May 4, 1967.

¥isg Ann Treer -
133 West 22nd Strest
New York City

! ork

Desr Anns

Bv“owﬁ talking with you on the telephone tnis morning, I want to write

and agﬂkogiZG - 1n type - for sll the inconvenience and difficulty I

rmugt have cauvsad you. This has been such & busy season for me: t

praphy hivalj cluss in the Art Tnstibute school and & series of
nivitions to orgenize and install for the Illinois Arts Council have

Jr{veu into a siste of static *WSdn"tJ sc that &y things heve had to

be shelved unti. some later date. I wish I could hope for your forgive-
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ness for the uniortunate ig has cakded.

Only a Jew days ago I [inished recasting the exhibition schedule so taut
the date definitely fixed for your show is for its opening on January £0
(1968) to extend through February <5. We woulu like to have about seveniy-
five prints es this will give us some latitude for selection and hanging.
The mounting of the prinis wilil ve done here. It is desirable o have as
meny 11 x 14" prints as possible, slthough we will take care of any ex-
ceptions, so do not hesitate ebout incluaing them as they often do much
towards maxing & show interesiing.

We iike to have the prints in cur hands about one month before the exulbi- |
tion opens. I shall talk with you more tnan once before lnet time and I

em sure everything will turn out to be quite essy and simple if you are
able to pardon the annoying lack of my letters in the past.

jest regurds to both of you.

Poq

Sincerely, A

Hugh Edwerdg, Curator of Photographye.




Ann‘Treer,

elias Mrs. A. Vestal,

715 Carroll St. Apt. 3.1.
Brooklyn N.Y. 11215.
Tels.: Bl2-=-759-0336.

Mre. Hugh Bdwards,

Print Department,

The Art Institute of Chicago,

Michigen at Adams,

Chicago  Illinois  60603. PERSONAL.

Januwery 8%th, 1968.

Dear Hugh BEdwards,

The package of (well wrapped) prints went off trme to sche-
dule on Dece. 26th, via Railway Bxpress, and was supposec to reach you latest on
January 2nd. There doesn't seem to be a limit to insurance amouunts, so on a rough
bagis of § 25.- per print I ceme up with § 2200.~-, for which I hope they won't
charge you too much. 7- I know this is a preposterous amount, as far as sctual

nances of sales go, but it seeuns to iunsure special tender handling by the REL
people. Or so they said.... Ob yes, I'm not altogether sure if I have 88 or 87
prints there, having gone thpoough a typical Huckleberry #Finn counting and re-count-
ing of silver spoons kind of thing.

Since I have no documentary proof that I am Ann Treer, and
heving gone through & thing with the Post 0ffice once, trying to reclaim & package
of reject prints from BExpo, I beg you to have all official things -~ from re-
turned prints to (!) cheques (?) to whatnot -- addressed to Irs.A.Vestal. Only
normal mail comes through without & hitch on my professional name.

For verious - foremost finoneciel - ressons I very much doubt
thet I'11 be 2ble to see the show myself. I'd love to have some rhotographs of
the show for bregging purposes. Is this possible 7

Forgive my late submission of my life's story, but I've had
to fight 211 menner of inner obstacles. On the one hand, I'd hate to give a brief
skeletal sccount of data, on the other I've never yuite overcome the traumatiec
experience of my flight from hehind the Iron Curtain; the flight itself was

mooth, but the remifications were rough : from DP-dom and fear of consetuences
to my father, to Wew Australian status, to coming to Few York at the height of
McCarthy's carrecer, which made me rather unpopular a&s a refugee from the VWorkers!
Paradise. I also have a recurring nightmare about beinz kidnapped by Communist
agenis... Lowever, since I dislike dry data I'll probably gel carried away and
write you & rambling story. I hamen't the time for Judicious editing now, so

I beg you to be my Jjudicious editor instead. Pick out the data that are fit for
public consumption, and keep the rest for your own smusement, hokay ?
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BIOGRAPHY == Ann Treer.

e . o, . i e, B . S, T o e,

Born 1922 in Vienna, though not an Austrian. Since my father was Hungerian,
I was auntomatically & Hungarian myself, though I lived in that country -- and
learned thet impossible language —-- only in my late teeuns. Learned to read and
write out of curiosity at a ppecbcious age, while also doing some pretty drawings,
so my elders thought I was some kind of a genius and put high hopes in & grand
carreer. (4 good reason for early neuroses.) Ales, my drowings became sour and
stilted, @nd I hated school.

When I was four, Papa went broke, lMema got her first stage contract as en
orere singer, and I started seeing country after country -- sometimes as a piece
of bewildered buggage, sometimes as an unhappy inmete of boarding schools among
vicious little children who didn't like outlandish emceptions, or rather liked
to torment them. At thot time I became an outsider, ond I haven't seen any res-
son since to stop being one —-- analyst or no enalyst.

Spoke perfedt Parisisn at the age of five (under duress); refused to talk
French altogether at seven, in i@inz am Rhein, where I tried hard to be & street
urchin. Had chicken pox or something in an awfully healthy "Kinderheim™ in
lunich, ate fish with two forks =nd perfect Ttable manners in the dining car of
the Simplon-Orient Express (I think, it was) at eight, wes commandcered into
Arithmetic by my ex-school director Grandfather in a2 small village in Tugoslavia,
where I sneered &% couniry life, CGrandpe himself (he was CRUDE, used to veat
his children), eand et his marvellously sour village bressband, which he con-
ducted at Easter lLiass and at funerals, heing then the village organist.

Was brought back to Vieuna at ven, suffered through four years of '""Real~
Gyumeagium", three of them at conveniy boarding schools, which in turn made me
devomt, then dubious, then disillusioned, then =zggressively atheist, though on=-
ly efter leaving. 1y atheism was later superceded by HIinduism, Buddhism, Theo-
sophy, Free Love, Pacifism and others, before it crystallised into my present
religion of "rhere are more things between Heaven and Barth -- long s they're
not institutionalised..."

At fourteen studied English (British or King's English) at a girls' college
in Prague (where I forgot %o learn_Czech), which esrned me a beautiful diplomea
from the Pregue University =563 ga;j&ﬁg permission to teach English (privately).
I did a bit of teaching later, and dince I never bothered to look up exact
meanings or prononciations in dictionsries, I may have left a trail of false in-
formations behind. In the meanwhile I kept in prectice by reading BEdgar Wallace
and Wodchouse in the original, learning the lyrics of American populsr songs,
and talking English loud in public whenever thaet was most unsdvisable, like
during the war years.

In 1938 all foreigners were expelled from Fregue, and Papa took me to Buda-
pest, where I had to learn Jungerian. I immediately wanted to become & comedienne,
but fluffed the examinationfs?br the Academy; partly because I hed to learn se-
veral classical poems by heert ( in three days}iand I detested poems, partly be-
cause my accent was atrocious. Vhen asked if I could recite & German poem, the
only one I remembered was Heinrich Heine's "The Vorld is Stupid, The World is
Blind", which I duly recited. It later occurred to me that poor Feine had been
already excommunicated, znd the Academy was run by pro-German elements. llaybe 1
would neve made & good comedienne afber 2lleces.
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Spent the Second World War and aftermath in Hungsary, mostly, though there
was a year or so in the High Tatra, in Sloveskia, when I lived in various half-empty
tourist hotels as their "artist-in-residence™, i.e. designing posters and luggege
stickers etc. for them -- to my greatest =2mazement. It was the result of mg
an energetic lady friend's machinstions, because I was really cuite bored by
commerciel designing. Wesn't much good, either. - Tried to meke a go of fashion
and theater costume design, got equelly bored. Finally ot & grip on the Tun-
garian language end started writing short stories, of which some got published,
others rejected by the censors. llo wonder; the stories were rxifsryymeifizix
outspoken anti-war propeganda, and we were in the middle of a wWar.... (@an't
help veing wryly amused by today's youngsters with thelr pacifist movements;
first of all, theirs is a mass-movement Zgainst my one-men-stand egesinst the
world; second, each one of them wants 2% lesst two or three kids AND no war =--

I was 2% least more logical in my muddled way.) After giving up on immediate
publication, in the middle of a more ambitious masterworR, I pooped out. -
Became briefly o movie extra, ostensibly for background meterial, but found out
soon th&qit wes Gull and tiresome. Affter =z while I even gzave ap writing letters,

in the forties the war Dbecame tougher and we had frequent airraids. The
cellar of our house wasn't much of & shelter, c¢nd the Jjittery ladies from other
apartments made it worse, so I stayed up on the third floor, under & table (in
case of glass splinters), clutching my wooden elephant nemed Ike znd in the
company of a rum bottle. Telt terribly brave - and drunk, of course. - Sur-
vived the bombings, my own dengzerous big mouth, my exclusive (end tragic) friend-
ship for underdogs and oppositionists, the Germen retreat, Hitler, the siege of
Budapest, =nd the Russian occupation (I'm not & blonde). Read & heavy tome on
Astrology by cendlelight in the celler {letting others do the cooking -- I didat
know how to cook anyhow), and felt disgusted. Thought the Commies were another
pessing phase, and that I'd survive them too. Took & Jjob a@s an air hostess while
waiting for "normelization™, kewkvpmrt did my duty in the so-called dcemocratic
voting procedures (which had rather odd publiec results, mathematically), ob-
served the old-time, ®m# soclal-democrat leaders - men of integrity - being public-
ly Genounced for stealing party-funds, morched (with e scowl =nd a drag) on lay-
Day parades, and found out in '49 thet I couldn't surviee the Commies after 2ll.
Especially not after Czech oslovania. oo Since I 1 vb & th aneout police states
(nerves, you know) I Plﬂm¢;y def . 1o wi toothbrush, =nd
wes prompbly accused by an Amer nployee {uhose help I needed Tor

e call) that I was & DB-s

Was & DP in Italy for half t Rome then Ilaples -- and, though

out-of-cemp, cov lan'* enjoy the sed to as a kid. The city was in-

fested by wolves, which drove me from lonely walks, and I didn't

dare go out for €n espresso after dark -- an excuse for tae police o accuse

lonely femeles for prostitution. Waen I couldn't get & visa to tae U.S. (my

nother was already here), I tried to emigrate to Canada on her advice. The (ane-

dian Immiwration Committee was +ac1nu on females as domestics {a thing I didn't

know anything sbout), and I would heve tried it, except there was & Committee Lady
wio told me to stop. peinting my ;mca, or I'd be mistaken for a prostitute. Tha
about finished Canada for me.

et a friend of friemds in Naples; he proposed; we got married. He wanted to
criigpate to Australia (The Land For Pioneers)-- so we went. lianaged to get the
slowest ship of the DP Slawe Trade, with the worst Litchan on &ll seven seass Al-
most learned Scottish from the First Engineer, had a food revolt which lead no-
where since the cook was no good, and finally azrived in an Austrelisn cemp, nemed
Bonegilla, an ex—army cemp. Tmigrants kEwe in trensit lived in men's blocks or
women's blocks, in corrugeted tin huts. Emigrants with camp jobs lived in similar
huts, but divided into small cubicles with non-soundproof walls.-- Went through
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both versions,% (we got jobs there). The food was mostly mutton. (Haven't been
eble to eat lamb or drink tea for years afterwards.)- Visually maddeningly beau-
tiful country, otherwise frustrating. Psople suspicious, jeering; climate un-
bearable; Jjobs for pioneers and muscle -=- or the dimited range of city jobs.
Rents higher than Illanhatten eee Oh Welleeoss

Had a camp director's secretary's job in camp, later a checue typistts in
Sydney. My first boss was a sweet unreasonsble paternalistic old gent who was
hard of hearing @nd loved us in an absurd, shouting way; when he was canned I
cuit. 1y second boss was a huge oil corporation with huge rooms with thirty
Tieasek clepks and thirty phones -- one on each desk, but no air conditioning. I
suffered like a dog in swmer, and froze in winter, becasuse countries which aren't
supposed to have WINTERS don't have decent heating - only electric or ges heaters -
like Australie or Itely, and guite a few others, I hear.... Sydney hes & beautiful
harbour -~ from the air., The city itself wes a misteke : totally out of plece.

After quitting thet job I took en apbitude test; they concluded that I would
meke & good drafisman. Having learned & bit of photography at that stage (print-
ing first -- my first husband bought a small enlagger that we couldn't afford, and
I got interested against my will, not being able to read 2t night without lights
in the camp cubicle) I asked them 'what 2bout photography?'end they said fnot at
your age dear, they start 'em when they're kids' -- so that was that since I was
about thirty then. However, I did get 2 halfday Job with a phobtographer, printing
postecard size enlargemends of people at parties, ship arrivals and depsrtures,
etcey One day my boss was short of operators =nd needed somecone to cover & chils
dren's birthday party (at & restaurent), so he teusht me to handle his oldest
Leica and electronic flash ecuipment in half a day, and off I went. (Iy left
shoulder hasn't been the same ever since that electronic flash.)~ The first roil
of film seemed to last forever, from firsv arrivals to the blowing-oubt-~of-candles
roubtine, so when I went %o caeck it, I found it was a complete blenk -~ hadnt't
moved from the first frame. Good 0ld Leicas, can't touch them ever since !

Since the other rolls seeme. to please my boss (though not the customers, who didn't
ordef*éﬁ??, he didn't give up on me, but sent me to other assigmments -- mostly
parties, one Barmitzvah, a string of 0lde Scottish Competition tests from dencing
to bagpipes. At one perty I came oubt into the sunlight, but found out I had no
instructions about how to unhook the flash and wha+t exposure where when and howe.

Oh Well eeeee After that I got curious and started to make rich, melodramatic
portraits of my friends. The largest prints I ade were 45" X 63" -- enlarging

paper was frightfully expensive there, I couldn't see any REASCH for anything

lerger —- also I didn't believe in spotting, sounded UNNATURAL to me. - Anyhow,
when I showed nmy first results to my boss, he was delighted and paid me the higgest
compliment he could think of : he said they were a cross between Karsh and llortensen.
Since then I haven't heard & more sincere compliment.

Came to New York on & visit in '54, =2nd after having decided to stay and sta-rt
from Imkxmw—-scratch, asked my husband for & divorce. Studied with Sid Grossman for
a semester, and again for & few weeks shortly before his death. Didn't understand
& single thing he said about pictures (the rest being vired rhetoric), but found
ut years later that it had worked on my subconscious, or something, Jjust as he
had predicted. Am still ruzzled =2bout rumors about his cruel and desiructive ways
with students; must have had semantic blocks against his verbal deathrays, if
there were such.

In Hew York I tried to get & photograpBer's assistant's job, but they all
waudet strong young boys, not women in their thirties. Though, come to think of

i 31id worls for = h v I £ i} O § .
%, I did work for s photographer, wio teught me spotting, since he needed me
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for that snd for drying prints on a large gedget, and for answering the phone.
Otherwise I didn't work out too well; when he took me on assigmments, I would
get all tangled up with stends and flash equipment.... After thaet the only jobs
I could get were with photographic screen outfits, ss contact printer. In the
first of these I wes superceded by & young boy (helf pay), in the second I found
myself in one of four printing® booths, with a radio blaring populer songs (the
same twelve songs each day) et all times, which drove me muts. I don't know how
the other people could stand it; apparently they could stend it better than me.
Ever since I haven't even tried to get another job; my own idiosyncrasies are
no mateh for popular idiosyncrasies in a mass culture.

In the meanwhile learned printing the hard way -- at night, with bathroom
sebups, driven by the principle of "high craftsmanship or bust". An still hostile
to young gifted phobtogrephers who bat out a 30 or 40 print show in & couvle of
deys (having commercial darkroom experiecnce), becsuse even if I can't find fauls
with their prints, I find this extremely unfair. It takes me three to four hours
to come to my finzal print of & negeiive, and in & whole night I can tackle two
or three negatives maximum -- with five or six pximtsx scecepbtavle prints each.

I still think of "fast looking" as "shallow looking"™, snd see no reason to change
my ways of working in middle zage. Of course I'll never get & Job in & commercial
12D 2ag2in.eeece

When David Vestal started teaching, I studied with him, and - incidentally -
got married to him. Which ought to teach & moral, only I don't ¢uite know yet
what it is. UNeturally, I got quickly tagged as a Vestal student-and-imitator;
we used to go to the same places &t weckends, and, consequently, were faced with
the seme thingé& -- woods, meadows, beaches. 3ut go and fight City-Hall. All this
at & time when everybody imitated everybody else, according to the fads : the
Jazz musicians, the Italian festivals, the square dances, the clowns,; the
grainy existing-light #ad, the wide-sngle fad, the long-lens fad, the fish-eye....
Sorry, the pmst tense is an oversight.)

Feeling & moral obligation ftowerd making & cerreer, I made the Art-Direetors!
cidcuit. First yeerly, then every second year, fisemsm later only now and then,
%11l I petered out. Tried popular magazines, fashion megsazines, advertising,
record COvVerSess. Got the whole gamut from "besutiful - wish we could use it"
to the snide and bored attitudes. After finding out that I was dealing with e
professional neurosis (the A.D. with the worst bite beceme the sweetest, most
appreciative guy once he was retired and approached =t home), and that my essay
on "what's wrong with record covers'" complete with cover dummies to sell myself
only led to & new fashion in record covers without selling myself a2t all —-
I quit.

Pound out that every smell sale or publication I had was sheer accident;
a few prints to the lMuseum of liodern Art, =& print or two in & huge show, a page
or two in an Annual, & funny story about road pictures in Pop.fhoto, & Brazil
portfolio in Infinity, even & one-man show &t the Architectural Leasue - which,
being in the League's dining room, wes practically invisible most of the time.

The last thing I did -- 2nd even got paid for -- was an assignment for & Federal
project on roads and highways in the city, in '66. I chose the George Vasihington
Bridge and &pproaches, got more and more iuvolved, and eunded up with & Jomeriec
epos of such pesweiks proportions thet it took days to edit it down to 42 pictures.
This doesn't seem right for the professional sepprosch, so I'™m left withoul great
hopes for more of same.
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In the meanwhile, the darkroom hes changed from a cosy retreat into & hostile,
back-breaking saltmine. Middle age and f=iling eye sight doesn't exasctly help Exxthe:
either. IIy print boxes are overflowing, and who wants photography anyhow 7 There
are almost as meny photograpBers in this country as there are citizens.

So, ever since completing my last "job", Itve taken snother sabbatical leave.
Iy first one wes in the early simties and went into knitted woollen hats ~-
beceme & rage with Herper's Bazaar and was a complete commercial flop -- the
present one goes into making earrings from colorful plastic boxes and things,
and I don't even try to sell them. {The last one also got interrupted by our
moving to Brooklyn, snd my getting drowned in spackle =nd wall paint, not to
speak of floor paint which I cen't get out mfxmycfingmexnsiisxix from under my
fingernails.)

The trouble is, I talked ay husband into dbuying 2 most expensive stainless
steel sink, m%x so I'1l prohably have to get back to photography before long.

Yothing wrong with rhmkegrzmyprymx photography, mind you, but there is so
much WORK involved == 2nd WORE is & four letter word -- and then you're stuck
with tons of prints which make moving & nightmere. And when you're ambitious,
your ego gets bashed in a gutted market; and when you're nonchalant, you don't
feel like printing or selling or something.

o, I'm not & pessimist, and I don't think in terms of that Helne poem any
more. But I reaslize that good photographs sre not enough to get you wherever you
think you want to go; in addition you need selling personality, the 2bility to
fill a2 need within 2 limited demand, and lots of lucky coincidents. You can't
be a magazine photographer, if you're bored by magezines -- like I am. You can't
be & fashion photographer, if you get sick of Seventh Avenue -- like I do. You
can't be a successful porfdrait photographer, if you don't believe in people's
self images —-- like I don't. And so forth. And, of course, you can't be & photo-
grepher with Profound Messages, once you've found there really aren't any; It've
seen =nd heard too meny, cnd they're all phony (sincerity notwithstandingleeee

0=0=0~0-0=0~0=0~0-0

God help me, Hugh, I've ended with & sermon. Please lock it up end
don't show anybody. Can't possibly spend more time on editing all tais, so Pease
teke over for me. = Hope the pictures have arrived safely, 2nd thet my additions
don't bug you. - Would love to have a few invitations for stamnch friends, rela=-
tives, snd one for the walle Greetings from Davide And next time you're hers,
our place will be ready for & little comfort betwesn Imsk-ballet sessions -- am
painting it in a colorful way, like the Beatles say.

Greetings and thanks, —

glias L.Vestal



March 8, 1968

Mrs. A. Vestal

715 Carroll Street
Apartment Be¥
Brooklyn ‘

New York

11215

Dear Ann:

At last I am back at the museum, slowly collecting the
pieces which were so widely scattered by my December
debacle. I returned to find your show very popular and
as 1 mentioned before, the date of its closing has been
moved forward to March 31l.

I have had Robert FPottinger make installation photographs
so that you may have some idea of how the exhibition looks.,
I wish you could have been here bhefore its close, 1 am
gending you a set of the photographs as well as a paragraph
from the Daily News Panorama concerning the exhibition.
Don't be too disappointed by the reference to landscapes

of the Middle West,

The trip to New York I had planned to make in December I
still have hopes of realizing in April., I trust I shall be
able to see you and David., 1 am very grateful for all your
efforts and patience: selfishly I can say it has been much
to our advantace to have your prints here,

All good wishes to both of you and more soon,

Sincerely,

Hugrh bdwards, Curator of Photographye.

TR
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|




Amn Treer/ A.Vestal,
715 Qarroll Street Apt. 3.1,
Bro°k1yn NeYe 11215-

Mr. Hugh Edwards,
Photography Department,
The Art Institute of Chicago,

June 18th, 1968.

Dear Hugh,
Your letters are always such a pleasure.

Not only is it still agreable with me, but I'll.fgig\ég,too happy
and proud to have some pictures in your permanent collection. (Eight ¢ Wow I)
And yes, the price is correct.- Am touched and encouraged by your remarks, and feel
emboldened to make the following suggestion : if the committee's choice should
differ from yours and leaves out some of your particular pets, please feel free
to keep those too, any number, on & no-charge basis. I understand that "gifts"
ere suspect and not greatly valued in oub age, even in museums; but I trust that
you are immune to modern superstitions. It would please me; I couldn't hope for
& better home for my work, and I would naturally use it for tex deductiong, upon
receipt of official proof.... Ckay 7

The storage problem of the 18x22" mats won't faze me; after all, we've
survived moving our lives' work last fall.- I wonder if Barbara Crane ever got &a-
round to meking slides of some of my prints; she intended to when she met David
in Weshington, and I sent her the "go-ahead"™ through him.

After April had come and gone (the original date of your last planned
visit to New York) I felt like writing you & "what gives?" note, but was afraid
it might sound like a hint about the prints and would put additional pressure on
youw. Your letter suggests that you had been playing down your illness in winter.
ind I've heard through the grapevine that you had to move after a fire (?) at your
residential hotel. So it is really up to me to thank YOU for YOUR concern and pa-
tience; not vice versa.

I'11 be happy to welcome you back to New York, whenever your long-delayed
vigit materializes, but short of a miracle won't be able to show you new work.
Haven't been to the darkroom since early '67, and doubt that I could interest you
in my latest works of art s 110D earrings and plastic reading lamps, for own use.
Brooklyn doesn't excite me visually, and I'm positively homesick for the Hudson
River docks -= smog, stink, noise and all. But meinly I'm just stale. Your letter
prodded me into looking at new contact sheets, but there it stopped. To stard
WORKING again I'11l need at least a lion tamer with & whip.

David sends his best regards; I send mine together with many thanks,and
do let me know eventually (no hurry) if my suggestion is acceptable. And we're
looking forward to your next visit here (terribal, town, but think of Lincoln
Center). .

Sincerely,






