Kathleen Bayfield reads from her memoirs
Friends said she tottered onto the stage and wondered if she'd ever make it, but she gripped the side of the grand piano and pulled herself up and sang. 

When 76-year-old Florence Foster Jenkins stepped onto the stage of Carnegie Hall, she achieved her ultimate triumph. After a tireless, 32-year-long pursuit of a career as a singer, she thought she had finally arrived, but the audience thought something different. Something completely different.  It was awful, from beginning to end. She didn't sound like anybody that I'd ever heard before and maybe when I think about it, ever heard anybody since, either. She had a supreme air of great confidence.

She was born into a wealthy ambitious family, emerging into a world of her own. Indomitable. With such conviction and bravado, that she performed how and when she wanted to and no one would dare say otherwise.  And there's even a hidden love story. 

This tale begins in Wilkes-Barre, Pennsylvania. By the second half of the nineteenth century, the city had become a wealthy manufacturing center and a terminus for the railroad with its own moneyed aristocracy. But more half the population worked in coal mines, making barely enough to live. It was also notorious at this time as a center for political and business corruption. Both of Florence's parents were descended from prominent families. Her mother's grandfather was a judge, while her paternal grandmother, Mary Bailey Foster, born in 1797, was descended from Revolutionary war heroes. 

Mary Bailey's first marriage, to a Mr. Bulford, produced three children. After Mr.Bulford's death, she married Phineas Nash Foster in 1835.  Florence's father, Charles Dorrance Foster, the only child of that second marriage, was born in November of 1836. After obtaining his degree in law, Foster married 25-year-old Mary Hoaglund in October, 1865. They lived in a mansion, number 27, on Wilkes-Barre's South Franklin Street, site of the homes of the city's most prosperous and conservative businessmen. 

A staunch Republican, Charles Foster was interested in many business affairs, And besides presiding as president of a local railway and director of two turnpike companies, he was the controlling director of Wilkes-Barre's Wyoming National Bank. The Fosters attended St. Stephen's Protestant Episcopal Church, located two doors south. The Pastor there was The Reverend Doctor Henry Lawrence Jones, an autocratic character who ruled over the many wealthy parishioners like a king. A curious photo taken of him, with four mirror reflections, was humorously identified as The St. Stephens Vestry.

Nascina Florence Foster was born to this locally eminent family on July 19, 1868. As was the custom in those days, the Fosters raised their daughter to remain home, crochet and learn a musical instrument. After starting piano lessons, Florence fell in love with music and she even showed signs of becoming a child prodigy. 

At 7, she became a big sister when Lilliane Blanche was born in 1875. A year later, at the age of 8, Florence played her first public recital in Philadelphia, eventually becoming professionally known as Little Miss Foster. Twice, she was the soloist with S'angerfests, giant concerts involving hundreds of amateur singers and choirs, nationwide and often featuring piano soloists. She even performed at the White House. 
Upon the death of his father in 1878, Charles Foster inherited a sizable estate. According to H.C. Bradsby's History of Luzerne County, published in 1883, "Clients soon came to him, but having inherited an area of more than a mile of choice farmland in Dallas and Jackson townships, he found that possession sufficient to occupy most of his time and for all of his wants. So he gave only incidental attention to legal practice." George B. Kulp wrote about him in his Families of the Wyoming Valley. "He is the possessor of wealth, ample to gratify anything short of sordid avarice. Few men enjoy, at so early an age, such complete physical, financial and social advantages." 

In 1883, 8-year-old Lilliane died from a diphtheria epidemic and Florence became an only child again. Her aspirations continued to blossom, and at 17, she said she wanted to pursue a career as a professional musician, and to study in Europe. Her hopes were dashed when her father refused to pay, for what he considered, her "misguided notions." But Little Miss Foster was now an adult with a mind of her own, she escaped her father's control and eloped with a certain Dr. Frank Thornton Jenkins of Washington, D.C. and the couple moved to Philadelphia. Dr. Jenkins, born in Baltimore in 1852, also came from a family with a pedigree. He was also 16 years older than Florence. This did not go over well with Florence's father at all and he disinherited her. Perhaps Charles Foster's opposition was wise, for Florence's marriage was unhappy and she and Dr. Jenkins eventually separated, at least, in part, because Jenkins gave her a dose of syphilis. Florence now reverted to her maiden name and found herself for a time in precarious circumstances. She started giving piano lessons, living in near poverty, alone in Philadelphia. Then, to make matter worse, she suffered an arm injury, and her dreams for a concert career evaporated. So, with great drive and conviction, she simply switched from playing the piano to singing and started a lifelong pursuit of lessons with professional singing teachers. We can assume that Mary Foster eventually helped get her daughter back on her feet. 
Between the end of Florence's brief marriage and 1900, Mary became a constant companion, giving Florence proper guidance, not to mention financial support. In the early 1900s, Florence and her mother often traveled to New York City, gradually gaining a foothold in the society of Manhattan, mingling with the well-healed and staying only in fine hotels. Florence's mother encouraged her daughter’s pursuit of society and music and the two began getting their names in the newspapers. 
Back in Wilkes-Barre, Charles Foster had developed kidney disease and passed away at the family home on September 29, 1909 at the age of 73. In his will, drafted in 1903, he left Florence his diamond stud and his grand piano. To his wife Mary, left he left all his household furnishings. Everything else went into a trust, the income from which was split between Florence and her mother in quarterly installments. Foster also included a clause stipulating that Florence's husband or "any future husband" could not obtain any of these funds. He may have disinherited Florence when she married Dr. Jenkins, but, in the end, he provided for her handsomely for the rest of her life. This arrangement suited her, as she now had to means to fund her own plans: nurture her growing desire to become a great singer. 
Changing her name back to Florence Foster Jenkins, she and her mother moved to New York permanently, very comfortably supported by their recent inheritances. She also knew how important it was to be a member of society and she began to be seen in the right places with the right people. Women's Clubs Early on, Florence came to an important realization. Joining women's clubs would provide the many contacts she needed to further ambition. She became Director of Music for many of these clubs. An idea of the extent of Florence's musical and club activity can be gained from a 1916 article in New York's Town Topics. Mrs. Florence Foster Jenkins, has, for five years, been the director of the grand opera performances, given annually under the auspices of the Euterpe Club at the Hotel Plaza. These operas have been sung, acted and given in costume, with orchestra and scenery, exactly as one sees them at the Metropolitan or other great opera houses. 
Mrs. Jenkins' greatest accomplishment, however, has been her success in giving for the first time in New York City, by any club, an entire grand opera. And during the five years of Mrs. Jenkins' directorship, the performances given by the Euterpe Club have included such well-known operas as Carmen, Cavalleria, Pagliacci, Faust and Rigoletto. All these classics have been rendered in English, the smaller ones in their entirety. On other occasions, acts from the larger operas being produced. On March 30th last, at the Hotel Plaza, the Euterpe Club, with Mrs. Jenkins as chairman of grand opera, musicale and tableaux-vivants, scored another great success for its popular directress. Mrs. Jenkins, who herself is a singer, pianist and writer on musical subjects, is a graduate of  The Philadelphia Musical Academy, Heyl Dramatic School and Mme. Kutz's School of Philadelphia. She also studied at the Moravian Seminary, Bethlehem, Pennsylvania, the Virgil Conservatory in New York, etc. Mrs. Jenkins, as well as directing the destinies of the Euterpe, is a director too of the New Yorkers Club, Vice President of the National Roundtable, Historian of the National Opera Club, for two years, Chairman of Music, National Roundtable, seven years, Chairman of Music, Euterpe, six years choral member of Mozart Society, and has been the Chairman of Music of various entertainments for Twilight, Eastern Star and New Yorkers Clubs, of which clubs, she is an active and leading member. 
Mrs. Jenkins is a life member of the New York Genealogical and Biographical Society, also of Eastern Star, a member of the Rubinstein Club, Knickerbocker Relief, D.A.R., Dickens Fellowship, Musicians Club, Hahn Alumni and Pocahontas Society, and has frequently been a delegate to the D.A.R. Congresses at the capitol. Mrs. Jenkins makes her home in the metropolis at 34 East 32nd Street, and, it goes without saying, ranks high among America's representative women.

On January 14th of 1909, the 41-year-old Florence met a 34-year-old British Shakespearean actor named St. Clair Bayfield. Lanky, romantic, 6 feet tall, with a prominent nose and very conspicuous ears, he was nevertheless an extremely handsome man with tight strawberry-blond curls. He was an illegitimate son of the Earl of Ellenborough and was raised as a member of aristocracy on his grandfather's plush country estate. Unfortunately, he inherited nothing and he became a sheep farmer in New Zealand. 
After turning to acting, he moved to New York where he never seemed to get his well-deserved big break. Bayfield and Jenkins met at an afternoon meeting of the Euterpe Club, of which, of course, she was the Director of Music. That evening, they ran into each other again, at a party on Riverside Drive and their courtship began. 
He was very attracted to their dynamic personality and she to him for his aristocratic bearing and savoir faire. To the end of her life, he would remain loyal to her observing the anniversary of their meeting that day with a remembrance of flowers. She now always had a handsome escort and Bayfield eventually became the unofficial manager of her professional affairs. On the following August 16th of 1909, Florence and he were actually "married" in a symbolic but non legal ceremony at the Hotel Vanderbilt with four witnesses present. He gave her his grandmother's wedding ring, and she gave him what she called "a ring of entwining love," a gold ring with a blue lapis-lazuli stone, which he always wore on the fourth finger of his left hand. 

At Florence's insistence, theirs was a common-law marriage. It is entirely possible that she and Dr. Jenkins had never been divorced and that she was not free to marry another. She was still married to Dr. Jenkins in 1906 and he was simply never mentioned again. Florence probably never divorced him so she would not have to suffer the shame of being a divorced woman. By 1916, Dr. Jenkins had died. As their clandestine relationship deepened, Florence ensconced St. Clair in a poorly ventilated, cramped, 4th floor walk-up apartment at above a real estate office at 66 West 37th Street in 1919. She paid the rent and considered this a sort of salary towards the work he did for her and the clubs. She herself lived in various semi-posh hotels around the city, eventually settling for good in the Seymour Hotel. She would occasionally go to St. Clair's apartment to flee from the telephone. 
He was expected to host a Christmas wine party for her friends there and decorate his apartment, something he rather enjoyed, including a tree with real candles. In spite of the fact that she always lived separately in luxury and he in less than comfortable rooms, he loved her and they never quarreled. Bayfield nicknamed her "Bunny" and her pet name for him was "Whitey." Arranging Florence's other affairs; he booked the venues for the club meetings, banked the money and was de facto head of Florence's public relations.

But by 1932 their relationship had become only professional. It came to the point that one could not survive without the other. Bayfield couldn't last without Florence's financial support and Florence needed him as producer, writer, director and actor in her many club events. His talents and charm were a major force behind Florence's career and he was the perfect escort for her. It is said that each had flirtations with others. Around this time, Bayfield met a young and even more dominating British woman named Kathleen and they began to see each other. 
Several little anecdotes to show the suffering I also went through and my extreme anxiety that nothing should break our friendship, for he wished much to have me to his apartment-

It was July the 4th weekend and hot as hell. He had no phone but messages from his club would be phoned to Florence's apartment and an urgent one came that weekend. Suddenly, the doorbell rang at his apartment at 7 a.m. He knew instinctively what it was, quickly told me to get into the closet leading out of the north room. It was all jumbled up with Verdi Club theatricals. He pressed the buzzer and Florence arrived in his room with a message that he must go to the Bucks County Theater in New Hope, Pennsylvania to be at a rehearsal in a part. As she came in, he suddenly spied my very pretty green leather mules under the bed, but he stood in front of them. She only visited for about 5 minutes but it was the worst moment I ever experienced. For him, it would have been agony if she had found out, though he always said she was psychic.

The other was when he told that Bay's English friend was joining up for the war in 1942. When he said, "Well, he expected every loyal Englishman would want to do that." Florence replied, "It isn't a man; it's a WOMAN! And I hope the boat sinks!" You see, she had such insecurity beneath all the jewels and the gloss... In spite of this, Florence overlooked the affair and begged Bayfield to avoid scandal at all costs and to continue to remain in her life. 
The Verdi Club- The idea of Florence starting her own club had been talked about for several years. Florence said she had always dreaded to be a club president and asked "However many people would join, anyway?" Later, while attending a dinner crowded with professional musicians, she brought up the information that, by popular demand, she was being asked to start her own club. All the guests eagerly supported the idea. Jenkins was coaching at the time on a regular basis with Carlo Edwards, an assistant conductor at the Metropolitan Opera. At one of Maestro Edwards' morning sessions, he said offhandedly, "Of what club are you President?" She was taken totally off guard; she had planned to start a club but had no name. The first thing that came to her mind was the aria that she had just been singing: "Pace, pace mio Dio" from Verdi's opera, La forza del destino. Without blinking an eye, she said, "The Verdi Club!" so her very own club was born in 1917, cementing a secure footing in the social life of New York City. 
Its funds assisted the Italian Red Cross, the Veteran's Mountain Camp, the Boy Scouts and the Actor's Fund. The Verdi Club would eventually have over 400 members with an honorary membership given to tenor Enrico Caruso. Verdi's birthday, on October 9th, was an annual event, and often, a fully mounted production of a Verdi opera would be presented in his honor. Thus, she endeared herself to managers on the New York music scene, for Verdi club engagements paid handsome fees, and opportunities of paying jobs for young musicians were hard to come by. 

She thought it would be inappropriate for she herself to sing at Verdi Club functions and she never did. In 1924, the Verdi Club presented Marion Talley, "the Kansas City protégé" in her New York debut, in selections from La traviata and Romeo et Juliette. 
Sometime in 1933, Jenkins commissioned the noted sculptress, Florence Darnault, to create a bust of the club's namesake, Giuseppe Verdi. The unveiling ceremony, in January of 1934, was honored by the presence of Arturo Toscanini. Many years later, the sculptress related an embarrassing incident that occurred just before the ceremony. The worst thing that ever happened was, when I had my unveiling, I had told a lot of friends to come, and, so they came and told me "Come on stage right away because they were to have the unveiling." And I said, "Well, where's Mrs. Jenkins?" "She's in that room there." Well, right off the stage, there was the room where, you know, people get ready? There was no "FEMALE" I opened the door and looked in and there was Florence Foster Jenkins, sitting at a, you know, a mirror thing and her wig was along side the desk. Everybody wears wigs today, but she was a completely bald dome, but completely shiny. Well, she probably had it shaved off. Completely bald, but shining. I mean, you see, if the hair's cut off... Now, you take Yul Brynner when he cuts his hair off, you can always see sort of a little shadow, but she was polished. And I was so embarrassed because I had seen her, you know, she knew. She saw me in the mirror, you know; she gave a yell. And I made her believe I never said a word about it to anyone. I was so embarrassed because it was something I shouldn't have seen. And I felt terrible. Florence's hair loss could well have been result of mercury treatments for the syphilis that she had contracted soon after marrying Dr. Jenkins.

Florence actually never paid Miss Darnault's fee of $2,000 for the sculpture and perhaps Darnault's catching the unwigged Florence unawares had something to do with it? 
Another occasion that kept her name before the public took place on April 9, 1931, when she sponsored a luncheon at the Ritz Tower in honor of the Baroness von Hindenburg, niece of the President of Germany, at which soprano Gina Pinnera was given an award. 
In 1938. Jenkins commissioned a bust of herself from Baroness Liane de Gidro. The unveiling ceremony, sponsored by the Verdi Club, took place on December 11th at the Plaza Hotel, in the presence of the sculptress, as well as laszloTelkecs, a representative from the Hungarian consulate. The Verdi Club's annual Rose Breakfast and Dance, held at the Westchester Biltmore Country Club in Rye, New York, was an eagerly awaited tradition. Members wore the color of rose and a prize was given for the best dress. The Musical Courier reported on the Rose Breakfast that took place on April 28, 1927. Florence Foster Jenkins, founder and president of the Verdi Club, and Mrs. Henry Willis Phelps, chairman, had reason to be proud of the splendid attendance at the annual Rose Breakfast. "We had a most wonderful time" said a guest. "It was a lovely, sunny day, with beautiful flowers, mostly roses, everywhere. And the entry of President Jenkins, escorted by four young girls, carrying wands and rose baskets, led by the Mrs. Turner and Riley, was most effective. The Tableaux-Vivants Developing her theatrical flair, Jenkins began to produce and appear in tableaux-vivants or living pictures which were re-enactments at club meetings of great moments in world history or famous paintings brought to life. Not much action was involved; just artistic posing. 
St. Clair Bayfield apparently had a great talent for directing amateurs in theatrical productions and he lent his dramatic gifts for these, writing and staging short plays for these mini-spectacles. One thing was certain: Jenkins would always be the center of attention in the final tableaux, representing a truly great and noble feminine persona from history or fantasy. An example of this is from the Town Topics article of 1916. Among the numerous tableaux given on this occasion was "The Bal Masque." This entertainment, as produced under Mrs. Florence Foster Jenkins, was a notable success, artistically and socially. And a distinct triumph for the clever and distinguished lady who is devoting all of her time and energies to the club's aims and ideals, which, mainly, are the fostering of a love and patronage of grand opera in English. 
Quoting New York's Musical Courier in 1923, after describing the first part of a Verdi Club evening, which consisted of a very capably cast performance of scenes from Othello, the second part gives a glimpse of a typical example of one of her tableaux-vivants. Part II consisted of living pictures, closing with the feature of the evening: a tableaux showing Florence Foster Jenkins as the Snow Queen, radiantly handsome in white. Responding to her club members' gratitude at the end, Mrs. Jenkins thanked the various chairmen for making the past year and this operatic presentation and tableaux the best in the history of the club, thanked the conductor Avitabile, the costumer, stage manager, et cetera and alluded to the splendid support she always had from her officers and members. Then, Mr. Adams, author of two poems in her praise, printed in the program, presented her with a handsome velvet box, which was later found to contain a beautiful platinum wrist watch, set with at least fifty diamonds, the gift of the members. Blushing becomingly, President Jenkins accepted with modesty and following the curtain, Orlando and his orchestra furnished music for the ball, which lasted until 4 a.m. 
Another press report stated: The final tableaux, featuring Mrs. Jenkins, are always the climax of the annual ball. She chose this year to be Madame du Barry appearing in the quarrel scene, in the boudoir of Madame du Barry and in the scene of supper with Louis XV. In each of these, Mrs. Jenkins was magnificently garbed, especially in the golden wig and gown of the supper scene. 
The most famous photograph of Florence Foster Jenkins, is the full-length portrait of her wearing angelic wings. This costume was originally designed for a tableaux-vivant entitled "The Stephen Foster Play" and was originally based on a little-known painting by Howard Chandler Christy entitled "Stephen Foster and the Angel of Inspiration." She had Christy's image of an angel copied for her costume down to the little poof hat perched on her head. As planned, this tableaux, made Florence the focus of attention, and was the grand finale of the evening. Florence even told a Washington report in 1943 that she was a direct descendant of Stephen Foster. Many subsequent journalists have written that Jenkins wore this costume while singing in at least one of her recitals. It is possible that she wore the wings while performing the song "Like a Bird" as this 1945 cartoon suggests. 
The same 1924 evening of the Marion Talley debut also concluded with the inevitable Tableaux vivant, described by the Musical Courier. After a few moments wait, there appeared, standing on the stage rocks, the imposing figure of President Florence Foster Jenkins as Brunhilde, with shining silver spear, shield of gold and white robe, with the big helmet hat. Loud applause and bravos caused the curtain to show her thus posed some six times. 

The Accompanists- Perhaps the accompanist that is most associated with Florence Foster Jenkins is the improbably named Cosme McMoon, who came into her life in the early 1950s as a composer. At first, he wrote several songs for her and played solo piano selections at some of her recitals but didn't function as her accompanist until later. In 1928, Jenkins heard a then little known pianist named Edwin McArthur play at a musicale at the Barbizon Club. Impressed, she asked him to come for an interview and he was then engaged as her accompanist for the next six years and is probably the best known of the many musicians who worked with her. Since he later became the confidant, accompanist and conductor for Wagnerian soprano, Kirsten Flagstad, but he was just one of many, including, among others, Almero Albanesi, Willa Semple, Carl Pascarella and Malton Boyce who also sometimes accompanied on the organ as well as piano. 

Many composers like Charles Haubiel, Richard Hageman and Charles Gilbert Spross also accompanied Jenkins in their own works in public. There has always been much curiosity about Cosme McMoon. He was born in Mexico in 1901 in a small town in the state of Durango. The family fled the Mexican Revolution in 1911, coming to relatives in San Antonio, Texas, where he began his studies. His last name was originally spelled with a "u", but Spanish speakers pronounced it McMoon, which is the form he adopted when he embarked on his professional career. He made his New York debut as a pianist in 1922 at the Plaza Hotel in a recital that he produced himself, playing two of his own compositions as well as standard repertoire. He first accompanied Jenkins in his own composition entitled "Alborado" during her annual recital in 1930. Only later did he graduate to accompanying her entire recitals. 
I saw her socially every once in a while, and knowing that I was a concert pianist, she asked me when she decided upon her first concert if I would coach her program and supervise the numbers, which I did. For some reason, a few people have claimed that Cosme McMoon and Edwin McArthur were one and the same person, but this is an urban legend with no basis in truth. The two even performed on the same stage together more than once.

Later, in 1934, Cosme McMoon permanently replaced Edwin McArthur when the latter managed to offend Jenkins by mocking her in front of her audience. Adolf Pollitz, a participant in Jenkins' tableaux-vivants, relayed the story as told to him by Jenkins. The way the lights flared up, she said it made him look like a hemogoblin, and the audience laughed and he got a laugh and he repeated it, She told me after the concert, McArthur said to her, he said, "Well, (I suppose) you won't have anything to do with me now," and she said, "I certainly will not!" and then, that's why she blamed McArthur for making (the audience laugh). 

The Persona- A stout woman with tiny hands and icy blue eyes, she was born a blonde, but was always seen for most of her life with a brunette wig and a very striking hat or headdress. In public, she dressed with her usual eccentricity in what can be described as theatrical evening attire, almost a costume. She especially liked satin dresses. She loved what she called her "Persian lamb", a fake fur coat. She thought, incorrectly, that she was fooling everyone, since it had only cost $12.00. 
Dressing up was something she loved almost as much as singing. She had sparkling diamonds on several fingers and she even wore a ring on her thumb.  Yet, she would be seen dressed rather shabbily, when not in front of her important society acquaintances, appearing like a frumpy old lady. Her friends noted that she didn't know how to put clothes together and never looked smart. 

Florence liked to see her name in the papers, especially when the articles would describe the unusual clothing she would wear at public events. A typical one reported: Mrs. Florence Foster Jenkins wore a white embroidered lace robe with white and black striped sports coat, banded with white fur. 
Florence loved this life. After her mother's death in 1930, her income increased. She was not rich but well off. Every night was spent attending concerts, club events, dining at a fine hotel or parties with her rich socialite friends. She also had two seats at the Metropolitan Opera House on Saturday night to which Bayfield frequently escorted her. Music was her passion and she enjoyed the luxury of two pianists with whom she worked with regularly. She even asked to be addressed as Lady Florence. 
Dinner was always at 6, and if Bayfield was not on time, she would make note of it. Her favorite color was pink, her favorite cocktail the Manhattan and she loved sandwiches. Her apartment was once described as being decorated in blue and gold, filled with an assortment of bric-a-brac such as you've never seen. Pictures of herself in various poses, statuettes, lamps of all description, and photographs of people she knew and she knew everybody. Dance cards, dating from the 1880s, showing the names of the wealthy men she danced with in her youth, were also hanging on the walls. The comedian Alan King told of attending a party at her apartment. When he entered, he was faced with a long hallway that led to the main living room. And as he walked down the hall, he passed the open door of the bathroom. He couldn't help but notice that the bathtub was full of potato salad. He also related that Mme. Jenkins collected chairs in which historic figures had died. The chairs were identified with little plaques such as "General so-and-so died in this chair on such-and-such-a-date". 
She was extremely superstitious. She was afraid to cross the ocean and she would never give or accept a present with a sharp point or edge as she thought it would sever friendship. Florence once turned away a gift from Bayfield of a beautiful paper knife for that reason. He had to carefully supervise her fittings for costumes during which no one was allowed to utter a word while the dressmaker used sharp pins near her. 
She was also very secretive about everything. We've already seen that she wanted to keep her "marriage" unknown. No one seemed to know exactly who her voice teachers were. No one knew who made all of her costumes. No one knew her exact age. No one knew except her mother and St. Clair Bayfield. 
She held her own in any social situation and it was said her speaking voice had presence and beauty. But she was both selfish and very careful with her money. She asked me to lunch once, and we had lunch at a very nice restaurant, a very good hotel (I've forgotten where)... At the lunch, she sold me tickets for some things. She got them out of her pocketbook and said, "You must take four tickets for this." And I paid for them. And then, she got a phone call, and she went to answer the phone. She sent the bellboy back saying she just had to rush because she had to leave... And yet, a newspaper reported that at her appearances at the Verdi Club, she was "all decked out in a new $500 dress with a $100 fan."

Jenkins spent close to $2000 of her own money every year towards producing spectacles and concerts for her club. Much of this was spent on her own costumes. Taxis were Jenkins' mode of transportation whenever possible, even through the Depression and the time of gas rationing during the war. She asked Adolf Pollitz to assist her in this matter. ...they had a ceremony and Florence and Bay and I went to that and they got me to drive them because of the gas rationing and all that and I was in uniform. So many people were very sarcastic about their active affair too, and one man said, I'll never forget... he said, "Well, I see a uniform covers a multitude of sins!" And then, you know, Florence loved to put people on the spot. At that affair there, she said this one woman came up to us and this woman said, "You were a singer, weren't you?" she [Florence] said, "Well, I AM a singer!" Then she said, "Now describe the concerts." So I had to launch into a description of her concerts, you know, and tell about the smart audiences, wonderfully dressed, and her wonderful tone and the most difficult coloratura and go through all that. I don't think I did it to her satisfaction, either. 
Perhaps because of her memories of the chicanery in Wilkes-Barre, she had utter contempt for "officials".  For protection from these "crooks", she kept all of her important documents, including her will, in an attaché case she kept with her at all times.

The Recitals- Jenkins first public appearance as a singer was in 1912. She had been quietly studying voice with Metropolitan Opera mezzo-soprano Henriette Wakefield. No one knew these lessons were taking place, perhaps at Wakefield's request, but within a few years, she was singing in public as often as she wished. In New York City alone, Jenkins was singing more often than most people today could imagine and her professional life had become the subject of regular accounts in the press. Once they were announced, word would spread about these invitation-only recitals. Often, they contained as many as three costume changes. Perhaps first, she would be gowned in silver sheen or gold with crown, then, a Spanish shawl with mantilla, and finally, the Russian peasant costume. She also incorporated movement and props. Mme. Florence Foster Jenkins, soprano, has just returned from a concert tour in New England, including a recital in Newport. 
She also sang in Pittsburgh during September and gave her annual New York recital at the Ritz-Carlton on October 27th. She is now planning a benefit concert for Christmas week. According to the Washington Post, her annual concerts in that city almost always took place on Thursdays at 11 a.m. But her artistic home had been found in the ballroom of Manhattan's grandest hotel, the Ritz-Carlton at East 46th Street and Madison Avenue. A song that frequently had a place on her many recital programs was McMoon's "Like a Bird." 

Florence had no longing for the beauties of nature - trees, green fields, fresh air and the sea, the sun and the moon," he told me. Yet she wrote poems, set to music, (in) which she sang about nature and the outdoor world. 

Joy of the morning, The River is flowing, 
There's a silvery way O'er the crystalline bay. 
To the notes of thy flute, The shady groves yearning, 
My thoughts of thee bring me, Sweet memories thrilling. 
Like a bird I am singing, Like a bird, like a bird.  
Cadences melting In music divine 
Bring a vision so pleasant, The smile that is thine. 
Inspiration comes o'er, When your music is heard, 
In fondest endeavour I sing like a bird...

Like a bird I am singing Like a bird, like a bird! 
For her printed program for some of these recitals, she used something very striking and unusual: silver-grey paper, printed with red ink and at great expense Inside, in large type, appeared the heading, "Under the Distinguished Patronage Of" and we can see the names of such Metropolitan Opera artists as Mme. Gota Ljundberg, Miss Henriett Wakefield and Mme. Thelma Votipka. Jenkins was now controlling not only her artistic image, but she had domain over what happened after her recitals. This 1927 account documents her protocol on and off stage. Mrs. Jenkins sang with real musical feeling and excellent enunciation. The artist showed coloratura technique of high degree with extreme Cs and D and on whom a gorgeous array of autumnal flowers was showered. She covered remarkable range with facility. More flowers, continued applause, and there followed a procession of admirers bearing congratulations to Mrs. Jenkins, who received in line with her Verdi aides. General dancing ensued with the music of Orlando's Orchestra. Altogether, it was an auspicious opening of the tenth Verdi season. 
From a 1930 account: The appropriate Halloween emblem of the black and yellow program was noted and every detail showed the thought and care of President Jenkins. The many admirers of the singer at this period, sending beautiful autumnal flowers to the platform, the climax of the fair singer's offerings and brought her an ovation. It had to be partly repeated, when, again, many bouquets of flowers were sent her, making the stage a bower of blooms.  Edwin McArthur played skillful accompaniments. Mr. McMoon's piano solos showed him an artist of high caliber, poetic impulse and brilliant technique. 
The brilliant audience paid homage to President Soprano Hostess Jenkins, for, in this triangular role, she regally filled each part. It was the consensus of opinion that she never sang better. Dancing followed. Regular musicales, which she called Evening Salon de Musique, were held at Florence's apartment at the Seymour Hotel every Wednesday where promising young talent was sometimes heard at one of these evenings; Jenkins played a four-hand version of Beethoven's Fifth Symphony with the young Hungarian pianist, Stephen Kovacs. 
Occasionally, she sang the whole program herself. In 1942, Jenkins participated in a gala program honoring composer Elmo Russ, singing a group of Russian songs. The great French bass, Leon Rothier, appeared on the same program. The repertoire of Florence Foster Jenkins included dozens of standard art song chestnuts, along with the most well-known operatic arias. Florence Darnault remembered seeing Jenkins in a scene from Aida at one of her concerts. Jenkins was surrounded by plump and mute Verdi Club matrons, wearing chiffon harem trousers. All faces were darkened with pancake makeup, except for one:  The Aida of Jenkins was Caucasian. One selection, however, provided Jenkins with an opportunity to make a bit of performance history. On January 14, 1937, at the age of 68, she gave one of the first performances in the United States of one of the most taxing coloratura arias ever written: Grossm\'achtige Prinzessin, Zerbinetta's aria from Richard Strauss' Ariadne auf Naxos. The newspaper account purposefully notes her series of high Es. She sang it again the following November 3rd. 
The Recordings- Jenkins avidly listened to operatic recordings and broadcasts and between May and September of 1941, she herself made Sunday broadcasts over radio station WINS. This year also found her in the recording studio when she had a private acetate recording made of her own voice at New York's Melotone Studios, located at 25 Central Park West. Its technicians encountered in Jenkins a 73-year-old performer who knew nothing of nor care about such preliminaries as microphone levels, acoustic tests or doing retakes. 
The first two recordings were the Queen of the Night's aria of rage from The Magic Flute, ‘Der Hölle Rache’ and the ‘Bell Song’ from Lakme. It is not known which aria she recorded first, but she apparently gave the signal for McMoon to begin within minutes after entering the studio. Jenkins' recording of the Mozart was made in only one take. When she finished, she listened to the result and was completely satisfied with every aspect. But, after having second thoughts, she decided that the recording of the Bell Song would be her first issued record. The Bell Song was a big success and Jenkins was persuaded to issue the Mozart recording. She sent a notice that read: Special Announcement Following the sell-out of Mme. Jenkins record of Lakme, there have been innumerable request for another of her recordings. With the intention of fulfilling the popular request, Mme. Jenkins has made a double record. The Queen of the Night, by Mozart and the Serenata, Mexicana, by McMoon. This souvenir recording may be obtained by mail order to Recordings, Mme. Jenkins, P.O. Box 94, Times Square Station. Please enclose check with orders. Copies are $2.50 each disc. 
The Mozart recording has brought Jenkins more devotees than any other, and one could even say, it has become synonymous with her. Jenkins herself was so convinced of her command of this aria that she would play a game with her friends, involving three different anonymous version of the aria, including her own disc. First, she would play soprano number one. Then, soprano number two. The final recording would be her own. After playing the three, she would ask the listeners to vote on a piece of paper who they judged the best. Invariably, all the votes would be for their hostess' recording. Only once did someone vote for another diva's. Jenkins vehemently questioned their taste, explaining that hers was the perfect recording of the aria and accusing them of being unable to discern such vocal talent as hers. 
During one of her visits to Melotone, she relayed the story of an incident that had happened that morning. While riding in a taxi, there was a sudden accident with another car and she was violently thrust forward in the back seat, shrieking out in terror. A friend accompanied her home, slightly bruised and full of anxiety. The first thing she did upon entering her apartment was walk straight to the piano and match the pitch of her taxi scream. She determined that it was a high F above high C and that his accident had actually improved her vocal range. She also decided not to sue. And finally, the reason Jenkins didn't issue this recording first, was probably due to her concern over "a note" at the end. Melotone director, Mera M.Weinstock, reassured her and said, "My dear Mme. Jenkins, you need feel no anxiety concerning any single note." Jenkins now began to receive less than polite notices.

The June 16, 1941 issue of Time magazine reviewed the recording. An immensely difficult soprano aria, even for marks-womanly singers, is the one in Mozart's Magic Flute, in which the Queen of the Night declares that she is boiling with fury. Last week, a recording of this air, advertised entirely by rumour, enjoyed a lively little sale at Manhattan's Melotone Recording Studio. It was recorded, to sell to her friends at $2.50 a copy, by Mrs. Florence Foster Jenkins, rich, elderly, amateur soprano and musical club woman. Mrs. Jenkins' night queenly swoops and hoops, her wild wallowings in descending trills, her repeated staccato notes like a cuckoo in its cups, are innocently uproarious to hear. Almost as much so is the annual song recital, which she gives in Manhattan. For that event, a minor phenomenon in U.S. music, knowing Manhattanites fight for tickets. 
Mrs. Jenkins is well-pleased with the success of her Queen of the Night record and hopes to make others. Her fans hope so too. At first, the records had individually-typed labels with Jenkins' name over-typed in red. As the demand increased, they were issued with printed labels. In fact, the demand for her recordings was so great that others were made and released. Melotone began selling the records to Manhattan stores. The Liberty Music Shop kept their stock of the records under the counter with "risqué" recordings. Her other recordings were the Russian song, "Biassy," a hodge-podge of music by Bach, text by Pushkin and a melody by Count Alexis Pavlovitch. This was paired with Adele's Laughing Song from Strauss' Die Fledermaus. Next came Liadov's Musical Snuffbox and the first of two verses of Cosme McMoon's "Like a Bird" with a text by Jenkins. The Bell Song from Lakme filled out the other side. Later, she preserved her interpretation of "Charmant Oiseau" from David’s Perle de Brasil, which took up both sides of the shellac. In total, 4 double-sided 78 rmp shellac records, containing eight arias and songs were issued. 
An article about her disc of Adele's Laughing Song was a rave of sorts. It promised... The record will give the listener more of a kick than the same amount invested ($2.50) in tequila, zubrovka or marijuana. Admirers of Madame say she is wealthy enough to indulge herself in her amateur career and, cheered upon by a group of faithful sycophants, this ambitious songstress today looks forward to greater and greater triumphs as time goes by. 
A fifth Melotone 78, discovered after her death is vary rare. So rare that it was not included when RCA Victor decided to reissue her recordings in the LP era of the mid-1950s. This is another song by Cosme McMoon entitled Valse Caressante. Ever since RCA Victor issued the Jenkins recordings in 1954, they have been continuously available to the public. First, as 10 inch LPs, 12 inch LPs, 45 rpms and now on compact disc. Without them, the name of Florence Foster Jenkins most likely would never have survived. 
In 1944, probably thinking it was now or never, Jenkins decided to appear at the artistic Mecca of Manhattan, Carnegie Hall. Bayfield was against the idea. Years later, he told a reporter: I didn't want her to sing after her voice was worn out, but she was adamant. "I can do it." she told me. "I'll show everybody." 

Perhaps it was the professional that Jenkins hired to manage the concert, who suggested it could make a lot of money. For whatever reason, she proceeded to rent the hall. The then 22-year-old composer, Daniel Pinkham, heard about the recital from George Reeves. We had in Boston at that time, a wonderful British accompanist by the name of George Reeves and George recounted that he had been to a concert given by Florence Foster Jenkins some time before that. And that it was very important for my musical education. I didn't know anything about her, except that she was to prove a delightful evening of entertainment. 
Daniel Pinkham recounts- “George Reeves told me nothing; he just simply said "You must go" so I went. 
The budding young singer/actress/dancer Marge Champion, heard about the concert from a friend. I had a great friend in those days. Her name was Dolly and she was married to Al Hirschfeld. And she had heard about Mrs. Jenkins, I suppose, from her Ritz-Carlton concerts. However, we knew a little bit what to expect, but not the full Monte, as they say. I'd never heard about her. 19-year-old Alfred Hubay had just finished his first season as an usher for the Metropolitan Opera and heard about the recital from opera-going friends. Yes, I started working as an usher in addition to my regular job in the insurance business, on October 3, 1943. We had sort of lifelines to singers to find out who was singing what, and all of a sudden, I started to hear about this Florence Foster Jenkins, who was planning to do a recital in October and that was before my next season opened so I got there too late to get an inexpensive seat. I must have procrastinated. It is said that people were waving $20 bills in the air to get a ticket and approximately 2,000 people tried to get in but were turned away. 
I was supposed to play for her that night and when I approached the hall, I could hardly get near it because the crowd stretched all the way to the little Carnegie and around 7th Avenue and you could hardly mill through them. You had to prove your identity to get in and inside the house, held a record audience. It seemed that the people were hanging on the rafters, besides taking up every inch of available standing room. 
I went, presented myself at Carnegie Hall: no tickets to be had. Everything was sold out. So, having been in Carnegie Hall many times before, I knew that at the intermission time, it was always possible to get in for the second half because at the end of the first half, they would open all the doors from the hall out into the foyer of corridors. 
There were members of her club society in full evening attire. Amateur photographer and friend of Jenkins, Adolf Pollitz, to take photographs of the Jenkins’ audience at Carnegie Hall from his box on the right side of the house. 
The people were older, (I would say most of them were probably) - I was 19 - anybody over 30 looks middle aged, but people came dressed up quite well, (some of them were) very few were in black tie, but there were some women in gowns. That didn't surprise me. 
We got tickets; we were sitting quite far to the back. The hall was packed and  it obviously was packed with people that today would be reading The New York Observer. I don’t think that the average audience would have flocked there, but these people must have heard of her through the grapevine as I did.

Peppered among the crowd were such names as composers Gian-Carlo Menotti and Cole Porter, who is thought to have written a song or lyric about Jenkins but this has not been uncovered. Actresses Talullah Bankhead, Kitty Carlisle and names from the opera world, such as coloratura soprano Lily Pons and her husband Andre Kostelanetz, whose song was on the evening's program as part of the Italian and Spanish group. 
What we experienced was so hilarious. First of all, you marveled that this quite handsome robust looking woman, very well dressed with lots of medals on her which I understood later because they say that she had been cited by certain South American, uh, oh, what should I say... potentates, but whatever they were. I was just totally unprepared for the fact that it did not seem to bother her in the least that everybody in the audience was convulsed with laughter. Nor was she in any way thrilled by it, I don't know what she did with it, I don't know how she processed that laughter. But you know, laughter takes a lot of strength from your abdomen, almost as much as it took from Mrs. Jenkins' abdomen to make those sounds. And it continued throughout the concert. 
People laughed heartily at her singing but this she did not seem to mind, provided she was making a showing of herself. Bay never seemed to think this was unusual. He quoted in his diaries: Recital with B(unny) went very well. There wasn't any question of approval, semblance of approval, because they approved of it whole-heartedly, but the audience nearly always tried not to hurt her feelings by outright laughing. So they developed a convention that whenever she came to a particular excruciating discord or something like that,  where they had to laugh, they burst into these salvos of applause and whistles and the noise was so great that they could laugh at liberty. 
It is said that Talullah Bankhead had to be removed form the hall due to her disruptive behavior. The second half was all I remember but Mme. Jenkins came out to great applause, standing ovation and then I had a chance, while she was adjusting herself to look at the audience and all the great stars that you could think of from the Metropolitan Opera; I was thinking in particular, Lily Pons, who I knew slightly at that time. She was there with a great big hat which had fringe on it like the lamps that we had from grandmother's time. And everyone was, it was like going to a Halloween party or drag party. 
Everybody was there entering into the spirit of the whole thing. I don't think anybody had gone there expecting to hear serious music. 
By this time, Florence Foster Jenkins, her name had gotten around a bit. The voice wasn't unlike what she looked like, it was sort of a, I thought it was kind of icy and it was audible; it wasn't big. But, a matter of fact, that was part of the problem. I think the people upstairs heard it too well... especially in the upper reaches of the voice as she sang, especially the Queen of the Night: it got more, it got sharper sounding as she went up. It carried. At least, I was sitting in something like row S or T or U towards the side, but it carried. I mean she really attacked it with great, great gusto. It wasn't big, but it penetrated and I'm very sure I heard every off note that she sang. And that was consistent, you know. There was nothing inconsistent about her technique. 
On that program, on that half, there was also a string quartet, situated in such a way that everyone had his back to the other players, which meant that a couple of the players had no sight whatsoever, no vision at all of the other players. 
If there ever was a single song associated with Jenkins, it is Valverde's Clavelitos. I remember one song in particular that just finally cracked me up to the point where I could almost not stand it. And she came out with a basket full of blossoms and then she would throw out one of the blossoms from her basket full of blossoms and then she'd go on and throw out some more. Well, this particular song got everybody more than anybody and it was... literally, she had to do an encore. So Cosme McMoon, her accompanist, got up from the piano, went all the way around the floor, picked up all the blossoms, put them back in her basket and she sang it again, throwing them out again. I suppose if she had a second encore, she would have had to have those flowers just to accent those absolutely, irrepressible notes. 
Immediately after, she greeted and received compliments from many of her friends onstage. One of these was Mera Weinstock, head of Melotone Studios.  Jenkins hugged her, and before Ms.Weinstock could say a word, said, "Don't you think I had real courage to sing the Queen of the Night aria after I made that wonderful recording at the studio?" 
Al Hirschfeld & Dolly were living at the Osborne, which is an apartment building almost directly on catty corner across the street from Carnegie Hall. We went back to their apartment and tried, tried to give Al a feeling of just what had gone on at that concert. It was a very lame imitation, I can tell you. And he kept saying, "Didn't she wince, didn't it make her upset?" We said "No, that was part of the fun of it is that she went right ahead. I don't care how much laughter there was, it didn't phase her at all.  that’s pretty hard. We both had sore muscles in our stomachs the next day because we had laughed so hard and so long”. 
As he often did after the concerts of Florence Foster Jenkins, Bayfield wrote in his diary: Recital a great success. The Aftermath, The New York Times was devastating in its brevity and for what it didn't say. This is the entire review: Florence Foster Jenkins, soprano, gave a recital at Carnegie Hall last night, assisted by the Pascarella Chamber Music Society Quartet, Cosme McMoon, pianist and Oreste de Sevo, flutist. From The New York Post celebrity gossip column: It happened last Night. Hey, you music lovers, I heard Mme. Jenkins. By Earl Wilson Mrs. Florence Foster Jenkins, 76, a widow lady of our town, has a great voice. In fact, she can sing anything but notes. Lady Florence, or Mme. Jenkins as she likes to be called, if you are thinking of her as an artiste, indulged last night in one of the weirdest mass jokes New York has ever seen, I witnessed it. She gave a quavery recital at Carnegie Hall on a stage filled with flowers to resemble an expensive mortuary. She hired the hall. She filled it with 3,000 people with an acute sense of humor, who paid about $6,000 for the privilege of snickering, squealing and guffawing at her singing, which she took very seriously. I sat in row T and around me, I heard people saying "Shhh! Don't laugh so loud." "Stick something in your mouth!" "We were jackasses for coming." "She didn't hit three notes in that one." "Now that one wasn't bad at all." 
But Mrs. Jenkins today can brag that she probably packed in more than Lily Pons could. "Bravo!" roared the playful listeners. She heard some of them laughing. It came, she said, from those hoodlums. Which hoodlums? The hoodlums planted in the audience by her enemies, of course. When she walked onto the stage, in white, and with a large white ostrich fan, she looked like a plump apparition. The mirth exploded when she took her place beside some flowers, as big as a small tree. From all over the house came the laughs at the wrong time. "I'm no music expert," Irving Hoffman of the Hollywood Reporter, who isn't either, remarked. "She hit only a few notes. The rest were promissory." 
It was a great show she gave. Her accompanist, Cosme McMoon, leaped up and kissed her hand in courtly fashion after several numbers. She got herself mixed up, flinging some rose petals, and singing Clavelitos. The first one she undertook to throw, stuck to the end of her finger. She kept trying to pitch it off and it was like somebody frantically trying to divest one's self of some flypaper. Even the rose petals were playing. And, incidentally, she walked away with about 4 Gs last night. Maybe the joke's on us. None of us walked away from that with anything except dizziness, a headache and a ringing in the ears.

A particularly stinging review was published in the New York Sun, written by Oscar Thompson. It was largely a recital without voice, for the tones Mme. Jenkins produced were tiny to the point of disappearing. Much of her singing was hopelessly lacking in a semblance of pitch. But the further a note was from its proper elevation, the more the audience laughed and applauded. And the upper notes, when they could be heard, had an infantile quality. But the audience always backed up its laughter with thunderous applause and everybody had a pleasant evening. 
The morning edition of The World Telegram headlined Song Muse Errant, Sometimes, But this was softened for the evening edition to Mme. Jenkins Gives Superb Song Recital The writer, Robert Bagar, told the truth hiding behind double entendres, but still conveyed the affection many felt. The Quarter Tone Touch of all the singers appearing before the public today, only Mme. Jenkins has perfected the art of giving added zest to a written phrase by improvising it in quarter tones, either above or below the original notes. Think of the difficulties involved in making this possible? She was exceedingly happy in her work. It is a pity that so few artists are, and the happiness was communicated as if by magic to her hearers, who were stimulated to the point of audible cheeriness, even joyous laughter and ecstasy by the inimitable singing. A night of nights, in the musical annals of this fair city. 
Bayfield described to a reporter a very tragic yet revealing moment. "Afterwards, when we went home, Florence was upset, and when she read the reviews, crushed. She had not known, you see. Up to now, the trajectory of Florence's artistic life, had always been ever upwards. When she read her Carnegie Hall notices, things took an abrupt and final turn. She suffered a heard attack 5 days later while shopping at G. Schirmer's Music Store. Then, on November 26, 1944, in the presence of her doctor, her maid and a close friend,  Florence Foster Jenkins passed away. 
Bayfield was dining at the Gosen Hotel with a Verdi Club member, Russian émigré Prince Galuzin, when he heard about Florence's death. His grief when she died was poignant. He wept greatly. All the glamour of the past 36 years was over. No more parties, no more Verdi Club, the cycle had been broken. He could hardly bare to walk the street where they had been together. Immediately, some distant relatives appeared. These were descendants of her grandmother, Mary Bailey Foster's first family, relatives whom Florence had despised. They took over and made all the funeral arrangements. St. Clair Bayfield was excluded and not even permitted to attend the funeral. Her very simple coffin was covered in floral print chintz. 
Nascina Florence Foster Jenkins was buried in the Foster mausoleum, which housed the remains of her immediate family in Wilkes-Barre's Hollenbeck Cemetery. Things soon descended into a chaotic state. Bayfield, of course, expected to inherit. He said to a reporter: "My life's entirety circled around hers. If I were in necessity, she would provide for me and if she died first, I was to inherit her personal estate. My statements and her promises are corroborated by three witnesses, to whom she said much the same thing: she intended me to inherit all her estate. Of that, I am perfectly sure. If a will is found, this fact will be proved. But the most expert search has failed to reveal one. We are at a loss. 
According to the provisions of her father's will, if Florence were to die without children, the income from her trust would be reverted to her step-nephews and step-nieces. Complicating matters, Cosme McMoon claimed that Jenkins promised to leave him money to establish a music school. "Yes, Mme. Jenkins had spoken to me, and in fact, this was a part of a background why I was associated with her. She had spoken to me about leaving a trust fund for scholarships to talented singers and a musical foundation in a house which she owned in Flemington, New Jersey to be known as a Florence Foster Jenkins memorial. In The Sunday Mirror of May 6, 1945, the state of confusion surrounding the missing will was reported. The will was never found, so Bayfield's claims could not be verified. Bayfield believed that these relatives were responsible for the disappearance of the will. 
The court named Florence's relative, Ella Bulford Harvey of Dallas, Pennsylvania as executor. McMoon actually brought suit against the estate with a claim that Florence had been in love with him, bit it was dismissed. In court, Bayfield was able to produce several hundred love letters that he had received from Florence. Settling these claims and counter-claims took many months. No longer able to pay the monthly rent of $87, Bayfield had to subdivide his tiny apartment and sub-let the second half. The judge eventually awarded him $10,000, a small part of Florence's wealth. He also got in touch with his girlfriend, Kathleen, who had gone back to England and she returned to America and married him. Later, they used the $10,000 from Jenkins' estate to buy a house in Westchester, New York. 
St. Clair Bayfield died in 1967 at the age of 90. Actor's Equity Association established in his honor, the St. Clair Bayfield Award, given annually to an actor for the most outstanding performance in a Shakespeare play. McMoon supported himself teaching piano and coaching singers. In the 1950s and 60s, McMoon was very interested in bodybuilding, where he followed these two bodybuilders to a competition in South Africa where it is believed that he was a judge. He died in August of 1980. Charles Dorrance Foster had set up another trust, the income from which, was supposed to take care of the upkeep of the Foster mausoleum in perpetuity in Wilkes-Barre's Hollenbeck Cemetery. Through the years the principal in that trust has proved insufficient to maintain the mausoleum properly, and today, it is in the beginning stages of decay. The once-polished brass doors and name plaque on the pediment are tarnished with decades of grime. Two round escutcheons that once graced the entry have disappeared and the building is in need of re-pointing. 
It is, however, her art, and not her personal story that endures. Her recordings have been continuously available since they were made in 1941. At Carnegie Hall, only two other performers are the subject of an equal number of inquiries: Judy Garland and The Beatles. Florence Foster Jenkins died without knowing of the untold pleasure her singing has brought to multitudes. She only wanted her singing to make other people happy. In that, she achieved permanent fame.
