tribune, 44, 52, 57, 58, 59, 61, 89, 101, 108, 111, 122;  Washington Bureau, 31, 
 56; ACF joins, 56; ACF takes leave of absence from, 64, 65; ACF article on Manchuria, 85; 
 ACF article on Iron Curtain, 103; ACF article on democratizing Germany, 107; ACF writes 
 articles on Germany, 104; London Bureau of, 115;  ACF leaves, 116  
New York Times, 31, 52, 55, 63, 73, 89, 91, 123; Washington Bureau, 31; and letters on laboratory 
 animals, 133 
Newkirk, Ingrid, 140 
Newton, Bill, 102 
Newsday, 60 
Newsweek, 42, 51-52, 53, 55; ACF joins, 27, 37; ACF at Washington Bureau of, 38; ACF first 
 woman at Washington Bureau, 41; ACF memorandum on opening of National Gallery of 
 Art, 43 
Nixon, Patricia: ACF meets, 128-29 
Nixon, Richard, 122, 128; ACF meets, 128-29 
No Room Save in the Heart (Free), 142 
“Nobody Knows the Trouble I’ve Seen” (song), 51 
Noel (dog), 60 
Noel, Lucie, 108, 109; sends items to husband in Auschwitz, 110; and Paris fashion houses, 112 
Nolting, Buford, 31 
Nooter, Amanda, 143  
Nooter, Bill, 2, 142; marriage to Elissa Free, 142; attends St. John’s College, 143 
Nooter, Nancy, 120 
Normal School (A.P. Hill School), 12 
North American Newspaper Alliance, 49: ACF writes for, 124, 130 
Noyes, Alfred, 23 
 
Observer, The, 113 
O’Donnell, John, 46, 59 
Office of Civilian Defense: and Eleanor Roosevelt, 47, 48 
Office of Strategic Services, 47; and  Indochina, 124 
opium trade: in China, 67 
Oppenheimer family, 19  
Oriental Hotel (Bangkok), 95; run by spy, 95 
Orso, Mr., 138 
OSS: see Office of Strategic Services 



 174 

Ottoman Empire, 61, 104 
Oudine, John, 26, 36, 39, 90, 91; writes “World Letters” for Time magazine,  

27; goes to China, 27; at Chinese  National Relief and Rehabilitation Administration, 74 
Outer Mongolia, 16 
Oxford University, 33, 39 
 

Page (horse), 148 
Pakistan: and partition, 96-97 
Palestine, 61, 62, 103, 104 
Pan American Coffee Bureau, 40  
Pan Hellenic Association: sponsors literary contest, 28 
Panama Canal: ACF transits, 66 
Pandit, Mrs. (aunt of Indira Gandhi), 125 
Paramount Studios, 35 
Park Fairfax Apartments: Nixons live at, 128 
Parker, Pegge: see McKiernan, Pegge Parker 
Pasley, Virginia, 59, 60 
Patches (dog), 144 
Patterson, Cissy, 46 
Patterson, Col. Joseph, 46 
Patton, General George, 62 
Patton, Sally, 34 
Pearl Harbor, 44; attack on, 53, 54 
People for the Ethical Treatment of Animals, 140 
People magazine 36 
Pepin: French Nazi, 110 
Perez, Fernando, 53 
Pershing, General John J., 6 
pesticides, 136 
Petain, Marshal Henri Philippe, 62 
Philippines, 66, 68 
Picherella, Jeannette A., 66 
Pickens family, 128 
Pickwick Arms (hotel), 36, 39 
Picture Play (magazine), 36 
Piedmont Manor, 36 
pigs: and slaughter of, 129 
Pittard, Admiral George, 34 
Pittypat (pony), 148 
Poage, Congressman: and Humane  Slaughter bill, 130, 131 
pocket veto: and Humane Slaughter Bill,  131, 156 
Polk, George, 101-02; death of, 58 
Poppy (dog), 144 
Powell, Lewis F., Jr. (Supreme Court Justice), 147 
Preston, Edmund, 147 
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Pumphrey, Maade, 22 
Pumphrey, Margaret, 22 
Purdy, Crawford, 96 
 
Quartermaster Corps (United States  Army), 43 
Quinn, Sally, 60 
 
Rachel Carson Council, 136, 138 
Rachel Carson National Wildlife Refuge, 137 
“Rag-O-Toggle-Gypsies, OH!” (song), 23 
Rags (puppy), 15 
Ramstetter, Emily Crump, 22 
Randolph Macon Women’s College, 10 
Rangoon (Burma), 95 
Rayburn, Sam, 49 
Reader’s Digest, 80 
Reed, Mr. (American consul in Saigon), 93 
refugee camps: German, 104; in Sinai desert, 98, 99, 113 
refugees, 61, 99, 100 
Reid, Helen Rogers, 56, 65 
Reimers, Betsy, 139 
Reimers, Marie, 90, 139 
Reimers, Paul, 139 
Rendell, Richard, 40 
Resnick, Congressman: and animal rights, 134, 135 
Reuters, 91 
Richard, Davis, 40 
Richmond, Virginia, 7, 39, 42, 43, 61, 63, 140, 146; birth of ACF, 1; West Grace Street, 1, 2, 11, 
 12, 14, 20, 90; Park Avenue, 2, 5, 6, 11; Fan District of, 2; Westhampton suburb, 6; old city 
 hall, 6; Monument Avenue, 6, 11, 18, 19; Foch visits, 6; Shepherd’s Tract, 11; Allen 
 Avenue, 11; Kensington Avenue, 12; Broad Street, 12; Scot’s Addition, 12; Patterson 
 Street, 12; riding academy on Cherry Street, 13; fire at stockyards, 17; Floyd Avenue, 18; 
 book on Jewish community in 19; Franklin Street, 29; theater in, 32  
Richmond Division of the College of William and Mary, 28 
Richmond Film Society, 39 
Richmond SPCA, 23; ACF mother assistant director of, 150; Ellen Glasgow president of, 150; 
 euthanasia at, 150, 151, 152 
Richmond Times Dispatch, 19, 29, 33, 34, 38, 39, 85; ACF works for, 30;  drama and movie critic 
 for, 35; ACF  resigns from 36, 37 
Richmond Virginia Historic magazine, 33 
Richmond Women’s College, 10 
Ripley, Josephine, 124 
Ripley, Mary, 143 
Ripley, Sylvia, 143 
Robert E. Lee Grammar School, 11, 12 
Romig, Dr.: and animal euthanasia, 152, 153 
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Rommel, General Irwin, 62 
Rooks, Lowell: director general of UNRRA, 78-79 
Roosevelt, Eleanor, 40, 45, 50, 56, 57, 64; ACF covers, 42, 44; press conference of, 44, 47, 49; 
 Assistant Head of Office of Civilian Defense,  47, 48; letter from ACF re: India and China, 
 97 
Roosevelt, Franklin Delano, 45, 53, 64, 69; radio address, 20; and declaration of war, 53-54; ACF 
 sees at Christmas service, 62 
Roscoe, Mei Lin, 71 
Rothstein, Arthur, 75, 76, 78; Dust Bowl photographs, 75 
Royal SPCA (Great Britain), 151 
Russell, Ned, 115 
Russia, 61; and German refugees, 83; prisoners of war in, 83 
Ryan, Autumn, 80, 81 
Ryan, Leo, 80-81 
 
S.H. Cottrell and Son, Coal Merchants, 7; use horses, 17; workmen at, 17 
Sachs, Lois, 27, 38, 51 
Sadler, Christine, 48 
Saigon (Vietnam), 91, 93 
Salam, Nina: character in Gray Lamb and Black Falcon, 100, 113, 114 
Sale, Mr.: and animal euthanasia, 151 
Salmon, Mildred, 66 
Salonika (Greece),  102-3; death of George  Polk, 58 
sampans, 70  
Sanctified Sisters Church: ACF writes article on, 33 
Sands, Jack, 147 
Schweitzer, Albert, 46, 80, 106, 136; and Lamborene Hospital, 141; impact on ACF, 141; 
philosophy of, 142 
Scott, George Cole, 147 
Scripps Howard, 44 
Sea Around Us, The (Carson), 135 
Seal Brothers, 96 
Seimans Corp., 106 
Selzer, Alice, 5 
Serbs: in Sinai refugee camps, 99 
Shackelford, Miss, 12 
Shanghai (China), 56, 67, 70, 71, 72, 86, 89, 90; the Bund, 69; foreign 
  concessions, 69; Cathy Mansions, 69; Circle Sportif, 69 
Shanghai Post and Mercury, 71 
sheep: slaughter of, 129 
Shepard Pratt Hospital, 25 
Shepherd, Lee, 34 
Short, Joseph, 54 
Silent Spring (Carson), 135, 138 
Sinai desert, 98; refugee camp in, 98, 99, 100-101 
Sinkiang (China), 93 
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Sistine Chapel, 120 
Skewes, Jan, 93 
slaughter houses, 153 
Small, Bob, 21, 22 
Smith, C.R., 55 
Smith, John Chabot, 57, 58 
Smith, Rex, 37, 40, 53, 55 
Snead, Miss, 12 
Soochow Creek; sampans on, 70, 71 
Spanish Civil War, 30, 38 
Spanish Influenza pandemic, 10, 11 
Spence, Miss, 37 
Spring Valley (Washington, D.C.), 125 
St. John’s Church, Washington, D.C.: ACF married at, 123 
Standard, Dr.: and animal euthanasia, 152 
Steele, Art, 85 
Stein, Gertrude, 112 
Stephenson, Malvina: 48, 49, 59, 60 
Stevens, Christine: and Humane Slaughter bill, 129, 130, 135, 156 
Stocker, Dr. Arthur, 1 
Stocker, Marian West, 1, 4, 22, 23, 36 
Strand Hotel (London), 113 
Straus, Frank, 20 
Strayer, Martha, 44, 45, 50; and theater roof collapse, 44-45 
Stuart, James E.B.: statue of in Richmond, 88 
Stuttgart (Germany), 83, 105 
Suez Canal, 105; ACF; difficulties at, 98, 99 
Sun Yat-sen, 81 
Swift Corporation, 130 
Switzerland, 111 
Sycle, Dorothy, 19 
 
Taksang (ship), 67 
Talley, Rhea, 30, 31, 33; writes “Talley- 
 Ho” column in Richmond Times Dispatch, 31 
Tamara, Sonya, 64 
Tavel, Emily, 59 
Tcha-tze: dumplings, 68 
Teak Wallah (Campbell), 96 
Teanhe bowl, 87 
teletype: ACF learns to use, 41 
Tewfik (Egypt), 99 
Thailand, 95 
This Week, 137 
Thomas, Helen, 131 
Thompson, Malvina, 49 
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Thraves, Mercy, 88 
Thraves, Patricia, 88, 89 
Thuroczy, Maria, 127 
Tibet, 97 
Time magazine, 27, 43; “World Letters” column, 27 
Times, The, 96, 113 
Timmons, Bascom, 52, 53, 60 
Tina (dog), 60 
tobacco stems, 65 
Todd, Larry, 79 
Topping, Audrey, 89 
Topping, Seymour, 89 
Trans-Siberian Railroad, 89 
Trieste, 121 
Tsingtao (China), 90 
Tuckahoe [Women’s] Club, 30 
Tucker, Lem, 142 
Tucker, Dr. William Randolph, 25 
Tufty, Esther Van Wagoner  (“Duchess”), 59 
Tulsa World, 49 
Turkey, 103 
Twin Oaks (West estate), 114 
Twitty, Tom, 57 
 

U.P.: see United Press International 
Uhl, Gladys, 111 
United Daughters of the Confederacy, 30 
United Nations Relief and Rehabilitation Administration, 44, 64, 69, 74, 75, 83, 90, 99; ACF joins, 
 65; Washington office of, 70; offices at Embankment Building, 70; program, 71; and 
 Chinese governmental corruption, 78; attempt to rebuilt Yellow River levees, 79; supplies 
 in Manchuria, 80; in Changchun, 82; in Harbin, 84 
United Press International, 131; and  Humane Slaughter Bill, 132, 156 
United States Information Service, 93 
University of Maryland, 59 
University of Virginia, 1, 33, 39 
UNRRA: see United Nations Relief and Rehabilitation Administration 
 
Van Wagoner, Governor, 59 
VCU, 28; ACF editor of yearbook, 28 
Venus (horse), 148 
veterinarians: and animal rights, 135 
Vichy France, 62 
Vienna (Austria), 121 
Vietnam, 124 
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Virginia: Edinburg, 1; Shenandoah County, 1, 61, 144; Fluvanna County, 7; Louisa, 8, 14; Millboro 
 Springs, 21; Bath County, 21; Annandale, 21; Orkney Springs, 21; Burnsville, 21, 
 22; Clifton Forge, 24; Goshen Pass,  24; Lexington, 24 Asheville, 29; Charlottesville, 35, 
 36, 37; Petersburg, 43; Fairfax, County, 46;  Shenandoah County, 50; Clark County, 50;  
 Norfolk, 65; Williamsburg, 71; see also Richmond 
“Virginia” (movie), 35 
Virginia Communist party, 39 
Virginia Historical Society, 34 
Virginia Library, 33 
Vuckovic, Dr. 114; and Maria Banicevic, 100, 114 
 
Wacherle, Thea, 98 
WACS, 56 
Wagonlit Hotel, 86 
Walker, Adelaide (Adeline) (Mammy of ACF), 1, 2, 3, 15-16, 51, 146 
Walker, Aldous, 56 
Walters, James Augustus (great-grandfather of ACF), 9 
Walters, Susanna Snow Booth (great-grandmother of ACF), 9, 17; portrait of, 16 
Wangpo River, 69 
Wardman Park Hotel (Washington, D.C.), 124 
Washington, D.C., 122; dog pound: ACF writes about, 152 
Washington Animal Rescue League,  153; conditions at, 151 
Washington Daily News, 44 
Washington Monument, 125 
Washington Post, 43, 48, 49; Women’s Department, 49 
Washington Star, 53, 124; Jim Free  works for, 32; ACF writes for, 124, 130; and elephant at 
 National Zoo,  124; and letters on laboratory animals, 133 
Washington Times-Herald, The, 46 
Washingtonian magazine: ACF writes on Washington D.C. dog pound, 152 
water buffalo, 77 
Watson, Fontaine Maury Thraves, 87, 88, 89 
Watson, Tom, 87; suicide of, 88 
WAVES, 56 
Weckerle, Thea, 83, 106: and German Red Coss pin, 83; ACF meets again in Germany, 105; works 
 for Seimans, 106; ACF transports currency for, 107, 108 
Wells, Cappie, 71; and currency speculation, 72 
West, Annie, 23 
West, Anthonoy, 114 
West, Aunt Mamie (Mary), 7, 8 
West, Mosby, 8 
West, Mosby, 8 
West, Mary, 23 
West, Nannie, 22, 23, 24 
West, Rebecca, 100, 113, 114 
West, Dr. William Johnson (uncle of ACF), 1, 4, 5, 23, 36 
Wheaton, Anne, 156; White House press secretary, 132 
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Wheaton, Warren, 54 
Who Says We Can’t Cook (Women’s National Press Club), 68 
Widdicombe, John, 33, 34, 39 
Wilhelm, Jane Gilmer, 37, 53 
Willard Hotel (Washington, D.C.), 56 
William Fox School, 11 
Williams, Tennessee, 120 
Wilson, Edmund: writings and philosophy of, 154 
Wilson, Mrs. Woodrow, 50 
Windmill (horse), 13,146,149; put down, 148 
Windrock (mare), 149 
Wolfe, Thomas, 28, 29 
Woman’s Christian Temperance Union, 30 
Woman’s Club, 26, 30 
Women’s Bureau, 50 
Women’s National Press Club, 138;  cookbook, 68; Rachel Carson invited to speak, 136 
Women’s News Service: ACF writes for, 130 
Wood, Grant, 50 
Woodrow, Captain: aboard Empire Joy, 65 
Woodson, Juliet, 19 
Woolf, Virginia, 43, 77 
Works Progress Administration (WPA), 20, 39; Writer’s Project, 33 
World War I, 6, 10, 11, 55, 125 
World War II, 100 
WPA: see Works Progress 

 Administration 
Wright, Dorothea, 41 
 

Yangtze Gorge, 89 
Yellow River (“China’s sorrow”), 79, 80; Japanese dynamite levees, 79 
Yellow Sea, 81 
Yien, Mr.: teaches ACF Chinese, 69 
YMCA: in China, 80 
You Can’t Go Home Again (Wolfe), 29 
Young People’s Service League, 34 
Young’s Art Gallery, 29 
 

Zionists, 61, 62; and British Mandate in Palestine, 104 
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