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B: My name is Louise Scales Brown, and I am interviewing Dr. Raymond J. Fitzpatrick at 

4420 Clear Lake Drive, Gainesville, Florida, on October 19, 2000, for the Matheson 
Historical Museum Oral History Program.  Dr. Fitzpatrick, please state your full name 
and birth date for the tape. 

 
F: My name is Raymond J. Fitzpatrick, M.D.  I was born on February 27, 1919.  I began 

school at the age of 7 years and actually a truant officer had to get after my mother in 
order to have me attend school.  She was thinking of instructing me at home.  As a 
result, I began school during half a year and then I went into a rapid advanced class.  
That would permit you to do one year in half a year.  Then I changed schools twice, and 
thus I did the eight years in five years. 

 
B: That’s so interesting.  You were probably one of the first home schoolers.  Dr. 

Fitzpatrick, I do want to tell you that the goal of the Matheson Museum Oral History 
Program is to collect and preserve the history of Gainesville and Alachua County by 
interviewing long-time residents of the area.  As a urologist, you practiced medicine in 
Gainesville for over thirty years, and during that time you founded Hospice of North 
Central Florida, in Gainesville.  I’ve been told that you served as the first medical 
director from 1979 to 1984.  You and Mrs. Fitzpatrick have been such a great part of the 
civic, cultural, and medical community in Gainesville that it is, indeed, a pleasure to visit 
with you in your home today. 

 
 Could you please begin and just tell us about your family history?  If you will, just talk 

about your early childhood and tell us where you were born and something about your 
parents – anything that you would like to tell about your life and your education. 

 
F: I was born in New York City and attended P.S. 27, St. Agnes Grammar, and St. Agnes 

High Schools, graduating in 1931 and 1935 respectively.  I received my B.S. degree at 
Fordham University in 1939 and I was a member of the Glee Club and Editor of the 
Cabmuth, a scientific magazine.  I was awarded my medical degree from the College of 
Physicians and Surgeons at Columbia University on 17 March 1943, St. Patrick’s Day.  
With my Irish background, what a lovely day it was. 

 
 My surgical internship was at Bellevue Hospital in New York City, before I entered the 

U.S. Army Medical Corps in January 1944.  I served 14 months in the European theater 
of operations during the active phase of the war, earning three battle stars.  The unit, the 
16th General Hospital, was awarded Presidential Unit Citation for its activities during the 
Battle of the Bulge.  I was separated from service with the rank of Captain in September 
1946, serving as Battalion Aid Surgeon with the Harbor Defenses of New York through 
my final year in service. 

 
 After a year of rotating internship at the Orange Memorial Hospital, in Orlando, two 

years were spent in general and industrial practice in the coal fields along the 
Virginia/West Virginia border.  I then returned to Orlando, where I entered a four-year 
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preceptorship with the Orr Urological Group in the Orange Memorial Hospital from 
1949 to 1953.  Dr. Louis M. Orr, Sr., head of the group, was considered a master among 
his peers and he was elected President of the American Medical Association.  Then I 
entered in the practice of urology in Gainesville, Florida, at the Alachua General 
Hospital in June 1953.  I retired from practice the 17th of March (again St. Patrick’s Day) 
in 1985. 

 
B: Dr. Fitzpatrick, I wanted to ask you about awards and organizations that you belonged to 

during your medical practice years.  Could you please tell us about those. 
 
F: I was Diplomate of the American Board of Urology, Fellow of the American College of 

Surgeons, Fellow of the International College of Surgeons, and a Fellow of the 
Southeastern Surgical Congress.  I also held membership in the Alachua County Medical 
Society, the Florida Medical Association, the American Medical Association, the Florida 
Urological Society, the American Urological Society Association, the Southeastern 
section of the AUA (American Urological Association), Urologist’s Correspondence 
Club, the Irish Urology Society, among others.  I was Past President of the Alachua 
County Medical Society, Past President of the Florida Urological Society, and Past 
President of the state chapter of the International College of Surgeons.   

 
 In 1978 and in 1979 I was elected Chief of Staff of the Alachua General Hospital.  In 

1973 I served on the Executive Committee of the Medical Staff of the North Florida 
Regional Hospital and was Staff Secretary in 1974.  I was also elected by the Florida 
Medical Society to be a member of the Board of Directors of Florida Blue Shield and 
served in that capacity from 1975 to 1980 and served as a member of the Executive 
Committee of the Blue Shield of Florida.  For years I served on various committees of 
the Florida Medical Society and was a chairman of several.  That equally applies to the 
Alachua General Hospital medical staff, committees, and chairmanships over more than 
30 years of practice.   

 
 I founded the Hospice of North Central Florida and served as first medical director from 

1979 to 1984.   
 
 I wrote some 20 published papers and was licensed to practice in West Virginia and 

Florida and was a Diplomate of the National Board of Medical Examiners. 
 
B: Dr. Fitzpatrick, I am glad that you mentioned that you founded Hospice.  The north 

central Florida community has been blessed with the presence of Hospice care.  I speak 
from first-hand knowledge since my own family has benefited greatly by the help of 
Hospice.  I would like to ask you to talk about your interest, efforts, and success in 
founding Hospice here, but I know you’re too modest to tell the details of all of the work 
that you did.  Do you mind if I ask your wife, Wetona, to tell us? 

 
WVF: Louise, I don’t know all the details about the work that he did after he started it, but I 

know how he came to want to start it.  I have just finished writing a letter to Patti Moore, 
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who was the Administrator until the most recent change in administration, so I’ll just 
read it real fast if that’s okay. 

 
 “Since I came to realize that only a handful of people are aware of just how my husband, 

Ray, Dr. Fitzpatrick, learned of the wonderful difference made by the Hospice way of 
really helping people at the end of their lives, I have felt compelled to contribute my 
knowledge of it.  His concern began with one of my brothers, Herbert Vernon, in Fort 
Wayne, Indiana, in 1978.  He was 52 years old.  He had been an electronic engineer 
working in Space Fiberoptics at IT&T when he became ill and was eventually diagnosed 
as having inoperable cancer of the bladder.  Two of his sons, who could do so, came 
home to help their mother and a young sister take care of him at home.  His own mother, 
five brothers and sisters traveled far to see him before he died.  He was aware that it was 
the gathering of the clan and his family was afraid one of us might say something that 
would make him break down.  That was during the days when everybody was raised to 
be stoic about everything.  He was as heavily medicated as allowed, but it was not 
enough to really allay his pain.  He was receiving fluid intravenously, which led it to 
build up in the abdomen, and he finally had to be taken to the hospital to have it removed 
from the swollen abdomen by inserting a withdrawal mechanism into the abdomen.  This 
had been repeated over and over, keeping him alive but not relieving him.  His family 
was exhausted.   

 
A few months later we were all back in Fort Wayne for his funeral.  The whole 
atmosphere had changed since his care had been changed to the Hospice program, which 
was active there.  They were legally permitted to medicate the patient as needed to fully 
alleviate the pain.  They had taught him that he himself through the living will was the 
only one who could halt the unsuccessful treatments.  They instructed him to arrange for 
a private session with each of his family members to tell them how much he loved them 
and then ask their permission for him to follow this course.  They were all so moved and 
awed by the change brought by Hospice that they all became volunteers.  He told his 
wife that he felt that he had never known what love was before this. 
 
Ray, Dr. Fitzpatrick, was inspired.  At that time he was Chief of Staff of Alachua 
General Hospital.  He suggested the idea of a Hospice program for the Gainesville area 
to Mr. Ed Peddie, Administrator of A.G.H., who approved exploration of the feasibility.  
A committee consisting of members of the medical staff and the nursing staff was 
appointed for this study.  With their acceptance, he next presented it to the monthly staff 
meeting, where it was given a reluctant approval.  He was further inspired when 
accompanied by Dr. Stechmiller and Mrs. Sparks, a member of the nursing staff, he 
attended the Second International Conference on Death and Dying in Montreal, Canada.  
The Board of Trustees gave approval and stipulated that funds be set aside to hire a 
Hospice nurse.  Ray served as the first director in a volunteer capacity for five years, 
when he was followed by Dr. Stechmiller.  That was when he was arranging to retire.  I 
am sure Alachua General Hospital has a good record of its subsequent history.”   

 
B: Thank you so much, Mrs. Fitzpatrick.  Dr. Fitzpatrick, I would like you to tell me about 

the origin of Hospice.   
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F: Okay.  Hospice began in England.  Dr. Cecily Saunders was the one who began the 

Hospice program.  Only after a certain period of time – I think it started roughly in 1965 
– and after about five years, it had gone across the ocean and started in Canada.  From 
Canada it came down to the United States.   

 
B: Was it a seminar or workshop that you attended in Canada? 
 
F: It was.  It was conducted by a physician who also had cancer of the testis, but he 

recovered.  It was an interesting thing that at the meeting, there was a doctor from Fort 
Wayne, Indiana, who headed the table.  I said to him, “You know, the program that you 
have is very interesting.  It’s a great success.”  He looked at me and at my name tag and 
he said, “How would you know?”  Here I was from Florida.  I said to him, “The grateful 
family of Herbert Vernon can attest to how good the Fort Wayne program is going.”  
Then he understood; then he smiled. 

 
B: This was about 1978 that you formed a committee? 
 
F: It was 1978.  We usually talk about the Hospice program as starting in 1979, but we did 

actually start it in 1978 when I returned from Fort Wayne after the funeral of Herbert 
Vernon.  Incidentally, I stirred up enough interest to get approval to get our way paid to 
Canada by Mr. Peddie and the Board of Trustees of A.G.H. 

 
 Then I started to form the committee.  It was in 1978, and the committee was formed by 

a careful choice of members representing various specialties, but none of them attended 
the patients. 

 
B: Yes, but they were your committee and helped train the people to begin Hospice. 
 
F: That’s right. 
 
B: You actually started it, I believe, in Alachua General Hospital. 
 
F: That’s right.  It started at AGH.   
 
B: Did you have a floor set aside for it? 
 
F: No.  The idea was to keep people out of the hospital, except when they were in extremis.  

The effort was to keep people out of the hospital and to provide loving care in their own 
homes.  People wanted it.  There was an article in the newspaper today that 75% of 
people in care today want to die at home.  75% of them!  They don’t want to go to the 
hospital.  This is another aspect of the care aside from the high cost of care for the 
individual and the extreme burden to the members of the family. 

 
B: Well, it certainly was a wonderful beginning.  Was there a nurse on your committee? 
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F: Yes.  Miss Kosma, who was the head nurse, attended those meetings, as did Mrs. Sparks.    
In other words, I was trying to get the thing together.  I had the meeting and wanted to 
do it through channels.  I had the meeting of the committee, and they approved it.  Since 
I was Chief of Staff and could do things, then I brought it to the staff.  The staff 
approved it reluctantly.  Then I had to present it to the Board of Trustees to get them to 
approve it.  With them approving it, we could then go ahead.  All of this had taken time. 

 
B: Right.  In that period of time, I believe that you had something that you specified about 

care for everyone who had cancer.  Could you tell us about your requirement for that and 
how you were able to get that accomplished? 

 
F: The program must have been in existence a couple years before I could announce that 

the ability to pay was not an issue. 
 
B: You would train staff to go into the home to help care for the patients.  Was it a problem 

of payment for care that caused you to make this announcement? 
 
F: No, that just happened.  I remember the day I was addressing a class of volunteers and I 

brought up the fact that now you could get the care paid for by Medicare, Medicaid, etc.  
That didn’t exist until a certain time after the program was established. 

 
B: This was at least two years after you had actually started the program. 
 
F: It probably was, but I don’t have this time frame in my mind. 
 
B: It was such a wonderful beginning, and think how Hospice has grown in North Central 

Florida from that very early beginning.  So many people have become involved in it and 
help support it. 

 
F: It’s amazing.  It really is.  It was something that was needed.  Let me tell you some more 

about the Hospice program.  It was begun by Dr. Cecily Saunders in 1965 in London, 
England.  During her career, she was first a social worker and then became a registered 
nurse and a physician.   Because of dissatisfaction with the way that people had to face 
the last months or weeks of existence, especially those dying of cancer, she proposed a 
means of treating these patients in an entirely different purview to relieve the awful pain 
that those suffering from terminal cancer endured.  She proposed a method of treatment 
where the patient could remain at home during the remaining days of life, where actually 
they could be relatively pain free and thus avoid enormous costs of terminal care in an 
institution, which was extremely costly to the members of the family.  She accomplished 
this by periodic administration of pain medication and not waiting until the patient had 
the full height of pain but by judicious use of the narcotics and tranquilizers.  She found 
a group of volunteers who would go into the home and assist in this care.  Seeing that 
75% or more of the patients, if given a choice, wished to remain in the home during such 
periods of care, she required a team or teams of workers who would do this for her and 
this was part and parcel of the care she offered.  It also consisted of care of survivors in 
the family in what has come to be known as the grieving process.   
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It took about five years for the concept to spread across the ocean and begin in Canada.  
From there, it came down to the United States.  The first Hospice unit in the United 
States was created in 1974.  Having begun the talk of Hospice here in the Gainesville 
area in 1978, I think you can realize that we were in the vanguard of the Hospice 
program.  In 1978, we began the conversation after approval by Mr. Ed Peddie, the 
Administrator of the Alachua General Hospital.  I formed a committee to investigate the 
feasibility of such a program.  We usually speak of the Hospice program starting in 
1979, but actually we did begin in 1978 when I returned after the funeral of my brother-
in-law.   
 
The members of that committee were Dr. Jose Llinas, Dr. Bruce Stechmiller, Dr. Charles 
Cusumano, Dr. Alex McGregor, and Dr. George Little, and members of the nursing 
service.  Sufficient interest was shown in the program after presenting it to the 
Administrator of the hospital, the Board of Trustees, the medical staff and members of 
the nursing staff.  The committee members I chose were representative of various fields 
of endeavor.   There were two oncologists, a general surgeon, a psychiatrist, a medical 
man who prior to going to medical school was also a pharmacist, and members of the 
nursing service.  They were committee members who also helped to train people to 
begin Hospice.  Actually it started in the Alachua General Hospital.  I insisted at the very 
start that the program had to be for all comers, whether they could afford to pay for it or 
not.  I felt that was a basic requirement of such a program and insisted that it be so done.  
There was some effort at making it a paying proposition, but I was completely opposed 
to that notion. 
 
Once the program got underway, we faced the problem of hiring a nurse to basically 
manage the professional care.  We were fortunate in obtaining the services of Janice 
Allen, who remained with us for about a year or more, and upon her departure, obtained 
another nurse, Donna Hall.  She remained with us again for a year or thereabouts, and 
had to leave because of a change in her husband’s position.   
 

B: That’s certainly wonderful, and I know now why I have heard you referred to as the 
“Father of Hospice.”  That is certainly a title that you deserve.  I know there must have 
been some frustrating moments in getting Hospice founded.  Do you recollect any that 
you would like to share with us? 

 
F: Oh yes!  One stands out in particular in my mind involving a member of the Committee.  

He suggested that the Oncology Departments in each hospital continue treating patients 
as they had been doing.  An excerpt from my response of September 18, 1979, follows: 

 
 “The Hospice Program is not for that type of patient.  The Hospice Program is for the 

terminally ill, for those who essentially have three months or less to live.  For those for 
whom medical science has already done all that it can in the way of either cure or 
prolonging life.  Such care of the very terminal patient does not require fancy diagnostic 
equipment (you have already used that and failed).  It merely requires a body of people 
with certain nursing skills and with some knowledge and understanding of approaching 
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death and how the patient and family can be assisted in meeting this inevitable end.  The 
effort of Hospice is to direct the final scenario of life so that death occurs in the home, if 
possible, in the loving arms of ones own family.  The Hospice team should become very 
familiar to the dying patient and his family and if the patient must spend a few days in 
the hospital for respite care, it should be in the hands of that same now familiar team of 
people.  I thought you had grasped this concept of Hospice care from all of the material I 
have placed in your hands, but apparently from your letter you have not.  If we can ever 
achieve an in-patient palliative care unit in Gainesville, it must not be a part of the busy, 
active hospital, the entire philosophy of which does not fit in with Hospice care.  At the 
time I became interested in the Hospice movement a year and a half or more ago, I 
thought that a few of the many, many excess beds in this community at the Alachua 
General Hospital might be used for the development of an in-patient palliative care unit.  
I have heard Sylvia Lax speak, I have heard Dr. Cecily A. Saunders speak, and what 
your letter proposes is not Hospice care.  The concept expressed in your letter would, 
indeed, result in the ‘intolerable fragmentation of service and an absurd duplication’ that 
you fear.  I will be happy to talk to you at any time on the subject of Hospice, upon 
whose development I have devoted a not-inconsiderable portion of time over the past 
year and a half.”  

 
B: Dr. Fitzpatrick, I want to ask you about how you met Mrs. Fitzpatrick.  Would you tell 

us a little bit about your courtship and marriage? 
 
F: Well, we had a date.  I took her to the World’s Fair.  I was dating other girls at the same 

time, but this finally petered down to just one.  I dated her all the way through Med 
School.  It was during my internship that we finally got married.  That was three and a 
half years of Med School and then we finally got married, just before I went into the 
service.  She was Wetona Vernon of Roanoke, Virginia, but I’ll let her tell you about 
that.   

 
B: She was a nurse, right? 
 
F: Yes.  She was a student nurse. 
 
B: Where did you meet?  Was it in Bellevue? 
 
F: No.  I met her when she was in a hospital training program at Brooklyn Hospital.  I was 

at Bellevue Hospital, so we had quite a time with dates. 
 
B: You had to schedule around your work schedules, I am sure. 
 
F: Yes.  Anyway, we planned to get married and did so. 
 
B: What year were you married? 
 
F: August 29, 1943. 
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B: So you’ve been married over 50 years. 
 
F: Oh yes.  Actually, I always used to accuse her that she didn’t want to get married on 

August 28th because August 28th was her birthday!   
 
B: Oh, how wonderful.  So you can never forget her birthday.  That’s lovely.  I know that 

you have three children.  Would you tell us about them?  Kevin Scott was born when 
you were in Bluefield, West Virginia, wasn’t he? 

 
F: That’s right.  He was born in Bluefield.  Jeannie was born the day that Douglas 

MacArthur gave that farewell speech to Congress.  She was born in Orlando, Florida. 
 
B: April 19, 1951. 
 
F: I said, “My God, if that’s a boy, he’s going to be called Douglas.”  But it was a girl, and 

she was named Jean Ellen.  Jean was MacArthur’s wife’s name; it was my 
grandmother’s name; and Ellen was my grandmother, Ellen Dowie.  Ellen is also a 
Vernon family name.  Of course, Johnny was born a couple years later in Gainesville.  I 
think that we had a name picked out for him and then she changed it subsequently to 
Raymond John, Jr.  Anyway, that was it.   

 
B: He’s very proud to be Raymond John, Jr., and insists on being called “Ray, Jr.” now 

after growing up as John or Johnny.   
 
F: After growing up to be nearly forty-seven years old. 
 
B: All of your children are so talented.  Would you like to tell us about what they have 

accomplished? 
 
F: Kevin took an eternity in graduate school.  He had started at Tulane and did about two or 

three years there.  Then he went out to “concentrate on his navel” for a while.  He and 
his wife did that.   

 
B: Well, he came back to the University of Florida, didn’t he? 
 
F: That’s right.  He came back there and put in another two or three years. 
 
B: Actually, didn’t he receive a Masters at the University of Florida? 
 
F: Yes.  In architecture.  He was Phi Kappa Phi. 
 
B: That’s no small accomplishment. 
 
F: I think not.  He has three wonderful children:  Liam Scott, Mollie Ryan, and Hannah 

Elizabeth. 
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B: He’s gotten a lot of recognition in his practice. 
 
F: He was working for a concern in Tampa, Florida, and he was the one that designed the 

Civic Center in Sanibel Island on the west coast of Florida.  He received an award for 
that.  The head honcho gets that, but he was listed as the design architect.  It was a 
beautiful thing.  He has won other things.  He designed the refurbishing of the railroad 
station in Bay St. Louis, Mississippi, and has had some other awards like that. 

 
B: I know that you’re very proud of him.  Tell me about Jeannie and all the wonderful 

things that she has done.  She has made a great name for herself and has had several one-
person shows. 

 
F: Jeannie is really a unique and wonderful person.  She has had a couple shows in Marsh 

Creek Country Club and various places.  She had a show at Palm Beach just this past 
year.  She can do anything that she turns her hand to.  She was quite successful in real 
estate but her first love is art.  She now practices art only. 

 
B: She does beautiful watercolors.  She lives in the St. Augustine area, and a lot of her art 

work reflects the beautiful scenery there, doesn’t it? 
 
F: There is a book by David Nolan called “Houses of St. Augustine” which contains 

something like 15 of her paintings.  She has done very well in her artwork.  She plays 
the guitar and has a lovely voice.  She is a truly talented person, as is her husband, Henri 
Bos.  He is a successful contractor, who specializes in the restoration of houses in the St. 
Augustine area.  Henri was born in France and lived in Canada before moving to St. 
Augustine.  He and Jeanie were married in a Catholic ceremony in St. Augustine in 
1998.  Prior to her marriage to Henri, Jeanie had traveled a great deal.  She had a 
wonderful experience in Rome, Italy, at the Vatican.  She saw Pope John Paul II and 
their eyes met and he reached over the crowd and touched her hand.  She will always 
remember that experience.  Jeanie and Henri continue to travel as much as their work 
schedules permit. 

 
B: Your son, Ray, Jr. 
 
F: Ray, Jr., has yet to find his niche.  He is an instrumentalist of the Jimi Hendrix “school.” 
 
B: He’s a great musician. 
 
F: Well, he is, but he’s yet to get his place in life.  He teaches at the Guitar Academy in 

Gainesville.  He graduated from Berklee College of Music in Boston and then spent 
another year in the Guitar Academy in Los Angeles and played in several bands in Los 
Angeles before moving to Seattle.  He moved back here soon after I had open heart triple 
by-pass surgery in 1992. 
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B: I’m sure that he’s a very good teacher.  I know that he’s very talented.  I know how 
proud you are of your children.  I wanted you to tell me a little bit about your hobbies – 
your woodcarving. 

 
F: I don’t know just when I started, but probably thirty years ago, I started carving little 

things and I now have at least 150, 160, 170 carvings.  Primarily in wood because wood 
is readily available. 

 
B: You have done some stone, haven’t you? 
 
F: Oh yes.  I’ve done some stone.  A number of them.   
 
B: Tell me about that stone. 
 
F: It’s soapstone.  It’s easy to carve.  It’s pretty heavy. 
 
B: Absolutely.  That one piece of stone weighs almost a ton! 
 
F: I don’t know whether I’m going to carve a head.  Anyway, I have done between 150 and 

170 carvings of wood and stone – some marble and some African Wonder Stone. 
 
B: They certainly are beautiful.  We haven’t talked about your poetry yet.  What age were 

you when you began writing poems? 
 
F: I think I played around with that when I was in college, but I never did anything like 

putting them in a book.  I’ve sort of done that through the years but only in the past few 
years have I developed it and put it in book form. 

 
B: You published your first book in 1994, and that was “Thirty Selected Poems”? 
 
F: Yes.  Then I did another one. 
 
B: In 1999.  “Three Score Ten and More.” 
 
F: Those are very varied types of poems. 
 
B: They’re wonderful.  I had the privilege of hearing you read one from the first book, 

“Thirty Selected Poems.”  Do you remember, it’s “Dad’s Cane.”? 
 
F: Right. 
 
B: Would you like to tell a little bit about that one? 
 
F: Well, actually, there’s an interesting story about that.  I had sent that cane to Liam – it’s 

a blackthorn stick and was made in Ireland.  When I had the stroke, I wrote to Liam, my 
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grandson, and asked if he could return that cane to me because I needed it, which he did.  
That’s the cane I am using right now.  It was my grandfather’s, then my father’s. 

 
B: It’s a beautiful poem, and it certainly was a treat to hear you read it.  I heard you read it 

at Hospice House one evening.  It was just beautiful.   
 
 We haven’t talked about your grandchildren.  Do you want to tell a little about them? 
 
F: I’ve got three grandchildren. 
 
B: They’re all Kevin’s children, right? 
 
F: Yes. 
 
B: His son is Liam. 
 
F: Liam is the oldest, and then he has a daughter, Molly, and another little daughter, 

Hannah. 
 
B: They’re all such beautiful children. 
 
F: All three children, my children, have been to Ireland at separate times.  Anyway, on one 

visit to Ireland, Ray, Jr., and Jeannie have gone, and on another occasion, Kevin and his 
wife, Kat, went.  An interesting thing there.  I turned to Kevin as we were going through 
Customs.  He’s 6’ 3” or 4”, and my eyes saw this lapel pin that he had, and it was an 
RAF pin (Royal Air Force).  I said, “My God, don’t wear that around.”  He said, 
“Why?”  I said, “Because there’s a recent case of trouble in Northern Ireland.  They just 
knocked off a British officer in mufti.  My God, you’re liable to get involved with that.” 

 
B: I’m sure he appreciated your telling him that. 
 
F: I don’t know that he did.   
 
B: Did you go back to where your immigrant ancestors came from? 
 
F: I went back to where my paternal grandfather came from.  That was Patrick 

Bartholomew Fitzpatrick, who was born in Ballahaise County, Ireland, about 1866.  This 
would have made him 27 years of age when he married Ellen Griffin.  There’s no house 
left there, just an empty field with yellow daisies in it.  He came over to the United 
States, probably in 1880, with his widowed mother.  She had four children, Patrick 
Bartholomew, Bernard, Tom, and Annie.  She brought the four of them over from 
Ireland herself.  I don’t know what happened to her husband.  She married again.  His 
name was Peter Winters.  Grandparents on his mother’s side were Mary Griffin (nee 
D’Arcy) and Michael Griffin, born in Orange County, Limerick, Ireland.  They had six 
children:  Jim, Bridget, Patrick, Mary, John, and Ellen.    
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B: Your father was John? 
 
F: John Aloysius Fitzpatrick was born August 28, 1893.  His father, Patrick, married Ellen 

Griffin, who was born August 29, 1873, and died in childbirth on her 20th birthday.  
There’s a sad situation.  When my father was a little kid, his father married again and the 
mother was an alcoholic.  Before his father remarried, he lived three years with his 
grandparents Winters. 

 
B: Oh, the stepmother was not kind to him. 
 
F: No, and she had a daughter of her own.  He would come home for lunch and there would 

be some food tied to the door handle.  She would be eating a hot meal and the door 
would be locked to my Dad.  If she wanted to go off with her daughter, he’d be locked 
out on the fire escape.   Then subsequently he moved to live with his Grandmother 
Griffin because his father said to him, “Johnny, what’s that with your feet?”  He said, 
“My God, you’re wearing two left shoes.”   

 
B: So he was much happier with his grandparents Griffin. 
 
F: Oh yes.  He graduated from grammar school and high school, St. Gabriel’s, and then 

went on to Manhattan College.  He started the track team there and was Captain of the 
track team.  He was the Valedictorian of his class and also Class President.  After 
graduation, he worked for a couple years as an accountant for U.S. Rubber Co., and then 
he wanted to be a dentist.  He started in dental school at Georgetown University and had 
a scholarship there in track.  Then his father died in 1913, and then he was in a relay race 
and had an injury.  They put him in a race right after the injury and as he was running, 
the ace bandage undid itself and the leg went into a spasm, and that was the end of his 
scholarship and the end of his track and everything else.  Subsequently, after being in the 
Army, he did run.  He ran for the New York Athletic Club 71st Regiment and some other 
place.  Anyway, he was a pretty good trackman.  In high school, he was three times 
Champion in the mile relay. 

 
B: What was his occupation? 
 
F: He was a fire fighter and later worked in a bank.  He was injured in the line of duty, so 

that’s how he retired from the fire department. 
 
B: After your mother passed away, he moved to Gainesville. 
 
F: Yes.  Then later, he met Mary Van Nortwick and married her, and he has said that was a 

very happy time in his life.  Mary was a widow and had two grown sons, Ken and 
Donald.   

 
B: I’m so glad he had those wonderful years in Gainesville.  He was such a wonderful 

gentleman.  I enjoyed getting to know him.  That was great.  Your mother’s name was 
Suzanne? 
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F: Suzanne Veronica Dowie.  She was born February 2, 1893. 
 
B: Was she also Irish? 
 
F: Half Irish.  My maternal grandmother, Ellen Clarke, was born in Baillieborough, Ireland, 

and I have visited there, also, to see where she came from.  My maternal grandfather, 
William Dowie, was born in Glasgow, Scotland.  He was a Glaswegian.  We lived with 
my grandparents for the first twelve years of my life.  I was an only child.  Finally, my 
father convinced my mother that we had to find a place of our own and move away, so 
they did.  They moved one block away!  So, three of my grandparents were born in 
Ireland and one in Scotland.  For the first 12 years of my existence, I lived surrounded 
by an Irish brogue from both sides of the grandparents and a Scottish burr from the 
other. 

 
B: I know those are great memories.  Now, I would like to ask your wife, Wetona, to please 

tell us about herself and any special interests or memories that she would like to share.   
 
WVF: My name is Violet Wetona Vernon Fitzpatrick.  I was born August 28, 1920 in 

Rockingham County, Mayodan, North Carolina, to Harry Lee Vernon and Vora Mae 
Reid.  They lived in Roanoke, Virginia, but my mother went back to their hometown to 
have me by her family physician in my father’s parents’ home.  They had both grown up 
in Mayodan, attended the same Episcopal Church, which had a wonderful Young 
People’s League and pastor, Dr. Berkley, from Charleston, South Carolina.  He later 
married them and baptized me.  Dr. Berkley moved to Roanoke and became our pastor at 
St. John’s Church.  One of my father’s uncles was also an Episcopal pastor in a church 
in Walnut Cove, North Carolina.   

 
 I have often been asked about the source of my name, Wetona.  I found out only a few 

years ago when a Wetona Cox wrote me that she had a “chat-room” for women named 
Wetona.  She already had sixteen responding, all of whose mothers had read the same 
book, The Heart of Wetona, published in 1918, from which a movie had been made.  It 
was about a noble Indian princess.  My mother had told me about the book, but until 
now I had never heard of anyone else by that name!  The woman had seen my name on 
the Internet News regarding a fire I had reported in my neighborhood!  We were all born 
in 1919, 1920, or soon after.  Wetona Cox had a message from a Wisconsin man who 
said that a Black Foot Indian Tribe had a reservation there and that there were lots of 
Wetonas thereabouts. 

 
 My mother told me that her father died while she was so young she couldn’t remember 

him.  Two older brothers, who still lived with her mother and her, were officers at the 
Mayo Mill.  Kirby, the youngest, had a phonograph and their mother let them roll up the 
rugs and have friends over to dance.  Another favorite meeting place was the railroad 
station when the trains were coming in.  My mother was related to the family of the 
Smothers Brothers – famous during post World War II as entertainers.  Their mother, 
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Maude, was a younger cousin to my mother, and their father was a graduate of 
Annapolis.   

 
 Both of my parents were in large families.  They were religious and at that place and 

time, no one believed in birth control.  My father’s father was also an officer at the Mayo 
Mill – when the farm did not do so well.  My father was the oldest son in a very large 
family.  He was a sport – played fine baseball, drove one of the early motorcycles, and 
was called “Trigger,” because he was a good hunter.  He had an older sister who was a 
beauty.  One of my father’s aunts was a registered nurse when she married a widower 
with a lot of children.  She was the only one I’d ever visited who had a bathroom with a 
number of toilets in separate cubicles.  Most people in the rural areas had only 
outhouses.   

 
 My mother was a volunteer nurse on the home front while my father served in the Navy 

during World War I.  They had not been engaged, but when he returned from the war, 
things got serious and they were married.  In the navy, my father had learned the 
importance of correct timing for everyone, and not wanting to farm or work in the Mill 
at Mayo, he went to a special school in St. Louis, Missouri, that included watch making.  
Roanoke was a progressive city and home of the Norfolk and Western Railroads.   

 
 I was the oldest of six children.  My mother had a housemaid (probably paid less than 

fifty cents an hour) but no cook.  We lived through the great Depression without feeling 
poor – probably because everyone else was in the same boat, food was cheap, and the 
railroad people all needed correct watches.  My father attended Hamilton Business 
College extension classes.  He became a Mason and a Knights’ Templar.  He was one of 
the handsomest men I ever knew.  He became a Republican in a Democratic stronghold 
and raised all of us to be the same.  However, some of his grandchildren have not 
followed suit.  He still loved baseball so well that he coached the neighborhood boys in a 
nearby field during the summer before supper-time. 

 
 My father was deeply interested in what he knew about the participation of his 

antecedents in the wars of this country from early on, until the Civil War, but he had no 
knowledge of his genealogy.  Just before his death, he had started to make inquiries 
which bore fruit after he died.  A relative, William Aaron Vernon, who had taught 
history at Chapel Hill, North Carolina, started the Vernon Family Association of 
America, which became the largest family name association in America.  It provided 
quarterly newsletters for about eight years, with comprehensive information for all lines, 
which was astonishing.  When the editor (the history professor) became too ill to 
continue, and the treasurer in California died, there were none to take their places, so it 
ceased to be.  One of our line was Wagon-master for George Washington during the 
Revolutionary War.  Others had been given land in North Carolina for service during the 
French and Indian Wars.  The Vernons had originated in a Roman-built town in eastern 
France called Vernor Springs; later turned up in western France in Normandy, in a town 
called Vernon (pronounced Ver-non), where there was a Vernon castle; and they went to 
England with William the Conqueror in 1066 where they lived in Hadden Hall and other 
houses in Tong, north of London.  Also intensely interesting to me in these newsletters 
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was finding that a Vernon family member was in possession of one of three paintings of 
the Mona Lisa, by Leonardo da Vinci.  It had been housed in the Smithsonian, insured 
for three million dollars.  It had also been exhibited once in California.  It had been given 
to a Vernon, who had helped the French king escape during the French Revolution.  Our 
Harn Museum founding director, Budd Bishop, found that the member’s name was Sue 
Swick.  The painting is now in a New Jersey vault.  He gave me her telephone number, 
but she was not receptive when I called.  I had hoped we might be able to display it in 
our wonderful Harn Museum here, after I’d read about four different museums, each of 
them owning one of Van Gogh’s “Sunflowers” and have them on permanent display. 

 
 Looking back, I have always felt blessed to have grown up in one of the most beautiful 

and temperate locations in the world, and I have traveled a lot.  I have many nostalgic 
memories of the mountains, lakes, rivers and golden streams flaked with mica, both near 
Roanoke, and on visits to my North Carolina relatives. The scenery ever-changing, the 
seasons most delightfully representative of spring, summer, winter and fall.  Tobacco 
was the greatest money crop, though not the only one, on farms in North Carolina.  
During curing time in the fired barns was great fun for a visiting cousin.  The men – 
young and old – took turns tending the flues, and at night played guitars and banjos 
outside.  My cousin Ruby and I danced.  I also like to remember how we went 
swimming in a shallow mica-flecked pool in the nearby river on the farm, and stopped to 
cut a fresh watermelon on the way – relishing the deliciousness with salt we had brought 
with us. 

 
 While I was still a young girl in Roanoke, I remember seeing Franklin D. Roosevelt 

when he visited for a dedication of a fine new veterans hospital there.  He was the first 
president I had ever seen and I remember being a bit awed.   

 
 I was always interested in art, but it was necessary for me to choose a career in which I 

could be self-supporting (at that time:  teaching, nursing, or being a secretary).  I had 
always maintained high grades and had also won a Latin tournament.  I could have been 
accepted at any college where I aspired to matriculate.  My mother influenced me to 
choose nursing, and I have never regretted it.  Through an older church friend who had 
done so a year before, I chose to study at the Brooklyn Hospital in New York, which was 
affiliated with the Long Island College of Medicine.  It is now called the Down-State 
Medical Center and is next to Fort Green Park.  Fellow students were from New 
England, Long Island, New York and New Jersey, and some of the southern states.  It 
was a beautiful hospital with a fine staff of doctors and teaching staff and a very popular 
public section and clinics. 

 
 I met Raymond J. Fitzpatrick when he and his lifetime best friend, Albert A. Dunn, were 

seniors at Fordham University, and Al was going with my next door neighbor in our 
Nurses’ Dorm.  Her mother was Lithuanian and her father was Russian, named 
Lapikates.  Al went on to medical school at Cornell and Ray at Columbia University.  
While we had little money or time for dating, New York City itself and its environs, 
including Long Island, the Hudson River area north, and some of the New Jersey shore 
had many exciting, beautiful and inexpensive areas to explore.  We especially enjoyed 
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the art museums, the Metropolitan Opera House, and the Italian and Jewish 
neighborhoods. 

 
 After Ray’s post medical school training time at Belleview Hospital, he was scheduled 

to be sent somewhere in the Army, so before his deployment, we were married in New 
York City.  My mother and a Roanoke friend working in D.C., Betty Gray Smithdeal, 
managed to come up to our wedding.  Susie, Ray’s mother, helped me arrange it – in 
fact, she did it all, and it was fine.  At that time a non-Catholic could not be wed in the 
church.  After the ceremony in the pastor’s study of St. Rose of Lima Catholic Church, a 
lovely reception followed at the “Tavern on the Green” in Central Park.  It was an old-
fashioned white wooden home-like place. 

 
 We had an apartment near my hospital in Brooklyn, where I worked in the clinics, with a 

nice day schedule.  People didn’t worry about being out at night then, and Ray’s parents 
said in their youth, people didn’t even lock their doors.   

 
 When he was sent to Carlisle Barracks for overseas training, I went back to my family in 

Roanoke.  While he was overseas, we wrote each other every day, but I felt so isolated 
from our life together that I went back to New York and worked at his Columbia 
University in their Vanderbilt Clinic, in Pediatrics.  I took night classes, one of which 
was art.  My apartment, which I shared with five other nurses, was close and his parents 
lived nearby on Riverside Drive with a wonderful view of the Hudson River and the 
George Washington Bridge.  They were very thoughtful about me – took me to parties 
with them.  Papa Fitz even took me to a baseball game at Yankee Stadium.  My father 
and brothers had a passion for baseball and had played a lot, so I was very interested.   

 
It was my experience in seeing how much their religion helped Ray’s parents bear their 
worries about their only child that caused me to take lessons in and then convert to 
Catholicism.  He was afraid his mother had tried to influence me, but this was not true. 
 
At the Vanderbilt Pediatric Clinic, I worked in tandem with Virginia McGrath from 
Canada covering the treatment room.  We became close friends and when she married an 
intern, Dr. David Stiles, she asked me to be her Matron of Honor.  His father worked on 
Wall Street, and he, his parents, sister and brother had been educated at Harvard and 
Vassar.  Their home was a lovely place in Scarsdale, New York, and they lived next 
door to the famous humorist, Robert Benchley, who was working in California during 
the wedding, but his lovely wife and at least one son were there.  She had everyone 
laughing when she read them a telegram her husband had written regarding David’s 
wedding.  It said, “’Tis a reason was David had to do it. ‘Tis a reason was.”  Which was 
very funny, because it was a quote of a saying David often used in his younger years 
when asked why he had done something. 
 
I later met Robert Benchley in Gainesville when he came to speak at the University of 
Florida.  I introduced Pat Summerlin and myself to him, but never thought to tell him 
about that wedding telegram.  His son Peter was the author of Jaws, which was made 
into a movie.  He himself was a member of the Writers Round Table at the Algonquin 
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Hotel.  Dorothy Parker was one of the members.  I can’t think of others – which reminds 
me that I also saw Jack Kennedy and Lyndon Johnson when they campaigned on the old 
Courthouse Square in mid-town Gainesville.  In New York City during the war, my 
roommates and I saw Frank Sinatra on the stage at a Brooklyn theater.  We did things 
like that.  A very few times we saw celebrities on the streets of New York City.  I was 
among the huge crowd in Times Square on V.J. Day, but I couldn’t find myself in the 
famous picture on the cover of “Life” magazine. 
 
After the war, Ray was discharged in the fall of 1946 when most hospital internships and 
residencies were already filled.  Through the advice of an army friend, we ended up in 
Orlando, Florida, to continue his hospital training at Orange Memorial Hospital.  This 
was a whole new experience for both of us.  At that time, incidences of infantile 
paralysis were prevalent.  We made great lifetime friends in Orlando, especially Mary 
Lou and Harry “Curly” Edwards. 
 
After that, we lived in Bishop, Virginia (not too far from Roanoke) where Ray could 
make some money as one of the general practitioners for the workers of the Pocahontas 
Fuel Company (coal) before going on for more training.  While living there we had our 
first child, Kevin.  He was conceived during a real blizzard on a Christmas trip to New 
York and delivered in Bluefield, West Virginia.  Jeanie was born three years later, after 
we returned to Orlando for Ray’s four-year urology training under the Louis M. Orr, Sr. 
Urological Group at Orange Memorial Hospital.  It was a most interesting four years.  
Dr. Orr was well known in medical worlds all over, and his wife was from a well-
positioned Brown family that were largely responsible for Brown University.  They had 
both been in Britain – I think during World War II, and brought back a Rolls, which they 
seldom drove. 
 
Kevin was five years old and Jeanie two when we moved to Gainesville, where Ray set 
up his own private practice in Urology.  I was eight months pregnant with Raymond 
John Fitzpatrick, Jr., and it was hot (100°) much of the time that May and June, but we 
didn’t have to worry then about closing the windows or locking the doors! 
 
We loved Gainesville unconditionally from the first.  There was no medical school at the 
time, but one was being planned.  At this time there was only one hospital, and it had no 
air conditioning.  Windows were open in the summertime.  None of the homes or offices 
had air conditioning, either, but the huge live oak trees provided the city with wonderful 
shade.  They had just taken up the trolley tracks, which had run through the center of 
town.  Many of the doctors moved to lake homes (fifteen minutes away at that time) 
during the summer, and it was an easy commute.  Cedar Key and the east coast were an 
easy drive through rural countryside, but much farther away.  The only trouble was that 
the doctors had to be on call for their own patients at the hospital and cover for each 
other, as there were no interns or residents at that time.   
 
This was during the days of Senator J. Maxey Dell, Dr. J. Maxey Dell, Jr., Preacher 
Gordon (Pastor of the First Presbyterian Church), Dr. W.C. Thomas, Sr. (who delivered 
our youngest son about a month after our arrival and remained my main doctor until he 
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retired a number of years later).  The sheriff was Joe Crevasse.  The President of the 
University of Florida was Dr. J. Hillis Miller, and later Dr. J. Wayne Reitz.  M.M. 
Parrish was a favorite builder.  At Silver Springs, Ross Allen was famous for his 
knowledge and his work with alligators.  Wade Hampton was a well-known judge.  Billy 
Chandler was our lawyer.  I was enamoured by the Marjorie Kennan Rawlings stories 
about this area.  The beauty here was mostly all natural – not enhanced and manicured in 
a theatrical way, as the tourist regions were.  There are so many unspoiled springs, 
rivers, streams, and lakes, unthreatened then by development as now.   
 
The people here were just as natural, good, and down to earth as we have found them to 
be wherever we have lived or traveled.  In all the places we have lived, people were so 
interesting and special – a book could be written about the lives of all the wonderful 
friends who have enriched our lives through the years.  I have come to believe there are 
a lot fewer bad people than good ones, and I believe the bad ones are the result of genes 
or poverty.  If the good people of the world can ever conquer these two things (sigh!).  
Well, it ought to make a remarkable change for the better!  Our good friends were 
neighbors:  You, Louise, and your husband Woodrow Brown, Tom and Freddie Dobson, 
Dudley and Lee Cunningham.  Doctors and their families were Glenn and Pat 
Summerlin, Charlie and Rainer Pinkoson, Henry and Louisa Babers, George A. and 
Shirley Dell, Dave and Mary Ann Cofrin, Jim and Elizabeth McClamrock, Gene and 
Etta Cummings, Henry and Peg Lyons, Walter and Katherine Murphree.  Attorney Joe 
Jenkins and his wife Jerry were also good friends.  These were the closest friends, but 
there were many others; after all, we have now been here forty-eight years.  Also, many 
have died.  We are entering our eighties ourselves.  My mother died this year at 100 
years and 5 months.  God bless her soul.  I can’t praise her enough.  She had the stoicism 
of her generation tempered by a great sense of humor.  She remained calm, worked hard, 
had much patience and trust in people, and never complained.  She made all our clothes, 
using Dad’s old suits to make new ones for the three boys, who were also in the navy or 
air corps during World War II.  After her children were on their own, she worked in a 
library. 
 
Here in Gainesville, our first neighborhood was Audubon Park – fairly new and ideally 
located between Alachua General hospital and the University of Florida.  We could hear 
the Carillon concerts from the Bell Tower at the University played by Dr. Claude  
Murphree.  Most of our neighbors were higher-ups at the University, and after our living 
there for fifteen years, they have become friends for life.  Ray’s fellow doctors at the 
hospital were from old Gainesville families and had trained at prestigious places in other 
states and had also served during the war.  Others had married Gainesville girls.  There 
couldn’t have been a better source of friends for the long haul.  We have constantly felt 
well blessed.   
 
Our three children attended nearby P.K.Yonge, a fine school associated with the 
University of Florida for teaching teachers.  Although we have suffered bad times and 
outrageous turns of fortune that all life is heir to, through the grace of God, we came 
through them and rarely reflect upon such times except to give thanks for having been 
able to overcome them.  There were many exhortations to build fall-out shelters and the 
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schools had air-raid drills.  During the Cuban missile crisis, there was a really scary 
time.  We piled the kids in the car and went down to stay with our oldest friends in 
Florida, the Edwards in Orlando.  On the road down, we encountered many army 
vehicles moving south. 
 
Kevin has received several major awards for architecture.  Jeanie is making a good 
income from her water color paintings of scenery and old houses, and John, Jr. has a 
degree in composition from the jazz school, Berklee College of Music, in Boston.  Now 
that he can purchase the kind of computer he has been waiting for, he plans to compose 
and sell on the Internet.  He teaches guitar at the Music Academy here, after having 
worked in bands in Los Angeles and Seattle.  He built his own wooden sailboat and stays 
busy with musical friends.  He lives on Lake Swan in Melrose. 
 
Our children and their lives and families are a source of love and pride.  We have three 
grandchildren:  Liam Scott Fitzpatrick, age 21; Molly Ryan Fitzpatrick, age 16; and 
Hanna Lake, age 5 – all of whom I hope to include in a more detailed version of the 
“autobiography” for my descendants.   
 
My siblings were successful in life and had good cousins for our children.  I developed 
quite a hobby in oil painting, especially portraits, having attended seminars in New York 
City, Tallahassee, and here in this area through the years.  Ray has done many 
interesting carvings in wood and stone.  He has published two books of poetry, which he 
gave to Hospice (which he founded) to sell on their web site.  We both have heart 
trouble, but exercise and take expensive drugs.  Life is still good, although we cannot 
participate now in the many volunteer organizations we used to enjoy.  I was just over 
the age limit (33) to join the Jr. Welfare League when we came here.  However, I have 
served in other areas:  as a telephone volunteer at the Alachua County Crisis Center 
answering emergency calls and providing counseling for those in need; in the nursery for 
the Alachua General Hospital Auxiliary; on committees and as president of the Alachua 
County Medical Auxiliary; on committees for the Friends of the Library, the Museum of 
Natural History, the Women’s Garden Club – Gardenia Circle; and have edited the 
newsletter for the Gallery Guild (the art group working to have an art museum at the 
University of Florida).  Currently I am a member of Hospice Affiliates, the Harn 
Museum Founders, the Museum of Natural History, and South Anastasia Island 
Association.  We also have held offices in a social club to which we have belonged for 
forty years, and the Clear Lake Association, Inc.  I am sure that Ray’s resume contains 
references to his many volunteer services.   

 
B: Thank you, Tony, for sharing your history and special memories with us.  Dr. 

Fitzpatrick, would you like to share with us some of your experiences as a member of 
the Central and South American Exchange Lecture Tour in 1963. 

 
F: I was president of the Florida State Chapter of the International College of Surgeons at 

that time and felt complimented by the invitation, as I would be the only urologist 
included.  However, I was in the process of building my own office and could not see 
my way to doing it financially, when a subsequent call came through inviting me with 
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“Expenses Paid.”  I just could not turn it down.  The International Tour departed from 
the States on April 22nd in two groups, one from Miami and the other from New 
Orleans, joining together in Guatemala City.  The Miami group stopped at the airport in 
Mexico, namely Merida, and it was interesting to me that while they have the worries of 
birds at the airports in New York, a burro was standing on the airstrip as our jet plane 
came in.  He was well trained and got off the airstrip before our plane reached him.  He 
joined a horse in a nearby field to graze at that point. 

 
 At the airport in Guatemala City, we were met by a group of the local physicians.  The 

weather was extremely torrid and it seemed forever before we got through with 
Customs.  That was our first encounter with Customs, but ever after that we got through 
with them without the least bit of difficulty.  I think it took that first encounter to make 
us learn how to get by later.  We were taken to a quite modern hotel Guatemala after 
being driven to the museum, to a national palace, about the square, etc.  After our dinner 
that evening, we had our first session with the Guatemalan doctors, and this occurred 
daily thereafter until our departure.  Dr. Shirley Michan was most helpful to all of us.  
Things were a bit hot in Guatemala City politically, with troops in evidence wherever we 
went.  The airport was surrounded by soldiers toting submachine guns, and one night 
machine gun fire as well as a grenade was heard.  From what I can gather, the people are 
either very poor or very wealthy, and there is nothing in between.   Various monuments 
exist everywhere.  There is a small model of the Eiffel Tower that stands many stories 
high.  There still exists an old Spanish Aqueduct and various other monuments too 
numerous to mention.   

 
 We visited in Antigua some 40 or 45 miles away for a party at Dr. Gualvy’s house.  This 

doctor is 65 years of age, but the other doctors say he has been that age for the past 20 to 
25 years.  The entire area is poor country.  It is underdeveloped, is unstable politically, 
and has a very large Indian population which will keep it down as far as development 
and educational standards are concerned. 

 
 There is government medicine with Social Security hospitals, the Roosevelt Hospital, the 

Cancer Hospital, etc.  Some private practice is possible, but most of the doctors work at 
the government hospital each week for some period of time.  They get an average of $67 
per month for working for the government for the amount of work they do and are 
forced to do this basic amount.  The Social Security Hospital is for injured workers, 
maternity and accident cases only.  It seemed to me that some of the doctors care about 
their Social Security patients, but most of them do not.  The general level of the hospitals 
I would quote as poor.  However, the doctors seem to be on their toes and some of them 
have had excellent training.  In private conversations, we learned that they want America 
to send more money for their hospitals, etc., and they were also greatly disturbed at our 
failure to do more in the Cuban situation. 

 
 We left Guatemala on April 25th at the end of our 3-day visit, arriving at San Jose, Costa 

Rica, that same day.  On the way to Costa Rica, we stopped at San Salvador and one 
other airport, and at both airports we were met by armed guards with submachine guns.  
We arrived at San Jose in the evening and were taken directly to our hotel.  In no time at 
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all, we had to get on over to the Medical Meeting at their local Medical Association.  
The city was quite a mess from volcanic ash, which was everywhere.  The doctors in 
Costa Rica seem real sharp and they treated us royally.  This was primarily in their  
physicians and surgeons building where we saw the Costa Rican Dancers, who later 
appeared in the Latin American version of Life magazine.  I gave a number of lectures 
here and did get to do some sightseeing, particularly at Cartago, where I have some film 
of the lovely cathedral.  We later visited the very lovely home of Dr. Nunnez, the 
pathologist.  As I mentioned above, the doctors here seemed to be more on their toes 
clinically.  Social Security medicine is practiced here, with private practice, of course.   

 
The people, as well as the city of San Jose, are much more up-to-date and better dressed 
than the people were in Guatemala.  Very few Indians were seen here and the country, in 
general, seemed much more progressive.   
 
The volcanic ash was terrible and had been going on for a month or so, and the natives 
anticipated that ash would be pouring down for months to come.   
 
Some of their hospitals were quite poor, whereas others were beautifully kept up and 
new.  They have a much more stable government in Costa Rica and a much more stable 
economy.  There are nicer stores and, in all, Costa Rica is more like the good old U.S.A. 
 
We departed Costa Rica on the 28th of April, and en route had a layover at the Pacific 
end of the Panama Canal Zone, namely Miraflores.  While there, we had the opportunity 
to visit the Canal and saw one or two ships passing through the locks.  We left quite late 
that evening from Panama and got into Bogotá in the early hours of the morning.  There, 
we had some difficulty with the Customs people and actually didn’t get to bed until quite 
late, around three o’clock in the morning.   
 
Bogotá is a beautiful city, high up at some 8500 feet altitude.  We stopped at the 
beautiful Hilton Hotel, known as the Tequendama.  Actually, I have it listed as managed 
by the Intercontinental Hotel Corporation.  The main thing I noticed about the city of 
Bogotá was that the men and women both wore ruanas, which is quite typical of these 
people.  Here again, one noticed two classes of people – those who had and those who 
didn’t.   
 
While there, I had the opportunity to visit the famous underground cathedral or salt mine 
at Zipaquira.  Bogotá has a population of over a million, and it is quite interesting that 
Bogotá’s main street known as Haimenez de Quesada, is approximately seven miles 
long.  Here, if one wishes, one can take the cable cars up to the ancient town of 
Monserrate, but this I did not do.  On the way to the salt mine, one can see many ancient 
walls built by the Spaniards, which still stand and are just as useful today.  They 
apparently were made out of big clay bricks and are perfectly stable walls yet.   
 
Our stop in Bogotá was rather brief, and we departed early the next morning for 
Guayaquil, Ecuador, stopping en route for twenty to thirty minutes at the beautiful 
airport at Quito and for approximately two hours layover at Cali.  While there, we got to 
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ride about and see Cali a bit, and I have some films of this.  The city in general is quite 
poor and the surrounding countryside the same way.   
 
At Guayaquil, we were impressed with the dirty character to the entire town and it being 
typically a waterfront town.  We were supposedly staying at the best hotel in town, but it 
was the feeling of all of us staying there that if this was the best we would hate to see the 
worst.  The doctors, however, as elsewhere in Latin America, were most kind and 
gracious.  I gave a number of lectures here and Dr. Ortega was the main Urologist that I 
got to chat with.  I also met Dr. Matamorros (sitting bull) and his brothers and other 
Urologists.  Dr. Ortega gave me a needle holder that he had invented.  Here again, as 
elsewhere, there is a rich class and a poor class with practically no middle class in 
between.  We did a small amount of sightseeing about the town, around the waterfront 
with the banana loaders, observed cocoa beans drying in the streets, visited the 
government hospitals and the new stadiums for basketball and football.  We also had 
lunch at the famous tennis club where Segura did all of his practicing.  Actually, I was 
glad to get away from Guayaquil because I felt it was a very unclean and dirty town, but 
the doctors, as I said above, were most kind.   
 
We left Guayaquil, landing in the evening in Lima, Peru, and the trip over the mountains 
to the Pacific Ocean was most interesting, particularly the deserts that we saw from the 
plane, which were most interesting to look down upon.  Four of us left Lima the 
following morning at about 5:30 for Cuzco by Faucette Airlines.  In traveling over the 
Andes, the plane flew at about 20,000 feet, but because the cabins were not pressurized 
one had to suck oxygen through small rubber tubes like one would a milkshake.  This 
was rather unpleasant and disturbing, and ones mouth got dry because of the blast of 
oxygen coming through the tubing.  However, we got safely over the mountain chains 
and Sierras and the view as we went along was quite fantastic with snow-capped peaks 
and the ever-undulating mountain ranges devoid of any signs of habitation.  The thing 
that impressed me about Cuzco was the indescribable filth of the Indians, which I hope 
to have captured in my movie films but don’t know if I did.  I developed Altatuda in a 
very short order, which consisted of having a very splitting type of headache and 
shortness of breath at even the slightest amount of motion.  This was particularly 
disturbing during the night when one drifted off to sleep, because apparently oxygen 
lack built up faster when one was asleep and not consciously taking deep breaths such as 
one would while awake.  One would wake up with a peculiar feeling in the chest, and 
one would have to take several deep breaths before the feeling would pass away.   
 
A big political rally was taking place in the town.  Troops had already been assigned to 
guard the square, and here again submachine guns were in evidence.  These were 
mounted troops who formed about the square while the rallies were going on both days.  
One day the liberals met, and the next day the conservatives, but each one said the other 
was the radical group in with the Communists, so no one knew where the truth lay in this 
whole venture. 
 
The following morning we took off to visit Machu Picchu at 5:30 in the morning.  
Before we got on the rail train, we saw an Army Lieutenant with a squad of about five or 
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six G.I.’s, who went down the track for about a quarter to a half-mile.  We asked him 
what they were doing walking up and down the tracks like that.  He stated that some big 
political figure was coming into town that day and they were checking the tracks to be 
sure that no bombs were on it!  We were glad that they had checked the tracks before our 
little train took off. 
 
The trip to Machu Picchu consisted of about a 60 or 70 mile ride down the Urubamba 
Valley to the foot of a mountain where we disembarked from the train and got into open-
ramp trucks and busses and traveled a circuitous route to the top, where the ancient ruins 
of Machu Picchu lay.  From here there was a fantastic view of the Cordillera, the 
swirling, tumbling Urubamba River, unbelievable, beautifully shaped hills and mountain 
passes, snow-capped mountain peaks and mountain peaks with their tops buried in 
clouds.  The whole site is fantastic, and when one stands upon the ruins of Machu Picchu 
and thinks back through time, one can almost picture himself as an ancient Indian 
standing guard here and looking down into the valleys below, hoping and trusting that 
the Spanish Conquistadors were not on their way.  What a beautiful lookout from 
anyplace on either side of the mountains ranges one had from Machu Picchu itself.  The 
trip took two hours.  The ruins of the ancient Inca city of Machu Picchu, which it is now 
called although that was not its original name, was discovered in 1911 by Hiram 
Bingham, who was a member of the National Geographic Society and a professor at 
Yale.   According to stories told about the country, it was felt that the first Inca King 
Manco the First had some buildings executed in the place of his birth and that he had 
lived about AD 1000, so it is estimated that this place was built at that time.  The 
original name was Vilcabamba, and this was the last refuge of the last Inca king, which 
the Conquistadors never found.  The ruins that one sees there straddle a narrow ridge or 
saddle below the peak of Machu Picchu.  On three sides the city is protected by the 
rapids of the Urubamba, which is some 2,000 feet below.  On the eastern and western 
sides of the ride there are 1,500 precipices, down which rocks could be rolled on any 
invaders.  Some of the granite blocks out of which the temples are built weigh as much 
as 15 tons or more, and they are so perfectly cut that they fit together without any 
mortar.  How they ever got those tremendous blocks up to the top of the mountain 
nobody knows.  They also point out that the walls slope inward, as in Egyptian 
buildings, and this helps to make the buildings more stable.  The doorways are usually 
narrower at the top than at the bottom.   
 
One cemetery was found in which 50 bodies were found.  Only four of these were males.  
It was felt that this was the cemetery of the chosen women known as the Virgins of the 
Sun.  Another cemetery was found in which some 49 female bodies were located.  Thus, 
a total of 99 females were found, and according to the myth, when one asks, “Well, 
where was the one hundredth one?” the answer is that there was no one there to bury her.   
 
The tremendous terraces upon which the Incans grew their crops can be seen, and these 
are really quite amazing.  As one rides down through the Urumbamba Valley, one sees 
many of these terraces still remaining and active farming still taking place.  Many of the 
huts in which the Indians live probably are not unlike those that they lived in many 
centuries ago.  When one considers the exactitude of their mathematical determinations 
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in the fittings of stones and buildings and the gigantic proportions of those stones, it is 
all quite amazing and makes one feel that these Indians had a very advanced civilization 
and should not be considered in the manner of the American Indians living in tents and 
wigwams.  The irrigation systems within the stone houses on the mountain sides and the 
manner in which the water drained down from one level to another, forming here and 
there pools for bathing and so forth, is all quite interesting.   
 
These fellows were not without their cruelty, although what is cruel for one generation 
or one civilization may not be for another.  They had chambers where a man could be 
placed in a sitting position with his arms staked to the walls and a means by which a 
drop of water could be made to strike his forehead, pretty much as the ancient Chinese 
torturers did.   
 
We returned down the mountainside in the trucks and busses, then to our train for our 
homeward journey to Cuzco as the sun, which these ancient Incans worshipped, sank to 
rest behind the hills and snow-capped mountain peaks.  The next morning we left Cuzco, 
this time flying back over the Andes on a more relaxed journey since we now realized 
that it was routine procedure to suck oxygen through the tubes as we traveled at some 
20,000 feet in the air.   

 
After returning to Lima, we took a tour of the city, visiting the famous Cathedral where 
the remains (mummified remains) of Pizarro are on view in a glass-enclosed coffin that 
sits upon an altar top.  As part of this demonstration is a jar supposedly containing his 
internal organs.  It was not my imagination but rather, I think, poor embalming these 
many years later that caused a somewhat disagreeable odor to my nostrils.  The guide 
tells you that when the cathedral was begun, his mummy was placed there, but one 
wonders a bit about this.  Anyhow, there they remain and supposedly the body is that of 
Pizarro. 
 
In our stay at Lima, we went over to the Pacific Ocean and watched the breakers coming 
in.  This is supposed to be one of the finest surf riding areas in the world other than in 
Hawaii.  I have some photos of this Pacific shore.  One gains the impression of a great 
deal of wealth throughout Lima, with beautiful homes, beautiful buildings, and the rugs, 
furnishing and tapestries in the National Palace reveal a splendor that is never to be 
again.  When we first arrived in Lima, it was a Friday and we were told that the next 
morning we would have to get yellow fever shots before we could travel further as there 
was an outbreak of yellow fever in some areas of Colombia.  By the time we got ready to 
make our reservations the following Monday morning, the fear that a yellow fever 
epidemic might arise was no longer considered so the four of us who had gone to Cuzco 
and had not taken the shots were told we didn’t have to do it.  When we later told the 
other members of the group, all of whom had had the shots, they cussed us out for being 
lucky.   
 
The trip from Lima to Santiago, Chile, in the big jets was a most pleasant trip.  For the 
most part, we flew over the Pacific Ocean and followed the shoreline of South America.  
Thus, we could look over to the land and see the gradual sloping upward of the land into 
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the foothills, then mountain ranges and ridges, and here and there a snow-capped peak of 
such mountains as Mt. Salcantay, which is 20,565 ft. and Mt. Soray 19,437 ft. above sea 
level.  Some of these high mountain peaks in South America have never been assaulted 
by white mountain climbers as far as one knows.  On board the plane, I had the 
opportunity to obtain a Pisco Sour or two before leaving Peru.  Pisco is a native grape 
brandy made into a very popular drink, made with lemon juice and a frothy egg-white 
topping.  It’s really quite good! 
 
The most memorable aspect of the flight was the Alto Plano, a vast uninhabited plain as 
far as the eye could see high in the mountains.  There were markings on the sand made 
by some ancient prehistoric race of people.  Geometric designs that could only have been 
made by intelligent humans.  But to what purpose was it made?  Was it some landing 
strip?  Was it a signal to guide some ancient traveler coming in for a landing from outer 
space? 
 
In Santiago, Chile, the local population was in an aroused state.  As we four who made 
the trip to Machu Picchu arrived in Santiago, we learned of the explosion in the local 
hospital, in which several casualties occurred in the operating room.  During our stay 
there, local M.D.’s jokingly got to calling me “the Cysto Kid” or “The Pisco Kid”, all a 
joke on me.   
 
We next passed over the Andes to Sao Paulo, Brazil, and then to Rio de Janeiro.  In Rio, 
there was a shortage of electricity so that a quarter of the city had the lights turned off 
for a given period of time, rotating with another quarter of the city, on a routine basis.  I 
was supposed to give a lecture one evening, but the building was in darkness.  “The 
Cysto Kid” was not going to climb up many floors to the meeting room when there was 
no one there to greet him!  Also, with the utilities in disorder, I was not going to ride the 
funicular to greet the Lord even though His Arms were outstretched in welcome. 
 
A highlight of our meeting in Rio was the quality of our meeting with the doctors.  They 
were all highly qualified men, at least those with whom I came in contact.  I remember 
asking, “How come two hospitals had so much and others so little?”  The reply:  “They 
are better placed politically.”   
 
A fine point of the meeting was being taken to a “well placed politically” jewelry 
establishment in town.  They picked up the group of doctors and their wives in a fleet of 
cars, shiny and expensive, and drove us downtown.  When we alighted from the cars, 
you would have thought we were royalty the way we were treated.  Guards everywhere 
to lead us into the presence of beautiful, chic salesgirls ready to display trays of 
handsome, dazzling jewels, only after being scrutinized carefully by the guards.  We 
were offered glasses of champagne before gazing at the various trays of gems.  Thank 
God my wife was not on this trip!  The items purchased had sales receipts markedly 
reduced for presentation to Customs officials. 
 
We left Rio with thinner wallets than when we arrived.  There was a layover in Caracas, 
Venezuela, for about two hours in our flight, and we were again surrounded by soldiers 
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with semiautomatics on display!  The final stop was in Puerto Rico before the good old 
U.S.A.   

 
B: What a great trip!  Thank you for sharing that experience with us.  I also want to thank 

you for providing me with a copy of the speech you gave at the celebration of the 15th 
anniversary of Hospice of North Central Florida and a copy of the write-up of this event 
from the Hospice publication, “In Touch”, Volume 4, Number 3, dated April-May 1994.  
With your permission, your speech and the copy of the article will be made an addenda 
to your interview.  Your file in the Matheson Historical Museum will contain the other 
materials that have been collected for your interview – the magazine articles, pictures, 
your resume, etc. 

 
Dr. and Mrs. Fitzpatrick, this concludes our interview.  It has been most interesting to 
talk with you, and I want to thank you very much for giving me the opportunity to 
interview you. 

 
You will be given a copy of the interview for your records, and, of course, the original 
will be kept in the Matheson Historical Museum.    Thank you again. 
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ADDENDA 

 
SPEECH BY DR. RAYMOND J. FITZPATRICK 

Given in 1994 at the 
15TH ANNIVERSARY OF HOSPICE OF NORTH CENTRAL FLORIDA 

 
We are gathered to celebrate the fifteenth birthday of Hospice of North Central Florida.  More 
importantly, we are gathered to pay homage to and honor and thank the very backbone, the sine 
qua non of the Hospice movement, the unpaid volunteer worker. 
 
Thirty years ago the word hospice was merely a word you might run across in the dictionary, 
but seldom used, save in reference to medieval history where hospices were places of refuge run 
by monasteries for the ill or weary traveler. 
 
Thirty years ago, most patients dying of cancer died in hospitals to which distraught family 
members brought them in the hope of alleviating the agonizing pain with which sixty odd 
percent are terminally afflicted, but because of inadequate pain medication the suffering was 
only partially relieved.  The distraught family had little assistance to relieve them of many 
weeks of terminal care giving, which can be devastating, or to properly advise of so many legal 
and other matters attending the anticipated departure of the loved one.  In a recent Gallup 
survey, people were asked if they were told they had cancer and had but six months to live, 
where would they prefer to die.  86% chose to die in their own bed in their own home or the 
home of a relative. 
 
In 1965, Dr. Cecily Saunders of London, England, recognizing these failings of terminal cancer 
care, developed a philosophy of treatment that would permit relative freedom from pain with 
proper medication schedules that would thus obviate in many instances the terrible cost of dying 
in a hospital.  Such care would require teams to assist family members to render that care in the 
home.  Borrowing the term from medieval history it was called Hospice.  But it’s that same 
generous outpouring of human kindness and compassion that has existed throughout all the ages 
of man – compassion of one fellow being for others less fortunate and at death’s door.  She 
organized this, she crystallized it into a vital force that let the patient die at home as was desired, 
relatively pain free, and assisted the family in ever so many ways to do so.  The success of her 
endeavors took a few years to cross the Atlantic to reach Canada and the United States.  The 
first Hospice in America was founded in 1974.  Our Hospice at the Alachua General Hospital, 
after two years of preliminary study, was founded in 1979.  We were truly in the vanguard of 
Hospice care in Florida.   
 
From the family we learned what a great help and comfort a budding Hospice was to the entire 
family.  I carried that message of Hospice back to Gainesville and discussed it with Mr. Peddie 
and presented it to the Medical Staff of Alachua General Hospital.  As Chief of Staff, I 
appointed a committee consisting of two oncologists, a general surgeon, a psychiatrist, and a 
physician who was also a pharmacist, and members of the Nursing Service.  Our first effort was 
to alter Brompton’s Mixture as a painkiller.  Alice Sharpe, AGH Auxiliary President, and Fay 
Knight, first Volunteer Chair, soon joined our ranks. 
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There were hurdles to overcome – objections from members of the local medical fraternity, 
fears of creating drug addictions, no insurance or Medicare coverage, demands of lawmakers in 
Tallahassee that would force budding Hospices to have large seed money (and we didn’t have a 
dime!), our demand that all who asked for Hospice care should receive it regardless of their 
ability to pay, and finally, obtaining a Hospice nurse and director.  Mr. Ed Peddie and the Board 
of Trustees had the foresight to underwrite the payment of a Hospice nurse’s salary for one year, 
and that was the turning point. 
 
I volunteered to serve as Medical Director (unpaid, of course!) as required by legislative 
demand and did so for the next six years until my retirement from practice in 1985.  The 
hospital footed the bill to send Dr. Stechmiller, Mrs. Sparks, and me to attend the Second 
International Committee on Death and Dying, in Montreal, Canada. 
 
Classes were begun for voluntary workers in Hospice care, and we were underway with 
gratifying community acceptance.  We must not forget Janice Allen and Donna Hall, who 
served as Hospice nurses at the start of our program.  Hospice certification followed.  Today 
Hospice of North Central Florida under the vigorous leadership of Patti Moore has extended its 
coverage to the surrounding ten counties.  When I served on the Florida Blue Shield Board of 
Directors from 1975 to 1980, I tried but failed to get Hospice care added to its list of benefits.  I 
was gratified to read in the newspaper the other day that the Veterans’ Administration and 
Champus were planning to add Hospice care.   
 
While we gather to wish this Hospice teenager a happy 15th birthday, it is the army of volunteers 
that must be singled out for special tribute, for without them Hospice might still exist as just a 
word in the dictionary.  In 1990, it was estimated that 5 million hours were donated by almost 
70,000 unpaid volunteers throughout the nation to 210,000 Hospice patients through a network 
of some 2,000 Hospice units.  Is it any wonder that Medicare regulations require that certified 
Hospice programs provide that at least 80% of care be in the patient’s home?  Or is it any 
wonder that Medicare regulations also specify that at least 5% of the hours required for patient 
care be contributed by unpaid workers?  No other government-funded program requires such 
volunteerism.  (It is oftentimes less expensive to render care in the home rather than in the 
hospital.)  The government recognizes a good thing – for every dollar spent on Hospice care, 
Medicare saved $1.26.  Medicare now picks up the tab for 53% of Hospice care and private 
insurance another 22%.  It wasn’t that way when we started.  Your government recognizes the 
value in dollars of this volunteer army, the patients and families you are serving and have served 
recognize you for your kindness and compassion, and the community recognizes what you do in 
the plaudits one hears daily about Hospice, its staff and its volunteers. 
 
So Happy Birthday, Hospice of North Central Florida and thank you, its caregivers.   
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