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MRS. KASEBIER
PHOTOGRAPHER
IS DEAD AT 82

Hailed As American Woman
Who Did Most To Make
Camera Prints A Fine Art

Noted as an Exponent of
New School Emotionglists

I shall not quote in full yhe long obituary that followed.

It would not, I'm afraid, give you the flavor of Granny's

p§r onﬁlity, but only & long list of achievements, remarks-

b E;?E thenselves , but more remarkable because they were
accomplidhed by & woman in the days when most women didn't

have careers and tes were frowned upon as unwomanly if

they did. ©She came in for a good deal of criticgism on this
score in her earlier days, not only from outsiders who ceased
to critieize and started to champion, when she was assured of
success, but also from her own husband, who never became re-~ f
conciled to her work and suffered a great deal of humiliation e
thed his wife shé¥l® ¥e in public life. But none of this
really touched Granny. She was far too engrossed in her work
to listen to ecritical attacks on so purely conventional a
score. She worked harder and with greater concentration than
any woman I have ever known. If Mark Twain's definition of

"s genius being 900/0 perspiration and 10 o/o inspiratior can
be teken literally, Grarny well deserved the term genius with
which many critics hailéd her.

She was a woman of medium height, though she seemed taller
perhaps because of her very erect carriage and, to put it
mildly, her strong personality. Her features were strong

and well-defined. She was handsome rather than pretty.

Her eyes were brown and very alive; they kept their twinkle
all her life., 8She looked at people with the disconcertingly )
frank stare of a child, and was embarrasingly accurate in i~
sumning them up, especially as she had no hesitancy ek expres-
sing her thoughts about them. She was honest to the point of
tactlessness, and was saved from making many enemies only by

the fact that sh
€ and was fascinated b
A g
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She had chestnut brown hair which most of her life she wore
in bangs over her very high forehead with coils wound around
her head. Though her hair was as fine as a baby's, she h

a great wealth of it. She always dressed differently #iem
any one else, a great source of pain to me as a ch8ld, not
through any arty affectation, but because she liked to be
comfortable. She gave up wearing corsets entirely, in a
burst of rebellion when corsets that laced the human form
into something quite other than its original lines, became
fashionable. She finally evolved a quite unique but very
becoming style of dress for herself, and she stuck to it,
with minor variations, for the rest of her life. She wore

a generously-cut black skirt, cloth in winter and taf-
feta in summer, topped with a inese double~breaged
shirt, usually grey or soft blue silk damask, with a tiny
stand-up collar, and fastened with frogs of the sam material
down one side. Over this a short wide-sleeved chinese Jacket,
elaborately embroidered for dress-up, and plain for every day.
This outfit gave her freedom of movement and proved itself
very practical. en 'she went out th¥MANT on a large black
cape which reached,the floor (sometimes trimmed with fur) and
a tricorne hat rather like Naboleon's. She was an impressive
figure when she swept into a room --- and she never just came
in, she swept! In the dark-room she wore a heavy apron that
engulfed her from neck to ankles: a necessary precaution as
she usually came out spfattered with chemicals f£xmm and with
hypo on her shoes,

In spite of her outspoken directness and her entry into a ca-
reer and a man's world of business, she never became hard or
brittle. She was a sentimentalist at heart. She had an out-
going and affectionate nature, a broad outlook, and a great

sympathy for the human race. She said that people fell into
two categories, animal and vegetable. She i eferred the ani-
mals but tolerated the vegetables with real kindliness. She

greatly preféered men to women, as she felt men were more
direct and honest.

ShexwazxakxexdyxinxherxtatexgartivgxwhenxshexReganxtrxkexne
ind s Xk RAKXIMRRR XK KORAX WRXOF XIS ;ﬁsﬂn
She had great clarity of mind and could make a decisionsof an
eye, and then stick to it. Many of her decisions seeme
selfish ones, as she had to decide between housewifely duties
and her work. .ier work always won: nothing was allowed to
stand in the way of it. Her selfishness was not the personal
sort. She was an artist, and chose to express herself; and
she cose photography as a means of artistic expression. Ewvery-
thing else became relative to that. It was the driving force
of her life. Without it she would die. You already know she

lived to be 82.
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I don't mean to try to justify Graqg's selfishness. Her o~ »
contributions to a new,a growing form of art eem can speak
more eloguently than I’can ever hope to. She left behind
her a good deal of beauty that, but_gor her, might have gone
unexpressed, besides the memory of Exarming and vivid
personality.

She was already in her late forties when she began to leave
indelible impressions on my mind,

L L B R R R T O S N Y

I can't remember the time when Granny wasn't a photographer.
Mok ixskxnenaryxnfxiex She usalto sneak up on my brother
and me when we were playing in the sand pile, or having a
story read to us by my mother, or just sitting on the stairs
sucking lollypops. Suddenly a voice would say: "Don't move!
Stay just as you are", and it would be Granny behind her ca~-
mera. The front leg of the tripod which held MBe camera
would wave around jabbing the floor, the rug, the ground, for
a good grip and the right angle, as if it had a life of its
own. Then the bellows would move in and out, and Granny
would emerge from under the focusing cloth and say: "Now ---
still". We would freeze for axmaxsmtxarxiwm two or three
seconds, and the agony would be over until the next time.

We were neither bored nor excited by the picture-taking;

it was just one of the things that happened, like sneezing

o¥ brushing your teeth: a minor annoyance to be got over
with as quickly as possible, and the quickest way was to

sit still.

Mason, my brother, asked Granny once if God could do any thing
and w2s assured that He could.

"Anything at all, Granny?"

"Yes, anything at all."

WWell, I know one thing He can't do."

"What's that, Mason?" ¥

"He can't photograph me when I wiggle."
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When Granny came to visit us she spent a lot of time making
photographs, as she did wherever she was; but there were
moments when light had gone, and she would take time off to
tell us stories. ©She had a wonderful sense of the dramatic
and told a story well, whether it was to a three-year-old
child or to a hall full of grown-ups.

We loved the stories of when she was a little girl, because
instead of pointing a moral, as in most grown-ups' stories
of "when I was your age", Granny's were the most exciting,
even to the point of being blood-curdling, that we had ever
hearg. Her childhood was as full of adventure as a dime
novel.

She was born out West among the Indians in 1852, It was at
Des Moines, Iowa, to be exact (then called Fort Des Moines)
in a log cabin situated on the Missouri River. She was the
only white child for miles around, so I guess she learned
early in life to depend on herself for entertainment. Later
on she had a little brother, and told us that she had to
watch him when her mother was busy. What she remembered
about him at that age was thab Wmhen he wet his pants she,

Gertrude, got spanked ! b
;
Her mother wasAﬂﬂgcy Boone. She was related to Daniel Boone,

so ™mmewe she came by her pioneering instinet honestly. She
came from Kentucky and married my ‘great-grandfather, John
Stanton, who lived in Ohio. I know very little about John
Stanton before his marriage except that he came from the
same family that supplied Lincoln's cabinet with a 8ecretary
of War. He must have had his sharec of pioneer blood, too,
because when Granny was about . years old, he set forth
in search of gold in Colorado. The next year he sent for
his familg and they made the journey to Leadville, Colorado
by covered wagon, accompanied by Gertrude's uncle, a Methodist
minister, and his wife. pIt was on this trip that she experie
enced some of the things,Wwhich she usel to tell us childrens
. They ran into fierce storms and the lightning whipped
around the iron rims of the wagon wheels like fire-works.
They saw Indians buried by the wayside with heads, hands, and
feet left sticking out, as a warning to other Indians not to
molest the caravans of covered wagons.

The story of that trip I love best I will tell as nearly as I
can remember as Granny told it to us:
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"We were travelling alowly along one afternoon just before

dusk looking for a camp sif®t for the night. Ours was the last
wagon in the caravan. My uncle was up front driving the horses'’
my brother and I were inside the wagon with my mother and my
aunt. Faintly at first, then unmistakably, we heard whoops

and yells of Indians, and the beat of their horses' hooves.

We looked out of the back of the wagon and saw them: a band

of Indians riding straight for us, brandishing their tomahawks
and screeching their blood-curdli ells. Escape was impos-
sible, as obviously our tired ouldn't outrun the fast
Indian ponies, even if they weren't pulling the heavy wagons
after them. My uncle urged on our teams, but it was useless.
It was only a matter of minutes before the Indians would cap=
ture us. My mother hid me and my brother under the seats of
the wagon. The little gunpowder we had left would be of no
help. We were out-run and out-numbered.

Just as the Indians were closing in, and not ten feet from

us, my aunt stepped to the back of the wagon and opened the
flap. She stood there defiantly facing the Indians. Then
calmly, and with great showmanship, she removed her false teeth
and threw them at the Indians. It was a long chance, but it
worked. The Indians reined their horses, and with cries of
terror wheeled around and rode back over the plains, convinced
they had met up-with a white witeh.

Now don't agsk me what she chewed with the rest of her da ys,
because I don't know."

_,/;: The West at this time was sparsely settled, and there were no
playmates for little Gertrude Stanton. She played among the
rocks and fields, with birds and little field animals for
companionship. She even tamed some of the birds so they would
eat out of her hand. At this time she became attuned to the
simple natural things which gave her so much joy, even through
her later, more sophisticated life.

The family had settled in Ureka Gulch, about forty miles from
Denver. John Stanton had a mill nearby where gold was taken
from the rocks. This gold was then brofght home to the cabin,
in balls abewt-tiFAtincheEs—Triddeweter, where it was weighed
and accounted for. Gertrude was allowed to gather the tiny
cruumbs of gold which fell, and keep them for her own. She

ha# 2 little wide-necked bottle which she used for her bank.
She tied a rag over the opening, and stored the bottle in a
chink in the cabin wall. Finally the bottle was full ---

but her private hoard was of no use to her, as there were no
stores for miles around, where she could spend her carefully-
saved fortune.
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The nearest shopping place was about forty miles from the
Stanton cabin, and one Christmas the miners suggested to

Mrs. Stanton that she hang up a pillow slip on the door Awstemd
instead of stockings at the fireplace. The men rode to

Denver and bought everything they could find for Gertrude

and her little brother. With these gifts, and some of their
own gold nuggets, they filled the pillow slip. Among other
things that tumbled out of this improvised Christmas stock-
ing, were a gold ring and a primer filled with pictures.

The ring rolled out of the bundle, across the floor, and fell
between the cracks to disgappear forever. But Gerturde did
nog mourn for it a minute; she was entranced with the picture
book, which became at once her flearestepossesion. Pictures,
even at that early age, were more priceless to her than a
whole pilloweglip of gold rings.

One day she sat in the doorway of the cabin with a pencil and
a+pad of crude lined paper. She wanted to draw the mountains.
Her mother, who hadn't an atom of artistry in her whole being,
said to her: "Wait a minute, Gertie, letl me help you." She
took the pg er and pencil, and with the aid of a saucer, drew
scallops around it for mountaihs. Gertrude never fa got the
grief and isolation she felt in the p esence of such misun-
derstanding.

There was another case of misunderstanding which didn't bother
her so much, In the lonely life they led, religion was about te
only stimulus and excitement they had, and they had very little
of that (of the formal, church-gzoing variety). But one day a
strolling preacher came al ong and announced that he would soon
hold services in a deserted cabin over h e mountain. Gertrude's
aunt, herself a minister's wife, and accustemed to such tasks,
busied herself making wine from wild grapes, while Gertrude
watched each step with fascination. 8She was allowed to lick
the spoon as a reward for her help in gathering the grapes.
Finally the great day arrived, and her father took her small
brother in his arms,d herself by the hand, and with the mother
and relatives following closely behind, went along the path ovey
the mountain. When they arrived, the cabin was filled with xen
miners, The minister exaltedly reguested ali.ito partake of
conmunion for the forgiveness of their sins. Gertrude tottered
down the aisle after them, her little knees shaking under her
skirt, and knelt at the altar to receive communion. The sight
of the small child walking alone to the altar in the midst of
those rough men causel great excitement, and when the family
returned home, her mother said to her: "Oh, Gertie, I was 80
oroud of you today!" To this she did not reply, nor did she
mention the incident again; but when Prohibition came in, she

rfmea?ered that she had gone to the altar to get some of"that
winels
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Hailed As American Woman
Who Did ¥ost To ¥ake
Camera Prints A Fine Art
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I shall not quote in full ghe long obituary that followed.

It would not, I'm afraid, give you the flavor of Granny's

p§§ !q'gauty. but only a long list of achievements, remarka-

b } themselves , but more remarkable because they were
accomplidhed by a woman in the days when most women didn't

have careers and they were frowned upon as unwomanly if

they did. She came in for a good deal of criticsism on this

score in her earlier days, not only from outsiders who ceased

to crisieize and started to champion, when she was assured of
success, but also from her own husband, who never became re- ' 10 &
conciled to her and suffere! a great deal of humiliation | *caw®t
that his wife s be in public }ife. But none of this

really touched Gr « She was far too engrossed in her work

to listen to critical attacks on so purely conventional a

score. She worked harder and with greater concentration than.

any woman I have ever kmown. If Nark Twain's definition of

"a genius being 900o/0 perspiration and 10 o/o inspiratior can

be taken literally, Granny well deserved the term genius with

which many critics hailéd her. e s

She was a woman of medium height, though she seemed tall‘r
perhaps because of her very erect carriage and, to put it/
mildly, her strong personality. Her features were strong
and well-defined. She was handsome rather than pretty.,/
Her eyes were brown and very alive; they kept their
all her life. She looked at people with the disconc
frank stare of a child, and was embarrasingly acc 4
sunuing them up, especially as she had no hesitancy et expres-
::nglher thoug:l:: about thd > She was honest to tile point of
ctlessness, was saved from making en onl
the fact that she really liked people and Va3 f::}gfnau B}
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She had chestnut brown hair which most of her life she wore
in bangs over her §eryhigh forehead with coils wound around
her head. Though her hair was as fine as a baby's, she had

a great wealth of it. She always dressed differently than
any one else, a great source of pain to me as a ch8ld, not
through any arty affectation, but because she liked to be
comfortable. She gave up wearing corsets entirely, in a
burst of rebellion when corsets that laced the human form
into something quite other than its original lines, became
fashionable. She finally evolved a quite unique but very
becoming style of dress for herself, and she stuck to it,
with minor variations, for the rest of her life. She wore

a generously-cut black skirt, broadecloth in winter and taf-
feta in summer, topped with a chinese man's double-~breated
shirt, usually grey or soft blue silk damask, with a tiny
stand-up collar, and fastened with frogs of the samw material
down one side. Over this a short wide-sleeved chinese jacket,
elaborately embroidered for dress-up, and plain for every day.
This outfit gave her freedom of movement and proved itself
very practicBl. When she went out through on a large black
cape which reached the floor (sometimes trimmed with fur) and
a tricorne hat rather like Napoleon's. She was an impressive
figure when she swept into a room --- and she never just came
in, she swent! 1In the dark room she wore a heavy apron that
engulfed her from neck to ankles: a necessary precaution as
she usually came out splattered with chemicals £xmm and with
hypo on her shoes.

In spite of her outspoken directness and her entry into a ca~

reer and a man's world of business, she never became hard or

brittle. She was a sentimentalist at heart. She had an out-

going and affectionate nature, a broad outlook, and a great .

sympathy for the human race. She said that people fell into

two gategeries, animal and vegetable. She mreferred the ani-

mals but tolerated the vegetables with real kindliness. She :

greatly preffered men to women, as she felt men were more

direct and honest.

indeiihtexinpresskanmnxayxnind : TﬁLJunVVkEtv?
WA f |

She had great clarity of mind and could make a decision,of an ‘

eye, and then stick to it. Many of her decisions se

selfish ones, as she had to decide between housewifely duties

and her work. Her work always won: nothing was allowed to

stand in the way of it. Her selfishness was not the personal

sort. She was an artist, and chose to express herself; and

she cose photography as a means of artistic expression. Every-

thing else became relative to that. It was the driving force

of her life. Without it she would die. You already know she

lived to be 82.
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I don't mean to try to justify Grany's selfishness. Her (..
contributions to a new,a growing f of art 48% can speak
more eloquently than I!can ever hope to. She left behind
her a good deal of beauty that, but_gor her, might have gone
unexpressed, besides the memory of ming and vivid
personality.

She was already in her late forties when she began to leave
indelible impressions on my mind.

can't remember the time when Granny wasn't a photographer.
MexLizsixnenaryxef xhm She used to sneak up on my brother
and me when we were playing in the sani pile, or having a
story read to us by my mother, or just sitting on the stairs
sucking lollypops. Suddenly a voice would say: "Don't move!
Stay just as you are", and it would be Granny behind her ca-
mera. The front leg of the tripod which held Mhe camera
would wave around jabbing the floor, the rug, the ground, for
a good grip and the right angle, as if it had a life of its
own. Then the bellows would move in and out, amd Granny
would emerge fromu under the focusing cloth and say: "Now --=-
still", We would freeze for axmaxenixarxiwa two or three
seconds, and the agony would be over until the next time.

We were neither bored nor excited by the picture-taking;

it was just one of the things that happened, like sneezing
ot brushing your teeth: a minor annoyance to be got over
with aalguickly as possible, and the quickest way was to

sit still.

‘“Magon, my brother, asked Granny once if God could do anything
and was assured that He could.

"Anything at all, Granny?"

"Yes, anything at all,"

¥Well, I know one thing He can't do."

"What's that, Mason?"

"He can't photo.raph me when I wiggle."
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When Granny came to visit us she spent a lot of time making
photographs, as she did wherever she was; but there were
moments when light had gone, and she would take time off to
tell us stories. She had a wonderful sense of the dramatic’
and told a story well, whether it was to a three-year-old
child or to a hall full of grown-ups.

We loved the stories of when she was a little girl, because
instead of pointing a moral, as in most grown~-ups' stories
of "when I was your age", Granny's were the most exciting,
even to the point of being blood-curdling, that we had ever
hearg:. Her childhood was as full of adventure as a dime
novel.

She was born out West among the Indians in 1852. It was at
Des Y¥oines, Iowa, to be exact (then called Fort Des Noines)
in a log cabin situated on the Missouri River. She was the
only white child for miles around, so I guess she learned
early in life to depend on herself for entertainment. ILater
on she had a little brother, and told us that she had to
watch him when her mother was busy. What she remembered
about him at that age was thal WBen he wet his pants she,
Gertrude, got epa%gd, .

Her~mothes-wae~ , /"

Her mother mlﬁmc’ Boone. She was related to Daniel Boone,
s0 Fe@uass. she came by her pioneering instinct honestly. She
came from Kentucky and married my great-grandfather, John
Stanton, who lived in Ohio. I know very little about John
Stanton before his marriage except that he came from the

same family that supplied Lincoln's cabinet with a Becretary
of War. He must have had his sharec of pioneer blood, too,
because when Granny was about seven years old, he set forth
in search of gold in Colorado. The next year he sent for
his fa.mil\ and they made the journey to Leadville, Colorado
by covered wagon, accompanied by Gertrude's uncle, a Methodist
minister, and his wife. It was on this trip that she experie
enced some of the things,which she usel to tell us childrenX
~abewd. They ran into ﬁ'lrce storms and the lightning whipped
around the iron rims of the wagon wheels like fire-works.
They saw Indians buried by the wayside with heads, hands, and
feet left sticking out, as a warning to other Indians not to
molest the caravans of covered wagons.

The story of that trip I love best I will tell as nearly as I
can remember as Granny told it to us?
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"We were travelling slowly along one afternoon just bhefore
dusk looking for a camp for the night. Ours was the last

wagon in the caravan. My uncle was up front driving the horses’
my brother and I were inside the wagon with my mother and my
aunt, Faintly at first, then unmistakably, we heard whoops

and yells of Indians, and the beat of their horses' hooves.

We looked out of the back of the wagon and saw them: a band

of Indians riding straight for us, brandishing their tomahawks
and screeching their blood-curdling yells. Escape was impos=
sible, as obviously our tired ponies couldn't outrun the fast
Indian ponies, even if they weren't pulling the heavy wagons
after them. WMy uncle urged on our teams, but it was useless.
It was only a matter of minutes before the Indians would cap=-
ture us. My mother hid me and my brother under the seats of
the wagon. The little gunpowder we had left would be of no
help. We were out-run and out-numbered.

Just as the Indians were closing im, and not ten feet from

us, my aunt stepped to the back of the wagon and opened the
flap. BShe stood there defiantly facing the Indians. Then
calmly, and with great showmanship, she removed her false teeth
and threw them at the Indians. It was a long chance, but it
worked. The Indians reined their horses, and with cries of
terror wheeled around and rode back over the plains, convinced
they had met up-with a white witch.

Now don't ask me what she chewed with the rest of her days,
because I don't know."

The West at this time was sparsely settiled, and there were no
playmates for little Gertrude Stanton. She played among the
rocks and fields, with birds and little field animals for
companionship. 8She even tamed some of the birds so they would
eat out of her hand. At this time she became attuned to the
simple natural things which gave her so much joy, even through
her later, more sophisticated life.

The family had settled in Ureka Gulch, about forty miles from
Denver. John Stanton had a mill nearby where gold was taken
from the rocks. This gold was then brofight home to the cabin,
in balls about eight inches in diameter, where it was weighed
and accounted for. Gertrude was allowed to gather the tiny
[ 8 of gold which fell, and keep them for her own. She

a little wide-necked bottle which she used for her bank.
She tied a rag over the opening, and stored the bottle in a
chink in the cabin wall. Finally the bottle was full =--
but her private hoard was of no use to her, as there were no
stores for miles around, where she could spend her carefully=-
saved fortune.
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The nearest shopping place was about forty miles from the
Stanton cabin, and one Christmas the miners suggested to

¥rs. Stanton that she hang up a pillow slip on the door instead
instead of stockings at the fireplace. The men rode to
Denver and bought everything they could find for Gertrude

and her little brother. With these gifts, and some of their
own gold nuggets, they filled the pillow slip. Among other
things that tumbled out of this improvised Christmas stock-
ing, were a gold ring and a primer filled with pictures.

The ring rolled out of the bundle, across the floor, and fell
between the cracks to disgappear forever. But Gerturde did
noy mourn for it a minute; she was entranced with the picture
book, which became at once her fGeavesisepossesion. Pictures,
even at that early age, were more priceless %0 her than a
whole pillow slip of gold rings.

One day she sat in the doorway of the cabin with a pencil and
a pad of crude lined paper. She wanted to draw the mountains.
Her mother, who hadn't an atom of artistry in her whole being,
said to her: "Wait a minute, Gertie, let me help you." She
took the pp er and pencil, and with the aid of a saucer, drew
scallops around it for mountaihs. Gertrude never fa got the
grief and isolation she felt in the p esence of such misun-
derstanding.

There was another case of misunderstanding which didn't bother
her so much. In the lonely life they led, religion was about te
only stimulus and excitement they had, and they had very little
of that (of the formal, church-going variety). But one day a
strolling preacher came al ong and announced that he would soon
hold services in a deserted cabin over % e mountain. Gertrude's
aunt, herself a minister's wife, and accustemed to such tasks,
busied herself making wine from wild grapes, while Gertrude
watched each step with fascination. She was allowed to lick
the spoon as a reward for her help in gathering the grapes.
Finally the great arrived, and her father took her small
brother in his arma,§ herself by the hand, and with the mother
and relatives following closely behind, went along the path ovey
the mountain. When they arrived, the cabin was filled with xem
miners, The minister exaltedly requested dhdmto partake of
communion for the forgiveness of their sins. Gertrude tottered
down the aisle after them, her little knees shaking under her
skirt, and knelt at the altar to receive comumunion. The sight
of the small child walking alone to the altar in the midst of
those rough men caused great excitement, and when the family
returned home, her mother said to her: "Oh, Gertie, I was 80
proud of you todayl" To this she did not reply, nor did she
mention the incident again; but when Prohibition came in, she
::me?bered that she had gone to the altar to get some of"that
nes’”
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Proposed outline of Blogrophy of Gertrude Kasebler - Page 7

At one time Granny had an arrangement with World's Work to Photo-
graph 211 thier notables, They made an appointment for Lord North-
cliffe, and Granny didn't know who he was 80 ghe telephoned he#
freind Arthur B, Davies who told her that Northecliffe was a good
pmerican(TH =pirit)
lLord Northeliffe sald to Granny when she was photographing him
"It distresses me, Madame Kasebier,to see you work so hard-
knowing thatl can do nothing to help you?s
Sh e replied "lord Northcliffe, I love to work. Iwould pay for thne
privilegel"”
In loud tonee he boomed,"#here were yow vora?"
che said, "I was born out weet among the Indians and I never got
over 1t.“
Later Granny and Northcliffe became good friends and at the out-
preak of the first world wur, he wrote ner a letter which went
something like this;
My dear Gertrude; 3
(A few platitudes) ...It may be a long war but in
the end we will win,
Yr. arfec. Northcliffe
As every one at that time thought it would be a short war Granny
felt this was an interesting comment and saved the letter ...
rather treasured it as a human document, especially as its pme-
g*gttanp were true, It -a-n‘g until years lator,Ihilnnihq;-iiizahg(
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%o Eexico and wa;,never heerd from again., P

|
Proposed Outline
of :
Biography of Gertrude Kasebler | ¢ ! «f ¢»

Born in Des Moines, Iowa (then called FPart Des Moines and- aituatod on the
Missouri River) in a log cabin. Only white chi ) miles around.
Daughter of Muncy Boone and Johm Stanton. Muney Booné born in Kentucky -

family owned slaves. Related to Daniel Boome (g other's father's

brother). John Stenton born in Ohio, relative of /Edwin Stanton, member of
Lincoln's cebinet. She also had a brother Charles who, at the age of 15, went
mably killed in guerilla warfars.

{
John Stenton went west to Colorado to mine gold in Leadville. }h‘o Stenton
and Charles and Gertrude followed the next y in 2 covered.wagon with her
sister and her husband (a Methodist minister), Chased by Indiams, her Aunt
repulsed Indi y throwing false teech at them. &he
heads, hands and feet stick out of the und,
the covered wagons. On the prairies they :;N at

88 for fuel, as there
epended on Buffalo chips,
e fastidiously lifted her

wes no evidenca of lumber of any descripti
and when Gertrude was sent forth to gather ¢
skirt to graps them without soiling her fingers.

The family settled in a log cabin in Urska Gul&p, Colorado (ab:r/t forty miles
from Denver). Mr. Stanton had a mill nearby whare the gold wag taken from the
rocks. This gold was brought home o the cebin| q sually in 1;&110 abeut eight
inches in diameter - where it was weighed and aQoo ted for./ Gertrude was
allowad to pick up the crumbs of gold, and she had'a 1ittle /bottle with a wide
neck which finally came to be filled with these gold fragménts. She tied a
rag around the neck of tha bottla and stored it in a\ch in tha cabin, for
there was mo place for miles around where she could ;’\ﬂ anything with her
gold.

(\tL

~ “One day ajreport came that the Indians were coming to atteck them. Her cousin

was in the kitchen busily engaged in making certridges, while her small brother
gtood beside him watching him pour powder into the shells. Suddenly a spark
from the fire ignited the powdér, and an explosion followed. "Her brother's
hand was so badly burned that the skin hung in ribbons from his finzertips.
They took ,['ner cousin, whpse face was badly burned, into the woods where they
applied fresh manure to wounds, as this was the only method of cure
practised in thos» early days.

The West at that time was sparsely sattled. Davelo‘pments werea ppﬂitivo. wild
beasts including mountain lions, sheep etc. were in \evidonqp, as well as great
oagles and wild birds of meny descriptions. Kany of\ these birds came tc be
tamed by the settlers to the extent of eating out of their hands.

Her aunt (the wife of the minister) was accustomed to maki ne for the church
from unfermented wild grapes and Gertrude was allowed Tick the spoon.

There were no women or children within forty miles of where they lived and Religion
was the only stimulus and excitement they had. One day & strolling preacher came
elong, end he held seryices in a little cabin set aside for that purpose far over
the mountain. Her father, teking her small brother on his arm and herself by the
hand, with her mother following closely behind, went along the path over the
mountain to the cabin as thers were no roads at all. Whem they arrived the

cabin was filled with miners, whom the minister exaltedly requested to partake

of communion for the forgivemess of their sine, Gertrude tottered down the aisle
after them, her knees sheking under her skirt, ud knelt at the n;tar to receive
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communion. The sight of the small child walking alone to-the altar
in the midet of those men caused great excltement and when they
returned home her mother said to her "Ohl Gertle, I wis so proud of
you today". To thls she did not reply, notr did she mention it there-
after, but when Prohibition came 1n_a’5/fem eréd going to the altar
for some of that.wine,

/' "hen she wae five or slx years old, she saw a crowd of men passing

| the cabin door one day with a man with a rope around his neck in their
midst on their way to a lynching. che etarted after them, but her
mother pulled her back (to her great displeasure) and sald "wWalt until
I curl your hair, Gertie"., (It seemed to her she was forever getting
her hair curledts Her mother lifted her to a chair, fixed her hair

/‘YTA,,’ and fluffed out her skirte, then azs Gertrude ran to the door ghe dis-
(S et > 2

covered thzt the lynching was over and the men were coming back. She
-never got over this disappointment until many years later when Buffalo
Bill came East. Then she took a bus load of poor children to see hils

. show, and there witnesced a2 fake lynchlng which got the matter out of
“her system once 2nd for all.

The nearest shopping place to where they lived was about forty miles
away, 2nd one year just before Christmas, the miners suggested to her
mother that she hang 2 pilllow slip instead of a egtocking on the door
of the cabin, which she did. The miners rode to Denver and bought
everything they could find for Gertrude and her brother, and with these
and some of thelr own gold nuggets they filled the pillow slip. Among
other thinge that tumbled out of this improvised Christmas stocking
were a gold ring and 2 Primer - 1llustrated with many pictures, The
ring rolled out of the bundle,across the floor and fell between the
eracks in the cabin floor. But she was not concerned with the ring at
all, The ‘rimer was the thing that took her eye at once, for the Primer
contained pilectures and pictures to her mind even at this early sage,
were more priceless than a whole plllow slip full of gold rings.

Fven as a child she always wanted to make plctures. One day she shee
gat by the door of the ca2bin with a plece of o0ld ruled note paper and

a pencil. She wanted to draw the mountalns. Her mother, who hadn't

an atom of artistry in her whole being, said to her "walt a minute,
Gertie, let me help you". ©She then took the paper and pencil, and with
the 21id of a saucer, drew scallops around it for mountains. Nobody
knowe how much the child suffered or hor much she grieved in the pre-
sence of such micsunderstanding.

One day her father's partner came to him and told him that for several
nights he had seen a grou- of men on horseback riding past the mill,
So he decided to hide among the logge that night and 1llsten, 1f possible
to their conversation as they passed. He dlscovered that they were
bound for the cabin of 2 nelghboring settler who lived a few mlles away
from W@y He went to this man's c=bin and asked him to tell him more
about it, but the man eaid he could not tell him - it would be worth
hie 1ife. The partner, whose name was Vag¢Clellan (a relative of

' General MacClellan) then said to thie men, "You're a Free iason and so
am I, and you are bound by oath to tell me of this"., At this the man
agreed, and disclosed that these men were Southerners who were planning
to rob and k111 them. “hen iy f=ther heard of this he sent a messenger
to Denver by pon$, and the Colonel in cherge of military activity in



1864 -

Proposed Qutline of Bilegraphy of Gertrude Kesebier - Page 2

communion. The sight of the small child welking alone to the alter in the midst
of those men caused great excitement and whem they returnmed home her mother said
to her "Oh! Gertie, i was so proud of you today"™. To this she did not reply -
por did she mention it thereafter, but when Prohibition came in she remembered
goinz to the alter to get some of that wine.

When she was five or six years old, sha saw & crovd of men passing the cabin door \
one day with a man with a rops eround his megk in their midst om their way to a
lynching. She started after them but har mother puller her back, to her great
displeagsure, and said "¥ait until I curl your hair, Gertie". (It seemed to har
that she waes forever getting her hair curledl) Her mother lifted her to a chair,
fixed her hair snd fluffed out her skirts, then as she ran to the door she
discovered that the lynching was over and the men were coming back. She never

got over this disappointment until many years later when Buffalo Bill came sast.
Then sha took & bus load of poor childrem to see Pawnes Bill's Indian show,

‘and there witnessed a fake lynching vhich got the mattar out of her system once

and for all.

The nesrest shopning place to whare theay lived was sbout forty miles away, and
one year just befors Christmas, the miners suggested to her mother that she
hang a pillow slic instead of a stocking on the door of our cabin, which she
did. The miners rode to Denver and bought everything they could find for
Gertrude and her brother, and with these and some of their own gold nugzgets
thev filled the pillow slip. Among other things that tumbled out of this
improvised Christmas stocking were a gold ring and & Frimer - i1llustrated with
many pilotures. The rimg rolled out of the bundle, mcross the floor and fell
betwean the cracks in the cabin floor. But she was not concerned with the ring
at all, The Primer was the thing that took her eye at once, for the Primer
contained pictures and pictures to her mind syven at this early age, were more
priceless than a whole pillow slip full of gold rings.

Fven as & child she always wanted to make pictures. One day she sat by the door
of the cabin with a piece of o0ld rules note paper and nencil. She wanted to
draw the mountains. Her mother, who hadn't an atom of artistry in her whole
being, said to her "¥ait a minute, Gertfo, let me help you". She then took

the paper and pemcil, and with the aid of & saucer, drew scallops around it for
mountains., Nobody knew how mueh the c¢hild suffered or how much ‘she grieved in
the presence of such misunderstanding.

During the Civil War, she came East to sttend Moravian College in Pemmnsylvania

One day her father's partner came to him and told him that for several nights he
had seen & group of men on horseback riding past the mill. So he decided to
hide among the logs that night and listen, if possible, to their conversation

a8 they pessed. He went to this men's cabin and ssked him to tell him more

ebout it, but the men said he could not tell him - it would be worth his lifs.
The partner, whose neme was MacClellan (a rolative of “eneral MacClellen) then
said to this man, "You'res & Free Mason and s0 am I, and you are bound by oath

to tell me of this®™, At this the man sgreed and disclosed that these men ware
Southerners who wers planning to rob and kill them. When my father heard of
this he sent a messenger to Denver by pony, and the Colonel in charge of military
ectivity in this section rode forty miles to our place during the night without
being discovered. W"hen he arrived, hmy mother hid his horse in the kitehen of
our two room cabim, and as she followedher mother about, hanging oh to her skirts,
the horse, rather than the heroic colonel, aroused the 1nteraet of her childish
mind. The next day a regiment of soldiers arrived from Denver and the
sympathizers were arrested and sentenced to be fmprisoned in Fort Larimore.
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this section rode forty miles to thelir place during the night with-
out being discovered, When he arrived her mother hid hie horse 1n
the kitchen of their two room cabin, and as Jertrude followed her
mother about, hangine on to her skirts, the horse, rather than the
heroic colonel, aroused the interest of her childish mind., The
next day =z resgiment of sgoldiers arrived from Denver and the
gympathizers were arrected and sentenced to imprisonment in Fort
Larimore., This was three days distance from where they lived, but
the men who accompanied them returned three days sooner than they
were expected and said these southerners had escaped. Of course,
the Stantone knew what had happéned.

Twenty years l=2ter when Gertrude was married and living in the East,
she went to visit her mother, who wazg keepning ahotel for tourists in
the mountains near Denver, and the Colonel, then a man of elghty,
haopened to be there. She was so intrigued with the memory of his
heroic conduct So meny years before, th t she would not let anyone
else wait on him. There was a sightseeingz coach which left the hotel
at thie time carrying ten tourists to the top of a near-oy mountain
to see the.....volcano., Thie coach arrived at the hotel with eight
sightseers 2nd cshe dismisced the driver so that she personslly might
drive the four mule team znd provide the seat of honor next to her
for the Colonel himself. On the return triv down the mountazin slde
there was but 2 single rut road and in order to prevent the coach
from toppling over the side, it wsg necésgary ,to Elve her eantire
attention to driving the mulee at 2 swift but steady vace. Imaglne
then, her 2stonishment when the old colonel, probebly realizing her
predicament, leaned over =2nd -inelstently vinched her leg.- This con-
tinued, to her extreme discomfort, for almost the remainder of the
homeward journey, and =g her defenseless positlonmade it impossible
for her to phyeically repulse him, she had to console herself with
the thought th=t even 2 one time hero could become A roue over a
given period of time. ud a1t o

Nurinz the Civil War she came Fast by stagecoach, regular stage routes
having been estzblished by thet time. Passengers rode both inside

and 2top the cosch with the result that travelling was none too
comf~rtable., On this particular tripthey alighted to rest as the
cozch stooped on the rosd, and they removed their shoes. Thelr feet
were so swollen that it wses imposeible for them to replace thelir
shoes, =nd the coach went shead without them, leaving them to wait

for the next coach. "hen they srrived in the Fast they lesrned that
the coszch in which they had originally started had been attacked by
Indlans and all of the passengers had been maesacred,
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this section rode forty miles to thelr place during the night with-
out being discovered. “hen he arrived her mother hid his horse in
the kitchen of their two room cabin, and as Gertrude followed her
mother about, hznging on to her skirts, the horse, rather than the
heroic colonel, aroused the ilnterest of her childish mind. The
next day 2 regiment of soldiers arrived from Denver and the
sympathizers were arrected and sentenced to imprisonment in Fort
Larimore. This wae three days distance from where they lived, but
the men who nccompanied them returned three days sooner than they
were expected and eald these southerners had escaped. Of course,
the Stontone knew what had happened,

Twenty years later when Gertrude was married and living in the East,
she went to vieit her mother, who wae keeping shotel for tourlsts ln
the mountains near Denver, and the Colonel, then a man of eighty,
happened to be there, She was g0 intrigued with the memory of hils
herolc conduct so meny years before, th t she would not let anyone
else walt on him, There was a sightseeing coach which left the hotel
at thie time earrying ten touriets to the top of a near-by mountain
to see the.....voleano. Thils coach arrived st the hotel with eight
sighteeers 2nd she dismissed the driver so that she personslly might
drive the four mule team and provide the seat of honor next to her
for the Colonel himself. On the return trip down the mountain side
there wae but 8 single rut road and in order to prevent the coach
from toppling over the side, it was neceseary to glve her entire
attention to driving the mules at a swift but steady o=zce, Imaglne
then, her =stonishment when the old colonel, probzbly realizing her
predicament, leaned over and lneistently pinched her leg. This con-
tinued, to her extreme discomfort, for aluoet the renainder of the
homeward journey, and-ss her defenseless positionmagedlt imposelble
for her to: physieally repulse him, she had to console herself with

' the thought th=t even =2 one time hero could becomé a roue-over-a

1864 -

1872 -

1873 =

-given-periodvof-time;
During the Civil War she came Fast by stagecoach, regular stage routes
having been est=blished by th=t time, Prassengers rode both inside

and atop the cosch with the result that travelling was none too
comf-rtable. On this particular tripthey alighted to rest as the
coach stooped on the road, and they removed their shoes. Thelr feet
were 2o swollen that it was impossible for them to replace thelr
gshoes, =2nd the coach went ahead without them, leaving them to walt

for the next coach. 7hen they arrived in the Fast they learned that
the cosch in which they had originally started had been attacked by
Indiane 2nd all of the passengers had been massacred.

After they arrived in the East they went to llve 1in New York and
Gertrude started her formal educztion here. She later went to
JYoravian College in Pennsylvanlia, and afterw:rds told many stories
of the "bundling" that went on while she was there.

At the age of twenty she had all her teeth taken out because she did
not like to go to the dentist.

She was married to Fduard Kaseblier of 'lesbaden, Germany, an importer
of raw shellzc (more details avallable). They lived in New York and
then 1n Brooklyn. A son, Frederick, was soon born. the accompanied
Fduard on numerous bueiness trips to Cermsny and visited with his
family while there,
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communion. The sight of the small child walking alone to the altar in the midst
of those men caused great excitement and when they returned home her mother said
to her "Oh! Gertie, I was so proud of you today". To this she did not reply -
nor did she mention it thereafter, but when Prohibition came in she remembered
going to the altar to get some of that wins.

When she was five or six years old, she saw a crowd of men passing the cabin door
one day with a man with a rope around his neck in their midst on their way to a
lynching. She started after them but her mother puller her back, to her great
displeasure, and said "Wait until I curl your hair, Gertie". (It seemed to her
that she was forever getting her hair curled!) Her mother 1lifted her to a chair,
fixed her hair and fluffed out her skirts, then as she ran to the door she
discovered that the lynching was over and the men were coming back. She never
got over this disappointment until many years later when Buffalo Bill came east.
Then she took 2 bus load of poor children to see Pawnee Bill's Indian show,

and there witnessed a fake lynching which got the matter out of her system once
and for all.

The nearest shopping place to where they lived was about forty miles away, and
one year just before Christmas, the miners suggested to her mother that she
hang & pillow slip instead of a stocking on the door of our cabin, which she
did. The miners rode to Denver and bought everything they could find for
Gertrude and her brother, and with these and some of their own gold nuggets
they filled the pillow slip. Among other things that tumbled out of this
improvised Christmas stocking were a gold ring and a Primer - illustrated with
many pictures. The ring rolled out of the bundle, across the floor and fell
between the cracks in the cabin floor. But she was not concerned with the ring
at all. The Primer was the thing that took her eye at once, for the Primer
contained pictures and pictures to her mind even at this early age, were more
priceless than a whole pillow slip full of gold rings.

Tven as a child she always wented to make pictures. One day she sat by the door
of the cabin with a piece of 0ld rules note paper and pencil. She wanted to
draw the mountains. Her mother, who hadn't an atom of artistry in her whole
being, said to her "Wait a minute, Gertie, let me help you". She then took

the paper and pencil, and with the aid of a saucer, drew scallops around it for
mountains. Nobody knew how much the child suffered or how much she grieved in
the presence of such misunderstanding.

M”m _came East to QWnia

One day her father's partner ceme to him and told him that for several nights he
had seen a group of men on horseback riding past the mill. So he decided to

hide among the logs that night and listen, if possible, to their conversation

as they passed./ He went to this man's cabin and esked him to tell him more

about it, but the man said he could not tell him - it would be worth his life.
The partner, whose name was MacClsllan (a relative of Yeneral MacClellan) then
said to this man, "You're a Free Mason and so am I, and you are bound by oath

to tell me of thia". At this the man agreed and disclosed that these men were
Southerners who were planning to rob and kill them. When my father hesrd of
this he sent = messenger to Denver by pony, and the Colonel in charge of military
activity in this section rode forty miles to'gﬁﬁt#iikb‘during the night without
being discovared. When he arrived,hep mother hid his horse in the kitchen of
our two room cabin, and as she followedher mother sbout, hanging oh to her skirts,
the horse, rather than the heroic colonel, asroused the interest of her childish
mind. The next day a regiment of soldiers arrived from Denver and the
sympathizers were arrested and sentenced to be imprisoned in Fort Lerimore.
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This was three days distance from where we lived... but the men who accompanied
them returned three days sooner than they were expected and said these
southerners had eseaped. Of course, they knew what had happened.

Twenty years later when Gertrude was married and living in the East, she went to
visit her mother in the mountains near Denver where she kept a Hotel for tourists,
and the Colonel, then a man of eighty, happened to be there. She was so intrigued
with the memory of his heroic conduct so many years before, that she would not let
anyone else wait on him. There was a sight seeing coach which left the hotel at this t
time carrying ten tourists to the ton of a near by mountain to see the ..... volecano.
This coach arrived at the hotel with eight sightseers and she dismissed the driver
80 that she personally might drive the four mule team and provide the seat of honor
next to her for the Colonel himself. On the return trip down the mountain side
there was but a single rut road and in order to prevent the coach from toppling
over the side, it was necessary to giveler attention entirely to driving the mules
at a swift but steady pace. Imagine then, her astonishment when the old colonel,
probably realizing her predicament, lesned over and insistently pinched her leg.
This continued to her extreme discomfort for almost the remainder of the homeward
journey, and as her defenseless position made it impossible for her to physicselly
repulse him, she had to console herself with the thought that even a one time hero
could become a roue over a given pericd of time.
later ed

1864 - During the Civil War she came East,éndbttend/Moravian College in Pennsylvania.

She told many stories of "bundling" while she was in college.

¥iiix "They came Fast by Stage Coach, as there was 2 regular stage route
established at that time. Passengers rode both inside and atop the coach with

the result that travelling was none too comfortable. On this particular trip

they rested as the coach stopped on the road, and removed their shoes. Their

feet were so swollen that it was impeesible for them to replace their shoes and the
coach went shead without them, leaving them to wait for the next coach. This

they did, and when they arrived in the East they lesrned that the cosc¢h in which
they had originally started had been attacked by Indians and all of the passengers
had besn massacred.

1872 - At the age of twenty she had all her teeth taken out because she didn't like to go
to the dentist. ol lulad anod Maltl t5this

1873 - Married to Eduard Kasebier of Wiesbaden, Germany, an importer of raw shellac
(more deteils evailable). They lived in New York and then in Brooklyn. A son,
Frederick, was soon born. She accompanied Eduard on numerous business trips to .
Germany and visited with his family while there. .

The first time she went to Eurpose to visit her husband's people, she had her
little son with her and to her great disgust, they put her in the Ship's Manifest
without asking her the facts. They had her age as 27 years and she was 80
outraged as she considere this the age of a very old woman.

¥irikmxaiexwas 3
¢

Her husband's sister had married a Bismark (nephew of etc.) and the two remain1n37
daughters of the family felt that they could not afford to marry below this rank -
but as there no other Bismarks lying around loose, one of them msrried & piano |
manufacturer. He could buy and sell the whole family, but he was in trade and

ﬁge:Fro e ﬁft eligible to the family circle, snd was khExmfmx® never invited to
use. rtrude always made a bee- line to his house when she went

to Germany, as his wine was good and his hospitality famous.

’*.b

-
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This was three days distance from where we lived... but the men who accompanied
them returned thrae dsys sconer than they were expected and seid these
southerners hsd askaped., Of course, they knew what had happened.

Twenty years later when Gertrude wes married and living in the East, she went to
vigit her mother in the mountains near Denver whera she kept a hotel for tourists,
and the Colonel, them a man of eighty, happened to be there. She was so intrigued
with the memory of his heroic conduct so many years befors, that she would not let
sanyone else wait on him. Thers was a sight seeing coach which left the hotel at this %
time carryving ten tourists to the ton of & near by mountain to sea the ..... volcano.
This coach arrived at the hotel with eight sightseers and she dismissed the driver
80 that she personally might drive the four mule team end provide the seat of honor
next to her for the Colomel himself. On the return trip down the mountain cide
there was but a single rut road and in order to prevent the coach from toppling
over the side, it wes nacessary to giveler attention entirely to driving the mules
at a swift but steady pace. Imagine then, her astonishment when the old colonel,
probably realizing her predicament, leanad over end insistently pinched her leg.
This continued %o her extreme discomfort for almost the remainder of the horaward
journey, and as her defenseless position made it impossible for her to physically
ropulse him, she had to console herself with the thought that even a ome time hsro
could become = roue over & given pericd of time.
later ed

1864 - During the Civil War she came East,tndettend/Moravian College in Pennsylvania,

She told many stories of "bundling® while she was in college. ;

¥xiiw They came Past by Stage Coach, as there was & regular stage route
eatablished at that time. Passengers rode both inside and atop the coach with

the result that travelling was none too comfortable. Om this particuler trip

they rested as the coach stopped on the road, and removed their shoes. Their

faet were so swollen that it was impossible for them to replace their shoes end the
eosch went shead without tham, leavipg them to wait for the nmext coach. ZThis

they did, and when they arrived in the East they learned that the coath in which
they had originally started had been attacked by Indians and all of the passsngers
had besen massacrad.

1872 - At the age of twenty she had sll her teeth taken out because she didn't like to go
to tha dentist. 3

1873 - Married to Edusrd Kesebier of Wiesbaden, Uermany, an importer of raw shellac
(more details available). They lived in New York and then in Brooklyn. A som,
Frederick, was scon born. She accompanied Eduard on nuwrrous business trips to
Garmany and visited with his femily while there.

The first time she went to Furpose to visit her husband's people, she had her
1ittle son with her and to her great disgust, they put her in the Ship's Kanifest
without asking her the facts. They had her age as 27 years and she was 80
outraged as she considere this the age of a very old woman.

Fridooakexees

Her husbend's sister hed merried s Bismark (neprhew of etc.) and the two remeining
daughters of the family felt that they could not afford fo marry below this rank -
but &8s there no other Bismerks lying aroundé loose, one of them msrried & piano
manufacturer. He could buy and sell the whole family, but he was in trade and

erefo ot eligible to the family circle, and wae never invited
fi?e ?a-ffynnme.g But Certrude alwayys made & bae-1ine to his house when she :::t
to Germany, as his wine was good and his hospitality famous.

!



“roposed Outline of Blography of Gertrude Kasebler - Page 4

The first time she went to Furope to vieit her hueband's people, she
had her 1ittle son with her and to her gre:=t dlegust, they put her in
the Shin's ¥anifest without asking her the facts. They had her age
as 27 years and she was outraged as she considered this the 2ge of

a very old woman,

Her husband's sister had married a Blemark (nephew of ete.) and the
two remaining daughters of the faully felt they could not afford to
marry below this rank - but as there were no other Biesmarks lying
around loose, one of them married 2z plano manufacturer. He could
buy =nd sell the whole family, but he wae 1n trade and therefore not
eligible to the family circle, and was never invited to the house.
But Gertrude always made a bee-line to this house when cshe went to
Germany, 2e his wine wae good and his hospitzlity fzmous, One time
when she went there his wife, herself, servied a deliclous meal,

and claeped his napkin arocund hie neck like German women did, snd
they 21l s~t down, Presently he looked at Gertrude znd laughed
bolsterously, 2nd she asked him in German "Heinrich, why are you
laughing?”. He replied "You zre so funny", and laughed some more.
"hy am I eo funny", she apgked, to which he answered "You always tell
the truth and nobody hereever tells the truth, and when you tell 1t
they thinkyou are lying."

At thie time everybody in Furope went in for titles. One time

when she went to a coffee party, which were as popular there as tea
pﬂrties'qre here, she waeg introduced to Frau Upper Criminal Inspector
Schmidt.

Subsequently, two dzughters Gertrude and Hermine, were born to the
1884 - Kaseblers, in Brooklyn.

1884 - The family moved to a farm in New Durham, New Jersey. @ertrude milked
the cow, tended the horse and chickens, helped with the garden, wore
hip-boots, chased trespassers with zn unloaded rifel. Eduard coumuted
to work in New York. There were Newfoundland dogs and carts for the
children, too. They stayed on this f-ru four years, and they moved
baek to Brooklyn, where Gertrude enrolled at Pratt Institute and
studied painting for ten years. During the last of these yesrs ehe
wanted to go to Paris to study but her husband objected. Flnally she
was offered the opportunity to chaoreone n clase from rratt going to
rarls for summer school and she took 1t. Among the children in this
class were Eduard Stelchen, “illard Paddock and Clara and Charlotte
Smith. It was about thies time that she bought her first camera and
started working with it for fun. Fhotography wae in its infaney and
very little artietic work had been done 18 1t. Steichen also became
interested in photography at thie time. They developed thelr nega-
tivee in 1ittle rivers outside of Parie on moonless nights - as they
h-d no darkroom. Che wag surprised with the results she achieved
and graduslly 1ald aside her brushes and nalnts and gave up the
rcademy Julien, and the camera became her one consuming interest.

"hen she returned to New York she realized her tack of technical

gekill., One day she went into a photozraphle ghop to buy some supplies.
The boy in charge of the shop wae very stupld, and could not help

her, but there happened to be an old priest wzlting there who
evidently knew something about this. He sald to her, "Let me see

you plates, Madame"”. /nd after looking at them he told her exactly
wh=t to do. She told him that that was all very well but that she
would not be -ble to remembe® it all after she got howme. He then
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Provoced Outline of Blography of Gertrude Kasebier - Page 5

asked 1f she would permit him to vieit her 2t home and then he could
show her how it could be done. For this she was very grateful, and
he came to the house severzl times znd started her on her way to
photogravhy. She asked him how ehe could show her appreciation

and he sald simnly to pass her knowledge on to others. She later
took prizes for her work, and he was very proud of her.

She went to a little vhotographer, lr. Lifshey, in Brooklyn, =nd told
him she wanted to learn fom him. He said he didn't want a woman
sround getting in his way, but she turned up the next day anyway and
set to work. As he couldn't get rid of her he made the best of 1t,

“ but she butted into his sittings, corrected his lighting and compoeition.

e always sald she tauzht him all he ever knew about taking a plcture.

211 this was very emb-rrassing to her coneservative German husband, who
felt him disgraced by a wife who would work, but there were still

many embarrassments to follow for the poor man. He was a kind, gentle
man who ndored his family, and never beczme accustomed to his very
unconventional wife, Her frankness wae a constant source of uneasiness
to him. They went to the World's Falr in Chicago 1ln 18--, with a
bueiness apeociste of his, Ae they rode through the grounds in a
earriasge, Gertrude spled a log cabin - a replicz of Lincoln's birth-
plice. "Oh! Let's stop", she cried, "I want to see that". Eduard
nudged her to keep still., "But I must see it," she sald. Another
nudge. "But I was born in a house like that", she shouted. Eduard's
humiliation was complete. Genteel German people didnt'g et themselves
born in log c2bins snd he never could understend the ploneer spirit
that wse part of his wife. He must have lived in constant suspense,
never knowing whether he would find a house full of Indians (who must
heve amazed him), or artists, whom he understood even less. Patlence
ie hardly the word for the virtue he mugt have possessed,

of course, in those days women did not go into busginess, and wheh‘

\‘/Gertrude opened a studio, it must have been a bltter blow to him,
*_ He v ry likely had learned by then that she couldn't be swayed from

—

1901~

1903~

anything she was determined to do, and go he bore his pain in silence,

She won a prize of #50. with one of her ohotozraphe and this spurred
her on toharder work. She showed some of her photographs to Alfred
Steiglitz and he advised her to open & studio, She ovened her first
etudio on E.30th St. in what was then the Women's Fxchange Bldg.

Several years later she moved to 273-5th Ave, Had great success,
Tork very new and different from anything belng done, Showed great
couraze in departure from conventlonal methods. Was hailed by some
eriticized by others butremarked by all.

Thibited and won medals and recognition in Fngland France Germany
and South Americs ag well as in the U.S.

@telglitz published first number of Camera Work and devoted it to
Granny's work. She wase nickmamed "granny” about this time ,when her
her first grandchild was born. Was also called "cassy".

Her assocliates at thie time were Steiglitz, Stelchen, Demachy,
Keiley, W.B.Cadby, Cl=rence White, Frances B. Jonnston etc.
vaterisle were inferior. She coated her own papers, worked under
dificulties, no artificial 1light, slow lenses ete.but produced
resutts that are seldom equaled today for artistic merit . (Perm-
anent collection in Library of Congress)
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asked if she would permit him to visit her =t home and then he could
show her how it could be done. For this she was very grateful, and
he came to the house several times and etzrted her on her way to
photography. She asked him how she could show her appreciation

and he said simply to pass her knowledge on to others. She later
took prizes for her work, and he wae very ppoud of her.

She went to a2 1ittle vhotographer, ir. Lifshey, in Srooklyn, =2nd told
him she wanted to learn fom him. He sald he didn't want a woman

apound getting in hie way, but she turned up the next day anyway and

set to work., As he couldn't get rid of her he made the best of 1it,

but she butted into his sittings, corrected hls lighting and composition.
She always sald she taught him all he ever knew about taking a plicture,

All this wae very embsrrassing to her conservative German husband, who
felt him disgraced by a wife who would work, but there were still

many embarrasements to follow for the poor man., He was a kind, gentle
man who ndored hie family, and never became accustomed to his very
unconventional wife. Her frankness was a conetant source of uneasiness
to him. They went to the ¥orld's Falr in Chiecago in 18--, with a
bueiness asenciste of his, As they rode through the grounds in a
cwrriage& dertrude spied a log cabin - a replica of Lincoln's birth-
place. "Ch! Let's ston", she cried, "I want to see that", Eduard
hudged her to keep still., "But I must see it," she sald. Another
nudge. "But I wae born in a house like that", she shouted. Eduard's
humiliation wae complete. Genteel German people didnt'g et theumselves
born in log c=bins and he never could understand the ploneer spirit
that was part of his wife., He must have lived lin constant suspense,
never knowing whether he would find a house full of Indizns (who must
hove amazed him), or artists, whom he understood even less. Patience
i hardly the word for the virtue he must have possescsed,

Of course, in those days women did not go into business, and when
Gertrude opened = studio, it must have been 2 bitter blow to hiu.
He v ' ry likely had learned by then that sne couldn't be swayed from

anything she was determined to do, snd so he Dore hie pain in sillence.

She won a prize of %50, with one of her photograohs and this epurred
her on toharder work. She showed some of her photographs to Alfred
Stelglitz and he advised her to open a studlo. che ovened her first
studio on E.30th ©€t. in what was then the Women's Fxchange Bldg.

Several years later she moved to 273-5th Ave. Had greal success,
Work very new and different from any‘'hing being done. Showed great
eourage in departure from conventional methods. "as halled by some
criticized by others butremarked by all.

*Rhibited and won medals and recognition in "ngland France Germany
and South America aes well as in the U,.S. '

cteiglitz published first number of Camera Work and devoted it to
Granny's work. She was nickmamed "Granny" about this time ,when her
her first grandchild was born, Was also called "Casey".

Her associates at this time were Steiglitz, Stelichen, Demachy,
Kelley, 7.B.Cadby, Cl=rence “hite, Frances B. Johnston etc.
¥ateriale were inferior. She coated her own papers, worked under
dificulties, no artifiecial light, slow lenses etc.but produced
resutts that arc seldom equaled today for artistic merit . (Peru=-
anent collection in Library of Congress)
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She became friends with many of the interestinz peonle of her day.
Cn one of her trips abroad she had a letter of introduction to
Rodin. She found him very sipble, very honest ,and very sincere,
Instead of posing his modelghe would allow them to wander sround

thie studio until they havrened to fall into a position that pleased
him, Then he would tell them to hold it and start drawing - watibhing:
the model all the time, and never looking at his paper.

Granny made a photog®aph of him, and when she returned to this
country, sent it to him in care of a friend, She took it to his
studlo and he asked her to wait as hehhad to address a meeting of
French artists. "hen they had gone away - she showed hem the plcture
and he sald:"Oh I am not as beautiful as that."...and he ran after
the French people who had left and brought them back to admire it..

A prominent society woman came to Granny's studio one day and saw

a Rodin bronze and some drawings, this woman alwaxs treated Granny
with condecention because she was a"working woman"- When she saw the
Rodin things she shoued great surprigeand said"Where did YoU get
get those?" Granny replied "M,Rodin presented them to me" "Well!" said
the woman, catching her breath and becomming very confidentisl,
"When I go to Paris I always send him 2 red rose, then he knows who
is comming." Granny thoughh."you damned fool" but said nothing.
"You know...he kissed me once" continued the woman. "That's nothing"
sald Granny"Just the French Form of salutation...he kisses every=
one" 8ilence. Granny: "Did any one see him kiss you"?

Woman; "Most certainly notl!"

Granny :"Nobody =aw him kiss me elther."

Rodin eent Granny the bronze and drawinge in appreciation of the _
plectures she had made of him, he also autographed one of her pictures
of him "De tout mon coeur d'aritste a un autre artiste, affectement”

. A connolisseur of fine art came to her one day and said"Where is

that Rodin I hear you have, Madame Kasebler?" she said "IT is here,
Mr. ®ddy-" indicatating the photograph she had done of him.
He sald:"Well that is Rodin. That is the best thing I have ever seen
of Rodin. But... with a woman's privilage you have flattered him"
She saild "You haven't got it quite right,ir.Eddy, that is Rodin in
the presence of a woman," .

"ﬁrl‘é-‘-;‘f.i’/',a,«\ £
Granny had eome strange experiences,which she called physic. She said
she developed this sense because she was deaf,and therefore her other
sens-8 became keener tb compensate. One of these experiences con-
cerned Rodin.It seems that she had made an enlargment of a nicture
she had taken of him in profile, and sent it to him. He died Just at
this time and she did not know if he had received it. One day a
cloud formed whithin the range of her vision, and Rodln appeared to
her,. He would disapnear then return but always in profile. She said,,
"I want to see you full face." he answered "This is to demonstrate
to you that I got that profile pilcture before I passed away". Then
he went away. A few daye later another cloud appeared in which she
could see his full face. He turned his head this way and thatway and
finally said, "Now I shall never come agzin." And he never did.

Granny acecented these so called "visions" very casually and often
mads drawinges of what ehe had seen. Sometimes..perhaps coincidently...
pictures apneared in the paper a few days later depicting the same
scenes and events that she had PecsRded.
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Cn one of her trips abroad she had a letter of introduction to
Rodin. She found him very simble, very honest ,and very sincere.
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the studio until they haprened to fall into a position that pleased
him. Then he would tell them to hold it and start drawing - watbhing
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the French people who had left and brought them back to admire it..

A prominent soclety woman came to Granny's studio one day and saw
a Rodin bronze and some drawings, this woman always treated Granny
with condecention because she was a"working woman"- When che saw the
Rodin things she shoued great surpriseand sald"Where did YOU get
get those?” Granny replied "M.Rodin presented them to me" "Welll" said
the woman, cateching her breath and becomming very confidentizl,
"When I go to Paris I always send him a red rose, then he knows who
ie comming." Granny thoughh "zou danned fool" but said nothing.
"You know...he kissed me once continued the woman, "That's nothing"
sald Granny"Just the French Form of salutation...he kisses every-
one" Silence. Granny: "Did any one see him kies you"?

Yoman; "Most certainly not!"

Granny:"Nobody saw him kise me either,"

Rodin sent Granny the bronze and drawings in appreciation of the
pletures she had made of him, he also autographed one of her plctures
of him "De tout mon coeur d'aritste a un autre artiste, affectement”

A connolaseur of fine art came to her one day and said"%here 1g
that Rodin I hear you have, Madame Kasebier?" she said "IT is here,
¥r. Eddy-" indicatating the photograph she had done of him, '
He sald:"Well that Rodin. That is the best thing I have ever seen
of Rodin. But... with a woman's privilage you have flattered him"
She said "You haven't got it quite right,ldr.Eddy, that i8 Rodin in
the presence of a woman,"

Granny hnd come strange experiences,which she called physic. She sald
she developed this sense because che was deaf,and therefore her other
sens 8 became keener tb compensate. One of these experiences con-
cerned Rodin.It seeme that she had made an enlarguent of a nicture
she had taken of him in profile, and sent it to him, He died just at
thie time and she did not know if he had received it. One day a
c¢loud fprmed whithin the range of her vislon, and Rodin appeared to
her.. He would disapnear then return but always in profile. She said,,
"I want to see you full face." he answered "This is to demonstrate

to you that I got that profile picture before I passed away". Then
he went away., A few days later another cloud appeared in which she
could see his full face. He turned his head this way and thatway and
finally eaid, "Now I shall never come again.” And he never did.

Granny accepted these so called "visions" very easually and often
made drawings of what she had seen. Sometimes..perhaps colncidently..
pletures apneared in the paper a few days later deplcting the same
scenes and events that she had depicted.
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