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Witness to Our Time

Alfred Eisenstaedt was born in Dirschau, West Prussia. He took up photography as a hobby
at the age of fourteen when his uncle gave him a folding Kodak. Later he became a proud
owner of a Leica. In 1929 he joined the Associated Press in Berlin; after six years of suc-
cessful reporting for European and American magazines and newspapers he crossed the
Atlantic and became a staff photographer for Life while the magazine was still in its plan-
ning stages. Countless millions of people have seen Eisenstaedt’s photographs not only in
Life but also in almost every major photography magazine in the world, in numerous
books, and in group and solo exhibitions. He is the author of many books, including The
Eye of Eisenstaedr (with Arthur Goldsmith), Witness to Nature, Eisenstaedt’s Album: Fifty
Years of Friends and Acquaintances, Eisenstaedt’s Guide to Photography, and People (pub-
lished by Penguin Books).












Foreword

Alfred Eisenstaedt came to the United States in 1935 and joined the small pre-publication
staff of Life. When he showed me the results of his first assignment—sharecroppers in
Mississippi—I was convinced that our ideas for the picture magazine would work. For
Eisie showed that the camera could do more than take a striking picture here and there.
It could do more than record “the instant moment.” Eisie showed that the camera could
deal with an entire subject—whether the subject was a man, a maker of history, or whether
it was a social phenomenon. That is what is meant by photojournalism. And that is why
Eisenstaedt is called the “father” of photojournalism—a title which I am sure he would
insist upon sharing with a few others, notably his friend and colleague Margaret Bourke-
White.

Not only was Eisenstaedt a founding father of this modern form of significant journal-
ism; he has been undoubtedly its most prolific and ubiquitous practitioner. As this book went
to press, Eisenstaedt had done 1728 picture stories for Life. The range of his themes is
approximately equal to the range of human experience in our time.

It has often been remarked that Eisenstaedt takes little interest in the techniques of
photography—or at any rate he doesn’t seem to. He started long years ago with a Leica,
and recently he was presented with the 1,000,001st copy of that famous instrument. When
I visualize Eisie on an assignment, I do not see a man with a camera; I simply see a man
looking, a man unobtrusively, quietly, but intently looking. When he comes into the office
or home of a famous person, Eisie begins with a line of chatter. Only after a quarter of an
hour will he begin to do some arranging of the scene. He will then take a dozen or twenty
shots—but the really important pictures will already have been taken before the formal
proceedings began.

But do not think of Eisie as an indoor man. Only 5 feet 3 inches in height, he has an
amazing physique. He is as strong as an ox and as agile as a mountain goat. He does not
like danger and does quite a lot of squawking about it, but that doesn’t stop him from
walking into a Mau Mau massacre or shooting from the top ledge of a skyscraper. Some
years ago he was on an assignment in the rain forests of South America. To get to the
treetops he had to climb up a 150-foot-long rope ladder; he had to live with snakes and
giant mosquitoes and flies that buried their eggs under his skin. To all this catalogue of
hazards Eisenstaedt added a characteristic remark: “That was where the pictures were.”

Essentially, Eisenstaedt is a man looking, with a camera as a magical adjunct more or
less automatically recording what he sees. He is a man who lives in a world of sight, of
endless sights, of sight and light. Except when he is asleep—perhaps. But Eisenstaedt’s
looking and seeing are far more than a reflex of undifferentiated curiosity; Eisenstaedt is a



man who sees intensely with a point of view. What is that point of view? It is not, I think,
what we would call political or even sociological. Tt is, of course, partly artistic, for
Eisenstaedt is an amateur of beauty. But my guess is that Eisenstaedt's essential point of
view is one of seriousness—what, in another age, Matthew Arnold called high seriousness.
For Eisenstaedt, the world, and especially the world of people, is a serious proposition. It is
also amusing, wondrous, shocking, and infinitely various, but it is always real and in that
sense serious. I think he would have a hard time with nihilism, for nihilism literally re-
fers to nothingness, and for Eisenstaedt everything is something—really something! As
for the modern disease of alienation, Eisenstaedt’s sympathy would be engaged, but he
would be hard pressed to understand. There are few people of whom it could be more truly
said that nothing human is alien to him. And so he has done his 1728 stories, in the course of
which he has come close (closer than they know) to many of the great figures of con-
temporary history. He has also seen, with the unique intensity of his concern, all manner
of “ordinary people” of all races.

This extraordinary man was born in Dirschau in West Prussia, the son of a merchant
who removed his family to Berlin when he retired from active business in 1906. Eisie
remembers his early home life as a period when strong emphasis was placed on learning the
values and concepts of honor, duty, and responsibility. Remembering his mother as a
woman of quiet dignity who had never heard of a cocktail glass and on whom a daub of
nail polish would look incongruous, he still winces whenever he passes bars where young
mothers drop in to have a drink while their babies wait outside in their carriages.

Eisenstaedt spent his own teen-age years in the strictly disciplined Hohenzollern
Gymnasium in Berlin until he was drafted into the German Army when he was seventeen—
one of the German Kindersoldaten grabbed up as replacements after the slaughter on the
Western Front. He survived, but with shrapnel in both knees. For months back home he
hobbled about on crutches, then graduated to two canes. His right leg healed to some extent.
but his left knee remained stiff, and the doctors tried to convince him that it should be
broken again. He refused and, after months of treatments. got his legs back into shape
again. By that time the November revolution had struck Berlin and at one point, as he
hobbled along the street with his two canes, the revolutionists cornered him and stripped
off his Iron Cross and uniform markings.

Revolution, inflation, and despair gripped all Germany in those postwar days. The
Eisenstaedt family’s money disappeared, and Alfred had to get a job. He studied fabrics;
when a job as a salesman for buttons and belts came along, he took it. He was not a good
salesman, and he already had a strong interest in photography. An uncle had given him an
Eastman folding Kodak when he was fourteen, and he now joined the swarms of Germans
who in the 1920s fanned out all over the countryside on Sundays and holidays, taking
snapshots of swans on the river and beams of light in the forests. He was so devoted to his
hobby that he never appeared in the beer halls and coffee houses because he never had
enough extra money left over after buying photographic equipment.

On December 3, 1929, his hobby became a full-time profession. He began working
as a reporter—news photographer for the Associated Press, operating out of Berlin. His first
assignment was the award of Nobel prizes at Stockholm in 1929. Then came the Hague

conference, the Lausanne conference, other conferences and League of Nations meetings,
all attempting to keep Europe from falling apart. He went on tour with the Swedish royal



family, invaded Mussolini’s “mile-long™ office. and attended the wedding of King Boris of
Bulgaria to an Italian princess (where he became so intrigued with photographing the
pageantry that he forgot to take a picture of the bride and groom). He photographed
Chancellor Dollfuss of Austria and was fascinated to find that the Chancellor was almost a
midget and had to carry a child-sized desk with him wherever he went.

A man with no political pretensions, Eisenstaedt nevertheless put a sting into some
of his pictures, particularly those of the international set at Saint Moritz and the pre-Munich
appeasers. As his pictures began to speak more clearly. his reputation incrcased and his
activities expanded even more. He flew in a special plane from Berlin to Venice for the first
meeting of Hitler and Mussolini. He had to argue until four in the morning to get himself
allowed within arm'’s length of the two men, to take a rare picture of the two dictators
shaking hands.

For Eisenstaedt, as for so many others. the successes of Fascism marked the end of a
Europe in which he wanted to live and work. So in the late autumn of 1935 he came to the
United States—and what he has done in the three decades since comprises the pictures
that make up most of this book.

The dedicated photojournalist is constantly aware that he must make awesome
judgments on good and evil. Eisic knows and accepts his responsibility. As an adopted
American, he has shown the joy, the glory, the shame, and the excitement of what he has
seen in the United States—and what Americans may see better through his eyes than
through their own. History and photojournalism can both thank the circumstances that lost
the button business a salesman but gave us such an inspired witness to our time.

—HENRY R. LUCE









Echoes of World War I: Verdun

A rusty tangle of barbed wire etched against the sky; a stone figure paying mute tribute to
a ruined village: row on row of crosses in a cemetery gently lit by a waning sun: a bronze
statue of the Prince of Peace grotesquely shattered by an errant shell-burst—this is Verdun
today. There, half a century ago, millions of French and German'soldiers hammered and
slashed at each other for ten months—the longest single battle in history. When it was over,
the front line had moved less than four miles but almost a million men had been killed,
wounded, gassed, shell-shocked—a senseless carnage that forever after symbolized the
horror and futility of World War 1.

Like millions of my generation, T fought on the Western Front. In 1916, at seventeen,
[ was drafted into the German Army and shipped six months later to the bloody Flanders
sector to fight as an artilleryman at Arras and Passchendaele, 125 miles from Verdun.
On April 12, 1918, my unit was racing to set up positions against an Allied offensive
near the village of Nieppe. Never will 1 forget the scene. Church spires in the village were
toppling to the ground under the hail of Allied artillery. Shells began hitting groups of
German soldiers who were drinking wine and champagne they had found in the ruins of
the town, and they threw full bottles at us as we galloped through the rubble. I was sitting
at my gun, shooting like a wild man at the approaching Allied infantry, when a British
artillery shell exploded fifty feet above me. Shrapnel ripped into both my legs. As I fell
backward, I caught a glimpse of my watch. It was exactly 4:10 p.m. and I remember
thinking that now, for me at least, the war was over. I was the only survivor from my
battery that day.

I had never been in the Verdun sector during the war. But when I took these pictures
in 1964, it all looked so familiar. I could see again the water-filled craters and the arms
and legs of dead men sticking out of the mud. Even the smell of dead horses and the
stench of gas came vividly back.

The stench of death—more than 10 million people lost their lives during that war—
lay over the whole world after the Armistice was signed on November 11, 1918. Weary,
shocked, disillusioned, men began trying to build a new, different society out of the debris
of the old. There were some, like President Woodrow Wilson, who felt passionately that
the war had provided a real opportunity to “make the world itself at last free.” But the
more dominant mood was best expressed by a young German soldier in Erich Maria
Remarque’s novel, All Quiet on the Western Front. “Let the months and the years come,
they bring me nothing more, they can bring me nothing more.”

Verd









LEFT: A stone monument, Le Pére Barnabé, broods near a poplar-lined
road, a memorial 1o the village of Samogneux. The village was de-
stroyed by the French, who were unaware that it was still in French
hands. ABOVE: Dead in an alien land, 2000 Germans lie in a cemetery
at Dun-sur-Meuse. One gravestone bears the legend: “. . . sleep, brave
fighter, you were too young . . . Auf Wiedersehen.” OVERLEAF: At
Montfaucon—where in 1918 the Germans were routed at enormous
cost—a village cross holds up a statue of an anguished Christ, shattered
by a shell-burst.







Europe between Two Wars

In Paris, bathed in a pale spring sun, the cafés in the Bois de Boulogne were crowded
with idlers—including one lady who brought her pet cheetah. In Milan, bejeweled society
jammed La Scala to its rococo ceiling for the gala premiere of Rimsky-Korsakov’s The
Legend of the Invisible City of Kitezh. In Berlin—where Bertolt Brecht and Kurt Weill
had startled and delighted the world with their bright, cynical Die Dreigroschenoper (The
Threepenny Opera)—a stream of renowned musicians such as Stravinsky, Chaliapin,
Horowitz, and Rachmaninoff were helping to make the city once again one of the great
musical capitals of the world. In St. Moritz, the ski resort for international society, ex-
travagant footloose heiresses, Spanish grandees, and Hollywood stars gathered for the
annual winter skiing and seeing at the Palace Hotel.

Despite the glitter, Europe, only a little more than a decade after the end of World
War I, was already showing signs of the economic, political, and social disintegration that
was to lead it into a second great war. The stock-market crash in the United States and
the collapse of great European banking combines sent shock waves rocketing through the
economies of Europe. By 1932 half its industrial equipment and millions of workers were
idle. Ignace Paderewski, the pianist who became President of Poland, blamed the depres-
sion on “the vanity of the rich, the envy of the poor, and the greed of merchants in encour-
aging the poor to live beyond their means through the installment system of buying.”
Sigmund Freud speculated that “possibly even the whole of humanity—[had] become
‘neurotic’ under the pressure of the civilizing trend.” Pope Pius XI, decreeing a Holy Year
beginning at Easter 1933, called on men to “turn their thoughts . . . from the earthly and
transitory things in which they are struggling so unhappily, toward eternal, celestial things,
abandoning the sadness of present conditions.” Stalin, asked by a reporter about the
prospects for world revolution, replied: “Prospects good.”

The Great Depression gave Adolf Hitler the springboard he needed for the final
takeover of Germany. Tens of thousands of desperate, jobless men enrolled as Storm
Troopers in the brown-shirted army of Hitler’s National Socialists, just as earlier, in Italy,
Blackshirts had been the military muscle for Mussolini’s Fascist party coup. By 1932 the
Nazis had become the largest party in Germany and on January 30, 1933, President von
Hindenburg, former field marshal of the German armies in World War I, was forced to
name the ex-corporal Chancellor of the Reich. The next night, to the light of 20,000 blaz-
ing torches, Hitler’s Storm Troopers marched through the streets of Berlin, “an endless sea
of brown.” The prepared password for the Nazi demonstration was “Grandmother is dead”
—an ironic epitaph for a Europe, old and exhausted, that was still trying to recover from
its earlier travail. On Hitler’s forty-fourth birthday that year Germany celebrated, parading
to a Nazi song entitled “When Blood Flows from Our Knives."”

oss at Montfaucon.
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LEFT: In the spring of 1930 two ladies of the eve-
ning prowl the streets of Montmartre. ABOVE: at
a sidewalk cafe in Paris’s Bois de Boulogne a
couple and their cheetah enjoy the sunshine.
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In Milan in 1933 a horse-drawn carriage waits for a fare near
La Scala opera. In the background is the Duomo. RIGHT:
Milanese society at La Scala in 1933 for the gala premiere of
Rimsky-Korsakov’s The Legend of the Invisible City of Kitezh.
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St. Peter’s Basilica is outlined
by flaming oil torches during
Holy Year 1933-—1934.
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RIGHT: On the Via Veneto in
Rome in 1933 a boy carries
a copy of Il Balilla, news-

<t

paper of Mussolini’s fascist
youth organization.

oPPOSITE: In Rome in 1933
Prince Francesco Massimo
chats with socialite Claudia
Mutio Vanutelli in the Mass-
imos’ family palace.



In Berlin in 1928 Charlie Chaplin, whose
movies were the most widely known in
the world, attends the Berlin Press Ball.




In 1928 Marlene Dietrich, then at the beginning of her movie career, attends an art-
school ball in Berlin. Two years later The Blue Angel made her an international star.







In the early thirties, Berlin Phil-
harmonic Hall—where the pictures
on these and the following two
pages were taken—was a showcase
for the greatest musical talent in
the world. LEFT: The great Russian
basso Feodor Chaliapin sings an
aria from his greatest role, Mous-
sorgsky’s Boris Godunov. RIGHT:
Jascha Heifetz plays the Beethoven
violin concerto. BELow: Wilhelm
Furtwingler conducts the Berlin
Philharmonic.




Igor Stravinsky, whose works were
booed down as too radical a gen-
eration before, was by now ac-
cepted as a master.

BeLow: Alfred Cortot, the most
famous French pianist of his time
for his playing of Chopin.




ABOVE: Nathan Milstein, Vladimir
Horowitz, and Gregor Piatigorsky
relax during intermission after hav-
ing played a Beethoven trio.

LEFT: Yehudi Menuhin, the child
prodigy, at fourteen was a veteran
of the international concert scene.

RIGHT: Pianist Composer Sergei
Rachmaninoff. FAR RIGHT: conduc-
tor Bruno Walter,
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LEFT: The dock of Wolfgangsee, a resort in the Aus-
trian Salzkammergut, FAR LEFT: Arturo Toscanini at

Bayreuth.

ABOVE: Emil Jannings, 6ne of Germany's greatest
actors, plays with his Dachshund on vacation at his
estate in Tegernsee. 1EFT: Baron Erich von Gold-
schmidt-Rothschild takes his wife and friend for a
drive in Salzburg. FAR LEFT: A Wolfgangsee citizen
with his porcelain-bowl pipe.
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In Stockholm in 1929 at the Nobel Prizes ceremony, the German novelist Thomas Mann (ex-
treme right in first row behind speaker) was awarded the prize for literature. He left Germany in
1933 in protest against Hitler. The woman seated behind Mann is Selma Lagerlof, Swedish
novelist who had won a Nobel Prize twenty years earlier.

OPPOSITE: At his home in Whitehall Court, -London, in 1932 George Bernard Shaw, himself an
ardent camera buff, assumed a pose he thought “might be interesting.” Shaw, who wrote forty-
seven plays between 1893 and 1939, was awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1925.
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Cecil Beaton, photographer,
writer, and designer of cos-
tumes and decor for the thea-
ter, works in his London stu-
dio in 1932,

RIGHT: Elizabeth Arden in
1935 outfits herself for a trip
to inspect her European
beauty salons.

OPPOSITE: A model shows off
her ostrich feathers in the
atelier of Molyneux in Paris
in 1934,







OVERLEAF: King Gustaf V, in his castle in Stockholm in 1934. A redoubtable tennis player right
up to his death at the age of ninety-two in 1950, the King sits amid his famous silver collection.

Copenhagen, 1934: America’s first lady ambassador, Ruth Bryan Owen (William Jennings Bryan’s daughter), was United States envoy
to Denmark. opposITE: In the Thorvaldsen Museum workmen dust the statue of Maximilian I, seventeenth-century elector of Bavar

ia.
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BELOW: Prince Paul of Yugoslavia stands with his
wife, Princess Olga, in 1934 in the royal palace at
Dedinje, outside Belgrade. The year before, King
Alexander of Yugoslavia, on a visit to France, was
assassinated in Marseilles—along with French For-
eign Minister Louis Barthou—by a Macedonian ter-
rorist. Because Alexander’s son Peter was too young
to take over, a regency, headed by Alexander’s cousin
Prince Paul, was set up to rule the country.




Built for the monarchy in 1929, the palace at Dedinje (called the White Palace), with its English-
style gardens and reflecting pool. is now the residence of Marshal Tito, President of Yugoslavia.
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Crown Prince Gustaf Adolf (left) in train traveling to Athens with Greek Prime Minister Panayotis Tsaldaris.

In September 1934 I traveled with Sweden’s Crown Prince Gustaf Adolf, his wife, and his
daughter Princess Ingrid (who is now Queen of Denmark) on a visit to Greece, Turkey,
and Syria. From the port of Salonika, Greece, we went via the royal yacht Vasaland
through the Dardanelles to Istanbul, and then by rail aboard the Baghdad Express to
Ankara to meet Mustapha Kemal Pasha (Atatiirk), the first president of the Turkish
Republic, which had emerged in 1923 from the wreckage of the prewar Ottoman Empire.
To me, at least, the meeting with Kemal was the high point of the trip. Ruthlessly, with a
fanatic’s vision, he was trying to forge a new, modern Turkey. “/ am Turkey,” he told his
people, brutally disposing of all opposition by hanging or exiling members of rival parties.
He had outlawed the wearing of the fez (“the fez is a sign of ignorance!”). He had shut
down the monasteries and confiscated church property, abolished the harem, made polyg-
amy illegal, advised women to shed their veils, sponsored a new alphabet to eliminate
illiteracy, and told the nation it must learn modern dances—he specifically excepted the
Charleston and the Black Bottom. He died in 1938, but in his fifteen years of dictatorship
he had created a modern Turkey.

opposITE: Boris 111, King of Bulgaria from 1918 to his death in
1943, receives a blessing in 1933 from the Archbishop of Sofia.
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Mustapha Kemal manages
to sip coffee, smoke, hold
a liquor glass, and look
at pictures—all at the
same time—at a Swed-
ish Embassy reception.
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Istanbul, a city of Byzantine mosques. In this picture
is the “Blue Mosque™ of Sultan Ahmed I, built in the
seventeenth century.

Crown Prince Gustaf Adolf in 1934. A man of great
culture and learning, with a professional interest in
archaeology, he was sixty-seven when he succeeded to
the throne of Sweden in 1950.




A horse-drawn trolley, flying Turkish flags, plies downtown Smyrna (now called Izmir). In
background is the harbor of Izmir Bay. RIGHT: Egyptian fishing boats glide through the Suez Canal,
like butterflies in the early morning, en route to Port Said.

rabs and Bedouins in their flowing robes mill

OVERLEAF: In the dark bazaars of Aleppo, Syria, A
ks like a Biblical subject by a master painter.

around. The fierce, proud Bedouin face at right loo.
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Dapper Jimmy Walker, mayor of New York, hastily resigned in 1932 during a formal investigation of charges
of fraud in his administration, and decided to live in Europe. Here, in 1934, he listens to violinists in Bohemia.

OopPPOSITE: An officer of the
Greek evzone, an elite guard
regiment, searches for a tas-
seled fez to top off his uni-
form. The uniform derives
from that worn by Greek pa-
triots who fought the Turks
in the nineteenth century to
win their independence.

In Volendam, Holland, in
1933 women whose tradi-
tional dress—pointed black,
or lace-winged caps, pleated
black skirts—is still worn to-
day, turn out for a soccer
match played against a team
from Edam, the home of the
famous cheese.
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St. Moritz, 1930—a swing-
ing place. ABOVE: A fund-
raising fashion show at
the Palace Hotel. LEFT: A
gala evening at the Grand
Hotel. ABOVE, RIGHT:
Waiter at the Grand bring-
ing a glass of soda for an
English boy.

RIGHT: Gloria Swanson
and her fourth husband,
Michael Farmer, at the
Palace Hotel fashion show
and ball. Gloria, a former
Mack Sennett bathing
beauty (whose real name
was Swenson), was the sym-
bol of Hollywood glamour.
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. ABOVE: Max Reinhardt, the great Austrian director,
plows down a ski slope in Arosa, Switzerland, in
1933. RIGHT: Luise Rainer, Viennese movie star who
won two Oscars in the 1930s, soothes the sunburned
brow of a friend at St. Moritz.
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oppPOSITE: At the Grand Hotel waiters’
school in St. Moritz, a waiter prac-
tices bringing apéritifs to the ice rink.
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The Search for Peace

Will Rogers, America’s cowboy-philosopher, showed up in February 1932 at the Dis-
armament Conference in Geneva, where diplomats, desperately trying to find a formula
for peace, were having their troubles. “There is a lot of nations here willing to throw away
two spears and a shield for every battleship we sink,” Rogers wrote in his newspaper
column. “. . . The conference is off to a flying start. There is nothing to prevent their suc-
ceeding now but human nature . ..”

President Wilson’s plea for “open covenants . . . openly arrived at” had inaugurated
the era of “pactomania.” The basic problem was how to reconcile France’s desire for
security against a re-emerging Germany with Germany’s own pressing demands to get out
from under what she regarded as an onerous, demeaning Treaty of Versailles. Heads of
government and foreign ministers gathered in the capitals of the world for what seemed
an endless round of international conferences. For more than ten years they wrestled with
problems of German reparations and World War I debts; limitations in the building of
battleships and other modest disarmament measures; with the French occupation of the
Rhineland. The League of Nations had some minor successes on European matters but its
influence on the international scene collapsed when Japan marched into Manchuria in 1931.

How grand an illusion the search for peace had become was strikingly illustrated by
the Pact of Paris of 1928—called the Kellogg-Briand Pact after its sponsors, United States
Secretary of State Frank Kellogg and French Foreign Minister Aristide Briand. The pact
renounced aggressive war as an instrument of national policy, and sixty-two nations ulti-
mately ratified it—including Germany and Italy.

.ogers, 1932.

The World Court, set up by the League of Nations, met in The Hague in1930. Fourth from right is United States Secretary of State Frank Kellogg.
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ABOVE: Britain’s Prime Minister Ramsay MacDonald
spoke at the Lausanne Conference on reparations in
June 1932. Its decisions were not ratified by the
United States and the following year both war debts
and reparations became dead issues.

RIGHT: At The Hague in 1930 German Minister for
Occupied Provinces Karl Joseph Wirth and French
Foreign Minister Briand toasted an agreement pro-
viding for the early evacuation of French troops
from the Rhineland. Briand, a leading advocate of
international peace, won the 1926 Nobel Peace Prize.




BeLow: French Premier Edouard Herriot in the
garden of the Beau Rivage Hotel between sessions of
the Lausanne Reparations Conference. BOTTOM LEFT:
German Chancellor Franz von Papen at Lausanne.
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RIGHT: Karl Radek, Russian delegate at 1932 Geneva
Disarmament Conference. In Stalin’s purge of the
Communist Party later, Radek was convicted of trea-
son, and is believed to have died in prison.

ABOVE: At the Disarmament Conference in Geneva,
May 1934, Britain’s Anthony Eden talks with Polish
Foreign Secretary Colonel Josef Beck (center) and
Italy’s Baron Pompeo Aloisi. RiGHT: United States
Ambassador-at-Large Norman H. Davis and Russia’s
Foreign Minister Maxim Litvinov (hands in pockets)
in the corridors, between sessions of the conference.

opposiTE: French Foreign Minister Louis Barthou
(bearded) jokes with Spain’s delegate Salvador de
Madariaga at the League of Nations session in 1933.
Barthou was assassinated the following year in Mar-
seilles while welcoming the King of Yugoslavia.







ABOVE: Austrian Chancellor Engel-
bert Dollfuss addresses the League
of Nations assembly in September
1933. He was murdered by the
Nazis in 1934. LEFT: United States
Secretary of the Navy Claude
Swanson talks with French Foreign
Minister André Tardieu at Dis-
armament Conference, Geneva,
1932. riGHT: British Foreign Sec-
retary Sir John Simon (hand on
hip) listens to United States dele-
gate Norman H. Davis at Disarma-
ment Conference.

FAR RIGHT: Dr. Joseph Goebbels’
first trip abroad as Hitler's Minister
of Culture and Propaganda was to
attend the September 1933 session
of the League of Nations. He sits
glowering in the garden of the
Carlton Hotel in Geneva, as Hitler’s
chief interpreter, Dr. Paul Schmidt,
hands him a note.
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A worried Berliner reads of the
death, August 2, 1934, of Presi-
dent Hindenburg, aged eighty-
seven. The next day Hitler pro-
claimed himself both President and
Chancellor and the Army swore an
oath of unconditional obedience to
him personally.

The Rise of the Dictators

Der Fiihrer and Il Duce met for the first time June 13, 1934, in Venice. Mussolini strutted
like a peacock in his resplendent fascist uniform. Hitler, on his first visit outside Germany,
wore a badly fitting suit and a shabby yellow raincoat. He was awkward and, it seemed to
me, ill at ease in the presence of a man who immediately made it clear that he was the
senior dictator—Dby ten years.

Mussolini talked big to impress his guest and the watching world. “We will defend our
patrimony by persuasion if possible,” he said in his principal public speech during Hitler’s
visit, “otherwise with the song of our machine-guns.” Like so many others, he under-
estimated the power of both Hitler and his teachings. The death of Germany’s President
Hindenburg, two months after the visit, changed many people’s minds about Der Fiihrer.

But the meeting between the two men was something of a diplomatic fiasco. Hitler
had come to get Mussolini’s agreement to Germany's Anschluss with Austria; Mussolini
rejected a German takeover, agreed only that Austrian Nazis should perhaps be permitted
to enter the Austrian government. Despite this temporary setback, Hitler was quite taken
with Mussolini personally. “The people stand bowed in humility before him, as before a
Pope,” he reported afterward, “and he strikes the Caesarean pose necessary for Italy.”
Mussolini’s reaction to Hitler, however, was distinctly unfavorable: “Instead of speaking
. . . about current problems, he recited me Mein Kampf, that boring book which I have
never been able to read.” It was three years before the dictators got together again.

opPOSITE: Hitler and Mussolini greet each other for the first time,
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LEFT: The Graf Zeppelin. In August 1933, with a big black swastika painted on
its side, the giant airship flew from Friedrichshafen, Germany, to Rio de Janeiro,
Brazil, solely to pick up Hugo Eckener, who was there negotiating to extend
transatlantic flights that had begun three months earlier. Captain of the airship
was the man who later was in command of the Hindenburg when it crashed upon
landing in Lakehurst, New Jersey, May 6, 1937.

BELOW: An engineer climbs into the hull of the dirigible. oPPOSITE, BELOW: An-
tony Fokker, Dutch designer and builder of the combat planes Germany flew in
World War 1, inspects a new plane in his factory in Amsterdam in 1933. When
the Nazis invaded the Netherlands in May 1940, they took over the Fokker
Works for repairing their aircraft.
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TOP LEFT: Young Nazis at the Stuttgart Insti-
tute for Germanism Abroad study a map chart-
ing the huge colonial empire—1,760,000 square
miles—the Reich lost in World War I. Under
the Treaty of Versailles, Germany was deprived
of her navy and limited to a volunteer army of
100,000 men, but Hitler got around the restric-
tions. ABOVE: Cadets of the Ninth Infantry
Regiment at Potsdam train with a dummy
mine-thrower. OPPOSITE, ABOVE: They aim a
dummy machine gun at a dummy plane sliding
along a wire. LEFT: Cadets of the Ninth In-
fantry Regiment play chess under a portrait of
Hitler. RIGHT: At an agricultural school in
Neudeck, East Prussia, Junkers are taught how
to hold reins of horse-drawn transport as a
model moves along in front of them.

OVERLEAF: LEFT: Hermann Goring, Minister
for Air, who became the second most power-
ful man in Germany. RIGHT: At funeral services
in East Prussia for Hindenburg, Hitler—wear-
ing for the first time his uniform as Reichs-
chancellor and Fiithrer—strides along between
a naval guard of honor. At end of third row
behind Hitler, head bowed, is Heinrich
Himmler, Hitler’'s Gestapo chief.















The United States: The Great Depression

The Great Depression kept the United States in its grip for almost a full decade. The stock
market crash of October 1929, which wiped out fifteen billion dollars of stock values, was
followed by increasing unemployment—12 million in 1932, 20 million in 1933-—and by a
series of catastrophic bank failures. In that atmosphere of panic and crisis Franklin Delano
Roosevelt became President in March 1933. “We have nothing to fear but fear itself,” he
said in his inaugural address, and his brisk confidence heartened the country. The first
“Hundred Days” of his New Deal administration created an array of alphabetic agencies
that carried the federal government into all phases of economic life—the AAA, the CCC,
the TVA, the NRA, and the WPA. One of the features of the WPA—the providing of em-
ployment for artists, musicians, and writers in painting murals in post offices and other
public buildings, in writing new plays and producing classic dramas, in cataloguing
libraries, et cetera——was quickly labeled a “boondoggle” by many critics, but in the end
the program came to be regarded “as humane, democratic and intelligent as any art pro-
gram the world over.” By 1936 the country had begun to perk up from the depression,
and Roosevelt was re-elected in the most massive landslide in United States history.

I came to America from Germany in 1935 and, traveling the country, saw how the
depression had left its mark. Near the town of Bend, Oregon, an abandoned shack and
rusty car were being claimed by a weedy field. In downtown Los Angeles, South Main
Street was populated by skid-row drunks, and boasted second- and third-hand clothing
stores and pawnshops. You could buy hamburgers or beer for five cents or see a triple
movie bill for ten cents. In a hut near Greenfield, Mississippi, Lonny Fair, a sharecropper,
his wife Mamie, and their five children lived in unbelievably squalid conditions. Yet when
they sat down to their meager lunch they bowed their heads in prayer (pages 76-77) as
Lonny said: “Bless, O Lord, this food for our use, and us. Amen.”

OPPOSITE: A scene near Bend, Oregon, 1935.

OVERLEAF: South Main Street, Los Angeles. PAGEs 76-77: Lonny Fair and family.
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peLow: Bugene Talmadge, in the marketplace in Macon, Georgia, in 1936,
campaigns—in shirtsleeves and his famous red galluses—for re-election as Gov-
ernor. An uncompromising white-supremacist, Talmadge drew support mainly
from the “wool-hat boys”—the white rural farmers of Georgia.
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rRiGuT: Thomas Hart Benton works on his version of The Rape of Persephone,
Missouri-style, in the Kansas City, Missouri, Art Institute, where he was teach-
ing in 1939, For this legend of a Greek goddess abducted to the underworld by
Pluto, Benton used an Ozark hillbilly to peep around a tree at his nude victim.






.

Two dolled-up Smith College girls pick their way daintily through the snow of the Northampton, Massachusetts, cam-
pus on their way to a dance. RIGHT: At Stephens College, Columbia, Missouri, two girls bid their dates farewell.

OVERLEAF: President Roosevelt and his son James, then acting as his secretary, aboard the cruiser
USS Indianapolis in November 1936, en route to a “good neighbor” conference in Rio de Janeiro.
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By June 1940, when Hitler, in firm control of Western Europe, was making plans to
polish off England, the United States was sharply divided over what role, if any, it should
play in the war. Roosevelt’s foreign policy was attacked by many prominent Americans as
likely to entangle the country in another futile European war. One of the most respected
isolationist voices was that of Charles A. Lindbergh, speaking for the America First
Committee:

6

. the destiny of this country does not call for our involvement in

Charles Lindbergh testifies
against Roosevelt’s Lend-
Lease Bill to provide aid to
England, at the Senate For-
eign Relations Committee
hearings in February 1941.
“I do not believe,” Lindbergh
said, “England is in a posi-
tion to win the war.” He
favored a negotiated peace
then, to get the best possible
bargain with Hitler.

oPPOSITE: Sinclair Lewis in
1936. For his novels—Main
Street, Babbitt, Arrowsmith,
and others—he became the
first American to win the
Nobel Prize in Literature,

European wars. . . . These wars . . . are not wars in which our civilization is defending
itself against some Asiatic intruder. There is no Genghis Khan or Xerxes marching against
our Western nations. . . . This is simply one more of those age-old struggles within our
own family of nations.” So strong was isolationist sentiment running that even in August
1941, only four months before Pearl Harbor, the bill to extend the period of Selective
Service training beyond its limit of twelve months squeaked by in the House of Represen-
tatives by only a single vote, 203-202.
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The Duke

and Duchess of Windsor—the former Mrs. Wallis Warfield Simpson

of Baltimore, Maryland—in November 1941 on their first official visit to the
United States since the Duke renounced his throne rather than give up “the
woman [ lov

>.” In New York the Duke reads a short prepared speech at City Hall.

oPPOSITE: In September 1938 a stagestruck girl named Mary Martin came from
Weatherford, Texas—famous for its watermelons—to New York to seek fame and
fortune. She achieved both overnight, doing a burlesque striptease and singing
“My Heart Belongs to Daddy” in Cole Porter’s Broadway musical Leave It to Me.
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Hollywood

In the 1930s Hollywood had to deal with a colossal revolution: the talk-
ing pictures. Filmmakers were calm. “The talking picture has its place,”
said Irving Thalberg, the movies’ most eminent producer, “but I do not
believe it will ever replace the silent drama.” One single picture proved
otherwise. In The Jazz Singer, Al Jolson sang two songs, “Mammy” and
“Kol Nidre,” and everybody demanded talkies. By the middle of the
1930s many of the greatest silent stars were gone, their glamour lost
when they opened their mouths. A corps of new stars had taken over,
trained on the stage or blessed with musical voices—Claudette Colbert,
James Stewart, Henry Fonda, Tyrone Power, Deanna Durbin. And of
course the most compelling of them all: Clark Gable, who came out from
Broadway to sweep Hollywood and the delightful Carole Lombard off
their feet. Even in the depressed 1930s the movies prospered; the new
techniques and double bills filled the theaters, and Hollywood had no
rival in all the world. If a European star such as Hedy Keisler wanted to
become a real international star, she had to come to Hollywood and
change the Keisler to Lamarr. The old Hollywood did not die—DeMille
still had his grandiose successes—but a dramatic realism came in with
Bette Davis and James Cagney, and a new sophistication with the
college-girl accents of Katharine Hepburn and the ingenious feet of
Astaire. Hollywood not only survived the revolution but triumphed over
it to make the 1930s a golden era of the movies.

Hedy Lamarr in 1938. She became a movie star in
1933, cavorting in the nude in a film called Ecstasy.







BELOW: Al Jolson, whose The Jazz
Singer in 1927 was the first Holly-
wood “talkie,” on vacation in
Miami in 1940. rigHT: Claudette
Colbert, a sparkling comedienne,
in her Hollywood home.

BELOW: Producer Cecil B. DeMille, who in
1913 had made Hollywood's first feature-length
film, with his wife. oPPOSITE PAGE: Bette Davis.
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oppOSITE: Ronald Colman, suave, mild-mannered, soft-spoken, was the very
model of a modern British gentleman and played leading roles to match. BE-
row: Katharine Hepburn during the making of The Philadelphia Story, 1940.
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Deanna Durbin and Eddie Cantor, who discovered her in 1935 and put her on his radio
program, sipping ice-cream sodas in New York in 1938. Miss Durbin’s liltingly lovely
voice, dramatic talent, and fresh charm captivated movie audiences all over the world.

opPOSITE: Clark Gable on the set of San Francisco, “bleeding” from a make-up
wound suffered during the earthquake scene. Almost to his death in 1960, Gable re-
mained a leading box-office attraction, usually playing the rugged American male.
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Six-shooters were a-blazin’ all over
movie locations in 1938. ABOVE:
Tyrone Power and Henry Fonda
roar through the town of Pineville,
Missouri—its main street rebuilt to
look like Liberty, Missouri, in 1865
—in a scene from Darryl Zanuck’s
Jesse James. A two-hour Techni-
color spectacular, it cost sixteen
times as much money as Jesse
James stole in his lifetime. RIGHT:
Henry Fonda (in center) and Ty-
rone Power.
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James Cagney, who was always a lover of horses, in a scene
from Oklahoma Kid. LEFT: His heroine, Rosemary Lane.
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Madeleine Carroll plays with her dog. A British-
born society lady, she represented that “warm
but noble beauty” which led men to brave Chi-
nese warlords (The General Died at Dawn) and
scale castle walls (The Prisoner of Zenda).

RIGHT: Carole Lombard and Jimmy Stewart be-
tween scenes of their movie Made for Each
Other. One of the screen’s greatest, gayest come-
diennes, Miss Lombard was married to Clark
Gable when she died in 1942,




BELOW: Ventriloquist Edgar Bergen and Charlie
McCarthy, the sassy backtalking little dummy
who made his master’s reputation.




Ann Sheridan, then one of the Warner Brothers’ up-
and-coming stars, poses for a glamour publicity shot
by George Hurrell. BELow: Joan Crawford gets her
tresses fixed up on the set of MGM for her title role
in The Gorgeous Hussy.

Shirley Temple rehearses her lines in The
Little Princess with her director, Walter Lang.

RIGHT: Loretta Young in Kentucky, a movie in whic
she starred. Top CENTER: Shooting a scene for Kei
tucky. FAR RIGHT: Fred Astaire, whose musicals wif
Ginger Rogers made cinematic history, practices f
Swing Time.






The United States:

-

N 1Vorld War 1T

General George C. Marshall, in 1941 Chief of Staff, United States Army.
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The Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor, December 7, 1941—“a day,” Roosevelt said, “that
will live in infamy”—put an abrupt stop to all arguments over United States policy. The
country began to crank up the machinery of war. In Pennsylvania Station in New York
City, and in railroad depots and airports all over the country, women clung to their men
going away to war—lonely little islands of grief as hurrying civilians flowed around them.
More than 15 million men and women served in the United States armed forces during
World War II, two-thirds of them draftees. On the homefront a kind of life went on under
the gray, insistent pall of war. Controls and rationing were bearable annoyances; families
learned to live without new automobiles, typewriters, bicycles, stoves, and with less coffee,
sugar, gasoline, shoes, canned fruits and vegetables, meats and fats. What was harder
to live with was the sudden heart-stabbing fear when the doorbell rang: more and more it
heralded the arrival of a poignantly formal telegram: “The Secretary of War regrets to
inform you . . .” Almost 300,000 Americans lost their lives in battle areas, and more than
600,000 were wounded.

OPPOSITE AND OVERLEAF: Wartime farewells in Pennsylvania Station.
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The ladies of the Atlanta, Georgia, chapter of the Daughters of the American
Revolution had a tea party in the fall of 1944, in honor of their new national
president general, Mrs. Julius Y. Talmadge of Athens, Georgia, the first
Southerner ever elected to lead the DAR. The hostess, Mrs. Charles P. Byrd,
sprinkled perfumed toilet water over the artificial beach-blossom corsages
(ABOVE), the ladies all wore pearls and their ribbon stomachers (LEFT), and a
harp ensemble solemnly played soft Southern melodies (OPPOSITE PAGE).
Unbeknownst to Mrs. Byrd, somebody spiked the peach punch with two extra
bottles of brandy, and all agreed they had never tasted such good punch before.
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The belles of Columbus,
Missouri, put on their
mothers’ and grandmoth-
ers’ prettiest hoopskirts
and threw an antebellum-
type party in 1943 at a
Civil War mansion called
Riverview. The guests
were cadets from the
town’s Army  Flying
School. They danced,
played games, and used
their best Sévres china to
serve coffee (each girl
brought a ration of the
scarce item for her guest).







front—aided no little
if you were really in.

s Stork Club in Manhattan did its best to keep up morale on the home

arded by two knowledgeable waiter-guards, let you in only /
ft foreground are Orson Welles, Margaret Sullavan, and, to right

All during the war Sherman Billingsley’
by its enormous supply of liquor. The Cub Room, gu
ABOVE: That sanctum sanctorum in November 1944. At table in le
of Welles, her husband, producer Leland Heyward (crew-cut). At table in cente

r foreground are Tommy Manville and his ninth
bride, seated between Columnist Leonard Lyons, at left, and Billingsley. At table in the right fo

reground sits tenor Morton Downey.
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OPPOSITE, LEFT TO RIGHT:
United States Senator from
Oklahoma Elmer Thomas
lunches with Martin Heflin
(Van Heflin’s brother) and
Metropolitan Opera Baritone
John Brownlee; Walter Win-
chell (standing) compares
notes with Leonard Lyons;
and Gary Cooper and his
wife listen to the music.

RIGHT: Anyone—with money
——could dine and dance in
the main dining room. Decita
shook her maracas as her
band played rhumbas for the
dancers. The Stork Club—a
landmark to café society for
thirty years—went out of
business in 1964, a victim of
the discothéque.




Only three miles and several light years
from Billingsley’s place was Sammy’s
Bowery Follies, advertised as the “Stork
Club of the Bowery.” Formerly a haven
for drunks, derelicts, the homeless, and
the neglected, it had also become during
the war a favorite place for slumming by
well-heeled uptown New Yorkers. Beer
was the main beverage; hard liquor was
too expensive. I once even saw a black
cat drinking beer, sitting at a table with
his homeless master. The oldest enter-
tainer was Dora Pelletier (RIGHT) who
was then said to be past seventy. The
owner, Sammy Fuchs (BELow), used to
grant credit to his regulars like this lady,
who then (BELOW RIGHT) would retire
happily into her private world with her
glass. Some impulsive patrons simply
made love. Sammy’s “Mae West” was
Norma Divine (0OPPOSITE PAGE), who
wore black woolly false eyelashes and
was usually surrounded by bottles of beer
that appreciative customers bought her.













Harry Truman, then the junior Senator from Missouri, at the Democratic Convention in Chicago
in July 1944, listening as his name is put in nomination for Vice-President. He became President
when Franklin Roosevelt died, April 12, 1945. rigHT: V-J Day. Smack in the middle of Times
Square in New York City, a happy sailor and a passing girl show how the whole world felt about
the end of the war.

PRECEDING PAGES: Sailors and Waves at the Corpus Christi, Texas, naval base in 1943 feed the
sea gulls. Ernie Pyle, who won a Pulitzer Prize for his war reporting, poses for a bust being done
by sculptor Jo Davidson in 1944, Pyle was killed the following year by Japanese machine-gun
fire while covering a military operation on the isla<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>