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firmly, mentally as well as physically. He has been 
in touch with "The Double Dealer" for some time and 
his first visit here was to the editorial rooms. He 
is comfortably ensconced in Royal street now, just 
around the corner from the McClures, where he "drops 
in of an evening" not infrequently. And he has some 
agreeable things to say about the Quarter, which you 
would enjoy. He is distinctly a feather in our 
artistic cap - and distinctly that is the only 
feather-like suggestion about him!

As for the girls, my dear, perhaps this will show 
you. In two days he was "Sherry" to them, and now I 
hear it is Cheri. Quite typical.“

Natalie and Anderson were good friends from the start.
Anderson became a regular reader and subject of Natalie's
columns and newspaper features, a few years later declaring
her, in his typically ebullient and extravagant manner, to
be "the best newspaperwoman in A m e r i c a . " ^

After Basil Thompson's 1924 death, Julius Friend
became less active in the magazine although he continued
writing book reviews. Not surprisingly, the magazine
became less mischievous. The editorial section, where
Friend and Thompson had engaged in so much of their cynical
humor and spirited commentary, disappeared from the
magazine. Yet the literary quality of each issue continued

to improve. In Friend's opinion, "the tone of the Double
Dealer had become almost sedate," but his point of view
probably reflected his sadness over Thompson's death, which
obviously undermined his enthusiasm for this enterprise.

Reflecting McClure's nature and editorial talent, the
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magazine matured. The purpose became more serious with 
consistently high quality content. With the death of 
Thompson, and with Friend's reduced involvement, publishing 
each issue meant a much heavier workload for the small 
staff.^

Historian Frances Bowen, who analyzed the career of 
the many authors and poets whose work graced the Double 
Dealer during its five and a half year life, reached a 
revealing conclusion. Of the two hundred and ninety-three 
contributors whose work was selected for publication in the 
Double Dealer, fifty-four were then obscure and unknown 
literary beginners who would subsequently gain fame and 
establish themselves in long careers as among the 
recognized men and women of letters of their generation.

Of those fifty-four, forty of these then unknown authors 
were published by the magazine during McClure's editorship 
after mid-1924. Another one hundred published one or more 
works to be found in the Library of Congress. Sixty were 
listed in Who's Who in America, 1951. "Only one hundred 

did not sustain themselves in the field of writing." The 
editors and staff obviously had a good eye for raw talent 
and their work improved with the years. Decades later, 
Julius Friend summarized the remarkable record of the 
magazine's joint editorship this way:
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Somewhere between our ambitions and the 
limitations imposed by money and material we managed 
to publish forty-two issues over a five year period.
Of discoveries afterwards acclaimed as novelists I may 
mention in addition to Hemingway and Faulkner the 
names of Thornton Wilder, Hamilton Basso, Robert Penn 
Warren and Henri de Monthelant. I do not know whether 
we can claim to be the first ever to have put these 
writers into print, I can only say that they came to 
us completely unheralded and unknown. From the "Notes 
on Contributors" for June 1922 one reads only: "Ernest 
M. Hemingway is a young American living in Paris.
The entire staff, all part-time, were essential to

maintain this steady improvement. In addition to long
hours and late nights usually necessary to meet publishing
deadlines and to raise money, also joining with many others
in making financial contributions to pay the bills, the
staff shared the work of reading their way through the
massive numbers of submittals received from writers, poets,
and playwrights across the country who hoped to have their
work published. Julius Friend later wrote of the problems
that friends helped solve.

...The Double Dealer was kept alive by small 
transfusions from friends and well wishers called 
"stockholders" and "guarantors."

Money is not the only problem of a little 
magazine or a big one for that matter. Every magazine 
has a deadline. If by that date its editors cannot 
fill it with great writing it has to go to press with 
something less. Not that we ever lacked manuscripts 
after the first few issues. The word goes forth to 
aspiring writers like wildfire when a new outlet 
opens.

Large loads of poetry, verse, short stories, essays, one- 
act plays, and critical writing swamped their office, along
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with spates of books to be reviewed. But good writing was 
scarce, and the magazine's manpower was short, especially 
after April, 1924. The job of reading submissions and 
helping decide what to publish inevitably fell upon all of 
them, as did the task of design, layout, typing, and other 
such tasks. They sold advertisements and subscriptions, 
paid bills, ran errands, prepared the mailouts of each 
issue, did some of the writing, editorial recommendations 
among an endless variety of other duties. Lillian Friend 
Marcus took over the financial oversight of the magazine. 
Even the first year, making deadlines was such a struggle 
that a single issue was published during the two month 
period of August-September, 1921, when Natalie formally 
joined the staff, so that the group could catch their 
breath, reorganize, and prepare the October edition without 
a wild rush.58

After Thompson's death, with Friend's reduced role in 
the magazine, and McClure's employment with the Times- 
Picayune, the Double Dealer was more short-handed just when 
the work load was the heaviest. The staff almost 
certainly, by necessity, did editing, wrote drafts of book 
reviews and every other task necessary to keep the magazine 
afloat. By 1926 their workload and other demands had 
become too much and time and events had moderated the 

enthusiasm. The magazine struggled to maintain its monthly
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publishing schedule, sometimes producing an issue only once 
every two or three months. The final issue appeared in 
June, 1926, the month Natalie suffered the double tragedy 
in her family that would change her life. During October, 
she left on a long journey to Mexico, then on to Europe in 
1927. Three decades later, in 1953, John McClure and 
Julius Friend told Frances Bowen "that lack of time on the 
part of the staff was the sole cause" of the magazine's 
discontinuance, though Ms. Bowen chose to disregard this 
information as she assumed finances must have been the real 
reason. The magazine had enough guarantors and 
stockholders to make up monthly deficits for the forseeable 
future. The true reason, as Friend and McClure said, was 
the lack of staff time, the intrusions of their individual 
lives brought changing priorities, culminating in its 
closure after June, 1926.^®
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CHAPTER FOUR
NATALIE SCOTT AND THE RENAISSANCE: HOME AND ABROAD

(1922-1923)

Muddle's death occurred at home on January 23, 1922
and she was buried the same day. An old pressed flower,
dry with age, and an old note scrawled in a childish print,
barely legible, have survived the intervening decades in
Muddle's family album, among the poetry and souvenirs
collected over her lifetime, revealing the gentle nature of
her death. Scribbled unevenly on torn scrap paper, the
words were "Muddle I love you Nauman," the first
intelligible words Muddle ever saw written by her grandson.
Natalie put the child's message in an envelope along with
the fresh flower Muddle had held, as final keepsakes for
the scrapbook, then wrote on the outside:

Nauman II's note to his Muddle, - the last thing she 
saw here. Her eyes filled with light, and she 
whispered, "Bless my precious Little Lad."^
Muddle's life ended in her upstairs bedroom instead of

a hospital and, in accord with her wishes, there was no
funeral home or open casket, both having always seemed
morbid to her, though there was the inevitable hearse that
took her body directly from Carondelet street, after a
small living room funeral, to the Metairie Cemetery. She
was sixty-one years old, a fact few people knew. Hilda
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Phelps Hammond wrote an obituary for local newspapers but 
the family decided against it. Muddie never wanted her 
name to appear in an obituary section (another morbid 
thought). In death as in life, she preferred to keep her 
age and her condition a private matter

Muddie's illness had shadowed the trail of Natalie's 
activities throughout 1921 and kept her living at home with 
her family most of the year. Boss' health had improved 
since his two operations during mid-1920. He received a 
government patent during March, 1921, for a practical 
invention called a "drift-fender and dyke", which he had 
designed for river dredging operations and erosion 
prevention along canal and river banks, but there had been 
little opportunity for the family to celebrate the 
accomplishment. Jack carried the full weight of managing 
the Scott engineering business as his father made only rare 
appearances at the office, though his full retirement did 
not come until 1924 when Jack and Ed Eres, an old Tulane 
classmate, formed a partnership.^

A sense of inevitability prevailed during 1921 as 
Muddle's condition steadily declined. No hint of this 

unhappy time filtered through to Natalie's cheerful Sunday 

writings. Her columns remained upbeat and full of news. 
The only obvious toll on her work was the long absence from 
the States of her feature articles. Peggy Passe Partout
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appeared every Sunday, even the morning of Muddle's death 
when her column reported meeting Sherwood Anderson that 
first occasion in the Double Dealer office, but she had 
written nothing else under her byline for months.<

The Sunday after Muddle's death, her column reported 
the upcoming special "Women's Edition" of the States 
planned for Wednesday, February 1st, a fund-raising device 
for a local charity that would be entirely produced, 
written and distributed by women. Again, her column was 
crisp, pleasant, and informative with no sign of her grief. 
The "Women's Edition" would be filled with major articles 
on the diverse pursuits and leadership of women in New 
Orleans. The profits from every paper sold that day was a 
donation by the States to the Kingsley House and Day 
Nursery, a combined Trinity church and Kindergarten 
Association creation started at the turn of the century in 
a poor neighborhood to provide needy children with an 
education, health care, day care, a playground, recreation, 
and, for abandoned children and orphans, a home in a 
dormitory at the school. Here are Natalie's comments:

Of course you have been waiting for me to tell 
you more about the Woman's Edition of the States which 
will be on the streets Wednesday. As that day draws 
close the little office in which Mrs. Lucian Lyons and 
Pearl Jahncke and Mrs. Dufour work day in and day out 
fairly seems to be the most alive place in the world, 
while the phone is probably the busiest one in town 
these days. But it's the bigness of the whole thing 
that quite overwhelms one - the fact that twenty-five 
hundred women are working in Louisiana and Mississippi
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to bring out this edition through their own efforts. 
The far-seeing merchants are letting that fact sink 
into their minds and the advertising that is resulting 
tells that they want their business put before the 
thousands upon thousands of readers by those twenty- 
five hundred women. The League of Women Voters is 
coming to the front and undertaking the distribution 
of the papers by wards, and Mrs. F. I. Williams is 
chairman of that gigantic task. Mrs. E. J. Bowers is 
in charge of the Mississippi division and the Girl 
Scouts are offering their services as messengers on 
that day.

As for the Edition itself, you probably read Mrs. 
Dufour's interesting account of the stories and poems 
and articles that have been handed in. Fanny Heaslip 
Lea's poem, Dorothy Dix's own articles. Miss McMain's 
story of her work. A story from Mrs. Bush, which 
promises to charm all of us. Miss Grace King's 
contribution that we all shall look for with the 
keenest delight - what a list Cynthia, and what a 
feast for the devotees of literature!^

The main feature and the object of this huge organizational
effort was the Kingsley House. Children of working parents
or absent parents were taken off the streets, placed in
classrooms, and provided nutritious meals. The Kingsley
House Women's Club had earlier sponsored through the
legislature a new law prohibiting child labor and convinced
the city to close two nearby saloons and houses of
prostitution. The children were also given industrial
training in chair-caning, basket-weaving, net making,
carpentry, dress making, home-making, millinery, as well as
programs in civics and a summer "vacation school." The
program was run and funded by women.®
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This Woman's Edition of the States set a newspaper 
circulation record in the city, so effective was the 
advertising and sales effort marshalled by these women, all 
profits going to the Kingsley House. Even the editorship 
of the paper was assumed for the day by these women, local 
writer Dorothy Dix (Mrs. E. M. Gilmer) taking charge of the 
editorial page, and the city editorship by Helen Schertz. 
Mrs. Paul Jahncke took charge of advertising. The lead 
editorial offered these comments.

...it gives the most comprehensive survey that 
has ever been made of women's activities in this city. 
It tells of the clubs, literary, artistic, and 
philanthropic, ...it tells of what professional women 
are doing, and what business women are accomplishing.

And then, it reaches back into the past, and 
gathers up the faded ribbons of memory and romance, 
and ties them about the Vieux Carré. It tells the 
stories of the historic old houses that make New 
Orleans a place of pilgrimage...the belles and beaux 
of yesteryear, and introduces them to their jazzy sons 
and daughters.

Above all, perhaps, "The Women's Edition of the 
States" is notable because it has brought out so much 
home talent in its literary features. Many of the 
contributors are women who have already won a place in 
the writing world....?

Even the city's Fair Grounds race track participated in
this charity event by running the Kingsley House Handicap,
with movie actresses Doris Dagmar and the Gish sisters on
hand to present the winner's trophy to the winning jockey.
A tribute from the Times Picayune was republished in The
States. A news story the next day, unsigned but possibly
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written by Natalie, described a stranger arriving in New 
Orleans and being surprised by the very attractive female 
"newsies", and his inquiry. The newsies tell him about the 
charitable purposes of the Kingsley House.

Three earnest tongues told him in brief the story 
of Kingsley House, of the countless little children 
cared for and made happy there; of the mothers who are 
relieved of a great responsibility by the kindly hand 
of Kingsley House reaching out in care of their 
children while they are at work. An intimate word 
picture was drawn of the beauties of the work done by 
the institution.

...the stranger went to his purse. The amused 
smile had faded. He pressed a bill into the hand of a 
"newsie"...."Such an institution is heaven sent. I 
know, for I was cared for by one when I was a boy."
He took his paper and hurried away.

It was the same with thousands of Orleanians 
Wednesday. They opened their hearts and paid generous 
sums for the Women's Edition of the New Orleans 
States, all profits of which go to Kingsley 
House .... Those society newsies ... simply wouldn't take 
no for an answer. Mighty few people...were without a 
copy of The States Wednesday.

Out at the Fair Grounds, always a place where 
hands are ready to dig into pockets... the response was 
generous....®
The Double Dealer carried an article that month by T .

P. Thompson, president of the Board of Curators of the 
Louisiana State Museum, and the father of Basil Thompson, 
entitled "The Renaissance of the Vieux Carré", which 
included in part an imaginary guided tour through the 
restored French Quarter, describing the highlights of its 
renewal: restaurants, antique shops, cafes, and book stores
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on Royale Street; "the renovated and beautifully restored 
Maison Morphy" where Jeane Castellanos "has graciously 
proffered herself as hostess for this quaintest of 
hostelrieSf Patio Royal," and where numerous shops had 
opened, including Rosalie Nixon's new bookstore and "a 
French lingerie corner presided over by Madame Ida 
Burgueires with true Parisian grace"; John McClure's Olde 
Booke Shoppe and the Arts and Crafts Club on Royal; the 
Green Shutter Tea Room on St. Peter; the Quartier Club and 
Tea Room; Pernetti's Studio; the improved Pontalba Building 
with numerous shops and studios such as Odiorre's 
printroom. Atelier Pontalba, Moses' studio, and much more. 
Finally the writer's walk through the Quarter reached 
Jackson Square, then 526 Orleans Alley (Upper St. Anthony's 
Alley):

Turn now into St. Anthony's alley alongside the 
Cathedral... In St. Anthony's place is the quaint four 
story home of a group of regulars, - Bohemians who 
like the atmosphere sufficiently to pay it the tribute 
of residing there in the shadow of the Cathedral.
Miss Scott, Mr. and Mrs. McClure and many more are now 
located near the ancient hermitage of Pére 
Antoine... -

Natalie and the McClures had filled 626 Orleans Alley with 
artists and writers for low rents, a means of attracting 
them to the Quarter, supporting their creativity, and 
thereby enhancing the bohemian and artistic atmosphere 
which the owners desired. The location was ideal.
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overlooking St. Antoine's garden, where duels were said to 
have been fought a century earlier behind the Cathedral. 
Stepping out of her front door, Jackson Square was a short 
walk to her right and Royal Street only three doors to her 
left.

The rediscovery and rebirth of the Vieux Carré had 
gained notice and recognition far beyond the South, as 
noted during 1922 in a Peggy Passe Partout column.

We are becoming food for talk in New York these 
days Cynthia - pick up any Sunday New York paper and 
you will find some mention of us somewhere. . .A full 
page article at that in the magazine supplement. . . "Le 
Vieux Carré, where eight years ago no word of English 
was to be heard, has been overrun by irresponsible, 
effervescent young art students, architects and 
writers. What in Paris is called the Latin quarter in 
New Orleans is called the French Quarter,....

..."Genuine gifts are being developed in 
'Frenchtown, ' . . . . And one cannot call a quarter which 
attracts such men as Luis Graner and Robert W.
Grafton, Lachman and Gaspard, a quarter for artists to 
sneeze at; nor a Little Theatre which has presented 
plays by Dunsany and Synge and Shaw, Ibsen and 
Strindberg and Wilder a Little Theatre to be laughed 
at; nor a book shop haunted in its day by Lafcadio 
Hearn and Eugene Field and 0'Henry (to-day managed by 
a young poet, John McClure) a shop to be lightly 
passed by; and yet -

"The French Quarter has suffered the fate of such 
quarters. It has become a fad. It has become in a 
way fashionable."

"And going on a bit Mr. Silas Brent speaks of the 
visit of Dunsany to New Orleans and says—

"He was piloted through the quarter by Lyle 
Saxon, who lives there, who has been the sympathetic 
chronicler for years of that section...As they walked 
through the streets the Irish peer and playwright,
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noting the huge locks and hinges, the gratings, the 
balconies,... the decay, the dim driveways and the 
studded doorway of the Battle Abbey, once a torture 
chamber, muttered to himself, 'These might be my own, 
my very own imaginings.'

"There are the usual tea shops, and antique shops 
and book shops as might be expected....

"Le Petit Theatre du Vieux Carré which recently 
closed its third season is not to be dismissed so 
lightly as pink teas and masquerades. Its home is one 
of the Pontalba buildings on the old Place D'Armes and 
its director is Oliver Hindsdell. Ronald Hargrave, 
portrait painter, designs its settings and Miss Lydia 
Brown who does children's portraits its costumes.
Mrs. Oscar Nixon is President...the 125 young men and 
women who make up its varying casts may receive no 
mention by name...they comprise the only Little 
Theatre in this country which can present French plays 
in French... starting with a capital of 29 dollars 
they are now opulent with more than thirty thousand to 
their credit, have purchased a building just off of 
Jackson Square, and are remodeling it for their coming 
sscLSon • • . •

"There is the house of Paul Morphy, once chess 
champion.... It has been made into studios, with a tea 
shop and a book shop and a lingerie shop on the ground 
floor and last January students drank their syrupy 
drip coffee under the magnolias in the courtyards so 
mild was the weather... Others occupy the old 
Brulatour house...W.R. Irby, a wealthy New Orleans 
banker... remodeled the Paul Morphy and the Brulatour 
houses out of a sentimental impulse...Mr. Irby (in 
company with a good many artists and writers who have 
bought and refurbished properties there) has come 
abruptly face to face with the sordid fact that the 
quarter is not only romantic but paying real 
estate....

"Mahogany and rosewood and walnut, palettes and 
paint tubes, typewriter and tubby pencils, violins and 
harps - these await you if you lift the heavy knockers 
on the doorways to those hidden courtyards in le Vieux 
Carré."

So there we are as others see us, Cynthia - write 
me how that article strikes you.^°
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Natalie made another French Quarter investment on 
February 24, 1922, purchasing a two story Creole-style 
house at 714 St. Peter Street, between. Royal and Bourbon 
streets across from the Green Shutter, a favorite gathering 
spot. Built in 1829, her new acquisition featured an 
arched carriage entrance on the left leading to its 
interior courtyard and a long wrought—iron balcony across 
the second floor, mounted above by a single attic dormer. 
She promptly cleaned, renovated and repainted the place 
then leased space to artists and writers, leaving it to her 
tenants to decorate their abodes as they saw fit. Sam 
Gilmore, among others, became her tenant and later bought 
the place from her. Oliver La Farge, Natalie's good friend 
and author of Laughing Boy, subsequently the Pulitzer Prize 
winner for literature in 1930, would be another tenant, 

living here from 1925 until he left New Orleans in 1929.
Natalie had two residences, her studio in the French 

Quarter and the home she shared with Boss and Jack. Boss 
felt 4907 Carondelet was too large once Muddie was gone, so 
later in 1922 he purchased a house at 1913 Napoleon 

Avenue, angled across the avenue from Manale's Restaurant 
and Oyster Bar, which had long been Jack Scott's favorite 
spot to socialize evenings with his friends, including the 
restaurant's amiable owner Pascale Manale. Boss acquired
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the Napoleon Avenue property on September 21, 1922; they 
moved into the new house during September upon Natalie's 
return from her 1922 European trip.

Other than traveling in 1920 to Baltimore for Muddie's 
extended cancer treatments and aside from local excursions, 
Natalie had taken no major journeys since her return home 
from the war in late October, 1919. Descriptions of the 
exotic vacations of other New Orleanians was a staple 
subject in her column, no doubt whetting her appetite for 
such travels. After Muddle's death, Natalie made plans for 
a return to France. She organized a tour to lead nine 
college girls across the continent even though Europe 
remained a turbulent place with the French and Germans 
particularly at odds over war reparations and indemnity 
payments; French troops were poised to enter Germany's Ruhr 
Valley to enforce the Versailles treaty requirements; 
internal dissension turned into violence within numerous 
European nations, particularly within unstable Germany, a 
country torn by opposing political extremes and financial 
chaos. Yet Natalie longed to return, a desire she had 
expressed in her October 7, 1920 letter from Baltimore to 
Martha and, in a casual way, in her newspaper columns over 
the previous two years.

Natalie worked out an agreement to serve as tour guide 

under the auspices of Temple Travel Agency. She planned
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the itinerary-/ conceived the concept of "Natalie Scott and 
her Nine Muses", as she named her group, and recruited the 
nine college girls who would accompany her. As the summer 
approached, the society pages took an interest. Here are 
comments from the gossip pages of the May 27th edition of 
the New Orleans Illustrated News.

...All of which suggests that other tour I am 
particularly interested in - Natalie Scott and her 
nine "Muses" who leave for New York June 3rd, whence 
they sail June 10th aboard the "St. Paul."

Fancy imbibing Europe with such a wonderful 
person as Natalie. Among her numerous 
accomplishments, she possesses the gift of the 
Cicerone, well informed in art treasures, operas, 
theatres, etc., that make up European culture. And 
then they will have her delightful sense of humor to 
carry them through any little hardships that might 
arise.

"A perfect woman, nobly planned
To Warm, to comfort and command."
The nine that constitute her party are Bessie 

Johnson, Edwa Stewart, Caddie Stewart, Charlotte 
Reily, Amelie May, Elise Roussel, Josephine LeBlanc, 
Blanche Broussard of Abbeville, Louisiana and Mary 
Janet Smith of Mobile - all bright and attractive, so 
that Natalie can be proud of her little tribe. They 
are already booked for several tea engagements. I 
hear Stella Little will entertain them at her 
beautiful English home, and Miss Nellie Farwell has 
extended a written invitation from across seas for a 
chat "over the teacups.
Thirty-two months passed after her return to New 

Orleans, and two years from the start of her mother's fatal 
illness before Natalie was finally able to make this 
journey. The coming years would make up for lost time:
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from June to September, 1922, she would lead her nine 
"Muses" on a tour of Europe, with her reports of their 
exploits regularly appearing in both her Sunday column and 
occasional feature articles. Natalie would travel 
extensively each year of the decade except for 1925 and 
1929. From June to December, 1923, she lived in Paris' 
Latin Quarter and each week her column was written from 
Europe. In 1924, she remained in New Orleans for the 
summer with a growing and evolving coterie of French 
Quarter habitues, becoming particularly close to Sherwood 
Anderson, helping him and his new wife become immersed 
among the variety of her New Orleans friends, while taking 
on extra duties with the Double Dealer in the aftermath of 
Basil Thompson's death. As other travelers were returning 
in September to New Orleans from their 1924 summer 
vacations, Natalie left for New York where she spent four 
months living in Greenwich Village, arriving home just in 
time for Christmas.

During March, April and May, 1922 as the departure 
date of "Nine Muses" tour of Europe approached, the rising 
flood waters of the Mississippi River threatened New 
Orleans, the water so high that vessels were ordered to 
move slowly "to prevent wakes from washing over levees and 
sandbags." On Esplanade Avenue cobblestones one hundred 

feet behind the levee suddenly broke apart, spewing muddy
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river water, a sand boil caused by the tremendous pressure 
of the water pushing its way under the city's levee. 
Emergency crews were at work night and day for weeks along 
the Louisiana length of the river. On April 27th, the 
levee on the river's east side at Poydras below the city 
gave way, a major crevasse breaking through and allowing 
the rampaging river to flood the homes and property of St. 
Bernard parish. This was a prelude to 1927 when the poorly 
engineered and inadequate levee system would allow the most 
disastrous flood in American history to devastate the 
states along the length of the Mississippi River and its 
tributaries, with Louisiana and Mississippi taking the 
worst brunt of the tragedy. In 1927 state and local public 
officials, fearing the flood would wash away the city, 
dynamited the St. Bernard levee to create a crevasse that 
would ease the threatening pressure, thereby flooding the 
sparsely populated parish in order to assure the city's 
safety, not unlike the 1922 crevasse opened by nature.

Natalie's column followed the flood developments, then 
she wrote illustrated articles in both the States and the 
New Orleans Illustrated News on the Red Cross work among 
the homeless and displaced, with photographs taken while 
she worked as part of the Red Cross evacuation and medical 
care effort. She went among the black refugees and wrote 
of their plight.

124

Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission.



Milly Washington spoke for hundreds. Milly, with 
her black straw hat, with a velvet bow, perched on top 
of her snowy-white tignon, her face a very shiny 
black, and elongated in an extraordinary way that gave 
her an agreeably equine expression.

"Where do you live, Milly?"
She removed her corncob, pushed the ash down with 

a gnarled black finger, expectorated thoughtfully, and 
said:

"I reckon I live hyah now."
"Where did you live before, though?"
"I live in my house. Yes'm, I own my own house."
"Yes, but where is it?"
"It's back dere in de water." She chuckled, and 

shook her old head several times. "An' war dere?
I'low dey ain't nobody know w'ere dat house is, 'cause 
dey got de part of it hyah, and de part of it de 
yuther place."

And so it is with hundreds....
One section of Jackson Barracks swarms....[0]ne 

part set aside for the negroes, one part for the 
whites, sharing the common title, the common fate of 
refugees.... Through the windows of the low, straight 
building one catches glimpses of the mothers, moving 
busily to and fro...coming to the door from time to 
time for an anxious glance at their broods. Old men 
sit apathetically, cramped old hands holding a 
cherished cane...no complaint, no repining. Their 
attitude is dazed, confused, quiescent, fatalistic. 
Many of them speak no English at all, but murmur to 
each other in low, limpid voices in Spanish; some in a 
quick, nervous French. For the most part, they are 
small truck farmers; most of them from St. Bernard 
way, some of them from "The Island."

Flood refugees, in one tremendous moment of the 
river's whim, made homeless, shelterless, the Red 
Cross has taken them in. From the moment that the 
river, gnawing at the weak spot in the levee, made its 
first small insinuation and came through, first with a
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rush, then with a mighty crash and a roar, the Red 
Cross workers have been at their gigantic task of 
rescue. Mr. Seeley....Mr. Ben Beckman...Carroll 
Walmsley, and numbers of others...[and] small motor 
boats, barges, anything that is available. The 
steamer Capitol was pressed into service. On one trip 
it picked up over two hundred and fifty, stopping at 
various spots on the levee and running out a gangplank 
where groups were gathered, waving and calling....’-®

Natalie's articles described the operations of the motor-
corps workers "carrying refugees, calling for clothing,
taking down supplies...," the volunteers "providing
mattresses for them, getting food...clothes..., the first-
aid department operations, the kitchen crews,...the
mosquito bars, medicines, all other essentials...."

The children's bath hour is one of the eventful 
moments of the day. There is a long double line ...of 
washstands,... large and square, which makes them 
"babies' baths." The mothers gather and volunteer 
workers, a nurse in uniform, moves quietly and 
helpfully among them. The babies are plunged into the 
tubs, all ages, all sizes, squirming and wriggling, 
some squealing with delight, other shrieking their 
displeasure; mothers coaxing, scolding, cajoling...

Most of the children have the shyness of the 
country child in crowds, and cling together, gathered 
around their mothers,...One old colored man, Ishmael 
Bennet...is totally blind and quite alone; but all his 
neighbors in the camp shower him with attention...He 
is a patriarchal old figure, with his flowing beard 
and his hair touched with white, and his mahogany- 
colored skin still quite smooth in spite of his 
age....

Mr. Clem Story, who is superintendent of the 
public school of St. Bernard, has established his 
corps of teachers in a little building around the 
corner from the barracks, and school goes on, just as 
it did before the Mississippi swept into the building 
where these same classes were formerly held.’’’

125

Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission.



By late May, the flood having passed its zenith leaving 
thousands homeless, Natalie used her newspaper column to 
push and publicize the fundraising efforts:

But the canvassers do not "from their labors 
rest" as yet. How can they, with tiny babies in arms 
down at Jackson Barracks wailing and gurgling, while 
their mothers look dazed and bewildered about them, 
homes swept away, little farms submerged under a tawny 
mass of surging yellow water?

Mrs. Gourdain Smith, whose vision of service 
keeps her tirelessly at work when many stronger would 
have had to give up in exhaustion, is at her post 
again for the Red Cross. I saw her coming from the 
Barracks on one of the early days of the crevasse with 
her look of high determination and I was sure that 
something would happen!

It has: the work for funds goes forward, and the 
unfortunates who are homeless and destitute now and 
who have yet a drearier time to look forward to when 
the water subsides and they go back to the land, will 
be cared for as long as the funds continue, cared for 
in the efficient, economic way, which only a highly 
organized institution such as the Red Cross can 
achieve. Mary Buck, Mr. Seeley and the others, have 
evolved a great piece of mechanism there, in the 
course of war and disaster.^®
Natalie and most of her nine muses departed New 

Orleans by train Saturday evening, June 3rd, bound for New 
York. There, the missing members of her party, along with 
parents and well-wishers, met her dockside to board the 
ship. Their itinerary included England, France, Belgium, 
Italy, Switzerland, Germany, with trips to battlefields, 
Monte Carlo, and the Passion Play at Oberammergau also 
planned. In New York, Natalie saw Pressy Preston, her best
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friend from war-time Paris, as well as many New Orleanians 
who were working there, including Belle Lawrason with an 
architectural firm, Val Winter performing on stage, and 
writer Lucille Rutland. She went to the theater on Tuesday 
night with Dorothy Spencer (who was spending the summer in 
the East) and Mary Celeste Lyons, an old friend Natalie had 
nicknamed "M.C." or "Empsie" during their high school days 
who was vacationing in Atlantic City.

Natalie wrote her Sunday column from Europe throughout 
her 1922 travels, though Rosalie Nixon supplemented each 
column with a brief addendum on local news. At the ship in 
New York, Natalie, as chaperone, found herself in the midst 
of mothers, aunts, cousins, boyfriends and "everyday 
friends", counting tickets and answering questions as she 
shepherded her charges aboard. An observer described 
Natalie's appearance as she hurried about, preoccupied.

She looked especially stunning... the wonderful 
coat of black duretyune with its monstrous beaver 
collar that called for cold weather and England filled 
us all with envy.
Natalie's first published letter, mailed when they 

landed in Cherbourg in late June, described an interesting 
crowd of artists, sculptors, rich widows and struggling 
authors among the ship's passengers crossing the Atlantic 
and the picturesque waters of France where Charlotte Reily 

pulled out her brushes and painted the scenes they passed.
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Upon landing at the coastal city of Deauville, just south
of the mouth of the Seine River, Natalie and one of her
companions decided to try the surf despite the cold 
weather-

... It was terribly cold in Deauville the first
day and as I had dressed myself up in appropriate
white, I swathed myself in my big coat. Catty Stewart 
and I determined to go swimming anyway, of course, so 
we rented a little bath cabin, towels and the rest of 
the necessary paraphernalia and dressed for the bath. 
Catty went into shrieks of laughter over the bathrobe 
which is made of towelling and simply fastens around 
your neck by pulling a string. I have never in the 
world been so cold as when we started off down that 
hard beach! The wind was simply cutting through us 
and I thought I would never in the world have the 
courage to plunge in but finally made the break and it 
was glorious!^
The ship entered the Seine River and they got off 

again at Rouen where they attended mass at the great 
cathedral. Later, after Paris, they made the trip to 
Rheims, which had been destroyed in the war, its famous 
cathedral reduced to skeletal remains of roofless shattered 
walls. Natalie was amazed at the recovery she witnessed in 
both the countryside and the city, then they went to 
fortress of Pompelle.

You would never know that this land had been 
fought over and looked like one of the principalities 
of Hades just a couple of years ago. It is perfectly 
marvelous to see how they have cleared it around here, 
the most luxuriant crops of grain I have ever seen 
anywhere and the shelled spots are scarce...In the 
little villages the people are working away 
tirelessly, patching up the houses, filling up the 
holes and getting things in order again...I can see 
the houses, lots of them entirely new, some patched up
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with clean new parts, the old parts still showing the 
pockmarks of shells.

Rheims was interesting to see again. The streets 
are full of builders and wagons full of building 
material... sometimes several houses, sometimes almost 
a block of them, that have been rebuilt. . .right in the 
midst will be the old stark ruins. It's very 
queer....The Cathedral gives an impression of more 
destruction more desolation...than it did the last 
time I was here, in comparison, probably with the 
rebuilding of the places all about it. We did the 
usual thing of going to the fortress of Pompelle. The 
fort itself has been left very much as it was and of 
course it is interesting to the girls to see the 
dugouts, the line of communicating trenches, the two 
German tanks that are left there stuck in the 
mud...There are still, even after all the comhing of 
the place that tourists have done, pieces of shrapnel 
and other souvenirs. We slid down a dugout, went 
through a short one underground. . . we climbed over the 
poor dilapidated place from one end to the other
Fannie Craig, the artist from New Orleans who was also

traveling in Europe that summer, tracked Natalie down in
Paris and went with the group to Rheims and other
excursions from Paris. Two other young New Orleans
artists, Charlie Bein and Tommy Farrar, were also exploring
Europe and they too spent much time with Natalie and her
companions. Another sidetrip was to Belleau Woods, and
Natalie's published letter provided some details.

Well, continuing this on the train, we are all 
stretched out like weary soldiers. We had to get up 
this morning at a quarter of six in order to take this 
trip....

We have been out to Belleau Woods, which I find 
decidedly changed. It looks better groomed.. .The 
underbrush has grown up, the trees that are still left 
alive are putting out green leaves... it hasn't the 
bareness or forlornness that it had before, when I was
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there...The graves that were low down on the hill 
before, across from the little farm house, have all 
been moved up higher to the official cemetery now. It 
is still quite impressive to round the curve up the 
road and see them gleaming so suddenly white against 
the low line of the tattered long strip of wood that 
covers the brow of the long, low, but quite steep 
hill. When I was there the last time there were a 
number of machine gun emplacements still left...shell 
holes...the ground still raw and reddish and torn up. 
Mow most of the holes have been covered up. There are 
none of the more startling souvenirs such as pieces of 
uniform, helmets and the like which even as late as 
June, 1919, were still in evidence.’’

Natalie wrote most of her next column on the way to
Rome, completed after her arrival there. They went to
Nice, where they swam and enjoyed the beach, then to Monte
Carlo where the girls were disappointed to be excluded from
the casinos due to being underage, only Charlotte Reily and
Natalie being over twenty-one and able to enter.

You should have seen us....The Prince of Monaco 
who was very beloved by all...had died just a few days 
before rather unexpectedly... the employees about the 
Casino were wrapped in gloom.. .All the tables in the 
great central gambling hall were filled....I was 
determined to play just to see how it was done. We 
watched roulette at one table after another until 
finally we caught on to a little...but very little.
At last I screwed up nerve enough, Charlotte urging me 
on, to go up and buy some chips. The chips, little 
ivory things... I chose only the five franc ones and 
bought only four...at the same time boldly asked the 
old fellow dressed in dismal black who sold them to me 
how to play. He was very amiable and told me about 
roulette... The croupiers looked at me without any 
expression except for a young one at the end who 
smiled agreeably. And I put one white chip on number 
24 feeling as though everyone in the hall had his eyes 
on me...the old croupier was calling 
"Sept...Vingt...Cinq— Impair et passe."
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He pushed over a pile of chips of twenty four but 
I didn't notice...my agreeable croupier bowed to me 
and said "Madame." I bowed back without the slightest 
idea of what it was about but wanted to be agreeable. 
Then everyone at the table grinned and he pushed the 
chips over towards me with his little wooden rake and 
I suddenly realized I had won. I was quite excited.
I won several other times and came out finally with 
five hundred and twenty-five francs where I had put in 
twenty francs. I felt as though I had been on a long 
long trip and had been gone for ages !

Each time Natalie pushed her stack to twenty-four, the
ivory pellet had rolled to rest in the twenty-four space.
To celebrate her luck, Natalie used a portion of her
winnings to treat her nine muses to dinner in a Monte Carlo
restaurant. The States prepared a dramatized and amusing
version of the occasion for the front page of Sunday's
second section.

They visited Genoa and Pisa. In Rome they dined at
the Gastello de Cesare perched on top of the Palatine hill,
formerly the site of the palace of Roman emperors, where
the view of the ruins, the city and the dark low mountains
was spectacular. Dinner was so inexpensive due to the
favorable rate of exchange, their total bill was a dollar
and a half; they kept cabs all evening for less than a
dollar, the drivers waiting as they wandered through the
Coliseum enjoying the grandeur of the moonlight.

...at night the moonlight works a miracle with 
it, puts back its old splendor it seems...All the 
tales of it, of the gladiators who fought and died 
there whose bodies were thrown into the aquaduct to be 
thrown into the Tiber like trash, pictures of the
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wicked old emperors, the wild beasts, the mob and all 
that I have ever read came back very clearly at night 
there in the moonlight and seemed very plausible.

We were speaking in whispers and were beginning 
to believe in ghosts. Then from somewhere in the 
shadows an Italian boy began to sing. He had a fine 
rich voice and sang so spontaneously that we could 
imagine that he had his head thrown back and was 
singing like a bird. When he finished there was a 
perfect storm of handclapping and then we knew for the 
first time how many people were in the place.
Florence was their next stop where they stayed in the

Hotel Monopole with the Piazzo e Chiesa before them.
...I am suddenly tired of jabbering. A crowd of

young boys has just gone by, lounging along under the 
windows on the street that winds there by the Arno.
If there is such a thing as black agate that's the 
Arno now, streaked waveringly with thin lines of light 
at intervals, pricked with a few reflections of 
stars,... light-studded where the bridges lie across 
it, - the Ponte Vecchio with the funny little shops 
that line it. And the boys are singing a thrumming 
little Italian air, two of them carrying the air while 
the others sing a "tum-tum" accompaniment. Crowds of 
them keep passing every now and then, and the singing 
is soft voiced, full toned. Otherwise the air is very 
quiet and the night is lovely. . .

Then to Venice and to Switzerland. After completing their
Swiss tour through the Oberalp and Furka passes and
arriving in Lucerne at night in a thunder storm, they
encountered three more New Orleanians as they stepped off

the train, - John Blakemore, Freddy Oechsner and Douglas
Nairne, who had worked their way over as cabin boys.
Similar encounters with American friends occurred through
most of the trip. On August 6th they were in Obereimmergau
to witness the centuries old passion play, then toured the
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southern part of Bavaria. They went on to Munich, 
Nuremberg, Holland then to England, finally sailing from 
Southampton on August 24th for Montreal, Canada. All along 
the way, Natalie dropped postcards in the mail to her 
nephew, nieces and god-children.^

The Southern Railway brought Natalie and Elise Roussel 
home to New Orleans on September 9th, a Saturday evening, 
as the rest of her group lingered in the north for short 
vacations with their families. "A hurried rush of waiting 
friends, a photographer making his way down to the last 
Pullman, and there at the last was Natalie, smiling as 
casually as though she had arrived from a weekend on the 
Gulf Coast..." Sidonie with her three children was also 
there to meet her. Natalie carried a gigantic handbag 
purchased in Germany to accommodate the great volume of 
inflated German marks necessary to equal a small amount of 
American money, and the gifts she had purchased. Sidonie 
and Nauman had visited Boss several times during Natalie's 
absence. Now Sidonie was back to help Jack and Natalie 
organize the move from 4 907 Carondelet to the new house 
Boss had purchased on Napoleon Avenue.^®

The New Orleans States ran a front page story that 
week about their trip, joking that the ten females managed 
to complete a trouble-free tour of post-war Europe without 
a man in their midst.
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