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Nile liebr Anësse aus Frankfurt von J.B.R.! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Frankfurt – July 15, 1949 

Herzliche grüsse, meine liebr Freunde! 

 Which means hearty greetings to you my dear friends. (If I have any left who haven’t long since 

crossed me off their lists!) I’m not at all proud of my letter writing record these past months, but after 

you’ve ploughed through the papers that follow you may be a little more forgiving. Tis a busy life I’ve 

been leading over here – the days go like the wind, and never have I had quite as interesting and 

stimulating a time – and above all else never such a carefree, easy existence. It’s been wonderful – I’ve 

loved every minute and with the end not far away, in all probability I’m the busiest gal over here 

draining every minute of all it has to offer.  I know I won’t by adding one tiny bit to my popularity when I 

say that I would love spending the rest of my life on this side of the Big Pond, not necessarily in Germany 

although I like it here, but in Switzerland or France. The tempo of life here is so much slower – people 

seem to get more (fun?) out of living. So, “mah frans”, when I am reincarnated I shall join the European 

Foreign Service of the State Dept!!-  

 I don’t know where I left off in my last volume – but believe I haven’t written since Christmas. 

Christmas here was lonely- starting Christmas Eve with carols broadcast from midnight until 2 a.m. over 

the loud speaker on the Frankfurt Military Post. We had or visits, like every one else from the local 

chimney sweeps in their sooty black clothes and high black stovepipe hats and sooty faces – who gave 

us a twig from their chimney brooms for luck. (Of course in return a few American chocolate bars and 

cigarettes!) We went to a lot of parties – mostly with the British, as Jack in his Bipartite job sees much of 

them. At one big affair they put on as clever a pantomime as I have ever seen – “Cinderella”, with lots of 

little touches dealing with life here in Germany, people they all knew, incidents, etc. For Christmas 

dinner we had (torn off) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



2/   friends here and a few days later trek off for (torn off) New Year’s week-end in wintery Garmisch. 

After a thaw   Garmisch in January 

We did a lot of hiking and watched the skiiers and skaters. In 

this snap you can see Pappy near the line of people waiting for 

their turn to go up on the ski lift. When an American is ready to 

go he doesn’t have to wait in line but just presents himself at a 

separate gate and goes on the first available lift. Pays to win a 

war!! 

 

 

 

And here  is Hezzoneer again observing the 

skaters at the amateurs rink. Isn’t that a cute Bavarian 

hat the man next to him is sporting? (Incidentally, the 

Garmisch males had discarded their leather shorts or 

(lederhosen) until spring. It was a little too chilly for 

those in Garmisch! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We saw some marvelous ice shows on the huge Olympic Ice Stadium – nearly froze to death while 

watching but it was worth it. 

 

Amateurs on their small rink 



3/ New Year’s Day we spent on the Zugapitze, Germany’s highest mountain, - certainly quite 

different from any New Year’s we’ve ever spent. We had seen the New Year in with friends in the hotel 

and were up bright and early to catch this electric ^cog railway^ train up the mountain. There were lots 

of skiiers (skiiers or skiers, take your choice!) in the train with us and several air (torn off) boys (torn off) 

_____.  

   

It was cold and grew worse with each mile we went up, but all the aerial photographers on board just 

had to take pictures. As a result, the windows on both sides were open practically the entire way (I 

should talk – because I was just as bad as any of the boys and draped out of the window snapping this + 

that at least half the time) 

Taken 

 from  

train   Taken from 

window   train window 

on way up  

the Zugspitze        

  

 

 

 

  a frozen lake in the distance  

Here we made a short stop and everyone tore madly off 

the train for more photographing. The last part of the 

trip was through a long tunnel, about 4 miles long, and 

when we came out we were there at the end of the line. 

However, the hotel was not on the summit and to reach  

 

 



4/ that we had a ducky ride in a cable car. Not wanting to miss a trick we did that, too, but never again! 

   

   

 

 

 

 

 

Hotel on the Zugipitze where we had lunch and    This was the cable car we took from the  

watched the skiers.     hotel to the summit – looks rough and it  

was! There were about 30 of us in the car – I 

don’t think anyone really enjoyed it but we just 

had to do it once. Here is my picture taken on 

top. 

 

 

 

 

 

The very tip top of the Zugspitze – the wind was 

blowing like fury, and it was bitter cold. There is a 

weather station up there as well as a little 

refreshment stand.  

 

Back in Garmisch after our New Year’s Day on  

the mountain, here is Jack the next day in the door of  

our hotel the old Post (dating back to 1600 and something.) The 

hotel not Jack! The covered entrance and other conveniences date 

from the 20th century! However, because of the water shortage 

we had to forgo electric lights and ^they^ used  
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candles throughout the place – all very quaint and medieval. The place was a beautiful fire trap, too – 

you can imagine, - but if you worried over things like that over here you’d never enjoy anything. 

 Before leaving Garmisch we spent an afternoon an Army tour to Oberammergau and on this trip 

we were taken through the Passion Play theater. We saw the properties including the crops, an 

enormous hollow affair – otherwise it couldn’t have been carried. Of course about half of our crowd had 

to lift it to see just what it weighed! The costumes were the loveliest soft pastel faded colors you could 

ever imagine – due to the fact that they are worn on the stage which has no roof and are exposed to all 

the elements. Here is the theater – and you can imagine what it would be like with the background of 

these mountains. 

 

 

Passion Play Theater 

Oberammergau 

 

On the way back to Garmisch we stopped to see another one of Ludwig’s palaces – Linderhof. It was 

smaller and less ornate than that creation I described in a former letter – (the one on the island in 

Chiemsee), but had many of the same gadgets including the disappearing dining room table that was 

lowered into the kitchen thru  

 

 

 

 

 



6/ 

a hole in the floor to spare the Mad King the presence of servants and the smell of food in preparation. 

Haven’t any snaps to show you because it was snowing hard when we were there. Wish I had! 

 And now for Switzerland in February – and more of the same – snow and ice and gorgeous 

scenery! After reading about the blistering heat you people back in the Middle West are suffering it’s 

hardly fair to rub it in like this but maybe just looking at the snaps will lower your temperatures. After 

reading my Fielding guide book I decided that Zermatt was where I wanted to go – and I’m certainly glad 

I went. It was a long trip across Switzerland via Basel, Berne and Brigue, the last two hours of the trip on 

a cog railway line up a narrow valley. The village is absolutely inaccessible by car and as a result is about 

as quaint and charming as you can imagine. It has become one of the leading winter sport centers of 

Switzerland and every other person on there was either wearing or carrying skiis – or on crutches! 

We were met at the little station here with an old 

fashioned sleigh – an army captain from the U.S. zone 

here and his wife and baby and I. With sleigh bells 

tinkling we were driven to our hotel, the Mont Cerwin 

(one of the many names for the Matterhorn.) When we 

went to register at the desk the clerk figured that I was 

the grandmaw and gave us adjoining rooms. – The were 

a darling couple and I enjoyed living with them. We 

were the only Americans there then but shortly after 

our arrival, who  
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should blow into the hotel but Cornel Wilde. He was making a movie with a Zermatt-Matterhorn 

background and I’m looking forward to seeing it someday. He plus his leading lady Josette Day, a French 

actress, and several others sat near us in the dining room. Zermatt was full of vacationing internationals 

– and it was fun watching them ski and skate and curl and dance and eat! The British on a short holiday 

were absolutely revelling in the rich wonderful Swiss food after their austere British diet.  

 “Grandmaw” did loads of hiking miles out of the village in the direction of the Matterhorn – 

every time I would think I’d probably gone farther than any tourist in his right mind, I’d spot a couple 

rounding the next bend, carrying canes and covering the ground with whopping big strides. As they 

passed, I’d detect their British accent! Here are a few of my Zermatt snaps! 

 

   

View of the Martterhorn from my hotel window    Zermatt 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

Main Street       Zermatt 



8/ 

 

 It was warm enough at noon for people to sit out on these little 

 tea room porches and have a drink or a sandwich. The road is a 

solid mass of ice, however.  

These four pictures below I snapped on some of my hikes 

and hope they give you a little idea of what the country is like: -  

 

 

 

 

 

   

 

 

 

 

 

A Swiss Cottage 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Village of Zermatt from a mountain path I didn’t discover that this artistic manure pile 

was going to be the subject of this picture until I 

picked up the finished snaps 

Switzerland didn’t have as much snow this year as formerly and there was great disappointment on all 

sides. It looked like a whole of a lot to me, however.  
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 This is my favorite Zermatt snapshot, although it 

doesn’t show  the Matterhorn. I was sliding over the ice 

trying to negotiate this cowpath up the mountain and 

stopped here to get my secondwind.  

   

This Swiss family was driving their sheep down the main 

street of the town when I snapped this.  

 

 

 

Near Zermatt 

 

The Matterhorn 

 –  

14,800 ft high   

 

 

 

 

 

One day I prowled around two old cemeteries in Zermatt and discovered that about half of them 

contained the graves of adventurous mountain-climbing Englishmen. Zermatt, with the Matterhorn right 

in its lap, has been the mecca for these intrepid souls for a hundred years or more - and a lot of them 

climbed with disastrous results. The markers read “Killed while climbing the Matterhorn” (or one of the 

other nearby peaks.) I was told that half the fun of scaling the Matterhorn is gone now, that all the 

especially steep spots are neatly fixed up with rails or ladder like over augments to simplify the ascent 

and descent. Could be – but I’ll bet it’s not as easy as it sounds. At any note my scaling of any Swiss 

peaks will continue to be done with my eyes when I can’t go up by funicular.  
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And that brings me to my trip up the Gornergrat by 

funicular ^from Zermatt^ - along with hundreds of 

skiers who got off all along the way to ski down. Here 

we are on our way with the old Matterhorn in the         

 background. By the time we reached the top no one 

was left on the train but all elderly gentleman with a 

long “____” beard and attired in knickers – and yours 

truly. The altitude was about 11,000 ft. and too much 

for him so he sat on a bench until the return trip. In the 

meantime, I with a very active pump myself, went on up 

to the very top alone – and the majestic view was 

something I wouldn’t have missed. Needless to say, the 

silence was awe-inspiring. This was my first sight of a 

glacier - and these are two of Switzerland's most 

famous ones. The X marks a little part of the highest 

mountain in Switzerland - Monte Rosa. 

 

 

 

 

 

  Glaciers in the Alps 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Funicular up the Gornergrat 

Taken on top of Gornergrat 
 I took this from the Gornergrat 
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Taken on one of my Alpine hikes   Me on an Alp! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Swiss farm building 

Zermatt after a heavy snow 

Here is the main sheet in Zermatt just before departure of 

the daily train. A hotel porter has a load of suitcases on his 

sled and our hotel team and driver are waiting for some 

departing guests.  

 And now we’re off too – next stop Berne en route back 

home to Frankfurt. With a good guide and on my own I 

managed to give that quaint old city a thorough “look see.” 

As you know Berne is the capital of Switzerland – and a 

tour there includes all the state buildings. These didn’t 

interest me half as much as the old city and the famous 

fountains – to say nothing of the world-famous Berne clock. 

 

Mainstreet 
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First, the scenery – As you know it is really the gateway to the Alps – and the view of the snowcapped 

mountains, including the Jungfrau, is so beautiful it is almost like a stage backdrop and seems unreal. 

 

Berne – Bernese Alps in distance     Berne and Aare River 

 

 The bear is the symbol of Berne and everywhere you go you see the animal – on fountains, 

houses, ashtrays, charms for bracelets – and live ones in the bear pits. It seems that the early founders 

of the city back in 1100 and something, decided that the place should be named for the first animal shot 

there. It happened to be a bear – and hence the name. Bear pits were built hundreds of years ago and 

ever since then bears have been kept in them. No one is ever allowed to skip them on a tour – and the 

ones they have now are really ham actors, - full of cute tricks. As you can see they have a good audience.  

 Berne is the most wonderful place in the world for “window 

wishing” – because most of the shops are under arcades and 

regardless of rain or snow you can peer to your heart’s content.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Berne bear pits 

Arcades in Berne → 

All the trees in the shopping district are like this. 
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The old streets of Berne have an array of the most fascinating old fountains, 

all in color, and each one worth seeing. They date from the early 16th century 

and many are highly amusing, - in particular, this , the “Kindlifresser” or 

eater of children. Medieval parents used to take their ornery offspring to see 

this ogre and show them what 

also might happen to them.  

 Here I am by the statue of 

Rudolph von Erlach, an early → 

Berne hero. There are nice big 

fat bronze bears on the four 

corners.  

“Kindlifresser”   

And here are a couple of little Swiss Meises 

that were packed near the 

fountain above. I could 

probably have discovered a 

more appealing     Rudolph and me! 

pair of kids than these but it  

seemed like such a good  

subject at the time. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Aare River at Berne and old bridge 

A Berne bear and J.B.R       

The last thing I did before leaving Berne was to pick up about 15 or 20 lbs. of cheese, including a whole 

wheel of Roquefort. We were literally starving for cheese here in Germany and this tasted better to us 

than the very choicest caviar. Lucky thing I had a whole compartment to myself on our military coach to 

Frankfurt because I was almost asphyxiated on the hot train with all that cheese. 
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Home again in Frankfurt – and except for occasional jaunts to nearby Heidelberg and Wiesbaden, plus 

Sunday army tours to nearby points of interest, stayed put here until the latter part of April when I went 

to Holland at the height of tulip time. 

 The all-day train ride from here to Amsterdam was beautiful – the first part along the Rhine. 

Cologne as we saw it from the train was absolutely a pile of rubble. I hadn’t seen it since ’37 and except 

for the cathedral it was wholly unrecognizable. Each place I see ^in Germany^ bokes looks worse than 

the one before – but I believe Cologne is the worst. As soon as we crossed the border we began seeing 

those familiar trademarks of Holland: - windmills and wooden shoes. Here are a couple of windmills but 

we saw hundreds, many still working but the others retained ever this idle, because they “belong”! For 

Exhibit B, the wooden shoes, see Ralph’s – which I sent ^him^ to slip into after a particularly rough golf 

game when his feet were especially weary! Nice soft little things – but they are worn by the thousands – 

in the small towns and villages, especially, but I saw them on men in Amsterdam. 

 

   

I went to Holland with a girl who had been here in Europe during the war as an army nurse and had lived 

here! Two years since her marriage to a military govt. civilian employe. She had been everywhere in that 

time except to Holland – and had “saved” it for the tulip season. She has since gone back to the Zone of 

the Interior – Texas! 

 Holland was absolutely beautiful – literally a  
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(carpet?) of (color?). All the superlatives in my vocabulary could never describe the beauty of all those 

acres and acres of tulips and hyacinths in full bloom. The fields were everywhere – all over – but the 

larger part of the bulb growing district is a huge stretch of land just back of the dunes along the North 

Sea from around Harlem to Leiden. There it seems to have just the right climatic conditions for tulip 

raising and the size and colors of the blossoms make our stateside flowers look a bit on the anemic side 

even tho they are Dutch bulbs to begin with. This card will give you just a little idea of the fields of tulips 

– but the colors were much clearer.  

 

Postcard caption: “Groeten uit de Bloembollenvelden.” 

 

This is what we saw from train windows and from the buses – acres of these with canals crossing the 

fields and windmills here and there. Just in case you don’t know about tulip growing and also to prove I 

really listen to the guides, here’s the story: When the flowers are in full bloom the heads are broken off 

and thrown away and the bulbs left in the ground until the leaves and stems are dry and all the 

nourishment has gone back into the bulbs. Later they are removed from the ground – (very sandy soil), 

each bulb by then having acquired 2 or 3 or 4 adherents to the mother bulb. The adherents are broken 

off and  
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used as mother bulbs in the fall. (They’re planted in September.) The original mother bulbs are the ones 

used for export. Of course, there are acres and acres of hyacinths, daffodils, etc., also – but actually 

many more tulips. This is a hyacinth plot – all white hyacinths. The workmen have been snapping off the 

perfect blossoms and filling the baskets you can see. They have progressed up to the line you see in the 

snapshot.  

 

Later they pile these in old canal boats on little 

canals such as these – and if you can imagine one 

^boat^ I saw loaded 

with red tulips, you 

know how I longed 

for a color camera. 

 

 

The tulips had all been picked here →  

 

 

     

  This was a huge field of brilliant crimson tulips and if image 

you use a magnifying glass you can see how many there are. The 

hay mon in the background is used later after the tulip blossoms 

have been picked off – the straw is then spread over the fields. 

 

Along some of the roads in the bulb-growing section leis made of 

the cast-off blossoms were sold at roadside stands.  

 

  Here is yours truly in a tulip field with a lei of pale pink rose 

and magenta tulips around my neck. Later the hood of our bus 

sported this decorative touch. 
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Everywhere we saw cars decorated with these leis which only cost a song of course. At the height of the 

season some of the little towns in the center of the tulip section have a tulip festival like the Pasadena 

Rose affair. The townspeople make mosaics on their lawns using the tulip + hyacinth heads to form the 

patterns. Then of course, they have a parade with the florals ^representing^ all sorts of “tulipey” 

animals and what not.  

 Amsterdam was our headquarters ^while we were in Holland^ - we traipsed all over the map 

each day but returned to our hotel to sleep each night. The town was jammed with tourists – also there 

to see the flowers. Our hotel had a large group of Swiss, and the town group I was with on the bus for 

several days consisted almost entirely of Swedes. There were about ten of us girls from the American 

Zone here in Germany in our hotel and they parked us all on the top floor in a wing by ourselves. The 

women were from all over – Berlin, Munich, Nüremberg, Stuttgart, Frankfurt, etc. – and we had a gay 

time. Can’t you hear us comparing notes at the end of each busy day- and showing our purchases? (they 

all bought Dreft? madly.)  

Here is the way Amsterdam looks – 

canals, canals, canals! The ____ white 

launches are sight seeing craft –   very 

comfortable. They take you all around 

the old city – a two hour  trip that is a 

must in Amsterdam. I can’t recall the 

names of all the places we saw  in 

^Holland^ but the main ones were 

Rotterdam, Harlem, The Hague, Alkmaar, 

Aalsmeer, Scheveningen, and Nordwijk 

(the North Sea resort area) and of course 

Marken and Volendam. Rotterdam, as 

you know, was badly hit by the Nazis – 

and we saw where whole blocks had 

been completely levelled. We saw (torn 

One of Amsterdam’s 173 canals     off) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



18/  

traces of bomb rubble as here in Germany; the Dutch had cleared nearly every trace away and bare 

tracts of land showed where bombs had fallen. The guide said that 28,000 homes alone in Rotterdam 

had been blown to bits by the Germans – to say nothing of schools and churches. We were told not to 

speak a word of German to the Dutch – and after hearing of 

some of their wartime experiences you could understand why 

they feel as they did about anything German. You can imagine 

what a job I had restraining myself from using the large 

Deutsch vocabulary I’ve acquired! 😊  

We had an interesting boat ride around Rotterdam harbor – a 

huge harbor 3rd largest in the world. I took a lot of pictures but 

most harbors look a like so I won’t bore you.  

 

 

 

 

 This shows part of one ^of^ the Rotterdamsche piers. On 

our boat trip we saw the Maas River bridge where there was a 

particularly bitter fight during the war. 

  

 

While riding along the North Sea we saw remains of the 

fortifications in Hitler’s “Atlantic Wall,” particularly at 

Zaandvoort, the bathing resort for Amsterdam. Absolutely 

every hotel, house, shop, and restaurant had been levelled – 

gorgeous big swank hotels gone without a trace. At 

Scheveningen, the beach resort for the people of The Hagne, 

there were fewer traces of the war, - hotels apparently intact, 

etc.  

 

 This is the beach at Scheveningen with their interesting 

beach chairs. It’s hard to imagine it ever being warm enough 

in Holland to do 

  

 

 

Rotterdam Harbor 
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any lolling on the beach. 

 We landed in The Hague the day before Juliana’s first birthday as queen – and the Dutch were 

planning on going out in celebration.  

 

Juliana’s Palace at The Hague 

The Hague was a festive place with the trees all decorated with orange lanterns as large as pumpkins. 

This huge chestnut tree  right in front of her palace was in full bloom and all over it hung these big 

round orange lanterns. (I see my crayons won’t work!) Then, too, there were lots of big kinds of orange 

tulips in full bloom all over the city, (orange of course being Holland’s national color, as if you didn’t 

know.) 

 No visit to The Hague would be complete without a tour through The Peace Palace – and as I 

had missed that on my trip in 1937, I was glad to see it this time. Here is Denmark’s contribution – this 

fountain  - polar bears in porcelain; - and here is your little traveller in the 

gardens of the  

Peace Palace. →    
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You’ve all seen loads of pictures of Volendam and the Island of Marken. They are about a two-hour trip 

from Amsterdam via canals, trains and then the Zuyder Zee to Marken. Both places are great tourist 

attractions – and have changed little since ’37 when I visited there. The people still wear the same 

quaint clothes – Volendamers, or whatever their called, bring more attraction, I think. 

 The little Marken boys and girls dress alike until 

they are six – they both wear skirts and little 

bonnets tied under the chin. Their hair is long too – 

10 or 12”. The boys’ caps have a little circular piece 

of colored cloth sewed on the top to distinguish 

them from the girls.  

  This pair look like boys and as I recall they 

were.  When a Marken girl marries she has to shave 

off all her back hair, leaving her head completely 

denuded, - a neat little trick to make her lose any 

appeal she might have for some other man. 

However, she continues to have two long icky 

strands of hair over each ear and shovel like bangs 

that are trained in an upsweep. Nothing that 

Christian Dior or Elizabeth Arden would ever care 

to copy, that’s a cinch.  

 This robust gal above had quite a sense of 

humor – spoke English after a fashion and proved 

quite entertaining. The day we were there it was 

cold and misty and as there were only three of us, 

we were fortunate enough to  

 

Marken Woman 

 

Head all bald under cap 
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be invited inside two or three of their cozy little houses. Here is one of my travelling companions that 

day – an Army “Special Services” girl and a darling. As you see they 

always park their wooden shoes on the porch and indoors wear only 

their heavy wool stockings.      

This is another Marken 

woman in the doorway of her 

little house. →    

 

 

 

 

 

These are fishing boats at a Marken pier with the fishing nets drying 

One of the ^non-sea faring^ girls on the trip there the day before had 

asked if these were the sails --! 

I have pictures of these two Marken men that I took when I was there 

before – They look much the same, although all of these people along 

the Zuyder Zee had a very rugged time during the war.  

 

 

Marken-ites or Markens or what 

have you? →  
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Volendam has a special interest for me because it was there that that artist-cousin of mine lived for a 

year or more and painted. Those of you who remember my flower painting and my Dutch interior will 

know the cousin I refer to. We three girls had lunch 

at the quaint old inn ^where she lived while 

painting in Volendam,^ with its low ceilings, wide 

plank floors and walls covered with Volendam 

paintings apparently done by artists who had 

donated them to the hotel or ^which^ had been 

bought by the ^hotel^ owners. Almost every 

person in Volendam is a subject for an artist’s brush 

– and I can well believe this old fellow has posed 

often. Isn’t he a honey? Mama had her bedding, 

etc. hanging out for an airing – Mary was there the 

day before I was and saw it all in the sunshine. 

^(This is her picture)^ But the day the two “special 

services” girls and I were there it was anything but 

good picture-taking weather. However, I snaped 

these three little Volendam girls on their way back 

to school – all decked out in heavy wool shawls, 

bonnets all alike and wooden shoes.  

 

 

 

Volendamers  
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I wondered if any of those three little girls in my snapshot might be grand-children of some of Cousin 

Mary’s models. Do you remember my picture of the three old Volendam men that won a prize in the 

Sunday Trib Rotogravure section? I inquired about them and apparently the deprivations and hardships 

of the war were too much for them and they 

have all parked their wooden shoes outside the 

Pearly Gates.  

 Our last stop in Holland was Alkmaar on 

Cheese Market Day. The tour itself is one of the 

most interesting and quaintest in Holland – at 

least of those we saw. It is about an hour’s run on 

the train from Amsterdam and we arrived just in 

time to see the whole affair. The cheese market 

takes place every Friday morning and is run as it 

has been for centuries. Mary and I were full of 

questions and it was our good fortune to discover 

the man next to us was an American born in 

Alkmaar, and Rome for a year or two after his     Alkmaar, Holland 

retirement. He and his wife were keeping house on the outskirts of town and he was finding it fun to 

talk with the tourists who appeared on Fridays to watch the cheese market.     

He told us how it was all run and 

explained the finer points – then he took 

us in a little out of the way shop off the 

beaten path and patronized by 

Alkamaarites only when we got our 

wooden shoes. We flew him to some 

Dutch jenever but he couldn’t stay and 

have lunch with us  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Alkmaar cheese market 
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as it was his 68th birthday. So after making sure we could find our way back he hopped on his bicycle 

and pedalled “schnell” back to mama, waiting relatives, and birthday cake.  

 The cheese market is very colorful – the men wear white with colored straw hats of green, blue, 

yellow or red with wide ribbon streamers down the back. The barrows on which they carry the cheese 

are in the same colors and only the men with hats of corresponding colors carry the barrows. There’s a 

terrific hullaballoo if a pair in red hats pick up a yellow barrow! The balls of cheese get a fast ride to the 

scales – and incidentally I didn’t lose any of my love for it either after seeing several get a bit of a 

bouncing around in the square. The man in the picture is wearing a fancy pin showing that he’s a special 

monkey-monk in the business. Alkmaar has a marvelous dock with figures that appear on horseback 

each hour when the clock strikes. ^(one for each hour)^ - At 12:00 Mary and I were busy buying wooden 

shoes so missed the twelve horsemen but saw one at one o’clock – fine thing! 

 I don’t think you want to hear about all the museums and such ^I saw in Holland^ but rest 

assured I take in all that strength and time allow. In Harlem we went to the wonderful Franz Hals 

museum – with so many Hals pictures. At The Hague went to the Mauritshuis Museum and saw many 

famous paintings by the old masters including the two by Rembrandt I’m going to paste on the bottom 

of the next page, and his “Anatomy Lesson.” In Amsterdam, the Rijksmuseum (pronounced Rikes-

museum) is full of wonderful art. The masterpiece by Rembrandt his “Night Watch” is wonderfully hung. 

– When I saw it before it was in a small room by itself against a background of golden brown velvet 

draperies.  
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It is now in a larger gallery and is more effectively hung, I think. It is an amazing painting and as you sit 

and study it it is hard to imagine it not meeting with favor at the time it was painted.  

 

 

“The Night Watch” by Rembrandt 

(in the Rijksmuseum, Amsterdam, 

Holland 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Rembrandt, Portret van Rembrandt’s Vader”   Rembrandt – his last self- portrait 

Rembrandt’s father – (Mauritshuis Museum The Hague)  (Mauritshuis Museum, The Hague) 
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This is Rembrandt’s “Anatomy Lesson” that I saw at the Mauritshuis in The Hague. I recall seeing it 

before somewhere in the States – either at the Century of Progress or New York World’s Fair or possibly 

at one of our Chicago exhibitions. 

 

  

 

“Anatomy Lesson” by Rembrandt 

 

 

 

 

 

 

For fear I’ve dwelt too long on Art Museums, I’ll pass up some of the other cards in my fat collection 

and finish up my Holland story with a brief word on the “eats.” As was to be expected the food was 

wonderful and in particular the cheese, egg and fresh milk were like manna from heaven to us. (Our milk 

here, dairys travelled from Denmark before destination in the zone is not a bit turned most of the time.) 

I must say that the Dutch custom of thin slices of cheese for breakfast with your eggs appealed to me. 

These are enormous slices cut paper thin – 2 or 3 to a serving. While we ate most of our meals at the 

hotel, we did go to three or four wonderful old places in The Hague and Amsterdam. One in Amsterdam 

was more fun than any place I have ever known – and the food was wonderful, too. A group of us went 

together and each of us ordered something different – but we all started with a wee touch of that Dutch 

jenever I previously spoke of. – It is a wicked brew, tasting more like varnish remover than anything else. 

Before I forget to tell you I must say the place is called “The Five Flies.” It 
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Is one of those quaint, picturesque old places, - just an old house so antique it looks tipsy and no wonder 

after doing business over 400 years – even a better record than Henrici’s. It’s a tiny place, - so small it 

accommodates only a few tables. The bar is on the first floor and restaurants above – the walls in every 

room are covered with old brass and copper. It requires some dexterity to get up and down the old 

stairs – They’re so narrow and so steep that they’ve rigged up a heavy ship’s rope to use to pull yourself 

up. Coming down you have to descend backwards in ladder style. This is not one of those arty make-

believe places, but the genuine article – just as it was centuries ago. Fielding said it was one of his two 

favorite restaurants in all Europe. My chicken casserole concoction was out of this world. Yum! Yum! 

 Holland’s weather was not in the same class with her tulips! There’s a fine misty rain most of the 

time and when I was there it was on the chilly side, too. I suppose that now in July it is better but even 

so sunny days are the exception. We liked the Dutch people; - they were hospitable and kind, and 

certainly every one we barged up to to ask directions, etc. was most helpful.  The Dutch language looks 

as though it would be as hard to learn as Russian – and sounds worse. We were quite amused at the 

styles in their shop windows – even more atrocious than those the German designers have been dishing 

out here. The Dutch have really dreamed up some choice little numbers – the hats in particular. If you 

recall some of Queen Wilhelmina’s pictures you know what I mean. Hope I haven’t offended any of you 

who may be of Dutch descent, but I should be ok to speak freely because I have considerable Dutch 

blood coursing through my ^own^ veins! 

 Paris – next stop. It is wonderful – it has everything – and I found it ever mor fascinating than I 

did in ’37, - and there I was about as  
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enthusiastic as it’s possible to be. We went up on the sleeper from Frankfurt – Jack and I – over the long 

Memorial Day week-end plus a few extra days.) As luck would have it, we struck divine weather – and 

could wear dresses’ minus a coat day and night. Our hotel was the (Lowois?), a small hotel not far from 

the Opera – one that had been recommended by friends. It faced a darling little square with a famous 

fountain in the center. Incidentally this is a very historical part of Paris, too; - (my Clara Laughlin 

guidebook on Paris tells much about what took place there.)  

 

This is the view from our room facing the little park and in 

the background is the Bibliothèque Nationale – or National 

Library. 

I think we made every minute in Paris count, at least not 

much time was wasted sleeping! We took several conducted 

tours – and saw many of the well known points of interest. 

Here is the Paris opera at the Place de l’Opera  and here 

am I in front of the building.   It was early in the morning 

and we were en route to the American O____ to get our 

sight-seeing ____. We covered a lot of territory that day. –  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We saw the Madeleine, went down the Rue Royale to the Place de la Concorde, there the Champs-

Elysees (which a lot of our boys called Champs-Eliza during the war), so the Palais de Chaillot where the 

United Nations met, and passed the pink building where the foreign Ministers were then in session here 

was a cordon of guards around it – but we didn’t see any of ^the^ big wigs themselves. 
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Of course we walked around the Arc de Triomphe and saw the eternal flame and the unknown soldier’s 

grave. As it was Memorial Day our ambassador was scheduled to lay a wreath on it – but we missed the 

ceremony. Saw the wreath, however. Incidentally, it is all 

your life is worth to negotiate these boulevards in Paris. 

They drive like mad and with precious little system. 

I hadn’t been to the top of the Eiffel Tower on my first trip 

so didn’t miss it this time. On the first landing there is a 

wonderful restaurant where we had lunch (see arrow) 

and then we took the elevator the rest of the way to the 

top. The rickety old elevators creep up the sides of the 

tower until you reach the place where I put the dot and 

then they go up the inside. It is a scarey ride and 

somehow you find that this concoction of that 1880 

something World’s Fair has not been touched since. You 

just keep hoping the cables won’t choose that moment 

to give way. The view from the top is really thrilling and 

well worth the trip up.  

 

 

 

 

 

Eiffel Tower 

This is Jack under the tower and here are two of my snaps taken 

from the top. Sorry not to have some of the Seine. 

  Views from top of Eiffel Tower  

 

 

 

 

Arc de Triomphe (early a.m. traffic 

and you should see it at noon) 
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Here’s Napoleon’s Tomb in Les Invalides. You look down in the crypt from above – all quite impressive. 

Our fat little truck guide (xxx)(below) gave Jack a poke in the ribs and motioned to him to remove his hat 

while gazing at the sarcophagus! Incidentally, the remains of Napoleon are inside seven different 

containers – the one you see is No. 7 – a very impressive marble affair.  

(xxx) This was a truck 

tour – all French and  

British.  

SOUVENIR DE PARIS 

   

 

 

 

 

On the steps of Madeline Church 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Madeline      Champs Elysées 
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Here’s Notre Dame, an often stop on one of our tours:  

 

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

Here’s Jack standing near the Column in the Place 

Vendôme. The swanky Ritz Hotel is on the right past my 

mark. Over by the X is the house where Chopin died.  

 

 

 

Just a little corner 

of the 

enormous Louvre. 

 

Place Ven Dome   

   

 

Louvre 

 

 This is a Paris boulevard in the morning. The trees in Paris 

delighted my soul – especially those on the busy boulevards. 

Unlike some American cities I could mention, they seem to want 

trees – and surely they add immeasurably to the charm of Paris.  

Paris Boulevard I’m not going to list all the other places we saw and bore you 

with pictures that you’ve seen a hundred times. I was too busy 

in Paris to take many snaps myself but wish I had some that it 

was impossible to quit 😊 Every morning when we weren’t 

taking in the 
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points of historical interest, Jack hied himself over to the 

Café de la Paix. There he sat sipping an aperitif or what 

have you and read his morning copy of the New York 

Herald Tribune’s Paris edition. Here is the Café de la Paix 

at the Place de l’Opéra in the early A.M.  

And here am I on the steps of Sacré Coeur up on  

Montmartre with Paris in the background. You got an 

amazing view of Paris from here but my little camera 

doesn’t do it justice.  

 

Our night life in the City of Light was the usual tourist  

variety – we went to several night clubs and to the 

 Casino de Paris, a venue supposed to be better than the Folies Bergere. The shows at the Lido night club 

and at the Casino were wonderfully and typically French if you know what I mean. At the Casino I was 

almost as intrigued with the four Indians who sat in front of us as I was with the show on the stage. One 

of the beautifully gowned Indian women had a large diamond in her nose → and I 

shall appreciate a call from some of you who can tell me how (torn off) gal kept it 

in place! Wondering what the gadget looked like puzzled me no end, – also what 

gymnastics she went through to anchor it! Incidentally, this was right after Rita + 

Ali’s wedding and one of the men in this foursome looked just like the Aga Rhan 

himself.  

 One day we took in the races at Longchamps which proved to be lots of fun. They are so entirely 

different from our races at home – in every respect. The one bet I placed won and Jack broke even 

which wasn’t bad at all. The races in Paris are run by the government and are terribly crowded, the 

infield also being used for betting and cashier’s booths and mobs of spectators. Longchamps at any rate 

was hardly in the same ______ ______as  Arlington - but (torn off) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Café de la Paix 

On steps of Sacré Coeur 
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the state receiving the revenue & they are not expending a fortune on landscape gardening.  

 There is so much to say about the shops, the snappy French women, the food – but the French 

word MERVEILLEUX covers it all! The shops are out of this world – you drool over every window you 

pass and see absolutely the loveliest blouses, lingerie, and jewelry in the world. The women do have 

that certain something that sets them apart – the majority, regardless of their station in life, so simply, 

neatly, and so smartly dressed. I was sorry not to attend any of the fashion showings at the big houses – 

but time didn’t allow on this trip. You’re welcome when you appear at the appointed hour, your 

American passport in your hand! Prices seemed high but it was these boxcar figures – after all we’re 

hardly used to price tags in the thousands. Figuring out prices involved a bit of arithmetic when you 

spied a price tag of several thousand francs. Roughly you figure $300 to a thousand francs – so you can 

see how a blouse or dress would be thousands! One day on the Rue de Revoli I was standing in front of a 

shop window wishing when I heard a woman next to me say, “George, I can’t stand this another minute. 

I just got to go in this shop. How much is that in real money?” I guess George had been a long-suffering 

window shopper – and Mama finally wore him down. At any rate the last I saw of them they were inside 

the little shop and George was getting ready to part with a wad of francs. 

 The Paris food was as wonderful as expected but snails were out of season, - alas. The coffee is 

like German coffee – made of acorns and chicory and wiser travellers than us carry George Washington. 

 We stayed in Paris all the time except for one day’s trip to Versailles. It’s a bit down at the heels 

now since the war but they are gradually (restoring? Torn off) it. They 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



34/ 

were planning to have several displays of the famous fountains during the summer, which would have 

been a treat to see. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Versailles Palace      Fountains at Versailles  

And with this I will cease my comments about Paris, - except to say I loved everything about it and feel 

sure I’d be happy to spend the rest of my life there. Our stay was altogether too short – but I’m 

convinced that no matter how long you stay in Paris, it is never long enough! 

 And now back to Germany for a few more words. We’ve had some lovely tips along the Rhine, 

one on Easter Sunday where we had our dinner at this little inn at Assmannshausen right on the river. 

We ate out of doors where we could enjoy the sunshine and watch the boats going up and down the 

river. This infamous vineyard section, the hills along the Rhine being covered with the vineyards. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Krone Hotel at Assmannshausen View from lobby of Krone Hotel…           Jack and a friend 

were we had Easter dinner  showing Rhine + big grape chandelier        at Assmannshausen      

                      on the Rhine – vineyards   

            in background (Easter Sunday) 
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On Easter after dinner we drove up to the statue “The Watch on the Rhine” on the field above 

Rüdesheim. The figure is not exactly a work of art but it is 

certainly worth the trip up to see the view. There were a lot of 

Germans sitting around enjoying the balmy day. Incidentally, 

the words of the famous song are on the base below the 

statue. Sorry I have no snapshots of it – but anyway here is the 

 view; and here is a castle on the Rhine surrounded by   

vineyards that we saw en route. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

On another Sunday we went on an army tour and took this 

little boat at Assmannshausen for all hour’s ride down the 

Rhine to the little town of Bacharach. Here’s a little village   

we passed en route and here’s Bacharach.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Village on the Rhine     Bacharach on the Rhine 
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At Bacharach we browsed around the little town and then a few of us climbed up to the old castle on 

the hill above and from there I took this picture of the village  and the river. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

View of Bacharach and the Rhine from castle   Just another castle on the Rhine 

 

 The most interesting place to me in Germany of those we’ve seen to date is Rothenburg, an old 

medieval walled city. If you read the article on McCloy in Time Magazine you probably recall it said that 

it was through his intervention that the old town was saved from being totally ruined during the war. It 

had been partially bombed – but much of the oldest and most interesting part was spared. It is a 

fascinating place and you can imagine how popular it is with artists There are some thirty or more living 

there but hundreds of others go to sketch the old houses and streets. You actually feel as though you 

were back in the middle ages. A group of us went over by bus and after dinner decided to go to one of 

the ancient Taverns. Imagine the shock we received when we stepped inside and heard he orchestra 

banging away at “Deep in the Heart of Texas” while the local boys and girls did the most modern 

American dances! 
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And now Nüremburg (or Neurnberg or Neyremburg) or what have you. I’ll call it Nürmberg as that’s the 

way it’s spelled on the signs on the railroad station. We went over two weeks ago to spend the week-

end with friends who formerly lived here. I was shocked to see the war damage – it seemed even worse 

than Frankfurt. This is the town Hitler called his “little Nürmberg  jewel-box” – if he could ever see the 

shape it’s in today! 

We picked up a 

guide in this square 

because I was 

anxious to see the 

home of Albrecht 

Dürer, the artist, 

and we didn’t 

know how to find 

it.  

    

Nüremburg   Ruins in square at Nüremburg 

Here is his home, restored, as it was levelled by air raids. It 

looks new, of course, and rather incongruous standing in the 

midst of those acres of rubble but at least it’s a copy of the 

original and on the same site.  Here is Durer’s statue which 

somehow escaped the 

bombs but the 

pedestal, as you can 

see is battered. It’s 

amusing to see how 

Albrecht has been 

depicted in this statue 

with a big jagged tear 

Dürer’s House (as restored)   in his cape (where I put 

the arrow.) It seems 

the artist was parked in 

a local pub one night 

with a Nürmberg fraulein and was caught by Mama Dürer who 

proceeded to use her strong right arm on him and tore a big 

hole in his cape. Perhaps it was the only one he had and ^he^ 

was such a  

 

 

Dürer’s grave 
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familiar figure in it with the big tear which Mama wouldn’t mend, that they decided to preserve him for 

posterity that way. 

 Not far from this statue is this wonderful church spire and that too, has a story. When the 

church was built this lovely gold spire was to have been placed on top but after the completed spire was 

finished, the medieval church fathers decided it was much too beautiful not to be seen at closer range. 

So they parked it in the square and surrounded it with a beautiful wrought iron fence where the figures 

and intricate pattern could be studied and enjoyed, while for centuries the church has stood as you see 

it here – minus its spire. It was badly bombed during the war, but the gold spire escaped miraculously. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Here is the medieval hangman’s house on Hangman’s Bridge 

  at Nürmberg. The poor man was unpopular, with good cause, 

and no one wanted to live near him so he was forced to live in this 

little house on the bridge by himself. This, too, took a lot of 

bombing. 

  We happened to be in Nürmberg on St. Joan’s day – 

where the cemeteries are visited and the graves decorated, like 

our Memorial Day. This is one of those cemeteries, old ones and 

very historical. (Dürer’s grave here as well as man other famous 

ones.) This is a small cemetery but over 800,000 are buried in it 

because there are 25 or more in each grave one on top of the 

other! This is a medieval grave and the marker  shows that one of 

those inside was the black sheep of the family – the skull with 

serpent crawling through the right eye socket being the sign. This 
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skull and serpent appeared on several of the graves of the old medieval Nürmbergers. Wonder what 

misdeeds the were guilty of. 

Here’s a marker in the same cemetery of a man who was a bit boastful 

- it shows himself, his three wives and all his offspring. Quite a 

delegation! Most of these graves date back to 1500 and 1600 and the 

markers are all interesting as you can imagine from the two pictures.  

Nürmberg was the place where Hitler had planned to have the big 

Victory celebration and here are some pictures of the enormous 

soldiers field where it was to have been held. I remember seeing it 

after in the newsreels before and during the war. One tiny corner is 

now used for our military baseball games - it is huge as you see. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Soldier’s Field       Soldier’s Field 

The dark rectangle in the center of the picture below is a huge bronze door. Adolph et al, when they 

were at the field for a review were taken up in an elevator and appeared through this door to meet the 

worshipful mob below. Then he ______ the others stood in this reviewing stand and greeted the crowd. 

But this isn't Adolph - it's yours truly. The field was deserted - and so were the stands except for two 

Negro G.I.s and Myra and me. 
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The country around Nürmberg is beautiful - rolling and much like 

Vermont, I thought. We drove out into the country for 40 or 50 

miles and had a picnic - and the boys fished in a little Pegnitz River. 

It's hardly a River - but possibly in the spring it is. At any note it's a 

wonderful trout stream full of trout. Here's our host about to snag 

one.  

And now we’re up to last Sunday and nearing the end of the long 

tale. On Friday before, this Lotos club tour was described in the 

‘Occupation Chronicle’ our weekly Frankfurt paper. The Lotus club is 

just another name for one of the Army Special Services branches  

 

Pegnitz River 

and all army personnel, civilian and military (plus dependents - praise 

be!) can go. These are always free - the buses bring Frankfurt Military 

Post buses not in use on 

Sundays. They aren't 

luxurious - natch - but at 

least they take us there and 

get us back. Jack went on 

this tour, too - and here 

you see him at the rear 

(white shirt.) Our second 

bus had had a puncture and  
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We were all out on the side of the road getting the kinks out of our legs while the tire was repaired.  

The Marburg trip was one of the highlights of our German travels, not only because of the 

interesting places described in the clipping but also because we arrived just in time to see a wonderful 

parade - a “folks fest,” they called it. Before we reached Marburg we kept passing people on bicycles, in 

carriages and on foot - all hurrying toward town and all very dressy. We wondered what it was all about 

and on our arrival we learned they were having their first “Folks fest” since the war. Previous to that 

time they had had them every five years - but this was the first in ten or more and they were going all 

out in celebration. 

The parade told the story of the town of Marburg from 1200, and many of the costumes worn 

had been taken out of the archives for the event. I was especially interested in the Marburgers who 

were lined up along the curbs - the older women in black with their hair pulled tightly in a braid forming 

a pyramid on top of their heads and the younger ones in very colorful full skirts, aprons and scarves, and 

a ribbon braided into their hair. We all showered this pair  with chocolate bars for posing for us.  

 

 

 

 

Marburgers waiting in line for the  Young Marburg girls 

Parade     
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Here are some more Marburgers before the parade. The Marburg men were not as picturesque - the 

summer time garb for them being white linen coats. You see them by the hundreds here in Frankfurt, 

too) 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

And here are three glimpses of the parade itself – each section had a story to tell about a chapter in 

Marburg’s history but my German was hardly equal to translating all the signs. 
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To show that all my days aren’t spent in tracking down castles and delving into the past I should have 

snapshots of my German and French teachers. I’ve been taking two German lessons and one French 

each week – and enjoying them tremendously but find it confusing at times. German words slip into my 

French conversation and vice versa – leaving my listeners a little bewildered. 

 I should really bring this volume to a close with pictures of our wonderful garden as it looks 

today and the basketsful of succulent fresh lettuce, carrots, peas and beans that we are enjoying each 

day. However, we’ve been much too busy watering it, hoeing,   

pulling weeds (and picking the results of our labors to take snap- 

shots. But just to prove that we actually have a garden 

(incidentally the first we have ever had), here is Pappy in our plot 

many weeks ago it looks quite different today. → 

And das ist alles! Hope this finds you all well and enjoying the 

summer wherever you are. When the leaves begin to fall, we’ll 

probably be back in your midst – and so  

 

 

 

 

       Auf Wiedersehn, 

        Julia 


