
11th July , 1961 

Mrs. q. .-lae Hershenkopf , 
3029 i·,anlewood Ave . , Apt . 10 , 
l-~ontre..:1l , P • lt . 

Dear Mrs . Hershenkopf : 

I was delighted to receive 
tribute to J2r: Cone and :L am so glad that 
liked the th1ngs that I said about him . 
his memory with you and do a good job in 
That what he would want . 

As ever yours, 

WP/mb 

your 
you 
Carry 
life . 



Dear Dr. Penfield, 

I have written you several times, and destroyed 

the letters. This was after Dr. Cone died. I couldn't then, and 

! can't nO\v, tell you what I really want to. I have no training 

of any kind and didn't even go to high school. I find it dif f icult 

to express myself as I have no vocabulary. My typing is poor 

because I am still very nervous. I say still because I was very 

sick for a long time. My problem here is, that I have no idea 

what to tell you. Dr. Cone operated on me in 1945. I was brought 

in from St. Agathe, with,as the old man Dr. Turner called it,~ 

badly battered back." I jumped out of a burning building and broke 

my back. One morning there were a whole lot of doctors near my 

bed, my ex-rays were being looked at, and my case history read out 

loud. You, Dr. Penfield, were near my bed too. You have a wonderful 

face. I wanted so much to hear your voice. The doctors were 

sailors. Er. M~rris , interne at the time, read my history. 

The doctor in St. Agathe told someone that I would die on the ~ay 

home. I didn't die. When Dr. Cone first looked at me and saw my 

first ex-rays, he said, "You have a broken back, but we kno1v how to 

cope with it. 11 His beautiful voice. I never saw the man before, 

but his beautiful voice inspired me. I knew that I had nothing to 

worry about. Then Dr. Cone was about to go on, and I stopped him 

and I ~aid, "I understand. 11 He bad a look of surprise on his face, 

then walked away. His voice inspired me. Later on I started to 

call him God to myself. ! was told that if I were taken to any 

other hospital, I would have been crippled for life. When I got 

out of the hospital, one woman called that I did not know, and she 

asked me if my bladder was paralyzed and I said no. 
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She told me that hers was and how lucky I was that mine wasn't. 

The first time I asked for a bed pan, they all got hysterical. 

One of the nurses shbtl~ed, 11WAIT UNTIL DR. CONE HEARS THIS. 11 They 

made such a fuss with me. You would thihk I created somethin 

of rare value. I evidently did. Little did I know that taking a 

pee would cause such a commotion. That was when all the doctors 

c~me in. Then Dr. Cone came in the next morning and tickled my 
I 

feet with his keys. I didn't see him. He sneaked in behind my bed, 

and all of a sudden I screamed and couldn't jump as I was still 

partially paralyzed. And there he was, __ laughing his gorgeous laugh1 

and holding his keys. I told him to take the(~ims&rw,J) big 

heavy weight off my back, and his face turned sad. r.rrelt as if 

there was a trunk on it. My ribs were taken out and fused into my 
I 

back. I didn't know why I should have such pain so high up and 

_nobody told me. That art was horrible. No answers. These special ----=--------
smiles that doctone and nurses have. They walk away from your bed, 

and you are re~dy ta die with frustration. 

Tell us somethina. Then the casts started. I was wonderful. I 

felt no pain after about a month. I had nothing on my(bx~~tx~XX.) 

back at all. Not even a board on my bed. I was doing everything. 

Dr. Cone \'lalked in · one morning, when I could barely talk, I looked 

at his face and(BaXH) saw the compassion on ito I wasn't drinking 

enough water. I couldn't bare anything. Then he said, uYou must try 

to drink. 11 I looked at his face and saw how bad he felt fop me. 

so,barely able to talk, and whispering and very slowly I said, 11 Dr. 

Cone, don't be worried about me. I am not a sickly person and I 

straighten up f'ast. 11 The most gorgeous smile came out on his face, 
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and I said, "This is God..!' Then the casts started. He did several. 

~lways under such bad circumstances. There seemed to be no system 

to do me, or no table to do me on. One night they improvised some 

sort of rope. It was horrible. I was hanging suspended. Just my 

hands and feet were touching. I was holding a bar. Hy body was 

swinging freely. I was fighting and crying and started to vomit. 

D~. Cone sot sic~ Then another time bad things happened too. 
C'fl~"T 

~x Then one 1was too small and bad to be done over. Then one 

had to have a window cut on the back. It was touching my bone and 

the pain was unbearable. This was always in the night because there 

was no ti~e to do me in the day. And that bot little room. Now 
~Rsr 

this ~ next will stay in my mind for all my life. It was in the 

middle of the night. I think around 1 or 2 in .the morning. Dr. Cone 

brGught down his beautiful chrome operating table. I don· t kno\v /low 
he did it, but he worked round and round me. 

7/lc ...,-Aa4-
I suppose i~apread 

apart in the middle. It was so hot in there, it was unbearable. 

~here was a tiny little fan up near the ceiling. We didn't even 

feel it. The perspiration was pouring down his face. ~ 

I felt horrible for him. He didn't knovlo I rlas crying and not for 

myself. THm~ HE STOOD THERE AND STRRTED TO SCRUB THAT TABLE ALL 

~y HIMSELF WITH A BIG HARD BRUSH. I DIED. I COULDN'T BEAR IT. I -
CRIED. HE THOUGHT I WAS CRYING BECAUSE I WAS MISERABLE FOR MYSELF. 

HE DIED A LITTLE BIT THAT NIGHT TOO. That God. That wonderful man. 

He had so much trouble with me . I was so good for a while, Then 

those horrible lumbar punctures and those casts. In all, I wore 

gor a long stretch of time, 5 different casts and then a walking 

cast that Df,• Turner did on a frame of plumbing pipes. When I was 

put in the bathtub, . the nurses would say, 11 You are so lucky 
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you have no lveakness. 11 Dr. Cone, when I was much better, told me 

that too. I didn't even know what they meant. I knew at pnce that 

I wouibd be fine, as soon as Dr. Cone said, 11We can cope with it. 11 

God spoke. One day, I was very sick. I couldn't eat or sleep or -
anything. Tmvards the end of my stay at the Neurol. I was brought 

back and forth for change of casts. Dr. Cone came in tm see if I 

had eaten. I yelled at him and screamed. He was frightened. He 

backed allay.,- from my bed and quietly said, "Well, you ate the 

potatoe;1 Dr~ Joe Tarkington told me he was going to tell you, 

Dr. Penfield, to throw me out. I made Dr. Cone very sick. The 

last cast, my walking cast, Dr. Turner did on a frame of plumbing 

pipes. ~BX;GK1~ He told me I was. a good patient. I ch~ed on that. 

I spent about 4i months at the Neurol and then kept coming back 

for change of casts. I died when I looked at Dr. Cone. I made no 

sound when I got that lumbar puncture.. Dr. Cone was showing one of 

the interns how to do it and then he said, 11 ~he relaxes slowlyo 11 

It was a horrible experience for everybody concerned. That .Neurol 

was not a hospital, but a factory. Nobody and nothing stopped. 

I wanted, at the time. to ask your permission to call in a reporter, 

and tell them what goes on there. I didn 1 t. I was such a bad 

pa ni en t. .( xmmxixr:ea:ritxJtmaxxr:txm:l::aum9~~) When I read your 

articles in the Star I cry. You ~re talking about religion. I like 

that. And that wonderful man who donated that window. That picture 

of Dr. Cone is so beautiful. You can see the kindness and the sadness 

on his face there. He had the face of God. I NEVER EVER TOOK IT 

FOR GRANTED THAT I AM WELL AND WALKING. NEVER. PLEASE) DR.PENFIELD 

BELIEVE THIS. AS GOD IS MY WITI{ESS THIS IS TRUE. I have the 

clipping of Dr. Cone's picture and the window. I keep it in my purse. 
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~ saw many more things that Dr. Cone did. I 
I don t have to tell 

you this. Whatever you say about Dr. Cone is not enough. 

There are no words for Dr. Cone. There are many brilliant 

surgeons today,. BUT THEY HAVEN'T GOT DR. CONE'S FACE. HIS 

EXFRESSION, HIS COMPASSION, _HIS TRUE SYMPATHETIC FEELING. --- -Dr. Penfield, these are no idle words • . I know what I'm talking about. 

I am crying now. If I could only tell him I'm sorry. Well , maybe 

he knows anyway. I pray God keep him in everlasting peace. You 

once tried to tie him down to the bed and he wouldn't stay. There 

are no~ many men like you and Dr. Cone in this world. But I must 

say, that I was chosen by God to have the luck to knO'\-J Dr. Cone and 

to have him work on m~. I also must say, that I know a few more 

doctors that I place in the same category as I place you and Dr. 

Cone. 

Thank you for reading my letter. I have much 

more to say, but I think I got across what I wanted to. 

l-1ost sincerely, 

Mrs. H. Rae Hershenkopf, 
3029 Map~ewood Aveo Apt. 10, 

I clipped your item about religion in the St 

I like the t. 

more. 



The City Editor · 
THE :r-tONT EAL DAfLY STAR; 
2lt-5 t. ames St. 1 West, 
l-1ontreal 1. 

Dear Sir: 

/1 

June 2Jrd, 1961 

Thinking that you might be going to publish 
a photograph of Dr. Cone in connection with the dedication 
of the· Memorial window to him in St. Andrewt s Church on 
Sunday, I am sending you the enclosed Kareh photograph which 
you might like to use. I \taS shocked by the one in THE 
GAZETTE this morning and afraid you might be planning to 
use it also1' 

If you do not want this, 01 if you do use it 
and are :finished with it, would you be good enough to return 
it. 

WGP/AD 
Encl. 

Yours sincerely, 
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