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Robert Capa
SUcfJitltf, out ajj fyoctti.

With photographs bij the author

Slightly out of focus is a contradiction in terms, 
being the natural climax of a special kind of pub­
lishing achievement at the same time that it is 
a completely different sort of book. With it Henry 
Holt and Company will have published the three 
top reporters of World War II; Ernie Pyle, who 
wrote the war, Bill Mauldin, who drew it, and 
now Bob Capa, who photographed it and wrote 
about it too.

This is not a book of photographs with captions. 
These are the hundreds of pictures Bob Capa took 
throughout the fighting in the ETO. They have 
been made into chapters and they alternate with 
the frank, airy, true story of a fabulous young 
man, Bob Capa, whose romance with a girl called 
Pinky kept getting involved with his trips to the 
fighting fronts.

You know the story — or some similar story — 
of a hundred people who participate in a battle 
and come out of it with a hundred different re­
ports. Each report may be true; all may be con­
tradictory. “This,” Mr. Capa points out, “goes for 
poker games, drinking parties, and love. Writing 
the truth being obviously so difficult, I have in the 
interests of it allowed myself to go sometimes 
slightly beyond and slightly this side of it. All 
events and persons in this book are accidental 
and have something to do with the truth.”

This, certainly, is obvious about life and writ­
ing — even writing about oneself, as Mr. Capa has 
done. But though his words may be slightly, 
occasionally, and riotously out of focus, his pic­
tures never are.
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Summer, 1942

There was absolutely no reason to get up in the mornings any more. 

My studio was on the top floor of a small three-story building on Ninth 
Street, with a skylight all over the roof, a big bed in the corner, and a 
telephone on the floor. No other furniture—not even a clock. The light 
woke me up. I didn’t know what time it was, and I wasn’t especially 

interested. My cash was reduced to a nickel. I wasn’t going to 
until the phone rang and someone suggested something like lunch, a 
job, or at least a loan. The phone refused to ring, but my stomach 
calling. I realized that any further attempt to sleep would be futile.

I rolled over and saw that the landlady had pushed three letters 
under the door. For the last few weeks my only mail had been from 
the phone and electric companies, so the mysterious third letter finally 

got me out of bed.
Sure enough, one of the letters was from Consolidated Edison. The 

second was from the Department of Justice, informing me that I,
was

move

was

Robert Capa, formerly Hungarian, at present nothing definite,

potential enemy alien, and as such had to givehereby classified as a 
up my cameras, binoculars, and firearms, and that I would have to 
apply for a special permit for any trip that would take me more than ten 

miles from New York. The third letter was from the editor of Colliers
my scrapbookmagazine. He said that Colliers, after pondering over 

for two months, was suddenly convinced that I was a great war pho­
tographer, and would be very pleased to have me do a special assign­
ment; that a reservation had been obtained for me on a boat leaving
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for England in forty-eight hours; and that enclosed was a check for 
$1500 as an advance.

Here was an interesting problem. If I’d had a typewriter and suf­
ficient character, I would have written back to Colliers, telling them 
that I was an enemy alien, that I could not go even to New Jersey, let 
alone England, and that the only place I could take my cameras was the 
Enemy Aliens’ Property Board down at City Hall.

I had no typewriter, but I had a nickel in my pocket. I decided to 
flip it. If it came up heads, I would try to get away with murder and 
go to England; if it came up tails, I would return the check and explain 
the situation to Colliers.

I flipped the nickel, and it was—tails!
Then I realized that there was no future in a nickel, that I was going 

to keep—and cash—the check, and that somehow I would get to 
England.

The subway accepted the nickel. The bank accepted the check. I 
had breakfast at Janssen’s, next to the bank—a big breakfast that came 
to $2.50. That settled it. I couldn’t very well go back to Colliers with 
$1497.50, and Colliers was definitely in for trouble.

I reread their letter and made sure that my boat was leaving in about 
forty-eight hours. Then I reread the letter from the Department of 
Justice, and tried to figure out where to start. All I needed was a 
release from my draft board, an exit and re-entry permit from the 
U. S. State and Justice Departments, a British visa, and some sort of 
passport to put the visa on. I couldn’t afford to collect a “no” at the 
very beginning, so I needed an understanding ear. I was in trouble. 
Well, the United States was just starting to realize what trouble meant, 
but the British had been at war for over two years and must have 
got used to trouble. I decided to go to the British first.

2
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From Janssens to the airline terminal was a five-minute walk. I 
learned that there was a plane leaving for Washington in less than an 

hour. I bought a ticket, and Colliers was out still more money.
Two and a half hours later, a taxi put me down at the British Em­

bassy in Washington, where I asked to see the press attaché. I was 
led into the presence of a tweedy gentleman with a very red face 
and a bored expression. I told him my name, but I didn t know how 
to start my story, so I simply gave him the two letters, the one from 

Colliers, then the one from the Department of Justice. He read the 
first one without showing any reaction, but when he put down the 

second there was a trace of a smile on his lips. Somewhat encour­
aged, I fished out and handed him the still unopened letter from 
Consolidated Edison, which I well knew was a notice that my elec­

tricity was going to be shut off. He motioned me to sit down.
When he finally spoke, he was surprisingly human. Until the war, 

he had been a professor of geology. The outbreak of hostilities had 

found him in Mexico, where he was happily studying the composi­
tion of the soil on top of tired volcanoes. He did not care much about 
politics, but this was war and they had drafted him as a press officer. 
Ever since, he had had to turn down all kinds of propositions for sav­
ing the British. He assured me that my case beat them all. I was 

champ! I was 
I suggested lunch.

We went to the Carlton and had to drink many dry Martinis be­
fore we could get a table. My companion warmed up considerably, 

and I began to feel that—along with Colliers—the attaché and the 
British Empire were going to be stuck with me, too. When we finally 

got a table, I picked up the menu and ordered a dozen Blue Points 
apiece to start. Now five years before, in France, I had invested heav­
ily in my drinking education, and I remembered that in every English

overwhelmed with sympathy for him, and for myself.
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mystery story where Lord Peter Wimsey had anything to say, oysters 
are washed down with that marvelous white burgundy called Mon- 
trachet. The Montrachet 1921 was at the bottom of the list, and very 
expensive. It was a happy choice. My companion told me that, fifteen 
years ago, when he had spent his honeymoon in France, he had im­
pressed his bride with that very wine, so by the end of the bottle
we were talking about our love for France—and Montrachet. Over 
the second bottle we agreed that 

Germans out of la belle France were
our feelings about throwing the 

equally strong, and after the 
coffee, along with the Carlos Primero brandy, I told him about my 
three years with the Republican Army in the Spanish Civil War, and 
how I had good reason to hate the fascists.

Back at the Embassy, he picked up the telephone and asked for 
the State Department. He got through to someone high up, called 
him by his first name, said that in his office was “good old Capa,” that 
it was vitally important that I get to England, and that I would be 
over in fifteen minutes to pick up my exit and re-entry permits. He 
hung up, gave me a slip of paper with a name on it, and fifteen min­
utes later I was at the State Department. I was received by a precisely 
dressed gentleman who filled in my name and occupation on a form, 
signed it, and told me that all would be ready by nine in the 
ing at the immigration office at Staten Island, in New York Harbor. 
Then he accompanied me to the door, relaxed for a moment, slapped 
me on the back, winked, and wished me “Good luck!”

When I returned to the Embassy, my friend the attaché was a bit 
solemn—and worried—until I told him that my first step had been 
successful. This time he called the British consul general in New York. 
He told him that “old Capa” 
solutely everything in order, but had no passport. Ten minutes and 
several phone calls later, the naval attache of the Embassy, the profes-

morn-

leaving for England, and had ab-was
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sor, and I were all in a little bar, drinking to the success of my trip. 
It was time for me to catch my plane, but before parting, the naval 

attaché assured me that he was going to send code messages to every 

port in the United Kingdom saying that I was arriving on a boat, with 
and film, and that I was to be helped in every way andcameras

delivered safely to the Admiralty in London.
On the plane back to New York, I decided that the British were a 

great people, that they had a wonderful sense of humor, and that, 
when it came to the impossible, they were very nice to have around.

Next morning, the British consul general in New York remarked 
that my case was highly unusual—but that war was highly unusual 
too. He gave me a very usual-looking piece of white paper, asked 

to put down my name, explain why I hadn’t any passport, andme
state my reasons for traveling.

I wrote that my name was Robert Capa; that I was born in Buda-
Horthy and the Hungarian government had 

liked me, and that I had never liked them; that the Hungarian 
Consulate, since Hitler’s annexation of Hungary, refused to say that

would they say that I was; that, so long

pest; that Admiral von
never

I was not a Hungarian, nor 
as Hitler was in charge of Hungary, I definitely refused to say that 
I was; that I was born deeply covered by Jewish grandfathers on 
every side; and that I hated the Nazis and felt that my pictures would 

be useful as propaganda against them.
I was a little worried about the spelling when I handed him back

the piece of paper, but he put stamps and seals on it, a blue ribbon 

all around it, and—a passport was born.

On the morning I was to sail, there were still four or five minor 
permits missing. My mother, who was now living in New York, accom­
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panied me, and while I tried to collect those last necessary scraps 
of stamped paper, she waited for me in the taxi. Each time I returned, 
she sat silently and tried to read the answers on my face. She 
very torn mother that morning, hoping for my sake that I would 
succeed in getting the various permits and get away; for her 
motherheart, praying that something would go wrong and that I would 
not be able to go off to war again.

I finally had all the papers, but we were an hour and a half late 
for the scheduled departure of my ship, and my mother’s last hope 
was that the boat had already left.

But when we arrived at the pier, the dirty old merchant boat 
still there. A big Irish cop barred our

“You’re late,” he said. “And you’d better make it snappy.”
This was as far as my mother could go. She ceased to be the repre­

sentative of “brave motherhood in wartime,” and was transformed 
into a big and loving Jewish heart. All the long-repressed reserve of 
tears poured out of the corners of her big, beautiful brown eyes. The 
six-foot-six Irish cop put his arm around the shoulders of my little 
five-foot mother and said, “Lady, I’m going to buy you a drink.”

I slipped a last kiss to my mother, and ran for the gangplank.
My last view of the United States was the backs of the Irish cop 

and my mother, crossing to the bar under the suddenly smiling sky­
scrapers.

was a

own
<

was
way. I showed him my papers.
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HURRIED up the gangplank. I wasn’t the only late arrival. Close 
the heels of two staggering sailors, I marched out of the Unitedon

States.
The captain, who was standing at the head of the gangplank, turned 

to his mate and said, “Well, there’s the last two, home to roost.” Then 

he saw me. “And who are you?”
“I’m a rather special case, sir. I’m the traveling enemy alien.”

“Well, we’re carrying a strange cargo already. Suppose we go 
down to my cabin and see how you’re listed on the manifest.”

He found me duly described there, and went through my papers 

without comment.
“Refore the war,” he told me, “I carried bananas and tourists from 

the West Indies to England. Now, instead of bananas, I’m bringing 
home the bacon, and on the promenade deck I’m carrying dismantled 
bombers instead of tourists. Well, my boat isn’t as clean as it used

are empty and I think you’llto be, Mr. Capa, but my tourist cabins 
find your quarters comfortable.”

I found my cabin and settled down. The engines were humming. 
After two years in the States, I was on my way back to Europe. My 
mind wandered back. . . . Two years ago, flying from France, I

had arrived in this same harbor, and at that time I’d had to worry 
whether they would let me enter. At that time too my papers had 

been pure invention. I had been described as a farming expert on 
my way to Chile to improve the agricultural standards of that coun­

try, and had a transit visa which allowed me to stay in the States 
for thirty days. It had not been easy to land then ... it had been
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difficult persuading them to let me stay . . . and it had needed the 
miracle of an English professor to let me leave. . . .

I took out my cameras—which, since December 8, 1941, I had not 
even been allowed to touch—poured myself a drink, and I was a 
newspaperman again.

f
(

1
c

a
At dawn we anchored in Halifax harbor. Here the captain went 

ashore to receive instructions. Later in the day, after he had returned, 
I learned that we were going to cross as part of a fast convoy, that 
our ship would be the lead ship, and that a retired Navy captain— 
who was now commodore of the convoy—would command from our 
bridge.

I had visions of a sensational four-page spread in Colliers, called 
“Commodore of the Convoy,” with dramatic photographs of this old, 
tottering sea dog standing on the bridge, ships sinking to fore and aft.

After dinner, the commodore sent for me. There was hardly any 
light on the bridge, but when I could make out his features I was 
disappointed. Instead of the tottering, old sea lion I had pictured, 
I found a trim gentleman in his fifties, and the only resemblance I 
could find to the character of my imagination was a pair of enormous 
and very bushy eyebrows. I introduced myself, and he answered 
that, as for himself, he was an Irishman. He immediately went on to 
say that he was very interested in the movie world, and found some 
of the Hollywood actresses rather exciting. He would have to stay on 
the bridge all through the trip, but why couldn’t I come up every 
night and tell him some nice stories about Hollywood? In exchange, 
he would be glad to tell me everything about convoys.

The deal was quite unfair. For the commodore knew his convoys, 
whereas I had never been to Hollywood. But I didn’t have the heart 
to tell him that he had mispronounced my name, that I wasn’t the
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famous movie director, that my name was Bob Capa, and not Frank 
Capra at all. During the rest of the trip I would have to play Sche­
herazade. I could only hope that it wouldn’t last a thousand and 
one nights!

We spent the night in the harbor. In the morning, the commodore 
asked me if I’d like to go along with him and visit the captains of the 
ships in the convoy. Most of our ships were sailing under foreign flags, 
and the commodore had a hard time trying to make himself under­
stood. The Swedish and Norwegian skippers offered us aquavit and 
spoke rather good English. The Dutchmen had very good gin and 
no trouble at all. The French captain had excellent brandy, and I 
translated. The Greek had a murderous drink called ouzo and spoke 
a very fast Greek. In all, we visited twenty-three ships, and in all, 
we drank in twenty-three different nationalities. On the way . back 
to our boat, the commodore complained about all the crazy foreign­
ers and made me feel positively Anglo-Saxon.

In the afternoon we formed our convoy without difficulty. We sailed 
in four rows of six ships, about a thousand yards apart from each 
other. Our escort was kind of meager—a single destroyer and five 
tiny corvettes.

Our first night on the bridge, the commodore did most of the talk­
ing. During World War I he had been the captain of a destroyer, 
and by 1918 he was leading an entire flotilla. The names of Zee­
brugge and Gallipoli floated through the air. When he finished his 
stories, he asked me how Lillian Gish was doing nowadays. I assured 
him that Miss Gish was still in excellent shape, and as we parted it 
looked like the beginning of a beautiful friendship.

The first four days at sea passed without excitement. I spent my 
days taking pictures of everything and everybody from the mast­
head to the engine room, and at night I was on the bridge, telling

the
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the commodore everything I could remember from the fan maga­
zines I’d read in the waiting room at my dentist’s. I hinted vaguely 
that I was a very discreet man, but still I let him feel that I itíyself 
may have had a somewhat active part in some of those Hollywood 
scandals. In exchange, he told me about the time, during one of his 
convoys to Murmansk, that his boots froze to the deck and how he 
couldn’t move for three days. The commodore did not drink while on 
the high seas, but I had my pocket flask and fought the cold as he 
talked. After midnight, leaning on the rail of the bridge, I sometimes 
felt as if I were in a blacked-out Third Avenue bar.

So far, my “Battle of the North Atlantic” was entirely pleasant— 
indeed, far too pleasant. The crew, however, took a poor view of 
my craving for action, and was 

of Colliers story being dull.
On the fifth day, we ran into a genuine North Atlantic fog. Our 

destroyer pulled up alongside and flashed us a message. The commo­

dore turned to me. “If you can take pictures in a fog, Capra, you may 
get your damned scoop after all,” he said. “A wolf pack of German 
submarines is laying for us about thirty miles up ahead.”

Fog or no fog, the commodore decided we’d have to change our 
course. By now we weren’t able to see the stern of our own ship from 
the bridge, and we were still obliged to keep strictest radio silence. 
Communication with the rest of the convoy had to be through fog­
horns. The Norwegian tanker, which had been sailing on our left, 
answered back with its two long and three short blasts from some­
where on our right. The Greek cargo, the last ship in the convoy, some 
three* miles behind us, blew her four long blasts somewhere fifty yards 
from our bow. Altogether, the twenty-three foghorns made enough 
noise to be heard in Berlin. The commodore cursed all Allied, neutral, 
and cobelligerent skippers alike. But there was no time to worry about

not at all upset about the possibility
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collisions. The wolf pack had found us, and our escort was dropping 
depth charges.

I packed my precious passport and what was left of Colliers money 
in my oil-silk tobacco pouch, and bitterly regretted the improvement 
of my story.

The commodore gave the signal for the convoy to scatter, and from 
then on every ship was on its own. From time to time we heard the 
engines of other ships uncomfortably close, but the explosions of the 
depth charges grew further and further away.

Forty-eight hours later, the fog was pierced by brilliant sunshine. 
The twenty-three ships were all around us. Even our escort was there. 
In fact, we were still in formation. But the ships that had been in the 
middle of the convoy before were sailing on the outside; the Greek 
ship, which had been last, was now leading; and we ourselves were 

trailing in the very rear.

y
f
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y A point appeared on the horizon, and in a little while it started 
to signal with light flashes. Our signalman gave us the message with 
a perfectly straight face. “H.M.S. Harvester inquires, sir, whether you 
can spare them some beer.”

“Tell them to come and get it.”
The destroyer, after making one or two fancy turns around the 

convoy, gaily steamed up alongside. The British destroyer captain 
was on the bridge with a megaphone. “Surprised to see you, sir, with 

all your ships still floating.”
“Surprised to see the British Navy floating—without beer!”
“We ran out of depth charges and had to finish off Jerry by throw­

ing our beer barrels at them!”

i

i

Shortly afterwards a string of, to me, undecipherable flags was run

11



It turned out that the destroyer had wasted its beer, for the next 
day the German subs were all around us again. Our destroyer put 

up a very photogenic smoke screen 
for help. A British destroyer patrol was 
and fortunately kept the appointment. As a finishing touch to Collier s 
“Battle of the North Atlantic,” we had a pretty dogfight between a 
German flying boat and a British Sunderland, with the entire convoy 

pouring black smoke from every ack-ack gun
I had taken all my pictures, and my imagination had been sucked 

dry of stories about Hollywood, when the lighthouse in the Irish Chan­

nel came into view.

around the convoy, and radioed
due to meet us about now,

had.we

For the first time, the commodore went below, and I was left alone
the bridge. He was a silent man and hadn’twith his signalman on 

said an unnecessary word during the whole trip. He made sure that 
the commodore had really gone. Then he whispered to me, “The Old
Man is a great chap, but-if you’ll pardon my saying so-well, some 

of those stories he told you ... !”

12

“Wasup on our mast. The signalman translated the message for 
proud to have led you from behind, but revert to original formation. 

Use caution.”
The ships acknowledged the signal. The Norwegian tanker nearly 

rammed the Greek cargo; the Swedish gentleman went full speed 
astern and disappeared from view; the Frenchman reported that his 
boiler was busted and that he would have to be left behind. After 
four hours of milling around, the convoy proceeded with twenty- 

two ships.
That night, when I joined the commodore on the bridge, he ignored 

me for a while. Just as I was ready to go back to my cabin, he eased 

up. “By the way, Capra, have you ever met Clara Bow? ’

me:
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It made me feel a lot better, but I resolved that at the first oppor­
tunity I would send my apologies to Mrs. Frank Capra.

Entering the Channel, we changed formation, and the distance be­
tween ships was closed to one hundred yards. Now, for the first time, 
radio silence was lifted and each ship was told separately where to 
dock. I hoped that our ship would dock at Liverpool, and began to 
plan my first day at the Savoy Hotel in London. But the War Ship­
ping Administration didn’t play ball: we received orders to steam up 
the Irish Sea and await further instructions off Belfast.

The Savoy would have to live without me for twenty-four hours. 
It wasn’t too bad, the commodore told me, he knew just the right pub 
in Belfast, and—as for him—he had a great backlog to make up!

Soon after we dropped anchor a motor launch approached, and a 
number of gentlemen in bowler hats from the Immigration Office 
boarded our ship. When it came my turn to be examined, the gentle­
men concentrated busily on my documents. From time to time they 
shook their bowler hats and didn’t appear at all satisfied. When they 
learned about my cameras and films, they shook their bowlers even 
more vigorously. I mentioned the code message from the naval attaché 
in Washington, but they received the news with a blank look. In 
desperation, I tried to be funny and said that I really wasn’t Mr. Hess 
and that it wasn’t everyone who could land in England by parachute. 
But they were not amused. They told me, for my information, that 
during the war only citizens of the United Kingdom were allowed to 
debark in Northern Ireland. I would just have to stay on board until 

we docked at some port in England proper. The authorities there 
could decide my fate.

The commodore seemed genuinely sorry to leave me behind. He 
offered me his cabin, assured me that my stories had been most inter-
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esting, and went ashore with the immigration officers. The captain, 
who was now in complete charge of his ship again, tried to console 
me by saying that in three days at the outside he would receive his 
orders to proceed to England. He added brightly that, inasmuch as 
we were not officially in port yet, the ship stores would remain open, 
and that Scotch was still available at seven shillings a fifth.

I moved into the commodore’s cabin, ordered a bottle of Scotch, 
and sat down with the First Radio to play blackjack. By ten at 

night, the bottle was empty, and Colliers was down $150. I called 
for another bottle, but the steward came back empty-handed, looked 
at me with a queer expression, and said that I was being asked for 
in the captain’s cabin.

I stumbled up to the bridge with more than a slight feeling of im­
pending disaster and far too much Scotch in my stomach. I made 
out two young naval officers with the captain. Their names were Gar- 
bidge and Miller, and after making sure that my name was Capa, they 
asked me to turn over my cameras, films, and notes into their custody. 
No, I told them, that was something I couldn’t do. I was sticking 
with my cameras, films, and notes. What was more, I added, I was 
supposed to have all facilities accorded to me by the British Navy 
upon my arrival, and no facilities, not one, had been accorded so 
far. Instead, I had been rudely stranded on an empty boat out in the 
middle of the Irish Sea. Now I was going to stay on that boat, and 
when and if I ever got to England, I was going to complain bitterly.

They both mumbled something about a war being on, and retired 
to a corner to consult a mysterious slip of paper. After several min­
utes of deliberation, reading and rereading the paper at least three 
times, they returned, and insisted that I hand over my films, 
and notes without delay. This was a new tune, and I didn’t like it.

Suddenly, through the Scotch mist, it all became clear to me. I

cameras
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offered them two to one that I could tell them what the message on 
the slip of paper was all about. I told them how the naval attaché in 
Washington was supposed to send a code message to every port in 
the United Kingdom, about a Robert Capa, arriving on a boat, with 
cameras and films, and that I and my camera and films were to be 
taken care of, helped through formalities, and delivered to the Ad­
miralty in London. All they had to do now was go back and check 

with the Embassy in Washington and tell the Admiralty that I was 
on this specific boat, and would dock—sometime—in England.

Garbidge and Miller looked at the slip, at each other, and then 
handed it over to me. Sure enough, it said something about films, 
cameras, and Capa, but had been coded and recoded so many times 
that by now it was open to as many interpretations as the Bible. Gar­
bidge, suddenly meek, asked if he could talk to me in private for a 

moment.
“We are sure that you are right, sir.” He hesitated. “I hope you will 

trust us and believe what I am going to say.”
I was pleased with the turn in the situation, and listened.
He explained that he and Miller were with Naval Intelligence in 

Belfast. Their duties the day before had been so exhausting that they 
went and had a drink after office hours. There they had met the skipper 
of a mine sweeper, a schoolmate of long years before, and he had per­
suaded them to visit his ship, as drinks were much cheaper there than 
in a bar. Indeed, the drinks proved to be so cheap and so plentiful 
that they hadn’t been able to find their office until just a little while 
before. That was when they discovered the message. Now, if they 
went back to Naval Intelligence empty-handed, they would be forced 
to admit the somewhat special circumstances that had delayed them. 
They would get into the most terrific jam if I didn’t help them. If 
I went ashore with them, Garbidge continued, they would see to it
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that I got to London—cameras, films, and all—by the best and quick­
est way.

It was easy to be generous. I decided to help the British Navy, 
bought three bottles of whisky in the store to take along, and followed 
Garbidge and Miller. In complete darkness, we climbed down a sway­
ing rope ladder to the smallest of motor launches—which was bobbing 
impatiently up and down—and pushed off.

But our troubles were far from over. The pilot turned back to my 
two friends and informed them that it was half past eleven at night 
and that Customs and Immigration were closed until eight in the morn­
ing. Under no circumstances could he put me ashore!

The three of us became extremely unhappy, but this time Miller 
saved the situation. “Suppose we find the mine sweeper. We can spend 
the night there in comfort, and in the morning well motor over to 
the harbor.”

It took us two hours to find the right mine sweeper in the darkness. 
The skipper, after recognizing Garbidge and Miller, asked them 
whether they had brought any liquor back. Miller replied that they 
had brought not only liquor but Capa too. The skipper supposed that 
“Capa” might be some new drink, and invited us cordially aboard. 
Before any new troubles could develop, the tired pilot wisely dis­
appeared in the darkness.

The messroom of the mine sweeper barely held the four of us. The 
skipper inquired about the whisky and I produced my three bottles. 
He then inquired about Capa. Garbidge started to tell him the story, 
but the skipper got confused and, swaying lightly, asked, “Just tell 
me one thing. Is it all right or isn’t it all right?”

Oh, it was definitely all right, Garbidge assured him, and anyway 
there wasn’t anything we could do about it now.
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We opened the bottles and toasted the British Navy, the merchant 
marine, and the mine sweepers in quick succession. The skipper then 
turned to me and proposed a toast to King Boris, immediately add­
ing, in a rather confidential tone, “No offense, old boy, but isn’t your 
King Boris on the wrong side of the fence?”

I replied that King Boris didn’t belong to me, that he was a Bul­
garian, and definitely on the wrong side of the fence. Unfortunately,
I continued, what was more of my business was that the Hungarians 
had Admiral von Horthy, and that he was on the wrong side too. The * 

very sorry about that, but there were plenty of otherskipper was
things to toast, and we quickly changed the subject.

The next morning at six we woke up with hang-overs and silent
just about to signal the harbor to send us aforebodings. We were 

motor launch, when the chief signalman entered the cabin with a
message. Orders had been received to proceed immediately to sweep 
mines in the Irish Sea! We signaled Naval Intelligence that Capa 
was going to sweep mines in the Irish Sea . . . that everything had 

an explanation. . . .

on the open sea. On the way backAltogether we spent three days 
we brushed our clothes and shaved our faces twice over. Then we

we were going to tell, 
flashed a message to Naval Intelligence

carefully rehearsed the stories
Passing the lighthouse, we 

announcing our return. Now, coming into the harbor, we could see- 
through our glasses—a considerable number of blue uniforms waiting 
for us at the dock. The skipper was convinced that he wouldn’t lose 
anything but his command, Garbidge and Miller figured on just a few 

short years of detention, and I avoided thinking at all.
As soon as we docked, the port security officer came aboard and 

listened in silence while we told our stories. Then he stood up and
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said, “There may possibly be an element of truth in your stories, but 
in the entire history of the British Navy there is no precedent for a 

mine sweeper serving as a hostel for immigrants.”
With this he left, saying that the captain in charge of Belfast har­

bor would soon appear in person.
The captain showed up in no time, and said nothing while Gar- 

bidge, Miller, and the skipper reported. When my turn came, I 
started out by saying that it certainly wasn’t the fault of Garbidge, 
Miller or the skipper that I had been born in Hungary. . . .

“Where was that?” he interrupted.
“Hungary,” I repeated. “In Budapest.”
The captain rubbed his hands. “My boy,” he said, “you must have 

dinner with us tonight! Budapest! My wife was born there too!”
The skipper got a three-day shore leave. Garbidge and Miller were 

promised quick promotions. And I had a terrific Hungarian dinner, 
and was delivered—the next day—by special plane to London.

TXHE press relations officer at the Admiralty in London received 
me with open pages of reports taken from a folder marked Robert 
Capa. He looked at me, glanced at the reports, and said that he hoped 
my trip had been interesting. He also hoped I wouldn’t make up funny 
stories the way newspapermen often do, but would stick to writing 
about the merchant marine. Rather casually, he threw in that the 
censor could not, of course, release any possible story of mine about
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mine sweepers or Naval Intelligence, as it had not been part of my 
original assignment. Finally, just before I left, he told me that the 
Collier s office had been inquiring about my arrival and seemed rather 
anxious to see me.

The Colliers “office” turned out to be a big, luxurious suite in the 
Savoy Hotel occupied by Quentin Reynolds. He was having a cup 
of black coffee, and asked me to join him.

Cables and newspapers were strewn all over the room. The news­
papers screamed about the invasion of North Africa, and the cables 
from the New York office yelled for Capa to proceed there at once. 
Reynolds nonchalantly asked me whether I had already been accred­
ited to the Army, and I answered that not only had I not yet been 
accredited, but my chances of being accredited to the U. S. Army— 
indeed, to any army but the Hungarian—were practically nil. I pre­
tended to be just as surprised as he that Collier s didn’t know I was 
Hungarian. He asked me how soon I could go back to the States. I tried 
to convince him that I was potentially a great war photographer, and 

also pointed out that one way and another Colliers had spent about 
a thousand dollars getting me to London and might look unfavorably 

on my speedy return.
We agreed to continue the discussion over a couple of drinks. Down­

stairs, at the Savoy bar, after we had had only one drink, Quent gave 
in and admitted that it might be fun to have a Hungarian photogra­

pher around.

The first formality for every friendly or enemy alien in London 
during wartime was to register at the Vine Street police station. There 
was a long queue in front of the station when we arrived.

Now in 1942, except for Franklin D. Roosevelt, I suppose Quentin 
Reynolds was the most popular American in England. Quent had a big,
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soft heart raised in Brooklyn, and nourished in every bar where news­

papermen hung out.

No one would have thought of letting his 220 pounds stand in a 
queue with ordinary, undersized aliens. Quent and I made a great 

theatrical entrance. He stopped at the threshold of the registration 

room, and—after an impressive pause—announced in the same voice 
in which he had made his famous broadcast to Dr. Goebbels and 

Schicklgruber, “I have brought you a German spy to register!” Then 

he turned to me and in his broken German said, “Nicht wahr?”
The audience reacted as he had expected. The whole police station 

was rolling with laughter. In no time, I was presented with a registra­

tion card, on which all the restrictions were promptly waived, and 
I became the King’s and Quentin Reynolds’ own enemy alien.

Afterwards, the police inspector solicited us for Quent’s autograph 

and a contribution to the Russian War Relief. The war was far from 
won, and England was still very grateful to the Russians.

Our next step was the Public Relations Office of the U. S. Army 

Grosvenor Square. Our entrance was much quieter and our reception 
a bit colder. The major in charge of the P.R.O. did not think that 

my nationality did anything to simplify matters. If I received 

assignment to do any pictures on the U. S. Army bases in England, 
he could give me a pass for facility visits, but I would have to be 

cleared by Intelligence before I could become regularly accredited 

to the American Army as a war correspondent. The word Intelligence, 

otherwise known in mystery stories and military language as MIS, 

impressed the hell out of me. Quent took me over to a door with a 
big G-2 sign painted on it, wished me good luck, and advised me to 

be subdued, straightforward, and as little Hungarian as possible.

I expected to find some sort of inquisition, and was more than a

on

an
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sitting behind a biglittle subdued. The “inquisition" I found was 
desk. She was small and pert with a slightly upturned nose, and was

was English, and was execu-surrounded by very pretty red hair. She 
tive secretary to the chief.

I explained the object of my visit and wound up with a short his­
tory of my life. Indeed, I forgot all the good advice I had received, 
and behaved extremely Hungarian. She laughed at the end of my 
story, and remarked that I had very nice brown eyes and probably 

would look very well in an American uniform. We made a bargain: 
she would get me into the uniform and I would take her out in it the 

day I got it. She assured me
feeling that even my gray flannels would have been all right.

she would fix everything, and I had a

up andThe next morning at the Savoy, a dignified waiter woke
tea, cold powdered eggs, and three letters on a beauti-

on a table, where I had dumped

me

brought me
ful silver plate. He set down the tray 
the forty-eight rolls of still undeveloped film from my trip, my increas­
ingly impressive bundle of identification papers, and some green 

dollar bills still left from Colliers advance. Now I opened my letters 
leisurely. They reflected truly on my new situation of legality and 
prosperity. The American Army wrote that while waiting for accred­
itation I would be welcome to visit and photograph a group of Flying
Fortresses based at the airfield at Chelveston. A weekly paper called 

Illustrated was greatly interested in acquiring the English rights to
hundred quid per story, sight unseen. And 

English industrialist, a Mr. Yardley, whose wife, Flower, was the 
sister of a friend of mine in New York, sent me an invitation for the

my stories, and offered me a

an

ing week end or whenever I felt like it, to come out and stay with 

them at their place in Maidenhead.
Breakfast over, I dressed and decided to pay a visit to the London

comí
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office of my former employers, Time and Life. Life had been my first 
big job, and a long time ago during the Spanish Civil War, when I first 
started working for them, I used to come up to London and the office 
had been very good to me.

The old gray building on Dean Street looked slightly disimproved 
as a result of the blitz'. The pub next door, the Bath House, now had 
wooden panels instead of windows, but was still very much open for 
business. I began to feel all warm and sentimental.

Crocky and Dorothy, the two Irish girls who virtually ran the office 
five years ago, were still there. Crocky was now head researcher, but 
five years ago, when she was a secretary, she used to help me in Eng- 
lishizing my English captions. She found that my English had im­
proved to almost understandable since the last time I had been there. 
I showed her my article about the “Commodore of the Convoy,” and 
my literary effort enthused her no end. She suggested doing a slight 
cleanup job on it, then spent the next four hours at the typewriter. In 

the meantime, for old times’ sake, the darkroom of Life magazine 
developed the pictures I had taken for Colliers. Afterward we all 
went down, and I tried to show my appreciation with pink gins at 
the Bath House.

Next morning, a messenger from Life delivered a hundred pictures 
and ten typewritten pages in triplicate of the “Commodore of the Con­
voy,” all signed with my name. I sent one copy to the censor, one to 
Colliers, and took the third one over to the English picture magazine 
Illustrated. The editor of Illustrated looked at the pictures, read the 
story, and asked me if I had any objections to having my own face 
and biography printed with the story, and if the description “famous 
American photographer” would disturb me. Not very much, I an­
swered. Then he gave me a check for 150 pounds.
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I cashed the check at the Savoy and asked the doorman for the 
next train to Chelveston. Chelveston was a well-guarded English air­
field occupied by the 301st Bomber Group of the young American 
air force. They had four dozen Flying Fortresses, some drab barracks, 
and an inheritance of knee-deep mud. My permit for a “facility visit” 
admitted me easily. The special services officer gave me an iron bed 

with three blankets, a Spam dinner, and left me 
mud outside the mess hall, telling me to make myself at home.

There I was in my civilian suit, and all around me were young uni­
forms who paid absolutely no attention to me. I felt no home at all— 

indeed, had no idea how to make it either.
Everyone seemed to be heading toward one barracks in particular, 

and I decided to follow the trend. I entered the clubroom. I hoped 
desperately that somebody would talk to me. After a while, the Pfc 

behind the bar asked me what I wanted to drink. I felt very grate­
ful and ordered warm beer like everyone else. The young flyers around 
me, among the first to fly the famous Fortresses over Europe, looked 

quiet and subdued. Some of them were reading old American maga­
zines, others were sitting all alone writing endless letters. The only 
real activity seemed to be in the middle of the room, around a big 
table hidden by the backs of the guys crowded around it.

I edged in just in time to hear someone yell “high and low!” as 
he raked in a lot of money from the middle of the table. I watched 
the game for some time but couldn’t figure out what they were play­
ing. It must be some kind of poker, I finally decided, and definitely a 

game of skill! Soon one of the fellows got up and left the game. Here 
my chance to make myself at home. I was graciously admitted. 

They dealt me two cards down and one card up and asked for half a 
crown. Then one at a time they dealt me three more cards up and 

finally another one down. After each card they asked for more money,

in the middle of the

was
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and for the last card I had to pay two pounds. After all the cards had 
been dealt, the players started to declare themselves. Some of them 
said “high,” some of them said “low.” I studied my hand carefully— 
some of the cards had faces, some had low numbers. So I said “high 
and low.” I wasn’t at all popular. They demanded that I show my 
three down cards. I did . . . they laughed . . . and two of them 
split the money in the pot.

After a while, I went back to my room to get my camera, and got 
even by taking pictures of the poker players. Also the magazine read­
ers, the letter writers, the warm-beer drinkers, and the gramophone 
addicts.

At midnight the clubroom emptied—there was going to be a mis­
sion in the morning and the boys expected an early briefing. We were 
awakened at five and hurried over to the briefing room. One officer 
explained the weather conditions in detail; another went into the shape 
of the target; and a third talked at length about the amount of flak 
and the number of enemy fighters they could expect to encounter. At 
six, everyone was back in the clubroom, waiting for the signal to take 
off. The wait was long and nerve-racking. Nobody spoke a word. 
This was only the third mission over Europe.

At nine, the loud-speaker announced that the ceiling over France 
had closed in . . . that everybody could go back to bed. The boys 
were angry and disappointed. They returned to the mud, the maga­
zines, the letters, the warm beer, and the poker.

This same routine went on for four days. I took a lot of pictures. 
I practiced up on my high-low and also learned some fascinating 
new poker games called “spit-in-the-ocean,” “baseball,” and “red 
dog.” By the fifth morning, I was completely out of pounds, but this 
time the mission wasn’t scrubbed. I accompanied my poker chums 
to their planes and took pictures of them from every angle. A young
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lieutenant named Bishop was the last to take off, and before climb­
ing to the controls he posed for a portrait. He was just a little guy, 
but his nose bore an amazing resemblance to the nose of his ship, so 
I posed them together. I was very pleased with the composition.

The planes took off. I waited for six long hours in the control tower 
before the first returning Fortress appeared on the horizon. As they 
approached we started to count them. In the morning there had been 
twenty-four ships in beautiful formation. Now, counting all over the 
sky, there were only seventeen.

They circled over the control tower and waited for permission to 
land. One of the ships had had its landing gear shot away, and had 
wounded aboard. The tower ordered it to come in first and attempt 
a belly landing. I got my Contax ready and got one roll of film used 
up by the time the plane came to a safe standstill. I ran up to the 
plane and focused my second Contax. The hatch opened, and what 
was left of a guy was handed down to the waiting medics. He was still 
moaning. The next two didn’t moan any more. The last man to leave 
the plane was the pilot. He seemed to be all right except for a slight 
gash on his forehead. I moved to get a close-up. He stopped midway 
and cried, “Are these the pictures you were waiting for, photogra­
pher?” I shut my camera and left for London without saying good-by.

On the train to London, with those successfully exposed rolls in 
my bag, I hated myself and my profession. This sort of photography 
was only for undertakers, and I didn’t like being one. If I was to share 
the funeral, I swore, I would have to share the procession.

Next morning, after sleeping it over, I felt better. While shaving, 
I held a conversation with myself about the incompatibility of being 
a reporter and hanging on to a tender soul at the same time. The pic­
tures of the guys sitting around the airfield without the pictures of

25

I

________________________________________________

.

i



their being hurt and killed would have given the wrong impression. 

The pictures of the dead and wounded were the ones that would show 
people the real aspect of war, and I was glad I had taken that one 
roll before I turned soppy.

Illustrated called to find out about my story, and I volunteered that 
it was “sensational.” They said they would send someone over imme­

diately to pick up the negatives and develop them in their darkroom.

I hadn’t forgotten the airfield and was more anxious than ever to 

get into uniform. I took Pat, the redheaded secretary of the U. S. 
Army Intelligence, out to lunch, to see if my accreditation couldn’t 
be speeded up. She told me that my accreditation was being favor­

ably considered and that I wouldn’t be risking much in ordering a 

United States war correspondent’s uniform from my tailor.
The tailor had definite ideas as to how an American officer’s uni­

form ought to look. The material was somewhat different in color from 

regulation—but much prettier, I thought. I hoped my accreditation 
would come through in six days—and the tailor said my uniform would 
be ready by that time.

I went back to the Colliers office to report the good news to Quentin 
Reynolds. He added some of his own: Collier s had received my con­
voy story in New York and would run it in a four-page spread. I told 
him about my visit to the air force, and he cautioned me against try­

ing to do too much too fast. He suggested instead that I go out and 

get acquainted with the spirit of London, following this up with sev­

eral addresses and a few hints as to where the spirit might be found.
The spirit of London, just after the blitz but before the full Amer­

ican invasion of England, was open and inviting. I found it in no time 

at all . . . and something else too. Somehow the spirit persisted and 
the something else continued for six days and through the strangest
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places—none of which included the Savoy. God created the world in 

six days, and on the seventh, the hang-over. . . .
I was looking forward to bed when I opened the door to my room 

at the Savoy. I had visitors. Pacing up and down in my room were 

Mr. Spooner, the editor of Illustrated, and an American Army major. 
The major clutched a copy of Illustrated in his hand. He stuck the 
paper under my nose and stabbed at the cover with his finger.

“Did you take this picture? Do you realize what you’ve done?”

I recognized the picture on the cover immediately. It was my 

favorite of all the shots I had taken out at the airfield. It had come 

out very well.

“Sure,” I answered. “That’s Lieutenant Bishop and his Fortress.”

“The hell with Lieutenant Bishop!” he yelled. His angry finger 
pointed to a little black thing in the nose of the Fortress. The little 

black thing looked like nothing to me, but by then I knew that it had 

all the earmarks of disaster. The major didn’t keep me very long in 

suspense.

“That little black thing! That’s the A-number-one secret of the Amer­
ican air force!” He almost choked. “That’s the Norden bombsight!”

I hadn’t known. The air crews always had strict orders to keep that 
little black thing covered when not in actual operation. Bishop’s bom­

bardier had lifted the canvas five minutes too soon. I tried to explain 
that my only interest in the nose of the Fortress had been its resem­

blance to Lieutenant Bishop’s nose. Spooner explained that inasmuch 

as he had been unable to reach me during the past week so that I 

could clear the story with American censorship, he had shown the pic­
tures to the RAF censors. They had had nothing against that little 

black thing.

This revealing issue of Illustrated was due to appear on the news­
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stands in another three days. Spooner offered to recall and destroy the 
400,000 copies that were already printed and awaiting distribution.

“That may save you, Mr. Spooner,” the major said, “but it doesn’t 
save Capa. He had no right to even show you his pictures until he had 
first passed them through American censorship.”

Spooner hurried away to stop his presses and halt distribution. The 
major put me under house arrest and left to make his report to head­
quarters. I collapsed on my bed, next to a box containing my new 
war correspondent’s uniform. I was sure I would never have to open 
that box. But I was wrong. That afternoon, the American Public Rela­
tions Office notified me that they had been obliged to accredit me— 
inasmuch as unaccredited civilians are not subject to court-martial.

I opened the box.

The following morning I appeared for a preliminary hearing before 
a board consisting of public relations and intelligence officers. It was 
their job to determine what I would be charged with in court-martial.

When I arrived, the first thing I realized was that any resemblance 
between my uniform and theirs was purely coincidental. I was afraid 
that this was the straw that would finish the camel.

I proclaimed my innocence in great detail and with considerable 
heat, but the hotter I got, the less English it sounded. They stopped 
me cold in the middle of my innocence and began to argue among 
themselves. I could understand them very clearly. They were on the 
verge of some sort of agreement when the door opened and the chief 
PRO walked in, followed by my Lieutenant Bishop.

Bishop took the floor and slyly assured them that I didn’t—couldn’t— 
tell an ace from a deuce, nor a Norden bombsight from a tin of Gi­
rations, and that the whole case obviously had been engineered by a 
gremlin. My desk-jobbed jury couldn’t argue against flying Bishops
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at this early fighting stage. I was reprimanded, dismissed—and accred­

ited. Bishop and I proceeded to a pub.
“By the way,” he asked me, “what is the address of your tailor?”

The whole Coilier s office and the bar at the Savoy Hotel were very 
impressed with my uniform. It was sort of an American cut, they 
finally agreed, and sort of a British Colonial color. I decided to cele­

brate.
I invited Pat, the red-haired secretary, to the promised dinner and 

drank champagne. After the second bottle, Pat couldn’t remember 

who I was any more, and after the third, she forgot her own name 
and address. I knew that if I didn’t get her home, this time it would 

take a priest—not a Bishop—to wind up the affair.
We got into a taxi and Pat passed out. I tried to wake her up, but 

she was out cold. I had only a pound note left and watched the taxi 
meter with growing anxiety. I shook Pat again. When I looked up, 
the taxi meter read one pound, ten. I searched my pockets. Then I 
searched Pat. In her purse I found two pounds and also a member­
ship card to a bottle party giving her name and address. I stopped 
the taxi by the Serpentine in Hyde Park, dipped Pat’s head twice in 
the water, and delivered her home.

I was very drunk, very happy, very virtuous, proud of myself, and 
very much resolved not to drink, gamble, or have anything to do with 

redheaded girls any more.
I wanted to be very sure. I stumbled to my desk and wrote a note 

to War Correspondent Capa: “No drinks. No gambling. No bomb- 
sights. No girls.” I placed the paper on my uniform blouse and bliss­

fully passed out.
Next morning, my head was splitting. I couldn’t remember what 

had happened until I found the piece of paper, decided that the best

we
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way to keep out of trouble was to avoid it, and made up my mind to 
visit with the Yardleys in the country until my departure for North 
Africa. I left my phone number with the desk, and took the train to 
Maidenhead.

Once I arrived at the Yardleys’ place I knew I would be safe. I’d 
be reading mystery stories by the fireplace, arguing about the war 
and Russia with Mr. Yardley, and going to sleep at nine in the evening.

They were very happy to see me in such a pretty uniform and 
hinted that maybe some food and black coffee could make further 
improvements. We sat down at the table: the Yardleys, their house 
guest, and I. The guest—a young girl—sat next to me, but I was not 
looking at women, certainly not when they were pale blondes and 
kind of fat. After coffee, I explained that I was in unusual shape that 
day, due to the celebrations in honor of my uniform, and that all I 
needed to be happy was a big chair and a good book.

I got into the big chair, opened the good book, and fell asleep. Ten 
minutes later I was awakened by the loud grinding of the gramo­
phone. The little round house guest was playing Tino Rossi. I told 
her wryly I hated Tino Rossi, and noticed that she was really not 
very fat. She was wearing slacks and a sweater, and I thought she 
might have a rather good figure. Also, her hair was not really blonde, 
but kind of goldish pink. I promptly closed my eyes. She turned Tino 
Rossi a little louder, and when I opened my eyes she was standing 
against the light. Her profile was rather delicately English, and it 
seemed she had gray-green slit eyes. I got up and went out on the 
terrace to sleep.

When I got up again, a big fire was going in the living-room fire­
place, and the gramophone was playing a rumba. The house guest 
was now wearing a tight-fitting black dress.
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“My name is Elaine,” she told me. I had an idea I would have a 

hard time closing my eyes this time, and was very glad that I was a 
bad dancer and could hold on to my good resolutions. She said she 

hoped I preferred the rumba to Tino Rossi, and I told her the facts 
about my dancing. To prove my honesty, I offered to dance with her 

She said my rumba wasn’t really bad and could be improved 

in no time. I answered that in ten years no one had succeeded in mak­

ing any improvements. She said she had a brand-new idea. I was 

afraid I had one too.
The Yardleys had come down and inquired how I liked my book. 

I was forced to admit that I was wasting my time learning to dance 

the rumba. Especially, I added, since nobody danced the rumba in 

North Africa, and I was practically on my way there.
The pink-haired girl remarked that it would be a great pity if I 

were to die without ever having learned how to dance, and the 

Yardleys agreed.
We had a bottle of champagne to North Africa, my rumba definitely 

improved, and I began to call the girl Pinky. She didn’t seem to mind 

very much, but stopped the gramophone, picked up my book, and 
started to read. I went back to the gramophone and started Tino Rossi.

The Yardleys started to laugh and figured they had better go to 

bed. Pinky looked up from her book at me and said, “I think you 

are an utter fool.”
I answered, “I think you are an utter teaser.” She told me that that 

was not good English, after which I told her that her lips tasted of 

strawberries.
“There aren’t many strawberries in England,” she said, “but the 

few grown here are famed to be excellent. And anyway, I’m not 
teasing.”

once.
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I knew then that she was not teasing. I was happy she existed, 
and that I had found her.

The telephone rang, and it rang for me. It was the Savoy, saying 
they had been trying to get me for the past two hours, that a Captain 
Chris Scott from the American P.R.O. had been calling every five 
minutes. I put down the receiver and asked Pinky to drive me to the 
station.

In the car I told her how happy I was about going to North Africa; 
that I was a gypsy and a newspaperman, besides being an enemy 
alien; that I was very sorry and very glad—because she was far too 
lovely. She said absolutely nothing, just let me out of the car at the 
station, and drove quickly away without saying good-by.

Chris Scott, who was a very nice young captain, said he was sorry 
I had rushed up in the middle of the night, as tomorrow would have 
been time enough. I told him that in some ways I was glad, and that 
his call had reached me just in time, because all I wanted to do 
go to North Africa. I told him about Pinky.

He brought out a bottle of Scotch and proposed a drink to my lucky 
escape. I told him it really tasted better than strawberries. Pointedly, 
he remarked that he liked strawberries, and that while I was going 
to North Africa, he was probably staying in London. All I knew, I told 
him, was that she ought to be called Pinky, and that I had forgotten 
to ask her full name or her telephone number.

Chris said that was too bad—and I discovered not only that I 
sorry I didn’t know her name, address, or telephone number, but also 
that if I had them I wouldn’t have given them away.

The following morning I called the Yardleys to say thanks and 
good-by. Nonchalantly, I asked if Elaine was near the telephone, but 
Mr. Yardley said she had already left for town. He didn’t volunteer 
any further information, and I didn’t ask for any.

was

was
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me orders : the 

I would need a new
very busy. The American Army gaveMy day was 

British gave me an 
visa if I ever wanted to get back, and that, unfortunately, even in an

exit permit. They told me

American uniform I was technically a Hungarian citizen.
My train to Glasgow, where I was to board ship, was leaving from 

Euston Station at 7:30 that evening. I arrived far too early, decided I 

had a right to celebrate my departure, and looked for the bar. It 
very crowded. The only empty place was at a table where a girl was

not fat; she was not blonde; she had pink 
and said, “I hoped you would be early.”

was

sitting all alone. She was 
hair. She looked up at me 
She didn’t tell me how she had found out about my train. I asked the

barmaid if she had any champagne. She had a very good bottle. We 

toasted, and Pinky started to sing a corny French song, “J’attendrai. 
The barmaid was getting very sentimental, and by the time we got 
to my train it was time to go aboard. A naval bloke was taking up 
the whole window to kiss his girl good-by. The train was ready to move, 

so I yelled at the guy, “Let’s split it!
Without turning his head, he replied, Yank, I m not splitting my

girl with anyone.”
I said, “Not the girl—the window!”
He moved over and I barely made it. It still tasted like strawberries. 

I sat back in my compartment, and didn t know her name and tele­

phone number.
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Spring, 1943

I ARRIVED in Algiers aboard a regular troopship carrying a 
Scottish division to North Africa as reinforcements for the spring cam-

fresh

paign and the long overdue taking of Tunis.
By the time our boat docked, I was very much used to my uniform. 

So was everyone else. Everyone on 
terious things of war, and I-and my accent-became one of those

board expected strange and mys-

strange and mysterious things.
This time, nobody wanted to take away my cameras, question my 

existence, or ask for any passports. The public relations officer in 
that the war was hundreds of miles away in the hillsAlgiers told me

of Tunisia-with a big offensive due to start at any minute. I was pro­
vided with a jeep, a bedding roll, and a driver, and 

I hoped I would be able to catch up with the
We drove night and day, and finally arrived at Army headquarters 

in Feriana. But the big attack had already got under way, and our

we started out.

war.

had broken through at Gafsa.armor
pected quickness of war, I started out with 

driver to chase after the 1st Armored Division. After driving all
Depressed by the unex

my
day, we arrived in the village of Gafsa. I had finally caught up with 

at least the tail end of the war. I decided to get a good night’s sleep 

before starting out on my pursuit after the forward elements.
The Army billeted me in an Arab schoolhouse. The floor of the dark 

school room was covered with bedrolls, and only 
closest to the wall—was unoccupied. I undid my bedroll and crawled

one spot—the one
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in. I had a dream. I caught up with the armored division just before 
the gates of Tunis and jumped on the leading tank ... I was the 
only photographer to get a picture of Rommel’s capture ... in the 
center of town, a shell exploded ... my face was scorched. . . .

I woke up and tried to open my eyes. My face burned violently and 
my eyes wouldn’t open. Sometime during my heroic dream I must 
have got hurt. I yelled for help, and heard someone walk up to my 
bedroll.

“What did you expect, you stupid so-and-so?” he asked. “Don’t you 
know that in an Arab house, right next to the wall, you’re the bed­
bug’s best bet?”

I pushed my swollen eyelids open with my fingers, hid my face be­
hind dark glasses, and went out to search for my driver.

We got back on the road. I began to dislike this war. The life of a 
war correspondent wasn’t so romantic. We drove for hours 
slow, bumpy road through the empty desert. We met 
of either friendly or enemy extraction. All we found were a few pieces 
of useless equipment left behind by the Germans.

It became by now a pressing matter to stop my jeep. But after the 
previous night’s experience, I didn’t feel inclined to visit the toilet of 
an Arab cultural institution. There were definitely no girls around, 
and with my blurry eyes I didn’t want to go too far from the jeep. 
I made out an inviting clump of cactus a few yards from the road and 
ran toward it.

There was nothing wrong with my African cactus except for a little 
wooden signpost which grew in its shadow. It grew very fast and 
opened my eyes wide. The sign was in German, but very easy to 
understand. Through my black glasses, I read: “Achtung! minen!”

I did not jump, I did not stir. I did not dare to do anything. I had 
to do something very badly, but it takes very little to make a land

over a
living soul,no
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mine go off. I shouted, my predicament to my driver. I told him I 
standing in the middle of a mine field. He seemed to think the situa- 

funny. I could see no cause for laughter. I didnt dare to
retrace my footsteps, because the mines that had failed to go off the

I urged him to

was

tion was

first time might have changed their minds by 
drive off and bring back somebody with a mine detector.

I was caught with my pants down. There I was, braving death in 
a lonely, empty, soundless desert, standing nailed to the sand, behind 

tupid cactus bush. Even my obituary would be unprintable.
Hours later, my driver returned with a mine removal squad and a

took pictures while I was being

now.

a s

Life photographer. The Life 
de-mined. He told me that our attack had been halted, and that this 
would undoubtedly prove to be the most interesting picture of the day. 

Rommel’s crack armored division, the Hermann Goering, had been 
advance. The disappointed newspapermen had

man

brought up to stop our 
returned and had set up camp in a small oasis a few miles outside

of Gafsa.
alreadyIn the evening, back at the press camp, my story 

famous. The correspondents were not yet allowed to write about the 

stopped war, and my little adventure became the favorite subject in 
the “letters home” department. Seeing them all writing to their wives

relieved, though, that I

was

and sweethearts, I thought of Pinky. I 
didn’t know her address. I didn t think my adventure had been exactly

was

dashing.

Around midnight, the generators that supplied light in the tents of
turned in. I made surethe oasis press camp began to cough, and 

there were no mines or bedbugs in my corner of the Sahara, and I 
didn’t intend to have any dreams. I had a dream. There were red

. red bullets . . . burst-

we

and green flares hanging in the dark sky. .
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ing bombs ... all sorts of fantastic things. I turned over in my sleep­
ing bag.

Next morning, when I woke up, there wasn’t any tent over me. The 
P had been bombed during the night. The blasts had blown away 

all the tents, although no one was hurt. I

cam

was the object of envy and 
admiration for having slept through it all without stirring. The mine­
field episode was forgiven and forgotten.

Time magazine s Bill Lang and the GI’s Ernie Pyle, both old-timers 
of the North African campaign, took me with them in their jeep. They 

promised to find me as much war as I needed for my health and my 
pictures. This time the road was better and much shorter. We headed 
for El Guetar, where the 1st Infantry Division 

main German counterattack.
holding back thewas

We found plenty of war before we reached the front. German 
fighter planes were strafing the road and every few minutes we had 
to stop the jeep and jump into a ditch for cover.

There was a lot of excitement, but I got no pictures at all. 
Bill and Ernie stopped at division headquarters. I was in a hurry

to get my first pictures and they told me fo go on ahead and cross two 
little jebels (what the Arabs call their hills) and hide between the
jebels in the wadi (the Arab word for valley). “Just ask anybody 
where the war is,” they said. “You can’t miss it.”

I found jebels and wadies. The 16th Infantry Regiment was dug in
and the GI’s were writing letters and reading pocket books in deep 
foxholes. I asked them where the They pointed to the nextwar was.
jebel. In every wadi, they pointed up to a jebel, and 
they pointed down a wadi.

every jebel,on

Finally, on the last and highest hilltop, I found about fifty soldiers 
relaxing and heating up cans of C-rations. Their faces were devoid
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of all enthusiasm. I walked up to their lieutenant and asked where all 

the shooting was. 
only the most advanced position on the front.”

He consoled me with a can of C-rations. Just as I was about to dig 
into the awful-looking stew, a shell whistled and I threw myself flat 

the ground, spilling the meat and beans all over me. It was a Ger- 
shell all right, but it landed a few hundred yards away. When I 

raised my head, the lieutenant—who hadn’t budged—was looking down 
at me. He was very smug. Sheepishly I got up, dusted off the beans, 

and told him that from my angle this war was like an aging actress: 
more and more dangerous, and less and less photogenic.

With the next whistle, the lieutenant ducked too. The Germans were 
giving us the real McCoy. First they shaved the top of 
their artillery, then they advanced with fifty tanks and two infantry 
regiments right to the foot of our jebel. Now our tank destroyers moved 

out and began to slug it out right in open sight.
Three generals joined us in our grandstand seat to cheer the team. 

Patton, who commanded II Corps, and Terry Allen and Teddy Roose­
velt, who were in command of the 1st Division. After every hit on a 
German tank, Patton bubbled with delight under his three-star hel­
met; Terry Allen picked up a walkie-talkie and coached his team per­

sonally; and Teddy Roosevelt swung his
Late in the afternoon, the Germans withdrew, leaving behind 

twenty-four burned-out tanks and a lot of very dead krauts.
I got all kinds of pictures; pictures of dust, pictures of smoke, and 

of generals; but none of the tension and drama of battle which I could 

feel and follow with my naked eyes.

“It’s hard to say,” he answered. “My platoon has

on
man

hill withour

happily.cane

Our break-through to the sea and Tunis was bogged down, but 
ged to stop the Germans from pushing us back and retakingwe mana
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Gafsa. The 1st Division fought for three weeks 
Guetar, and every day I took the 
death.

on the jebels of El 
same pictures of dust, smoke, and

After sundown, we would return to the press camp. The corre­
spondents typed their stories and I shipped my pictures. No one dis­
cussed the events of the day. We drank Algerian wine and talked 
about “that woman at home.” Each of us told about his 
always the most exciting and marvelous 
always dragged out a blurred, undistinguishable snapshot to prove it. 

I told them simply that my girl 
That worn-out bunch of unromantic scribes, who had been listen­

ing with straight faces to the lies glorifying and beautifying that 
blurred girl at home, burst out into disgusting laughter. They said 
that pink women didn’t exist, and that I ought to have the decency 
to lie honorably about blondes, brunettes, and redheads like 
one else. I had no snapshot to prove my claim.

own girl- 
one in the world. Then they

pink.was

every-

But a few mornings later, the courier who brought our mail from 
Algiers had a package for me. There, wrapped in tissue paper, was

English doll, a doll with pink hair. The existence of my pink girl 
was never questioned again.

an

Scaling the same jebels and taking the same pictures around El 
Guetar day after day was a fruitless and dangerous routine. So when
I received an offer to fly in a plane instead of walk up mountains, and
to continue my education in the manly art of poker, I gladly accepted. 
The offer came from my old friend Lieutenant Bishop, who wrote 
me that his group—the 301st Bombardiers—had been transferred to 
North Africa, and was allowed to take war correspondents for a ride
in every respect.

The Fortresses were battered; the pilots had a lot of ribbons; only
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the poker game was the same. I was the same too, and lost heavily 

the first night.
In the morning, we went on a mission to bomb the German shipping 

concentrated in the harbor of Bizerte. I flew with Lieutenant Jay, who 
had been the big winner in the poker game the night before. I figured 
he would want to protect his winnings carefully.

Our Fortress was called The Goon. Bishop’s Gremlin flew on our 
right, our wings almost touching. It was nice and dull in the air. The 
oxygen bottles cured our hang-overs and the cold air at 20,000 feet 

was welcome change from the heat below.
Over the target, things became less dull and much warmer. The 

explosions of the ack-ack guns rocked our plane; the black puffs of 
the shells formed a carpet right below us and we rocked on it. We 
kept a straight formation until we were right above the ships and 
released our eggs from our open belly. Then Bishop yelled through 
the intercom “high and low” and we broke formation. We swerved 
and dived and then climbed again, leaving the little black puffs and 
the big smoke of the burning ships behind us. We flew low over the 
sea, took off the oxygen bottles, and gave up the bored act. We joked 

and were visibly relieved.
All the poker players returned and we played again. I didn’t get 

back my money and decided to stay for one more day. For five days 
I flew. Over Tunis, Naples, Bizerte, and my luck didn’t change at all. 
Then we got a new target: Palermo. The ack-ack was much worse 
here than it had been before, and two squadrons of German fighters 
were up in the air waiting for us. They were like little silver dots above 
us in the sky, then they shook their shiny wings and dived and grew 
into ugly spitting monsters. Their bullets tore holes in our wings with 

the precision of a sewing machine, and The Goon was nearly down. 
Lieutenant Jay straightened the plane almost on the sea. Three of our
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motors were still going strong and we made home without much 
trouble.

Most of the planes were in ahead of us. We waited for the others 
on the landing strip until late after darkness, and that night we did 
not play. One of our partners was missing.

Next day I left the group and, having accomplished five missions 
over enemy territory, was recommended for the Air Medal. I almost 
deserved the Purple Heart—for the five nights at poker.

During the time I flew with the Fortresses I managed to miss our 
final successful attack. The Germans suddenly crumbled and our armies 
entered Tunis.

Victory was pleasant and exhausting. During the day in the streets 
of Tunis we were kissed by hundreds of old women and drank many 
glasses of wine. We found a nice apartment in a big, modern build­
ing where we finished our stories and really started to celebrate. We 
had enough liquor from a captured Gestapo warehouse to keep our 
singing throats from drying out.

About midnight there was a rap on the door and a dignified French 
citizen entered the room. “Messieurs!” he cried. “For three months 
you have been bombing us every night. That was all right, cest la 
guerre. But peace has been declared now, and my wife and little 
daughter wish to sleep.”

We poured a glass of German brandy down the bravely resisting 
Frenchman’s throat, and promised that peace would definitely be de­
clared tomorrow. I fished the pink doll out of my bag and presented 
it to the Frenchman for his sleepy little daughter.

The hang-overs of victory are strong and painful. Our war was fin­
ished for the moment. We had absolutely no liquor left, and all the 
pretty girls in Tunis were kept locked in their rooms by their fathers.
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We were heating our K-ration coffee and preparing some break­
fast, when Bill Lang took me aside. He said he had information that 
it would be at least four weeks before the next invasion, that the war 
would be a long one, and that it was dangerous to leave girls pining 
away in London. He added that there was a boat leaving for England 

in five days.
Two days later I sat in the waiting room at the British Consulate in 

Algiers. The consul was a typical, dried-out civil servant. He was ob­
viously very bored with both the French and the Arabs, and didn t 

want to be bothered with Yanks either.
“You are an American. You’re in the Army. You have travel orders. 

You don’t need a visa.”
“I am not an American. I am only very close to the Army, and I need 

a visa badly.”
He looked over the document which the British consul had put 

together for me in New York. “Highly irregular,” he remarked drily. 
“The liberties taken by some of our consulates are difficult to under­
stand.” He didn’t look up. “What are your reasons for wanting to go 

to England?”
“Purely sentimental, sir.”
“I grant you four weeks. The fee is one pound, ten shillings.”
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SiXTEEN days later, after many delays, Bill Lang and I docked

in Liverpool on a Sunday morning. It was early afternoon by the time
parted. Bill took off to the very bestwe got to London, and there we 

hotel, and I took the train to Maidenhead.
more, and the Yardleys’ place looked just as 

it did six months before. But this time, when I knocked on the door,
It was a Sunday once

I was a bit more anxious. Mr. Yardley opened it. “You’re just in time 

for tea!”
They had a house guest, but 

she was not pink. They asked me how it was in North Africa. I told 
them that the war there was boring. They answered politely that the

The fire was lit in the living room.

in England was very boring too. I edged slowly toward the gramo-
me without turning her head. Casually,

war
phone. Mrs. Yardley watched 
she asked me, “Did your rumba technique improve while you were

in North Africa?”
“I may need a few more
“I have an idea you’ll get them.
The subject was dropped, but I felt much better. We talked about 

the weather and the food rations. During a pause in the conversation, 
I picked up a Tino Rossi record. I turned to Yardley. By the way,
I asked, “what happened to that blondish girl who used to like these 

awful records?”
“Elaine Parker? As a matter of fact, she hasn’t been playing them 

lately. She would be here today, but this is the Sunday when she has 
night duty over at the Ministry of Information. That s where she 

works, you know.”

lessons,” I answered lightly.
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After dinner, I said that I had to return to London. Nobody tried

was longer thanto detain me. The trip from Maidenhead to London 
North Africa to England.

I called the Ministry of Information from the station and was in­
formed that Miss Parker was in the American Division and would

come on duty at midnight. Two more hours. . . .
I found Bill at Claridge’s, where he had got two bedrooms and a 

living room for us. His girl’s telephone hadn’t answered all day. He 

presumed I hadn’t been any luckier and offered to share his decanter 
of whisky. Then he looked at me again.

“I have a date at midnight,” I said.

And then I started to clean myself of six months of North African 
dirt. At midnight I picked up the telephone, asked for the proper 

extension, and listened.
“American Division—Miss Parker speaking.”
“What color is your hair, Miss Parker?”
“Who is speaking?”
“What’s your favorite song, Miss Parker?”

“Where are you?”

“I think I’m slightly in love.”
“Does it hurt?”

111 meet you over at your canteen in fifteen minutes.”

When she came into the canteen, I was standing at the bar, rest­

ing my head on my elbows, staring at the bottles in front of me. She 
walked directly to the bar, put her elbows on it, and said:

“Hello.”
“Your hair is still pink.”

“If you’d made

“Were you waiting?”
it much longer, you’d have found it all gray.”me wa
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“No, I got married and had six children.”

“I hope they will like me.”
We turned around and walked out of the bar without touching 

our drinks. We walked around the building, and when she broke 

away, she said:
“Be at the entrance at eight in the morning.” Then she ran away.

The streets of London are gray and empty at eight in the morning. 

We found a teashop and she ordered bacon, tomatoes, tea, and toast. 

By now both of us were very serious.
“Did you come back because I was waiting for you?”

“Yes.”
“Are you going to stay?”

“No.”
“Do you like bacon and tomatoes?”

“I’d like to stay.”
I told her I had to return to war, but then I’d be back. I explained 

that besides what might happen in war, my own situation was so 
uncertain that I never knew what might happen the following day.

“I am very pretty.”

“Who told you so?”
“People who drop in.”

“Why were you waiting for me?”
“I made up my mind the first minute I saw you.”

“Still not teasing?”

“Please pay the bill.”

It was 9:00 A.M. and I had to go over to the Collier s office to check 
in and tell them I was taking a seven-day vacation. Pinky thought 

she could arrange to take her vacation at the same time. We started 

for the Savoy together.
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Colliers was still at the Savoy, but Quent 
the man who replaced him said he had a cable for me from the New 

York office. It was addressed to me and read:

longer there andwas no

YOUR NORTH AFRICAN PICTURES WONDERFUL STOP WAR DEPART­

MENT INSISTING ON POOL REGULATIONS STOP THEREFORE AVAIL­

ABLE TO ALL PAPERS STOP YOUR PICTURES USED BY EVERYONE 

BEFORE WE COULD PRINT THEM STOP REGRET HAVE TO RECALL YOU 

TO NEW YORK STOP WILL PAY TRAVELING EXPENSES PLUS THREE 

WEEKS ADDITIONAL SALARY

COLLIERS NEW YORK

I read it over three times, and then gave it to Pinky. I asked the 

Colliers man when he had received it. That 
me.

same morning, he told 
1 asked him whether anyone else knew about it yet. He said no, 

and I had to think fast. If I lost my job I would also lose my accred­

itation as a war correspondent. I would have to go back to the States, 
and with my papers what they were, I would never get out again. 

I just had to get a new job before the Army found out I’d been fired.

I explained my situation to the Colliers man. He said he was 
but he didn’t think there

sorry
was anything he could do about it. I asked

him to wait until noon to give me time to go around to some of the 

other magazines and see what my chances were. He was reluctant, but 

he didn’t say no.

You go ahead, said Pinky. “I’ll wait for you here.’’ 

I took a taxi to Life magazine.
My relations with Life 

years I had worked for them, they had fired 

once. But my relations with Crocky, who

were far from excellent. During the six 

me twice and I had quit 
was in charge of the Lon- 

more than good. She 

was not too surprised to hear that I

don office, were of long standing and 

pleased to see me again, and
was

was
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in trouble. She said that my chances of getting a job straight away 

very poor, and she thought that the New York office, hearing 

that I was out of a job again, would just think that I ought to be 

used to it by now. However, she had information that big things 
would be brewing pretty soon along the Mediterranean, and thought 

that if I could get back to North Africa before the Army learned I 

had been fired, and if I could somehow pull a fast one and scoop 

the rest of the photographers, then the thing might be wangled some­

how. It all seemed perfectly simple—just this side of impossible—but 

I had to give it a try.

Crocky cabled Life in New York that she had heard that Capa 

was extremely dissatisfied with Colliers and could be persuaded 

to quit.
I took a taxi back to the Savoy. When I entered the Colliers office, 

Pinky was sitting on the bureau right beside the telephone. Over in 

a corner of the room was the poor Collier s representative, close to a 

nervous breakdown.
I said it was all fixed, and if he didn’t tell the Army I’d been fired 

for forty-eight hours, he could be godfather to my children. If we 

would just get out of his office, he answered, it would be at least 
seventy-two hours before he could think or mention our names again.

Close to the Savoy is the best restaurant in London, the Boulestin. 
I had to talk to Pinky, so we went there for lunch. Boulestin still had 

very good French champagne, and I proposed a toast to my getting 

away.

“How soon?”

“Tonight. It has to be.”

Her eyes filled up with champagne. I told her about my scheme 

with Life and that I thought I might be able to swing the air reserva­

were
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tion through my friend Chris Scott over at the air-force P.R.O. As 
soon as lunch was over, I called the P.R.O. Chris Scott had been 
transferred somewhere in North Africa!

Pinky put her little finger in her mouth and chewed on it twice.
“I think I know how to fix it.”
She told me to go ahead and get my exit permit and meet her at 

5:30 at the Mayfair Club.
The security officer at the Passport Office 

about my arriving in England on 
Monday. I told him I couldn’t give him any details which concerned 
military operations. He was quite impressed, and I had no more 
trouble.

Pinky arrived at the Mayfair Club at six o’clock, ordered a drink 
and said:

“You can go now. I have your reservation.”
I had to be at the air terminal at 6:30. I told her I would

was highly suspicious 
Sunday and wanting to leave on

come
back to England soon.

“Well, you’d better.”
I asked her what she was going to do tonight after I left.
“You black-hearted Hungarian dope! I’m having dinner with the 

officer who gave you that air priority—to make my evening free!” 
She kissed me lightly, and ran away.
In the dark airplane, flying from England to North Africa, I 

very sure that I 
knew her name and address. I

was
was very much in love with Pinky. And this time I 

even had her picture.
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THE white city of Algiers looked even whiter from the air, and 
the blue harbor was black, jammed with boats of all kinds and sizes.

At Eisenhower’s public relations headquarters, the pressroom was 
deserted, the usual crowd of newspapermen vanished, and the press 
officérs gone. I tried to find out what was cooking but the few ser­
geants on duty were noncommittal. They would say only that the 
P.R.O. officers were at Eisenhower’s campaign headquarters. I asked 
them to connect me on a direct wire. It couldn’t be done, they said; 
headquarters had been sealed since the day before.

I put a few numbers together and figured out that the invasion of 
somewhere was going to happen any minute, much faster than I had 
expected. I was too late. I was left out of the invasion, and I would 
get no scoop and no new job. The news of my being fired would 
catch up with me right in Algiers. After all the ado, I had gained 
nothing. Instead of from London, I would be shipped home from here.

I hung around the P.R.O., hoping desperately for my usual mira­
cle. It happened in the men’s room. I found there a war photogra­
pher, a colleague of mine, in very sad shape. He had the “GI’s,” or 
C-ration diarrhea, and was so much on the run that he had to stay 
in one place. He told me he had been trained for several months for 

a very special job: to jump with an 
big mission. He had been assigned to the invasion, but had got so 

sick that they had sent him back at the last moment.
He was rather philosophical about the whole thing. He didn’t par­

ticularly like parachute jumping anyway. Here was my chance to 

save two birds with one case of “GI’s, and I asked how I might b

airborne division on their first
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able to replace him. He sent a message to airborne headquarters, 
they sent a plane to get me, and I was 
field near Kairouan in the middle of the Tunisian desert, where hun­
dreds of transport planes and gliders were lined up and ready for 
the take-off,

I was shown to the public relations tent, and there 
friend, Captain Chris Scott, who was 
for the 9th Troop Carrier Command. I told him my whole story.

“So you are still an enemy alien, Capa? Still chasing pink girls?” I 
showed him the picture of Pinky. He looked at it for some time. “It’s 
really too bad that you’re going to be killed in this invasion. I’ll have 
to fly back to London and break the sad news to the pink girl. But 
for you, Capa, I’ll do it.”

He took me over to Major General Ridgway, the commander of 
the 82d Airborne Division, and introduced me. The general was very 
friendly.

“As long as you’re willing to jump and take pictures of my divi­
sion in combat, I don’t care whether you’re Hungarian, Chinese, or 
anything else. Have you ever jumped before?”

“No, sir.”

flown to a big improvised air-

was my London 
now the public relations officer

“Well, it isn’t natural, but there’s nothing to it.”
Back in his tent, Chris gave me the whole dope. The destination 

was Sicily. The 82d Airborne Division would be flown in by the 9th 
TCC six hours before the main seaborne landing. We were sched­
uled to jump at 1:00 a.m., and the barges would hit the beach by 
daybreak.

Chris had an idea. I would fly in the lead plane and take flash pic­
tures of the paratroopers both during the flight and as they jumped. 
I wouldn’t jump myself but would return to Kairouan with the 
empty transport plane. If I took the picture of the first man to jump,
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I would have the picture of the first American to land in Sicily. My 
plane would get back to the base by 3:00 a.m. We would develop 
and radio the pictures to America and they would be there before 
the news of the invasion itself. My pictures would hit the presses 
simultaneously with the first big headlines.

The plan appealed to me in every detail. I began to like Chris 

very much.
In a short while we were called in for the official briefing. The 

planning staff outlined to the pilots and paratroop officers the differ­
ent phases of the operation. They told us that when we reached the 
target we could expect a lot of flak and a lot of Germans. This is 
where we would “discover our souls.” They made sure that every­
one understood what he was supposed to do and we were trucked 

over to the waiting planes.
Chris said good-by and told me he would wait for my return on 

the airfield. I didn’t give him Pinky’s picture, but—just in case—I gave 
him her address. We took off.

There were eighteen paratroopers in the plane. I wasn’t going to 
jump and sat in the front end of the plane so that I wouldn’t be in 
the way of the jumpers when the time came. The plane was blacked 
out, but there was no objection to my taking flash pictures once we 
got over the target. There would be plenty of other kinds of explo­
sions, and my flash bulbs would be just a small part of the show.

We flew low over the Mediterranean and the plane rocked badly. 
Inside it was dark and silent. Most of the boys were sleeping or 

maybe just closing their eyes.
Soon I heard peculiar noises. A few of the boys were already be­

ginning to “discover their souls” and were puking violently all over 

the plane. The boy next to me had been very quiet up to now. But 
now he turned to me and asked, “Is it true that you’re a civilian?”
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“Yes,” I answered.

He went back inside himself, but in fifteen minutes he asked me 
again, “You mean to say that if you didn’t want to, you didn’t have 
to come?” »

“That’s right.” But silently I added, “If you only knew.”

He was quiet again, but this time the interval was shorter. “If you 
had wanted to, could you have flown back to the States tonight in­
stead of this?”

“Not impossible,” I said.

Now he was direct. “How much are you getting paid to do this?”
“A thousand a month,” I lied.

From then on he didn’t have much time to think about my job. 

The Promised Land emerged from the darkness, well lit by burning 
houses and flaming oil dumps. Our bombing force had preceded us 

by half an hour so as to impress the enemy reception committee.
Unfortunately, it hadn’t been sufficiently impressed, and the Ger­

mans were filling the sky full of colored tracer bullets. Our pilot 
swerved right and left, trying to find a hole between the tracers.

The green light in the front of our plane came on. It was the signal 

to get ready to jump. The boys all stood up and straightened the 

static lines of their parachutes. I got my camera ready. Then the 
red light came on—the signal to jump. My neighbor was the last one 

out. He turned back and yelled at me: “I don’t like your job, pal. It’s 

too dangerous!” He jumped, and the plane was empty.

I was alone with eighteen broken static lines blowing through the 
open door. I felt lonelier than hell. I would have given a lot to be 

with the guys floating down through the darkness below.

Chris was waiting for me back at the airfield. He had rigged up
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a darkroom in a small tent. Under the blacked-out canvas, the heat 
was suffocating. To keep the developer from boiling, Chris com­

mandeered two huge blocks of ice from the mess sergeant, who pro­

tested that they were intended for the next day’s ice cream.

We stripped and went to work. Sweat poured down from us into 
the developing juice. Our first wet prints were ready just as the last 

hunks of ice melted away. We tore the tent flap open and hit the cool 
breeze of the desert dawn. Chris had his jeep ready in front of the 

tent. We threw shirts and trousers on our wet bodies, and Chris drove 

full speed along the empty road. We headed for Tunis, for a forward 

press camp, where radio facilities and censors had been set up for 

the Sicilian show.
While Chris concentrated on the bomb-cratered road, peering 

through the semidarkness, I took a look at my pictures. They were 
slightly out of focus, a bit underexposed, and the composition was 

certainly no work of art. But they were the only pictures to come 
out of the invasion of Sicily so far, and it would probably be days 

before the seaborne photographers managed to send their stuff back 

from the beaches.
At 7:30 we reached Tunis. The censors, without any argument, 

stamped my pictures through for radio. We entered the messroom 

of the press camp just as the loud-speaker was announcing officially 

that the invasion of Sicily was under way. As the newshounds leaped 

to their feet at the news, I quietly announced that I’d just returned 

from there. The only source of first-hand information, I immediately 
became the center of attraction. I was pressed for details, and I gave 

a minute-by-minute account of the flight, and described how the 

invaders’ minds and stomachs had behaved from take-off to jump time.
During the interview, Chris left the messroom. He returned just
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as I was attacking a pair of fresh eggs. From the doorway, he mo­
tioned to me. The eggs were beautiful, but Chris was waving a slip 
of yellow paper.

Outside, Chris said, “Well, this is it/’ He gave me the slip, and 
I read the short message:

PR ALGIERS INFORMED BY COLLIER’S ROBERT CAPA NO LONGER 

WORKING FOR THEM. HE IS ORDERED TO RETURN TO ALGIERS BY 

FIRST AVAILABLE TRANSPORTATION

I was licked. I had got the pictures, but they would do me no 
good. The picture pool which had got me fired from Collier s would 
use them with a great splash—without my name—and wouldn’t have 
to pay a single penny for them. “Nuts, I’m going back and eat my 
eggs,” I said.

“Wait a minute,” said Chris. “Are you still ready to jump? There’s 
one more mission tonight: we’re going to jump the reinforcements 
in. If you go with them, they won’t find you for weeks, and mean­
while I won’t acknowledge receipt of the message until tomorrow 
morning.”

So I left my fried eggs and Chris drove me back along the same 
road, back to the camp where the reinforcements were preparing 
for the night’s work ahead.

Chris had no trouble getting me in, and I was given a chute for 
the asking. At midnight we took off. For the second time in twenty- 
four hours, I was en route to Sicily. This time I was rigged with the 
rest of the jumpers, and this time I found my soul like everyone 
else. All I knew about jumping was that I was supposed to step 
out of the door with my left foot, count 1000 . . . 2000 . . . 3000, 
and if my chute didn’t open, I was to pull the lever for my emergency
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chute. I was too exhausted to think. I didn’t want to think 
and I fell asleep.

They woke me up just before the green signal flashed on. When 
my turn came, I stepped out with my left foot forward into the dark­
ness. I was still groggy, and instead of counting my thousands, I re­
cited: “Fired photographer jumps.” I felt a jerk on my shoulder, and 
my chute was open. “Fired photographer floats,” I said happily to 
myself. Less than a minute later, I landed in a tree in the middle 
of a forest.

For the rest of the night, I hung from the tree, and my shoulders 
found out the weight of my behind. The general was right, it wasn’t 
natural. There was a lot of shooting going on around me. I didn’t 
dare yell for help. With my Hungarian accent, I stood an equal 
chance of being shot by either side.

When morning came, three paratroopers discovered me and cut 
me down. I said good-by to my tree. Our relations had been inti­
mate, but a little too long.

anyway,

Our four-man task force wasn’t eager to engage the enemy, and 
we advanced cautiously from tree to tree, and only after long delib­
eration. As the forest thinned out, our confabs grew longer. From 
behind the last tree, we saw a little Sicilian farmhouse. It was out in 
the open field some two hundred yards away. In the best military 
fashion, we crawled up to the house on our stomachs. The three 
soldiers surrounded the house and occupied strategic positions, ready 
to fire with their tommy guns. Having no tommy gun, and being 
the linguist of the group, I was given the job of knocking on the door.

An old Sicilian peasant in a long nightshirt opened the door. He 
looked at me as if I had dropped from the sky. My jump suit was 
a new uniform to him. We all wore American flags as shoulder
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patches, but my dark, slightly Mediterranean face must have im­
pressed him more than anything, for he suddenly screamed, “Sicili­
ano! Siciliano!” and threw his arms around me. My army lowered 
their tommy guns and we quickly entered the farmhouse. I didn’t 
know any Italian, so in broken Spanish I tried to explain to the old 
man that only my great grandfather was Sicilian. He answered with 
a stream of strange words. There was one word he kept repeating, 
“Brook-a-leen.” One of my troopers caught on and pointed to him­
self. “Me, Brooklyn.”

The conversation became easier and we established that Ameri­
cans like Sicilians and Sicilians love Americans; that Americans don’t 
like Germans and Sicilians hate Germans. These preliminaries over, 
I came to the point. Where were we, and were any Germans around?

We laid our silk invasion map on the table. The Sicilian peasant, 
after first admiring the quality of the fabric, put his thumb on a point 
way inland, some twenty-five miles beyond our official dropping zone. 
Some German units had passed on the road leading to the coast dur­
ing the night, he said, but they hadn’t stopped and he didn’t think 
there were any more around.

He gave us food and wine and we returned to the forest. We re­
mained there for three days, sleeping in the daytime and creeping 
out at night to blow up little bridges. On the fourth day, the spear­
head of the 1st Division caught up with us. They were not terribly 
impressed with our military prowess, and as for the photographer— 
the whole bloody thing had been absolutely useless to me. The only 
picture I had was a portrait of the old Sicilian farmer.

The Sicilian campaign turned out to be a twenty-one-day race. In 
the lead was the Italian Army. They were afraid not only of the 
Americans, but of the Germans too, and ran in every direction. The
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Germans were slower than the Italians, but they retreated steadily. 
Close on their heels came the jobless enemy alien, who in turn was 
chased by the whole public relations force of the American Army. 
Behind us all, pushing us relentlessly forward, General Patton’s tanks 
rumbled in the dust.

In the course of things, I shot a great many exciting pictures. But 
the only way to get them censored and shipped was through the 
very P.R.O. from which I was running. Besides, the only place I 
could ship them was the picture pool, and that wouldn’t help me a 
bit. The exposed rolls piled up in my bag and the chances of getting 
them published dwindled every day.

In less than three weeks we reached our main objective. We were 
at the outskirts of Palermo. The Germans had withdrawn, and the 
remaining Italian forces didn’t insist on fighting. The jeep I was in 
followed the first tanks of the 2d Armored Division into the town. 
The road leading into the city was lined with tens of thousands of 
frantic Sicilians waving white sheets and homemade American flags 
with not enough stars and too many stripes. Everyone had a cousin 
in Brook-a-leen.

I was unanimously pronounced a Siciliano by the cheering crowd. 
Every member of the male population had to shake my hand, the 
older women had to kiss me, the younger ones filled the jeep with 
flowers and fruit. None of this exactly helped my picture taking.

We arrived at the gates of Palermo without firing a shot. The 
lieutenant in charge of the tanks got in touch with headquarters by 
radio and asked for orders to enter the city. When headquarters 
found that there was no resistance in the town, they ordered us to 
stop and wait for the commanding general. We called headquarters 
unprintable names and waited. In a short while, the corps com­
mander, General Keyes, arrived surrounded by aides and swarms of
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military police. The MP’s promptly took over and blocked off any 
further advance by tanks, soldiers, or war correspondents.

General Keyes ordered the MP’s to bring forward a few of the 
celebrating Italian gendarmes. The gendarmes were produced. Gen­
eral Keyes said he didn’t give a damn about their innocence; all he 
wanted was the Italian general in command of Palermo. The gen­
darmes nodded and said, “Yes, yes,” but did not move. The exas­
perated Keyes asked for an interpreter and I offered my services. I 
got the point over to the gendarmes somehow. I explained that the 
general wanted to avoid any unnecessary bloodshed and wanted the 
Italian general to announce the terms of surrender to the populace. 
The gendarmes nodded “Si, si,” climbed into a jeep with a couple of 
MP’s and took off toward the center of town.

In fifteen minutes the jeep reappeared. Seated in the back, be­
tween the two beaming gendarmes, was a very unhappy Italian major 
general. General Keyes motioned the sweating Italian general into 
his command car and repeated his order to the MP’s not to let any­
one through. He had a white flag hoisted on his car and it looked as 
if he was going to take Palermo without the Army.

Here goes my surrender ceremony, I thought. But just as the car 
was about to leave, General Keyes turned toward me. “Interpreter, 
come along,” he ordered.

We drove up to the governor’s palace and dismounted in the court­
yard. General Keyes demanded the immediate and unconditional 
surrender of the town and military district of Palermo. I translated it 
into French, the language I knew best, and hoped the Italian would 
understand me. He replied in perfect French and said that he would 
be only too glad to do so, but it was really impossible. He had already 
surrendered four hours earlier to an American infantry division that 
had entered the city from the opposite direction.
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General Keyes became impatient at the delay. “Stop that jabbering, 
soldier! I want unconditional surrender and I want it immediately!”

I explained to the Italian that surrendering the second time ought 
to be much easier than the first. Besides, General Keyes was the 
corps commander, and would undoubtedly allow him to keep his 
orderly and personal belongings in the prisoners’ camp. The issue 

He surrendered in French, Italian, and Sicilian, arid asked 

whether he could keep his wife too.
My translator’s job was done, and I went back to taking pictures. 

Later, when the surrender ceremony was over, I saw the Italian gen­
eral being led away to prison—empty-handed and alone.

The Army poured into Palermo. Ernie Pyle was riding in the first 

press jeep. He waved at me and shouted:
“You goddamn fired enemy alien, the whole PR is after you!
There would be no victory celebration in Palermo for me. I turned 

my films to Ernie and asked him to ship them to Life magazine. 
By now, either they had decided to hire me, or—if not—once they 
saw these pictures, they couldn’t help but do so.

I had to leave Palermo, and on foot. Leaving all the promised 
pleasures of our first occupied capital, I was sick and tired of being 
a fired photographer. I had no idea where to go, but I knew that the 
1st Division was fighting somewhere in the middle of Sicily. I had 
chums there, and decided to join them. I didn’t know exactly where 
they were, and it took me three long days to find them. The two 
commanding generals, Terry Allen and Teddy Roosevelt, were friends 

of mine, but division headquarters was hardly safe for me. By now, 

everyone knew that I had no right to pose as an 
tographer. So I carefully avoided headquarters and fell in with the 
16th Infantry Regiment, the same group that had once been my 

family in North Africa.

was won.

over

accredited war pho-

77



just jumping off to take Troina, a small townThe regiment
perched on a hilltop. Troina was tough. It took us seven days to cap­
ture it and we lost a lot of good men.

was

This was the first time I had followed an attack from beginning to 
end, and I managed to get some good pictures. They were simple 
pictures and showed how dreary and unspectacular fighting actually 
is. Scoops depend on luck and quick transmission, and most of them 
don’t mean anything the day after they are published. But the soldier 
who looks at the shots of Troina, ten years from now in his home in 
Ohio, will be able to say, “That’s how it was.”

The lovely little mountain village was in ruins. The Germans who 
had been defending it had pulled out during the night, and had left 
the dead and wounded Italian civilians behind. We were lying around 
in the little square in front of the church, completely pooped and 
thoroughly disgusted. There wasn’t much sense to this fighting, dying, 
taking pictures, I was thinking, when Teddy Roosevelt, who always 
showed up where the fighting was roughest, drove up. He poked at 
me with his stick, and said, “Capa, there’s a message down at divi­
sion headquarters saying you’re working for Life”

I had hoped and prayed for this news for a long time. But now 
that it had come, I wasn’t really happy. I felt that the jobless enemy 
alien I was leaving behind in Troina was much more a part of this 
war than the fully accredited Life photographer ever could be.

The prodigal returned to Palermo by jeep. During the ride, Gen­
eral Teddy recited poetry and Lieutenant Stevenson sang cowboy 
songs. I was feeling a bit dizzy. We stopped for chow, but I couldn’t 
eat. My companions remarked that I looked a little on the green 
side. There was no doubt of it, I had got the job and malaria both 

at the same time.
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The hospital had bad food and a good-looking nurse. I couldn’t 
eat the food, and the doctor asked the nurse to give me a couple of 
shots of Scotch every day in order to help my appetite. The nurse 
brought me a pile of American newspapers, and I discovered that 
my pictures of the invasion of Sicily had been used by every paper 
in the States. They didn’t mention my name, but Life made up for 
it. They carried my story of the entry of Palermo as a seven-page 
lead article. There was not only a fat by-line, but also my face in a 
little box. It said that I was a staff photographer.

I asked the nurse whether there was any good food to be found 
in Palermo. There was a pretty good black market restaurant in the 
Hotel Excelsior, she said. She felt my pulse, said that I was still 
running a temperature, and that we could get out unnoticed through 

the basement window after dark.
We had nice steaks and drank spumanti. We had a very good time. 

When we got back to the hospital it was quite late and the window 

was locked.
I behaved like an eighteenth-century gallant, sent the nurse to 

her quarters, walked in the main entrance, and said that I was a new 
patient. I thought I had a touch of malaria, I added. They admitted 
me all over again. Unfortunately, I was sent to the same ward, and 
it was the same doctor who came to look me over. This time I got 

fired from the hospital.
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VII

Fall, 1943

THE Sicilian campaign was over, and I was shipped back to Algiers. 

The main press headquarters was bustling with activity, and in the 
briefing room—where the official handout was usually read to a hand­
ful of press agency men—I found an impressive gallery of well-known 
by-liners. The speedy conquest of Sicily together with the impending 
invasion of the mainland of Europe had brought them tearing over 
from their desks in America in one hell of a hurry.

The room was buzzing with speculation as to when and where the 
Big Thing would take place. Talk about air power, soft underbellies, 
and extended supply lines filled the air, but it failed to impress my 
quinine-stuffed head, and I decided to beat it. I wanted a room to 
myself with a great big bed. I wanted a bathtub and fresh towels, 

and a buzzer to summon a waiter.
There were only two large hotels in Algiers. On the hilltop was the 

St. George, which served as Eisenhower’s military headquarters. The 
second was the Aletti, overlooking the harbor. It was reserved for 

visiting generals from the front, for diplomats and war correspondents, 

for important Free French and the still important Vichy French, and 

for very high-class ladies of dubious occupation.
When I reached the Aletti, the billeting sergeant gave me—instead 

of a room key—a well-rehearsed little speech. In November of 1942, 
he said, there were only twenty-two accredited war correspondents 

in Algiers, and the town major had allotted them ten rooms in the 

hotel. Now, however, in August of 1943, there were about a hundred
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and fifty accredited correspondents, and still the same ten rooms. I 
started to argue with him. He answered with a shrug. The rooms 
were on the third floor, he said, and I could try my luck.

My chances of getting a bed to myself had vanished, but I still had 
hopes for the tub and the buzzer. I went from room to room, asking 
to share a bed, pleading for a share of the floor space, but all in vain. 
Not only was every bed occupied, but every square foot of floor space 
was covered with a cot or a bedroll, all crowded side by side. Even 
the few balconies had been commandeered.

I parked myself and my bedroll in an empty corner in the lobby, 
and sat lost in dejection. At this point, the 230-pound hulk of my old 
boss Quentin Reynolds turned up. He was glad to hear that I had 
gotten a job, and told me not to worry about a room. Coming over 
from England, he had made friends with a meek little man represent­
ing something called The British Council. The B.C. must have been 
quite important, because the little man had been given a room with 
two beds and a balcony all for himself. Quent was using the second 
bed, and was quite sure that his little friend wouldn’t object to a 
friendly Hungarian taking up a small part of the floor.

That night, when the little man came home, he discovered me 
stretched on his floor. He apologized for waking me, and hoped I was 
quite comfortable. I mumbled that I was and went back to sleep 
instantly.

Next morning, we were awakened by Clark Lee, the handsomest 
of all foreign correspondents, who was as famous for his reporting 
as for his escape from Bataan. He was slightly less handsome that 
morning, his face swollen by a badly infected tooth. He pointed with 
one hand to his face, with the other to the bed. The meek little B.C. 
gentleman obligingly got out, and the moaning Clark crawled in.

In the evening, the B.C. man retrieved his bed. Just as we were
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getting settled, the door opened and Jack Beiden, the sweetest and 
also sourest tempered of the correspondents, walked in. He silently 
undid his bedroll, and crawled in to sleep. We felt that our host had 
a word of explanation coming, and offered that Jack had been with 

Stilwell in the retreat from Burma.
Ernie Pyle came in around midnight. He was the shyest of men. 

All the rest of us were rather big fellows, he apologized, but his slim 

presence would hardly be noticed.
That seemed plenty for one night, but we were due to be awak­

ened once more. The visitors this time were a dozen German planes, 
flying low, and dropping their bombs a few hundred yards from our 
window. We stayed where we were, but put on our helmets. The 
gentleman of the B.C. had no helmet, however, and decided he would 
feel safer under the bed. Clark Lee didn’t mind, and for the rest of 
the night he was back in a bed again.

The next day we were still waiting for a call from Public Relations. 
We sat around the room a bit bored, just a bit scared, and chewed 
the fat about the Big Move. John Steinbeck and H. R. “Red” Knick­
erbocker dropped in along about afternoon, with three bottles of 
Algerian schnapps. They thought it would help Clark Lee’s headache, 
they said. The stuff tasted like hell, but we couldn’t see Clark drink it 
by himself. So we pitched in and helped empty the bottles before the 
awful stuff could kill him. In the meanwhile, Steinbeck and Knick­
erbocker were quietly undoing their bedrolls out on the balcony.

From then on, each morning found some new addition to our 
menage. From the balcony, we could see the harbor clearly. Every 
day more and more ships were loaded with troops, guns, and planes. 
The empty spaces between the large ships were gradually filled with 
dozens of small invasion barges. The Big When was coming closer.

Just about the time when there was no longer any space to walk

t
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between the bodies in our room, we got our call to report to head­
quarters. We packed our helmets and our bedrolls, bid farewell to 

our little host, and left him sad and all alone in the empty room.

We piled into PR headquarters. Lieutenant Colonel Joe Phillips, 
the head PR, called us into his office one by one. We were told nothing 

about the operation, only that from now on we would be “isolated.” 

One by one, we were assigned to our divisions. When my turn came, 
Phillips said, “Capa, I’m convinced that you’re a born paratrooper.” 

I protested that I was a born Hungarian. He laughed. “I think we’d 

better stick to the first version.”

A few hours later, I was delivered to the airfield at Kairouan. I had 

been there about six weeks earlier, and the planes and gliders were 
lined up in exactly the same formation as before. Now, however, there 

were little white parachutes painted on the noses of the C-47’s—one 

parachute for each mission over enemy territory.

Chris was expecting me, and greeted me on my arrival. “Con­

gratulations. I hear you got the job and you’re fully legal. How is 
Pinky?”

I answered that I had no troubles of any kind. He was disappointed. 
“You’re just as boring as any other newspaperman,” he said. “But I 

have news for you. Si Kormán of the Chicago Tribune is here, and 
his poker is even worse than yours.”

I played just as badly as ever, but by midnight I had everyone’s 

money. Getting up from the table, Chris complained about my except 
tional luck. There could be only one explanation, he said. Pinky was 
having a good time.

The following day, Chris had to fly over to Cairo. I gave him the 
poker money and asked him to buy me five pairs of silk stockings and
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a bottle of the best French perfume. He accepted the commission, 

but didn’t think it would help me.
Thirty-six hours later, Chris was back with the stuff. I sent it off 

to Pinky with a note. Before the stockings were gone, I promised, I 

would be back in London.
The days passed slowly in the hot Tunisian desert. There was still 

no sign of D-Day. The 82d Airborne and 9th Troop Carrier headquar­

ters were enveloped in top secrecy and the planning rooms were 

barred to unclassified personnel.
We were tired of waiting in the sun and were impatient for the day 

would be told to jump. Finally the day came—but instead of 

boarding our planes, we were ordered aboard a lot of LCI’s that were 

waiting in nearby Gafsa harbor.
For two days we zigzagged up and down the Mediterranean. Then 

we abruptly changed course and landed in the harbor of Licata, in 
Sicily. The jump was on again, and the planes of the 9th TCC had 
already been transferred from Kairouan to the Licata airfield.

Chris was there too, and had a pressroom ready for us. The big brass 

had taken over the Licata high school, and the PR was established in 

the laboratory. Surrounded by glass beakers, skeletons, and stuffed 
birds, Dick Tregaskis, of the INS, typed glowing preinvasion stories 

which never passed the censor, and Kormán and I played two-handed 

poker on a tilted blackboard.
The airborne division, alerted for action, camped in an olive grove 

just behind the Licata airfield. Licata, the town made famous by John 

Hersey in his book A Bell for Adano, did not yet have a bell, but 
there was plenty of fish and sour wine. The evening was cool in the 

open camp, the sky full of stars and mosquitoes, and fresh rumors 

circulated freely under the olive trees.

we
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The next morning, Brigadier General Taylor, of the 82d Airborne, 
asked if anyone could lend him a money belt. I remembered the story 
told about General Mark Clark, who had arrived secretly on the coast 
of North Africa to prepare the way for the African invasion. Surprised 
by gendarmes as he landed on the beach, he had lost both his trousers 
and millions of francs of bribe money in the ensuing scuffle.

I offered General Taylor the money belt which I had acquired with 
the change in my poker luck, and asked him if he intended losing only 
his trousers.

The general took my belt with the comment that newspapermen 
talk too much.

Two days later, the camp broke into feverish activity. We were 
ordered to check our equipment and pack our things. I was asked to 
report to General Ridgway, the commanding general, at his tent.

“Capa,” he said to me, “you’re going to have dinner in Rome to­
night. General Taylor is there now, and the armistice with the Italians 
has been signed.”

Our airborne troops were going to occupy both the airfield and 
the city of Rome that night. “Marshal Badoglio has assured us he will 
have the airfield free from the Germans, secure for our landing.” He 
went on to explain that the Fifth Army would land at Salerno, south 
of Naples, the following morning.

This would be one of the big scoops of the war. While the rest of 
the photographers were taking pictures of a dreary beach and maybe 
a few local mayors, I would catch Mussolini at home. And by the time 
my colleagues reached Rome, I would be firmly established in the 
best hotel in Italy, calling the bartender by his first name.

I returned to my bedroll and changed from my jump suit to a 
pair of pink trousers and a gabardine shirt. A little while later I was 
sitting in General Ridgway’s lead plane, ready for the take-off.
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Our motors were warming up when a messenger ran up and handed 

the general a radio message. It was from General Taylor in Rome:

GERMANS OCCUPIED AIRFIELD THIS AFTERNOON ITALIANS

UNABLE TO STOP THEM ADVISE CANCELING ALL PLANS

I was the saddest guy in pink trousers in all Italy.

Three days after the Fifth Army had landed at Salerno, a boat 

carrying the three airborne correspondents dropped anchor at that 

fateful harbor. It had been only seventy-two hours, but for some guys 

it had been the longest seventy-two hours of their lives—for many, 
their last. The charred, half-submerged hulls of ships and barges, the 

flags waving over the white crosses of the first American cemetery on 
the European mainland—all this told us what Salerno had been.

A “Duck” took us from the boat to the beach, and after five years’ 

absence I was back in Europe. Something new had been added by 

courtesy of the Fifth Army. Big signs split up the beach into Red, 
Green, and Yellow landing areas; the newly built roads were identi­
fied as Main Street, Broadway, and 42nd Street; MB’s in spotless white 

gloves were directing traffic at the intersections; and each corner was 

decorated with extra-big signs on which were inscribed the Ten Com­
mandments of the Fifth:

Soldiers not wearing their helmets will be fined. Saluting of 

officers will be strictly enforced. Jeeps may be driven only 

by those holding specially authorized trip tickets.

The press camp was established in a factory about a mile inland, 

and we had to show all kinds of identification to be admitted to the 

sacred area. All the correspondents were there and every one of them
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had already sent in two or three of the most sensational stories of the 
war.

We looked at the situation map. The front was only four to six miles 
inland, and our most forward position was still twenty miles short of 
Naples. On the left flank of the beachhead, the 
and also farthest from headquarters, was a blue square reading: 
Rangers, Commandos, and Paratroopers.

Having missed the invasion story, I wanted to be with the outfit 
that had the best chance of reaching Naples first. So I set out in the 
direction of Maiori, where the Rangers had their headquarters.

The Rangers may not have been better than any of the good in­
fantry regiments, but most of them had gotten tougher training and 
more experience. They talked like jerks, fought like killers—and once 
I found them crying like heroes. As for their commander, Lieutenant 
Colonel Darby, he talked tougher and fought rougher than any of 
them.

closest to Naplesone

I arrived in Maiori that evening. I was good and tired and de­
cided to look for a bed. The best place to find food and a bed at the 
beginning of any invasion is -always a hospital. I found the hospital in 
a little church. It wasn’t hard to find: a long line of ambulances were 
making a steady procession toward it.

At the entrance to the church, the ambulances were disgorging their 
blood-covered stretchers. In the dark interior, the moaning of the 
wounded made a strange kind of prayer, and the smell of ether blended 
with that of incense. The church was full. Most of the wounded had 
to lie on the cold floor. There were only a few army cots, and they had 
been assigned to the hopelessly wounded. Over their heads, like sac­
risty lamps, hung plasma bottles, and the trickling blood tried to catch 
their escaping lives.

Before the altar, kneeling alone, his back to the congregation of
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wounded and dying, his face pressed to the steps, was a soldier who
wounds I could see, but a shell 

him and had shattered his nerves and blown the
seemed to be their priest. He had no

had exploded near
out of his body. He mumbled a steady stream of incoherentsenses

sounds, and only God knew what he said.
Italian nuns were looking after the wounded, and the first German 

prisoners were scrubbing the floor. I hesitated, then I brought out my 

My flashbulb mercilessly broke the spell. I
unusual hospital ... it made a good story.

in the orphanage adjoining the church, 

his bed. He had no time to use it

photog-was acamera.
rapher, this was an

The doctors’ quarters were 
The doctor in charge gave me 

himself.
We had breakfast together in the morning, the doctor and I. While 

we ate, the orphans marched out into the church garden in close forma­

tion, led by the mother superior. They
the songs of the young Fascisti. The doctor had been falling 

asleep over his coffee, but he became suddenly alert and shouted

singing songs and theywere

were

for the interpreter.
“You can tell the mother superior that were not going to have this

I refuse to nourish any future fascists onsort of thing any more.
American rations. If these kids don’t break formation and learn to
play like normal kids, there won’t be any food at lunchtime.”

There was a long argument, with the mother superior finally stalk­
ing out of the building. The children started to behave like wild 

Indians—and the new democracy was born.
For a moment, the doctor relaxed and smiled. Then his face grew 

serious again, he got up abruptly, and hurried back to his operating

room.

At Ranger headquarters, I found Lt. Col. Darby and his small staff

97



at breakfast. They were unshaven and unslept for days, and the colonel 

was trying to answer three telephones at the same time.
“What can I do for you, photographer?” he asked.
I told him I was in a hurry to catch up with the war.
That shouldn’t be hard, he answered. He hadn’t many troops, 

less matériel, but plenty of war, and he could spare a little for me. 
His front was the entire left flank of the beachhead; his army included, 
besides the Rangers, a regiment of paratroopers, a battalion of the 36th 
Infantry Division, a few British commandos, and a task force of light 
British tanks; he had a few pieces of artillery, two mortar companies, 
and a British light cruiser anchored in the bay.

“If you insist on getting shot at, the Chiunzi Pass is as good a place 
as any. Stick around a bit, my driver will take you up to Fort Schuster.”

On both sides of the narrow, winding mountain road were vine­
yards, and the ripe blue grapes were warm and beautiful. I suggested 
to the driver that we stop for a moment. Instead of slowing down, he 
stepped on the gas. He pointed to the new craters and to a GI lying 
flat in a ditch along the road.

“I’m not stopping,” he said. “Not on this bloody road.”
A shell whistled. It exploded only a hundred yards behind us. I was 

convinced. The grapes were probably sour anyway.

even

Fort Schuster turned out to be an old Italian tavern built in the 
deep curve of the road on top of the pass. The tavern was hundreds 
of years old and had thick walls made of native stone. On the other 
side of the curve, the road slid down to the flat plain of Naples, but 
it was days before I dared step outside to admire the view.

Fort Schuster was a first aid station, and had been named for the 
doctor in charge. There was a large table in the middle of the 
that was used for emergency operations. When I entered, the medics

room
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were preparing some wounded for the trip down to the church in 

Maiori.
and blood since Spain, but evenI had been taking pictures of war 

after seven years the sight of torn flesh and fresh blood brought my 
stomach up close behind my eyes. I parked my bedroll in the farthest 

beside two enormous barrels of wine.corner,
The Germans were shelling the pass and the ridge without a letup. 

The shells exploded all around us, but the tavern was protected by 

the curve of the sunken road, and was a difficult target to hit.
The boys in the foxholes on the ridge, however, were getting it

full. Near the door, the dead;badly, and by midnight the tavern was 
in the center, the wounded; and in the far corner-the barrels and

the photographer.
During the night Lieutenant Colonel Walker, commander of the 

infantry battalion of the 36th Division, appeared with his staff. Sorry, 
doc, but we have to move in. The Germans have opened up with two

my command post.”

They set up their telephones amid the wounded. The piac 
so crowded that I moved my bedroll into the hollow under the 

enormous barrels.
Later, a mortar shell exploded right at the entrance to the p 

some of the shrapnel broke through the mattresses that covered the 
windows. Under the additional protection of a hundred and fifty

mortar batteries, and they’ve zeroed-in onnew
e was

two

ass and

gallons of wine, I felt relatively safe.
3 The shelling continued all night. The Germans had got the 

range of our positions on the ridge and our companies sent in new 
Ity reports after every explosion. Lieutenant Colonel Walker, re­

porting to Ranger headquarters, said that his observers hadn’t been 
able to locate the new enemy mortars. He was afraid his rapidly 

dwindling battalion wouldn t be able to hold.

exact

casua
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Darby ordered him to hold at any price, and he’d get reinforce­

ments to us by daylight. At dawn, the reinforcements arrived. They 
consisted of a 75-millimeter gun mounted on a battered half-track, 

manned by four Rangers. On the armor plate of the half-track 
painted the names of four famous battles: Oran, Kasserine Pass, Hill

were

609, and Gela Beach. Captain O’Brien was in command. He wore a 
Silver Star on his shirt and a luxuriant mustache his lip. He hopedon
it made him look older than his twenty-one years.

Our faces fell. One light gun against two German mortar batteries!

O’Brien enjoyed our discomfort for a moment; then, to our relief, he 

told us that a lot of powerful stuff was on its way.

O’Brien’s mission was to find those evasive German mortars, and 

he offered us a simple plan. He would move his truck about seventy- 
five yards out into the open. The Germans would open fire on him 

and thereby show their positions. It was a bold idea and sure to draw

all the fire right onto the pass, but Walker had no choice and told him 

to go ahead.
I chose the camera that had the longest lens. I wanted to be able 

to photograph the entire action from the door of the fort. The half­

track moved out. Soon the whistles of the incoming and outgoing 
shells couldn’t be told apart. I had to jump back into the tavern be­

tween shots, but I was able to get thirty-six pictures of the spectacular 

show.

In about twelve minutes the half-track had exhausted all its 

nition, and it moved back into the pass. O’Brien and his 

unhurt, but the truck bore fresh dents. They were sure that the fire 

was coming from the little village in the woods just below the pass 

and a patrol was sent out to investigate. The shells kept coming, the 

plaster kept falling, but all we could do was wait.

100

ammu-

crew were



At dusk, a young American lieutenant arrived with four heavy 
tars. With him was a young British lieutenant with a little radio and 

The British chap represented the cruiser that was anchored

mor-

two men.

in the bay.
The mortars were set up in our back yard. The cruiser stood by,

should radio them.ready to fire at any target we
The patrol returned a short while later and reported that the Ger-

were cleverlyman mortars were located in the village. The guns 
hidden in various farmhouses and were firing their mortars through

big holes that had been cut in the roofs.
We made plans to give a little demonstration of the combined 

artillery of the Allied powers as soon as it became light. First, the 

chemical company would fire smoke shells from their four 
Then, the British cruiser would pour in the Empire’s contribution 

from its eight guns. And last, the half-track would move out again 
and shoot at any Germans who tried to run from the village. As for 

I would sneak out during the night, find myself a well-covered 

place overlooking the village, and would shoot everything with my

mortars.

me,

camera.
I spent half the night clinging to the mountainside. I 

homesick for Fort Schuster and felt that I deserved a raise.
lit up my stage. The village was

violentlywas

The first rays of the rising sun 
only 750 yards below me, set against the backdrop of Vesuvius, which 

pouring out a beautiful, thick column of smoke. I envied Vesuvius.was
I couldn’t even light a cigarette for fear I’d give my hiding place

away.
The plain was stiller than a cemetery on a Wednesday afternoon. I 

could distinguish clearly the hundreds of farmhouses situated among 

the vineyards, and felt that I could be distinguished just as clearly
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from there. Every window looked straight into my eyes, and I tried 
to scrunch even lower into my bush. My behind was cold and I hated
the beautiful view. All I wanted to see were the dirty walls of Fort 
Schuster, and I wanted to see them from the inside. Here, lying flat 

the cold ground between the two lines, I had onlyas a pancake on
two alternatives: to be scared on my stomach, or scared on my back.

Our first smoke shell landed squarely in the center of the village. 
The mortars, the cruiser, and the half-track proceeded to pour hun­
dreds of shells into the white smoke. I lifted my head no more than
three inches from the ground and took my pictures. But it was always 
the same picture. All I could do was use a different color filter for 
each shot. The smoke from the village rose 
the background, looked like a kid brother.

to the sky. Vesuvius, in

The shells went straight over my head, the mortars whistled, the 
cruiser screamed, and the half-track added a high dissonant squeak. 
Then the German shells answered back, whining and hitting the hill­
top just a hundred yards above me.
The sun was warming my back, and I wished that it 
that were flying and singing in the air.

It was all quiet again by sundown. A thin film of black smoke still 
rose to the sky from the burning walls of the village houses, and 
Vesuvius—undisturbed—puffed away as usual.

I crawled back to Fort Schuster in the dark, and found that Major 
General Ridgway and Colonel Darby had taken over. The 82d Air­
borne had been brought up to Maiori and the final attack 
was set for the following morning.

I packed my bedroll and said good-by to Fort Schuster. At mid­
night, I crossed the Chiunzi Pass behind a brigade of British armor, 
and by daylight we were down in the plain. The Germans had re­
treated during the night. The little houses, which had so scared me, 
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filled with celebrating Italians. They offered us fruit, wine, and 

the eternal chatter about their waiting for us all their lives.
were

We met no resistance along the way and stopped only to inquire 
whether the road ahead was safe, take a swig of wine, or maybe kiss
a girl. At Pompeii, one of the GTs started raving about the dirty pic­
tures on the walls of the ancient ruins. So we dismounted and, led by

the ruins for a fee of two lire each.two old Italian tourist guides, saw 
The beautiful frescoes, which told of the art of Roman love-making,
were easily understood and greatly appreciated by the invaders. We 

tipped the guides and were off again to Naples.
The new ruins of Naples had painted on them something different.

In large letters, the walls read more il fascismo and vive LOS AMERI-

The girls looked very dirty—the reservoir in Naples had beenCANOS.

cut off about four weeks before.
Taking pictures of victory is like taking pictures of a church wed­

ding ten minutes after the departure of the newlyweds. The 
mony in Naples had been very brief. Some confetti still glittered 
among the filth of the place, but the empty-stomached merrymakers 
had quickly dispersed, already wondering how much the bride and 
groom would quarrel the next day. With my cameras hanging around 

neck, I walked along the deserted streets, unhappy and yet glad
for not taking more pictures. When 

staying, I would have a

cere-

my
that I had such a good excuse 
I got back to the Hotel Parco, where I was 
clear conscience and a natural thirst.

The narrow street leading to my hotel was blocked by a queue of 
silent people in front of a schoolhouse. It was not a food line because 
the people coming out of the building held only their hats in their 
hands. I fell in behind the queue. I entered the school and was met 
by the sweet, sickly smell of flowers and the dead. In the room were
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twenty primitive coffins, not well enough covered with flowers and 

too small to hide the dirty little feet of children—children old enough 
to fight the Germans and be killed, but just a little too old to fit in 
children’s coffins.

These children of Naples had stolen rifles and bullets and had 

fought the Germans for fourteen days, while we had been pinned 

to the Chiunzi Pass. These children’s feet were my real welcome to 

Europe, I who had been born there. More real by far than the wel­

come of the hysterically cheering crowds I had met along the road, 

many of them the same that had yelled Duce! in an earlier year.

I took off my hat and got out my camera. I pointed the lens at the 

faces of the prostrated women, taking little pictures of their dead 

babies, until finally the coffins were carried away. Those were my 

truest pictures of victory, the ones I took at that simple schoolhouse 
funeral.

I soon found other pictures of victory. Back at my hotel, General 
Clark’s public relations officer was waiting to take me to an important 

ceremony. The important ceremony was to take place in the Royal 

Gardens, where the Fifth Army had set up provisional headquarters. 
The general’s trailer was parked under the big oak trees and a num­
ber of full “chicken’’ colonels were running around arranging chairs. 
One of the colonels advised me to take my pictures of the general 
from the side where I could see the stars on his cap. The general with 
his three shiny stars, soon arrived. So did the Bishop of Naples, with 

beautiful, shiny ornaments dangling from his purple robe.

I took position as commanded, to port of the general. The general 

was a gracious and happy victor. As for the Bishop, he had been 

practicing for three years—with different German generals—for this 
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y occasion. They beamed at each other and shook hands for such 

the slowest photographer could not miss.
ver
a long while that even

I prepared my shipment for Life, and sent the films of the dead 
children and those of the general’s reception in the same envelope.

Victory was boring, and the dirty streets of hungry Naples
was coming up and I 

corn-

soon

walked on my nerves. My thirtieth birthday 
decided to celebrate it in comfort. The Isle of Capri which was

only five miles away, and had just beenpletely untouched by war, was 
designated as a rest center for the American air force. Moreover, Chris 
arrived in Naples, and thought that this first rest camp in Italy could

well use a visit from an expert public relations officer.
were pigeons heralding the return of 

no rest. During the day, the
Capri received us as if we 

the Anglo-Saxon tourist trade. We got 
whole hotel staff feverishly practiced their half-forgotten English on

At night, every available guitar serenaded us from beneath our 

hotel window. They played one song in particular over and over again. 
It sounded strangely familiar, and I bet Chris five dollars that the song 

“Happy Days Are Here Again."

Around midnight we 
“Happy Birthday to You.” Chris used the fiver to get rid of the musi­

cians, and I was thirty years old.

us.

was
went down to find out. No, they said, it was

The next morning, the president of the newly formed Union of 
Anti-Fascist Tourist Guides rowed us all around the island and showed

us the famous blue and green grottoes. In addition, he gave us a 

detailed list of collaborators and urged us to have them arrested im-

return. In the afternoon, the president of themediately upon our 
Collaborators’ Association presented us with a case of old brandy.
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We accepted the gift and denounced the giver to the Counter Intel­
ligence Corps.

We decided to get away from Capri politics and do a little shopping 
before the Italians found out they were cobelligerents and raised the 

prices to their new co-allies. Chris invested a few hundred lire in 

souvenirs on the theory that the war might be over soon, and it would 

be good if the girls in Chicago remembered him. I had to find some­

thing which went well with pink. We found a little dress shop with a 

lovely black-haired girl behind the counter. Her English was non­

existent, but she had everything else and was eager to help. I made 

signs with my hands to show her the few small differences between 

Pinky’s figure and her own.

Describing Pinky’s color was a bit more difficult. But a piece of 

pale coral and a freckled Italian child solved that problem. Our girl 

flashed white teeth and began to pile silk stockings, underwear made 

of Florentine lace, colored skirts, and all kinds of things which girls 

can use but which I had never thought of.

Chris, who remained neutral in a corner, kept throwing pitying 

glances at me and different ones at the girl. The shop and my pocket 
were finally exhausted. While she was wrapping the stuff, I invited her 

to dinner. She picked up the piece of pink coral, put it in my hand, 
pointed to herself, and shook her head. Chris, who understood no 
Italian, but everything else, moved in. He took the coral from my 

hand and said: “Me, no, no, no” to the pink stone, and “Me, yes, yes, 

yes” to the girl. She did not speak enough English to argue with him.

Naples was no good. Rome would be better.

Between Naples and Rome Mr. Winston Churchill’s “soft under­

belly of Europe” was pregnant with hard mountains and well-placed 
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German machine guns. The valleys between the mountains were soon 

filled with hospitals and cemeteries.
The rains started. The mud got deeper and deeper. Our shoes, de­

signed for walking in garrison towns, thirstily drank in the water, and 

slid two steps backward for each step forward. Our light shirts and 

trousers gave us no protection against the wind and rain. Our Army, 
the best equipped in the world, was stuck in those mountains, and it 

seemed we were not moving at all. With every costly five-hundred- 

yard advance, Rome seemed farther and farther away.
The newspapermen were not allowed, nor yet willing, to write the 

whole truth about the campaign. Besides, this was a job that pictures 

could do better than words. Here Bill Mauldin gave birth to his Willie 

and Joe, those two survivors of the fighting dogfaces of Italy. Here 

the time for me to use my camera and like it. I dragged myself 

from mountain to mountain, from foxhole to foxhole, taking pictures 

of mud, misery, and death.
In December I was climbing up the steep slopes of Mount Pantano. 

The 34th Infantry Division had been trying to reach the peak for the 

past ten or fifteen days, and had finally taken it the day before I 

arrived. The dead on the slopes were not yet buried.
Every five yards a foxhole, in each at least one dead soldier. Around 

them, torn covers of pocket books soaked through and through, empty 
of C-rations, and faded bits of letters from home. The bodies of

we

was

cans
those who had dared to leave their holes were blocking my path. 

Their blood was dry and rusty, blending with the color of the late 

autumn leaves fallen about them.
The higher I climbed, the shorter the distances between the dead. 

I could not look any more. I stumbled on toward the hilltop, repeat­

ing to myself like an idiot, “I want to walk in the California sunshine
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and wear white shoes and white trousers.’ The correspondent’s war 
neurosis was setting in.

From November to Christmas the Fifth Army advanced less than
ten miles, sank ten inches deeper into the mud. My underwear 
stiff under the uniform I never

was
took off. My pictures were sad and 

empty as the war, and I didn’t feel like sending them to the magazine.
Two days before Christmas I decided that the Fifth Army and I— 

we had it. I knew that the war would not be decided in Italy. The 
latrine rumors had it that Eisenhower’s headquarters would be moved 
back to London, and that Churchill couldn’t delay the opening of the 
Second Front very much longer.

I decided to go back to Naples, change my underwear, and follow 
the war to London. I left the mountains and checked in at the head­
quarters of the 45th Division. I said good-by, and asked for a jeep 
to take me to Naples.

Division headquarters consisted of a series of holes in the mud 
covered with tents. The G-2 tent was exceptionally busy. The staff 
watching two sergeants paint little blue and red squares on an oper­

ations map. I wasn’t interested, all I wanted was a jeep. A colonel 
pushed me over to the map, and explained how the attack would 
outflank Cassino and open the road to Rome. I said it was very inter­
esting, and asked for the jeep. The colonel acted hurt, and said I would 
be sorry for leaving. I answered that I was sad as well as sorry, not 
to mention incredibly dirty and very tired.

The colonel got my point. He called 
me and sniffed at me, and took me

was

over a captain, who looked at 
to his pup tent. There he opened 

a barracks bag full of priceless possessions. He fished out a set of fresh
underwear, a clean uniform, a pair of shoes, and a bottle of Scotch. 
An orderly came in and brought three helmets full of hot water. I was
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washed, shaved, and dressed, and then they cleaned away my last 
objections with the whisky. The 45th Division must have been awfully 

keen to get their pictures in Life magazine.
That same night I was 

the 180th Infantry Regiment, and at four in the morning we jumped
delivered to the advance headquarters of

off.
The beginning of a night attack is not spectacular. One by one the 

soldiers pick up their equipment and start out at the slowest possible

see anything. You hear only thepace. In the darkness you can’t 
noise made by the boots of the guy ahead of you. After every step 
your boots grow heavier, and fear squeezes your stomach into a small 
ball. The sweat on your face mixes with the early morning dew, and 
you remember every warm and comfortable room in which you have

can

ever been.
ready to welcome any safe place, no matter 

an irresistible desire to sit down
By daylight you

how uncomfortable, and you have 
behind the protection of the first big rock and smoke a cigarette. But 
you are not a coward, and you by-pass the rock, knowing you will be

are

sorry later on.
The first ray of sun announces the official zero hour, and our artil­

lery promptly begins to soften up our objective. The outgoing shells 

great comfort, and they may even do some harm to the Germans.are a
Unfortunately, they also wake them up. The German lieutenant on 
the hilltop picks up his glasses and his field telephone. A battery of 
German artillery places a shell in the middle of our column. The 
battery, according to the information of our G-2, is not supposed to 

be in our sector at all.
Everyone hits the mud and stops dreaming about home, stops specu­

lating about the “if’s” of our not being here, and the Germans maybe 
being there. The hilltop is still two thousand yards away, and itnot
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is just as dangerous to stay as to go forward. So at every shell we hit 
the dirt, and then stand up and crouch forward until we hit the dirt 
again. Then someone yells for the first-aid men, and we are all 
that we will get it next.

We reach the last crest and there is our hilltop—only five hundred 
yards away. Our artillery is laying them in, and no German has any 
right to be still alive on that battered peak. We stand up to make a 
last rush for it, and the supposedly dead krauts open up with chatter­
ing machine guns and mortar fire.

sure

Now we hit the dirt real hard; we don’t intend to stand up again 
for a long time. Our platoon leader is calling battalion headquarters 
for more artillery and reinforcements. Meanwhile, the German mortars 

are systematically working over every square yard of the slope.
I am on my stomach, my head behind a big stone, my flanks pro­

tected by two soldiers lying next to me. After every explosion I raise 
my head, and I take a picture of the flattened soldiers ahead of me, 
and of the thin, drifting smoke of the explosion. Overhead, the pattern 
of shells is approaching my hole, and I don’t raise my head any 
A shell explodes ten yards away and something hits my behind. I 
too scared to turn and look, the next one may hit even closer. Care­

no blood, only a big 
on me. The sergeant on 

arm just badly enough

more.
am

fully; I feel my behind with my hand and find 
rock which the exploding shell has thrown 
my right gets a shrapnel which cuts his right 
for a Purple Heart. The fellow on
will never get to open his Christmas package. Now the shells 
falling way beyond us, and I light two cigarettes. The sergeant in­
hales deeply and hands me the first-aid packet. I fix his arm. Looking 
at the wound, he says, “By New Year’s I’ll be back in the lines.”

Late in the afternoon the fire subsides, and the sergeant and I stand 
up and make a run for it. I have a dozen not unusual pictures, a big

my left doesn’t move at all, and

are
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bruise on my behind, and my knees are wobbly. The Germans 
still on the hilltop. I know it will be a long time before I want to go 

with any attack to take pictures again.

are

entry, theNaples hadn’t changed much. Three months after
filled with dapper MP s in white helmets; off limits signs

was running again. The Na-

our

town was
posted everywhere; and the water

doing a brisk business trading in the stuff they had
were
politanos were
stolen from our Army, while offering the Americanos everything from 
their wrist watches to their daughters. The ladies of active leisure 
walked up and down the Via Roma, with DDT powder in their hair. 
And Vesuvius, putting on its biggest show in a hundred years, poured 

forth soot and smoke that covered the entire city.
Bill Lang, who was now in charge of the Time and Life bureau, had 

miraculously succeeded in renting a hilltop apartment, complete with 
bathroom and running hot water—and I spent the entire first day 

after my arrival soaking in the tub. Next I shipped all my negatives 
to the magazine, under the title This Is A Tough War, and asked 

my boss to transfer me to London, to cover the invasion of France. 

Two weeks later Life cabled that my “Tough War” story was just the
in the magazine as a seven-page lead. Also, itthing, and would run

all right to go to London.
I put in a request for Army orders and began to pack. Bill Lang too 

packing, over in his own corner. As I was holding Pinky s lace 
negligee, he was packing his long winter underwear and a pair of 
combat boots. When I mentioned that I had cabled Pinky asking her

was

was
new

the most elegant apartment in London, he didn t say a 
type of shovel for digging better fox-

to rent us
word, only showed me a new 
holes. I hesitated; then I dropped Pinky’s underflimsies and asked

him what was cooking.
Ill



He led me to the window. The harbor of Naples was full of the 
same familiar invasion barges. For a war correspondent to miss an 
invasion is like refusing a date with Lana Turner after completing a 
five-year stretch in Sing Sing. I preferred Pinky to Turner-and five 
months at the front sure stretches your feelings, but I asked, “Can I 
still get in on the show?”

My innocent friend had it all fixed. “You’re scheduled to go in 
with the Rangers. Colonel Darby is expecting you with your gear 
tomorrow morning.”

I couldn’t figure out where or how 
thing. The Fifth Army had in 
and a small battalion of Rangers. But at that time we still believed 
that the “powers-that-be” knew what they 
posed that there were well-concealed armies loaded aboard boats, in

, our
as yet no questions on general strategy. There were 

too few of us to ask any questions, no one to answer them.
I knew how long—and dry—waiting on an invasion boat can be, so 

I arrived at Colonel Darby’s headquarters with 
brandy. The colonel still didn’t love photographers, but he seemed 
not to mind me—and thought the brandy might

The Rangers had spent the last three weeks in a little harbor just 
north of Naples, waiting and preparing for the invasion, and many 
of them couldn’t resist the advances of the ration-hungry Italian girls. 

It was a great time for fraternization; and the colonel wasn’t against 
it. “A man who can’t love, can’t fight.”

To mislead enemy spies and chattering women, the boys 
ordered to spread the rumor that they 

ing we embarked, hundreds of Italian crumpets came to say good-by, 
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doing, and we sup-were

the various ports of North Africa, all ready to join us. In this 
war, there were

of Spanisha case

in handy.come

were
were going home. The morn-



to remind their friends not to forget to send them the visas, and to 
collect the remaining C-rations. It was a grotesque scene: the sol­
diers sitting on the docks, having their shoes shined; holding in their 
left hand a box of rations; in their right, the waist of their sweethearts.

By noon everyone was on the boats and we lifted anchor. Darby 
called me to the planning room and told me we were going to land 
on the Anzio beach, only fifty miles from Naples, at midnight. This 
was bad: I had expected a long boat trip and my case of brandy had 
cost $150 in the black market. We couldn’t very well finish it in only 
twelve hours, and I couldn’t see myself landing in water up to my neck 

carrying a case of 'brandy on my head.
Bill Lang and I went back to our cabin, and asked the steward 

for a corkscrew. The steward, a friendly Cockney, looked at our 
brandy. Then he reminded us that this was a Royal Navy boat, and 
that the Royal Navy wasn’t dry; in fact, we could buy as many bottles 
of Scotch as we pleased, at eight shillings a bottle. This was adding 
injury to injury. We ordered a bottle of Scotch, packed two bottles 
of brandy each in our bags, and distributed the remainder among the 

troops on board.
At midnight we were lowered onto the water in assault barges, 

and the British Navy delivered us without trouble into the waist-deep 
water forty yards from the beach.

We found no opposition while in the water, and the shooting on 
shore quieted down after about twenty minutes. The invasion was a 
total surprise, and we caught the Germans with most of their pants 
down. We put up headquarters in the basement of the luxurious casino, 
and I opened my bag so that I could take down my own wet pants.

The Spanish brandy, which had caused so much mental anguish 
during the day, had avenged itself for being neglected, quitting its 
bottles and spilling all over my change of clothes. I exchanged salt-
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water pants for brandy pants. I had an excellent “bouquet,’’ it is true, 
but I was very uncomfortable during the night. In the morning the 
sun dried my pants, and my spirits revived. All the Germans were 
either dead or prisoners; and we found Italian salami, Swiss cheese, 
Norwegian sardines, Danish butter, and Münchner beer in their ware­
houses. The first twenty-four hours at Anzio were promising ones. 
Rome was only twenty-five miles away, and we expected to be there 
in less than two weeks. But those twenty-four hours were the only 
happy ones that anyone got to spend on that goddamned beach.

The Public Relations Office had requisitioned a villa on the beach, 
and I found the correspondents all safe and happy there. While wait­
ing for news from corps headquarters, we started a poker game. Out­
side, we could see the steady stream of boats arriving in the harbor, 
unloading men and guns. Between games I got up and took pictures 
from the window. Anzio was still the most pleasant of assignments.

In the middle of a draw-poker game, our antiaircraft guns opened 
fire. I rushed to the window. Twenty-four German bombers were fly­
ing in the blue sky just above our villa. They dropped their eggs on 
the unloading ships. I focused my camera and got a beautiful shot 
of a freighter blowing up, not two hundred yards away.

The bombers left, and I returned to the game, saying what a ter­
rific picture I had just taken. Clark Lee was impatiently fingering his 
cards. “Can’t you keep shoptalk out of a poker game?”

I looked at my hand and saw that I had a pair of fives. That isn’t 
much power in a draw game, but I resented Clark’s attitude toward 
my profession. I raised a hundred dollars, hoping for no call.

Don Whitehead, of the AP, looked at his cards, then at my face. 
“You Hungarian fake,” he said. “You don’t have a damn thing in your 
hand. I raise two hundred.”

When Clark’s turn came, he said, “I don’t care for the trend, but
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I’m going to find out who’s bluffing.” He raised again, pushing all his 

money to the center of the table.
This looked like the poker game to end poker games. We called 

the raise, and then began to draw. Whitehead said he would stand
card. I asked for three. It was obvi-

our
pat, while Clark Lee asked for one

that my fives didn’t stand a chance. We had already bet all 
money, and we simply laid up our cards. Whitehead had a straight, but 
Clark Lee produced the flush he had drawn. Whitehead grunted, and

ous

Clark reached for the money.
I didn’t particularly care to look at my cards, and turned them up 

one at a time. The first two were my pair of fives; the third was a 
lucky third five; the fourth, a three; and the decisive fifth, another five 

—four fives in all.
But it was the last time I was to win at poker for the rest of the 

war. In its own way, it was as much a mistake as that easy landing at

Anzio.

The fifth day at Anzio, we knew we were not going to be in Rome
would be lucky to hold the small piece offor a long time, that we 

land we had taken the very first day. The Germans outnumbered us,
and there was not a square yard of the bridgehead that they couldn’t

observe or fill with shells.
The newspapermen moved down into the basement of the Press 

Villa, and we thought twice before we ventured out. Every time I 
sat in my jeep, I put my bedroll between my legs. I figured that if I 
got hit now, just before my London vacation, they had better shoot 

head off.my
still in my pocket, and every day IMy orders for London were 

decided to leave on the morrow.
There were no new pictures to take on that accursed bridgehead,
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where every morning we learned that during the night one of our 
best men had gone. We did not gamble, we did not drink, we did 
not shave. We did not file any stories, and, like the soldiers, waited 
only for that shell or for the spring.

The end of February, I received a message from Chris. The 9th 
Troop Carrier Command was being transferred to London, and he 
had a plane waiting for me in Naples.

I left Anzio on a hospital ship—one man unhurt among that boat­
load of badly wounded.
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ŵ

 .
t



s , ■¿ü

SN
if y-,;» - M

L **?553*01
TUh

:a-;/L;h*,~v
v<

¿■i

M

dH
1 g|«fe, hjK»•iy'• ':'l'm'MjA

1
5'Ä

i»-■ yr*''

jey %p r weiCT/ %*]** -

I-M. ' ; * 4¡yj
#1

V7
N

i> J

*1
J 4¿£

s*- 7
< ^

E3¡^-*
- .

P>g2: 'L*

Tiöiri

AVoZLZy^
f£ KCNYV-^

TÁR

&

f* tIÉ

%€

V



«’ % ■% 4* *
#

■r -

Ijr
. • >v

SI** » -, ■ V'vi
te f

>
X ¥ -L-á¿

.7 H)r
Jr ÿl *aL

V V i**? ï
î»v a

»U7¿V» » , V %VÇ , y
[ jf f ¿. ,- Nà *

’ K \‘ ...r»-. -v-V. \>y
a

—^ V *

«R. -.' /Í* ! ' »

■ i7 if ^ \^s’

kS» 4 HT|
vvj*< 'V

-#'f. •'k*'il
' -'1 «iU WS

-*L' « yis: #

' v-¿5 VfPÂfcE
sm«t»x

;r.iSv'G a; k<‘.•f 4*,. ’ f/,

7, M

!* j
'jK¿8r ■ w I 

-, JP 4 ^ 1
.:*/í, fi'

7 " " Æ- —»

1■ <

:S£ ”
♦

. IP*S3*
4i>7r>- si m

,■_«* «■-**'''■• • '
trÜF

üssl

r*k
II *

V,

» >.<A mm
ï»rf-

rSw¿ I «
■f ®p7 ..

2BD¿t->; >■• z- «.x H
3f

\ '
c

x.r'l , r*«§ _t 3
■

< «v ‘'ÆvU
V s v V «-»TZ*
'' ,7

¿y«

i M <> ïâi

.:7.v: i?h..:. kim

■f
'<,» ÍÜ*3Í

r*o

r%:
Lr ’

IO|kA , i#:

t
f L

\

&
 *



it:

i

****"„

■

to
< iil \ 0

t,

' 'A', I

- * -X * t :

. iy . » ■f ' ■"#<> ,

*

ss
V#

i j

«W» »>
'•

Fűti•ÎV .

É J&&I0Stifèiti**1 Ay^™*^r * SW « MR
jSt V. „

f3l f vv1C m. '
^*tr*' 1 ' ! i

.

«■<<
-.X4UG* V’

t

AMÊ* i *' ’

V<»r ,. * '<**»> iá ■, e:~¿w W T t ¿"W

v*0

S y
5^ *

rJl,
¡\r¡

¿V-J . i!il

'#

.

Wj

# |f t I

S3 \ *

'
#

Is ,f#y
'$ if

tEs l^SÍSs-is

j.
Y^|X'
■

ki

m »c V

:

M 1»

I

t • • '

:-

Ws«fct4JL ■Et

u

;:::S" SS*ÜK
*- s

A
I kûnyv-:4ï

"yTÁR V

f'
* T

 T>



■ - • J»“ ■ ■—

'; Cl

y A
.w► i *

A» ■V ., ■■■
‘ :'"•- -t:- ' ■-v:,.' „

FS §& i■Lsgfec-i« 6

I Wttwm
■%frr%3-.

r«

"-ï~k£
IX

Æ ??r~ iríi* * j

t : i* .
V*. / ■-. I 

... s ’ ■ j
r^J

juä
- .

í * -■■

C- k ,f\

— ‘ j- „

M

PC
i>j

■mi^m

W «Kg*

'l
vV*'*

W— W

L #<«'*?** *-
iÉSPmaiinl

"$1;'#r "V*“

\

í

\
V ^

fe

’

* 1 \

V
 >

■V

> *

‘.t

r /'



VIIIi

wE took off and circled once over Naples. From one thousand 
feet up, the town looked beautiful again, and the war began to re­
cede into the distance. We flew over Salerno, and could see the masts 
of sunken ships sticking out of the water. From the air, the new ruins 
of Sicilian towns did not look very different from the two-thousand- 

year-old ruins of Agrigento.
The places that made front-page headlines only six months before 

were simple pastures now, thickly planted with shell holes. Retrac­
ing the road our Army had traveled was like visiting a movie set two 
weeks after the picture is finished—some of the props were still lying 
around. As for the sea, it is the most secretive of sets. There, the props 
lie silently under the water.

We left the North African coast behind. We put aside our past 

three campaigns and would not talk of the one to come. Chris and 
I talked about what we were going to do during our first twenty- 
four hours in London. I counted on arriving just before noon. I would 

surprise Pinky in the magnificent establishment she had rented for 

us. There, while I sat in the bathtub, she would prepare a break­
fast of fresh eggs, jam, toast. Later, I would put on a dark blue suit 
and white shirt, and she would put her hair up and wear her best 
evening gown. Dinner at Boulestin’s, and a bottle of Krug, 1928. 
Then we would go over to the Cocoanut Grove, and Chris could join 
us there and would be allowed two dances with Pinky.

Chris listened to this schedule and said that Pinky must undoubt­
edly have a girl friend. I assured him that Pinky had dozens of girl 
friends and he would have no trouble at all.

.........
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We arrived in London at seven in the evening. The building where 
Pinky had rented us an apartment was the grandest house on Bel- 

grave Square. The names of the occupants were stuck in white letters 
on a large black bulletin in the lobby. The first floor was 

by the dowager of something; Lord so-and-so and Air Marshal X 
took up the second and third; the fascist Spanish ambassador had 

the fourth floor, a doctor the fifth, and a lieutenant commander the 
sixth. Above all of that were Capa and Pinky in the penthouse.

Chris and I took the elevator up to the top floor. I put my key in 

the lock and buzzed three times as I opened the door. The hall inside 

was empty, but there was a light on and a sound of activity was 
coming from one of the rooms. A stomach followed by a girl appeared 

in the doorway. She was young, her face pretty under light brown 

hair, and her child was probably overdue.

Chris was embarrassed. “Why didn’t you say so?” he asked me.

The girl looked us both over and turned to me. “You must be Capa. 

I’m Mona Kline, a friend of Elaine’s.”
‘Didn’t I tell you,” I said to Chris, “that Pinky would have a friend?” 

I told Mona I was glad to meet her. “Where is Pinky?” I wanted 
to know.

She hesitated. “Her appendix beat you to it,” she said, then quickly 
added, as she saw my face, “but she’s perfectly all right now.” She 

explained that Pinky had been expecting me for the past four weeks 

and that she had put off the operation from day to day. Last night, 

however, her appendix had burst, and she had been rushed off to 

the hospital. “She’s already been allowed to talk to me over the 

phone,” she assured me. “But I think you had better wait until morn­

ing. She shouldn’t get too excited.”

I spent that evening with Chris in the nearest pub. During the

occupied
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night, while I lay with my eyes open, he snored happily at my side 

in our enormous Louis XIV bed.
Early in the morning, I went out and bought all kinds of flowers. 

Arms laden, I worked my way into the hospital. A little nurse greeted 

me at Pinky’s door. “I’m so glad you’ve arrived, Mr. Parker. Your 

wife was crying for you all through the anesthetic.”

A pale, pink spot on a white pillow whispered, “Please turn away, 
my Capa.” I turned and faced the wall until she said, “Now.”

The pink spot now had eyes, eyelashes, and lips, and the room 

smelled of Arpège. Her mascara was already running. “I tried so hard 
to wait for you. . . .” The eyes dried up quickly and the real Pinky 
spoke. “The scar on my tummy will be like the Croix de Lorraine- 

very pretty, and soon very faint.”

I found my voice. I promised her I would cherish the improve­
ment. The doctor came in and shook hands with me. He addressed 

me as Mr. Parker. I asked him to call me by my nickname, Capa. He 
took me out in the corridor and told me we would have to be very 

careful, that she had waited too long with the operation. I felt very 

sick.
After the doctor left, a kind lady entered and came over to me. 

“I am Elaine’s mother, and you are a very bad boy.” We were 
allowed to stay a little while longer, and we all had a pleasant family 

conversation.

In May, 1944, London had invasion fever. The town was jammed 

with uniforms of the United Nations, and whisky was scarce in the 
pubs. The only oasis in that desert was a place called The Little 

French Club. It had been founded by an intellectual English lady 

with French sympathies. The Free French were the least paid and
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also the thirstiest of the United Nations forces, and The Little French 
Club charged a minimum for drinks. In addition, it had a miraculous 
supply of Scotch. Irwin Shaw and Bill Saroyan, both suffering intel­
lectuals with the rank of private in the American Army, convinced 
the lady that they had great admiration for the French, and they 
were accepted into the coterie. The news of their beachhead on Free 
French territory soon spread to other thirsty intellectuals, and the 
infiltration began. In my quest for sympathy and Scotch, I was ad­
vised to try and qualify for the club. The quota for the American 
membership was more than filled, but I managed anyway. I was 
accepted as a Free Hungarian.

That was where I spent the second evening of my London holi­
day. At 3:00 A.M. I found my way to my Belgravian splendor. My 
house guest, Mona, was up. She was so much up that it took me no 
time at all to figure out that I could be expecting a second house 
guest any minute. I rushed her to the maternity hospital. Mona was 
so highly qualified that she was accepted without hesitation, and I 
was sent down to the prospective fathers’ department. An expectant 
father in an American uniform was still a rare sight in London, and 
the worried English fathers forgot about themselves for the moment 
and swarmed all over me, assuring me that everything would be 
all right.

At eleven, a nurse came in and announced: “Mr. Kline, you’re the 
father of a beautiful baby boy.”

Chris came back on a twenty-four hour leave from the Midlands, 
where the 9th Troop Carrier Command was stationed. He admired Mr. 
Kline’s little boy, and then we went over to Pinky’s hospital, where 
he admired Mr. Parker’s pink girl. In the evening I took him over to 
The Little French Club, where he had great success as a storyteller. 

136



He told the story of Mr. Parker and Mr. Kline, which made me out 
to be the poor man’s Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde—played by Abbott and 
Costello. The American expatriates showed their appreciation of the 
story the following day by filling Mona’s and Pinky’s rooms full of 

flowers, PX rations—and visitors.

The invasion rumors and the arrivals of Very Important People 
increased daily. Ernest Hemingway, hidden behind a tremendous 
brown-gray beard, was one of the last to join the members of The 
Little French Club. He was a sore sight for sore eyes, but I was really 
happy to see him again. Our friendship dated from the good days. 
We first met in 1937 in Loyalist Spain, where I was a young free­
lance photographer, and he was a very famous writer. His nickname 
was “Papa” anyway, and I soon adopted him as a father. In the years 
between, he had many occasions to fulfill his parental obligations, 
and now was glad to see his adopted son in no obvious need for cash. 
To prove my devotion and prosperity, I decided to give him a party 
in my useless and very expensive apartment.

On my daily visit to the hospital, I told Pinky about my idea, and 
she approved on condition that I smuggle her a split of champagne 
for the occasion. She revealed that hidden away in her clothes closet 
were ten bottles of Scotch and eight bottles of gin which she had 

saved from her liquor ration during the ten months I was gone.
Scotch and gin were very civilly rationed, but brandy and cham­

pagne were very easy to buy for thirty dollars a bottle. On the day 
of the great event, I bought a fish bowl, a case of champagne, some 
brandy, and a half-dozen fresh peaches. I soaked the peaches in the 
brandy, poured the champagne over them, and everything was ready.

The attraction of free booze combined with Mr. Hemingway proved 
irresistible. Everyone was in London for the invasion, and they all
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showed up at the party. They drank the Scotch, they drank the cham­

pagne, and the brandy and gin too.
My guest of honor sat in a corner talking to a doctor friend of 

mine about the benevolent cancer, or barber’s itch, that had obliged 

him to grow the beard.
At four in the morning, we reached the peaches. The bottles were 

empty, the fish bowl dry, and the guests began to trickle away. The 
doctor offered to give Hemingway a lift to his hotel. I ate the peaches 

and went to sleep.
At 7:00 A.M. my telephone rang. The hospital was calling. They 

said something about a Mr. Hemingway and asked me to come down 
to the emergency room. There, on an operating table, I found 215 
pounds of Papa. His skull was split wide open and his beard was 
full of blood. The doctors were about to give him an anesthetic and 
sew his head together. Papa politely thanked me for the party. He 
asked me to look after the doctor, who had driven him into a water 
tank, and who must have been hurt pretty badly too. Also, I was to 
notify his children in the States that whatever they might read in 
the papers, he was not badly hurt. After forty-eight little stitches, 
Papa’s head looked better than new.

In the emergency room, where they heard me calling him “Papa,” 
I became known as Mr. Capa Hemingway.

It was the end of May. The sun was hot in England, the invasion 
long overdue, and the hospitals not funny any more. I loved Pinky, 
but I wanted to go back to war now and return when she could wait 
for me at the station. I hated to go to the hospital, and I hated to be 
kicking around in the same town where she was imprisoned by flow­
ers and nurses. Pinky hated it worse than I.

Finally, she was released from the hospital on the condition that
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she spend at least two weeks in a nursing home. The nursing home 
was at Ascot, thirty miles from London, and was run by the Sisters 
of the Order of St. Mary.

I carried Pinky to the hired car. I told the driver to take the road 
to Ascot. “26 Belgrave Square,” said Pinky. I repeated, “The road to 
Ascot, please.” Pinky said, “You have no right ... it is my tummy.” 
It was her tummy but it was not hers to choose.

Leaving the outskirts of London, the fields were green and we ran 
into spring. “It will be for only two weeks,” I said.

“I’ll never forgive you a day of it.”
The Sisters were kind, her room was comfortable, and the view 

from her window lovely. But I had to go back to London.
The Little French Club was a bore, Belgravia a horror, and I was 

not happy at all. On my last visit to the nursing home, I found Pinky 
walking in the garden. Her skirt fit her waist again. Her legs were 
pretty to look at, if a bit wobbly to walk on. She was due home the 
day after next. We walked back to her room and a Sister served us 
tea. We drank the tea, and I told her that a bottle of the best cham­
pagne was cooling in our icebox. The Sister came back to take away 
the tray, and told me that visiting time was over. I was in uniform, 
and the newspaper on Pinky’s table read: invasion on Sunday says 

hitler. The Sister picked up the tray and walked toward the door. 
Without turning, she said: “If you leave after darkness, no one will 

notice you.”

Out of hundreds of war correspondents, only a few dozen were 
chosen to accompany the first of the invasion forces. Among them 
were four photographers, and I was one.

The Public Relations Office held a meeting for the chosen few 
and told us that from now on our equipment must always be packed,
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and we weren’t to wander from our apartments for more than an 
hour at a time.

There was no way I could get out to Ascot.
I had everything I needed, but decided to do a little invasion 

shopping anyway. I bought an English army raincoat at Burberrys, 
and a silver pocket flask at Dunhill’s. I was ready.

Very early on the day that Pinky was due back, a lieutenant from 
the Public Relations Office woke me up and said he would help me 
carry my equipment. I wasn’t permitted to talk to anyone or leave 
any messages. But the rent was due, and he let me sign my name 
on a blank check and leave it on the dressing table under a bottle 
of Arpège. I felt that Pinky would understand.

Summer, 1944

oNCE a year, usually sometime in April, every self-respecting 
Jewish family celebrates Passover, the Jewish Thanksgiving. The 
Passover celebration proceeds along the well-known lines of Thanks­

giving, the only difference between the two being that the Passover 
feast has everything and turkey too, and that the children of the very 
old world get even more sick than those of the very new world.

When dinner is irrevocably over, father loosens his belt and lights 

a five-cent cigar. At this crucial moment the youngest of the sons— 

I have been doing it for years—steps up and addresses his father in 

solemn Hebrew. He asks, “What makes this day different from all 
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other days?” Then father, with great relish and gusto, tells the story 
of how, many thousands of years ago in Egypt, the angel of destruc­

tion passed over
afterwards, General Moses led them across the Red Sea without 

getting their feet wet.
The Gentiles and Jews who crossed the English Channel on the 

sixth of June in the year 1944, landing with very wet feet on the 

beach in Normandy called “Easy Red,” ought to have—once a year, 
on that date—a Crossover day. Their children, after finishing a couple 
of cans of C-rations, would ask their father, “What makes this day 
different from all other days?” The story that I would tell might sound 

like this : .

the first-born sons of the Chosen People, and how,

on the FrenchThe men who were condemned to spend that spring 
beaches were gathered in immense concentration camps on the south-

surrounded by barbed wire,east coast of England. The camps were 
and once you entered the gates you were halfway across the Channel.

trip. We had to exchangeInside, we were being processed for 
legitimate dollar bills and pound notes for invasion francs printed 

flimsy paper. We received a list containing hundreds of items which
on the French

our

our
on
told what the well-dressed visitor would be wearing 
beaches during the 1944 season. In addition, we received a little book 
telling us how to treat and address the natives there. There were 

useful approaches in French. “Bonjour, monsieur, 
les amis américains” That was for addressing the men. “Bonjour, ma-

nous sommessome

avec moi?” That was 
meant “Mister, don’t shoot me,” and the

demoiselle, voulez-vous faire une promenade
for the girls. The first one 
other could mean anything.

There were still other suggestions dealing with the natives of a

expected—for certain reasons—to meet
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in numbers on those beaches. These consisted of convenient German 
phrases which promised cigarettes, hot baths, and all sorts of com­
forts, all in exchange for the simple act of unconditional surrender. 
Indeed, the booklet made promising reading.

Every piece of our clothing had to be gasproofed, waterproofed, 
and camouflaged in the many various colors of our future landscape. 
Thus prepared, we were ready and waiting for the day called “D.”

We were all suffering from that strange sickness known as “am­
phibia.” Being amphibious troops had only one meaning for us: we 
would have to be unhappy in the water before we could be unhappy 
on the shore. There were no exceptions. The only character who is 
amphibious and happy at the same time is the alligator. There were 
different degrees of “amphibia” and those who were scheduled to 
be the first to reach the beach had it the worst.

The harbor of Weymouth was having a grand time. Battleships, 
troopships, freighters, and invasion barges all mingled together. 
Floating in the air above them was a balloon barrage made up of 
many hundreds of silver blimps. The prospective tourists to France 
were sun-bathing 
giant toys that 
thing looked like

On my boat, the U.S.S. Chase, the population fell into three cate­
gories : the planners, the gamblers, and the writers of last letters. The 
gamblers were to be found on the upper deck, clustering around a 
pair of tiny dice and putting thousands of dollars on the blanket. The 
last-letter-writers hid in corners and were putting down beautiful 
sentences on paper leaving their favorite shotguns to kid brothers and 
their dough to the family. As for the planners, they were down in 
the gymnasium in the bottom of the ship, lying on their stomachs 
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around a rubber carpet on which was placed a miniature of every 
house and tree on the French coast. The platoon leaders picked their 
way between the rubber villages and looked for protection behind 

the rubber trees and in the rubber ditches on the mattress.
We also had a tiny model of every ship, and low on the walls were

of the beaches and the specific sectors: “Foxsigns giving the names 
Green,” “Easy Red,” and others, all parts of the “Omaha” beach. The 
naval commander and his staff had joined the gymnasium and they

pushing the little ships around in order to reach the beaches 
that were painted on the walls. They pushed them around very ex-

I looked at these bemedaled gents playing 

the floor, the more I was filled with terrific confidence.
I followed the proceedings on the gymnasium floor with more 

than polite interest. The U.S.S. Chase was a mother ship which 
ried many assault barges which it would release ten miles off the 
French coast. I would have to make up my mind and choose a barge 
to ride in and a rubber tree to hide behind on the shore. It was like

were

pertly. In fact, the more

on

car-

horses ten minutes before starting time. In fivewatching a lot of race 
minutes the bets would have to be placed.

On the one hand, the objectives of Company B looked interesting,
and to go along with them seemed to be a pretty safe bet. Then again, 
I used to know Company E very well and the story I had got with 

them in Sicily was one of my best during the 
choose between Companies B and E when Colonel Taylor, com­
mander of the 16th Infantry Regiment of the 1st Division, the attack-

off that regimental headquarters would follow

war. I was about to

ing force, tipped me 
close behind the first waves of infantry. If I went with him, I wouldn t

miss the action, and Yd be a little safer. This sounded like the real
one to be alive in the evening.favorite—an even money bet—two to

If at this point my son should interrupt me, and ask, “What is the
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difference between the war correspondent and any other man in 
uniform?” I would say that the war correspondent gets more drinks, 
more girls, better pay, and greater freedom than the soldier, but that 
at this stage of the game, having the freedom to choose his spot and 
being allowed to be a coward and not be executed for it is his tor­
ture. The war correspondent has his stake—his life—in his own hands, 
and he can put it on this horse or that horse, or he can put it back 
in his pocket at the very last minute.

I am a gambler. I decided to go in with Company E in the first 
wave.

Once I decided to go in with the first assault troops I began to 
convince myself that the invasion would be a push over and that all 
this talk about an “impregnable west wall” was just German propa­
ganda. I went up on deck and took a good look at the disappearing 
English coast. The pale green glow of the vanishing island hit my 
soft spot and I joined the legion of the last-letter-writers. My brother 
could have my ski boots and my mother could invite someone from 
England to stay with her. The idea was disgusting, and I never mailed 
the letter. I folded it up, and stuck it in my breast pocket.

Now I joined the third category. At 2:00 a.m. the ship’s loud­
speaker broke up our poker game. We placed our money in water­
proof money belts and were brutally reminded that the Thing was 
imminent.

They fixed a gas mask, an inflatable lifebelt, a shovel, and some 
other gadgets around me, and I placed my very expensive Burberry 
raincoat over my arm. I was the most elegant invader of them all.

Our preinvasion breakfast was served at 3:00 a.m. The mess boys 
of the U.S.S. Chase wore immaculate white jackets and served hot 
cakes, sausages, eggs, and coffee with unusual zest and politeness. 
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preoccupied, and most of theBut the preinvasion stomachs 
noble effort was left on the plates.

At 4:00 A.M. we were assembled on the open deck. The invasion

were

swinging on the cranes, ready to be lowered. Waiting
stood in perfect silence;

barges were
for the first ray of light, the two thousand men 
whatever they were thinking, it was some kind of prayer.

thinking a little bit of everything:I too stood very quietly. I was 
of green fields, pink clouds, grazing sheep, all the good times, and 

vety much of getting the best pictures of the day. None of us was at
wouldn’t have minded standing in the dark-all impatient, and we 

ness for a very long time. But the sun had no way of knowing that 
this day was different from all others, and rose on its usual schedule. 

The first-wavers stumbled into their barges, and—as if on slow-mov­
ing elevators—we descended onto the sea. The sea was rough and 

wet before our barge pushed away from the mother ship, 
already clear that General Eisenhower would not lead his 

the Channel with dry feet or dry else.

we were 
It was
people across

In no time, the men started to puke. But this
carefully prepared invasion, and little paper bags had been pro­

vided for the purpose. Soon the puking hit a new low. I had an idea 

this would develop into the father and mother of all D-days.
The coast of Normandy was still miles away when the first unmis-

listening ears. We ducked down in

polite as wellwas a

as a

takable popping reached 
the puky water in the bottom of the barge and ceased to watch the 
approaching coast line. The first empty barge, which had already

the way back to the 
happy grin and the V

our

unloaded its troops on the beach, passed us on

Chase, and the Negro boatswain gave 
sign. It was now light enough to start taking pictures, and I brought 
my first Contax camera out of its waterproof oilskin. The flat bottom 
of our barge hit the earth of France. The boatswain lowered the steel-

us a
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covered barge front, and there, between the grotesque designs of 

steel obstacles sticking out of the water, was a thin line of land 

ered with smoke-our Europe, the “Easy Red” beach.

My beautiful France looked sordid and uninviting, and a German 
machine gun, spitting bullets around the barge, fully spoiled my 

return. The men from my barge waded in the water. Waist-deep, with 

rifles ready to shoot, with the invasion obstacles and the smoking 

beach in the background—this was 

pher. I paused for a moment on 

picture of the invasion. The boatswain who was in an understand­
able hurry to get the hell out of there, mistook my picture-taking 

attitude for explicable hesitation, and helped 

with a well-aimed kick in the rear. The water was cold, and the beach 

still more than a hundred yards away. The bullets tore holes in the 

water around me, and I made for the nearest steel obstacle. A soldier 
got there at the same time, and for a few minutes we shared its cover. 

He took the waterproofing off his rifle and began to shoot without 
much aiming at the smoke-hidden beach. The sound of his rifle gave 
him enough courage to move forward and he left the obstacle to 

It was a foot larger now, and I felt safe enough to take pictures of 
the other guys hiding just like I was.

cov-

good enough for the photogra- 
the gangplank to take my first real

make up my mindme

me.

It was still very early and very gray for good pictures, but the

gray water and the gray sky made the little men, dodging under the 
surrealistic designs of Hitler s anti-invasion brain trust, very effective. 

I finished my pictures, and the sea was cold in my trousers. Reluc­
tantly, I tried to move away from my steel pole, but the bullets chased

me back every time. Fifty yards ahead of me, one of our half-burnt 

amphibious tanks stuck out of the water and offered me my next 

I sized up the situation. There was little future for the elegantcover.
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raincoat heavy on my arm. I dropped it and made for the tank. Be­

tween floating bodies I reached it, paused for a few more pictures, 

and gathered my guts for the last jump to the beach.

Now the Germans played on all their instruments, and I could 

not find any hole between the shells and bullets that blocked the last 

twenty-five yards to the beach. I just stayed behind my tank, repeat­

ing a little sentence from my Spanish Civil War days, “Es una cosa 
muy seria. Es una cosa muy seria.” This is a very serious business.

The tide was coming in and now the water reached the farewell 

letter to my family in my breast pocket. Behind the human cover of 

the last two guys, I reached the beach. I threw myself flat and my 

lips touched the earth of France. I had no desire to kiss it.
Jerry still had plenty of ammunition left, and I fervently wished 

I could be beneath the earth now and above later. The chances to 
the contrary were becoming increasingly strong. I turned my head 

sideways and found myself nose to nose with a lieutenant from our 
last night’s poker game. He asked me if I knew what he saw. I told 
him no and that I didn’t think he could see much beyond my head. 

“I’ll tell you what I see,” he whispered. “I see my ma on the front 

porch, waving my insurance policy.”

St. Laurent-sur-Mer must have been at one time a drab, cheap 

resort for vacationing French schoolteachers. Now, on June 6, 1944, 
it was the ugliest beach in the whole world. Exhausted from the water 

and the fear, we lay flat on a small strip of wet sand between the sea 

and the barbed wire. The slant of the beach gave us some protec­
tion, so long as we lay flat, from the machine-gun and rifle bullets, 

but the tide pushed us against the barbed wire, where the guns were 
enjoying open season. I crawled on my stomach over to my friend
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Larry, the Irish padre of the regiment, who could swear better than 
any amateur. He growled at me, “You damn half-Frenchy! If you 
didn’t like it here, why the hell did you come back?” Thus comforted 
by religion, I took out my second Contax camera and began to shoot 
without raising my head.

From the air, “Easy Red” must have looked like an open tin of 
sardines. Shooting from the sardine’s angle, the foreground of my 
pictures was filled with wet boots and green faces. Above the boots 
and faces, my picture frames were filled with shrapnel smoke; burnt 
tanks and sinking barges formed my background. Larry had a dry 
cigarette. I reached in my hip pocket for my silver flask and offered 
it to Larry. He tilted his head sideways and took a swig from the 
corner of his mouth. Before returning the bottle, he gave it to my 
other chum, the Jewish medic, who very successfully imitated Larry’s 
technique. The corner of my mouth was good enough for me too.

The next mortar shell fell between the barbed wire and the sea,
and every piece of shrapnel found a man’s body. The Irish priest and 
the Jewish doctor were the first to stand up on the “Easy Red” beach. 
I shot the picture. The next shell fell even closer. I didn’t dare to take 

my eyes off the finder of my Contax and frantically shot frame after 
frame. Half a minute later, my camera jammed—my roll was finished. 
I reached in my bag for a new roll, and my wet, shaking hands ruined 
the roll before I could insert it in my camera.

I paused for a moment . . . and then I had it bad.
The empty camera trembled in my hands. It was a new kind of 

fear shaking my body from toe to hair, and twisting my face. I 
hooked my shovel and tried to dig a hole. The shovel hit stone under 
the sand and I hurled it away. The men around me lay motionless. 
Only the dead on the water line rolled with the waves. An LCI braved 
the fire and medics with red crosses painted on their helmets poured

un-

148



from it. I did not think and I didn’t decide it. I just stood up and 
toward the boat. I stepped into the sea between two bodies 

and the water reached to my neck. The rip tide hit my body and 
every wave slapped my face under my helmet. I held my cameras 
high above my head, and suddenly I knew that I was running away. 
I tried to turn but couldn’t face the beach, and told myself, “I am 

just going to dry my hands on that boat.”
I reached the boat. The last medics were just getting out. I climbed 

aboard. As I reached the deck I felt a shock, and suddenly was all 
covered with feathers. I thought, “What is this? Is somebody killing 
chickens?” Then I saw that the superstructure had been shot away 
and that the feathers were the stuffing from the kapok jackets of the 

that had been blown up. The skipper was crying. His assistant 
had been blown up all over him and he was a mess.

Our boat was listing and we
to try and reach the mother ship before we sank. I went down to 
the engine room, dried my hands, and put fresh films in both 
I got up on deck again in time to take one last picture of the smoke- 
covered beach. Then I took some shots of the crew giving transfu­
sions on the open deck. An invasion barge came alongside and took 
us off the sinking boat. The transfer of the badly wounded on the 

heavy seas was a difficult business. I took no more pictures. I 
busy lifting stretchers. The barge brought us to the U.S.S. Chase, 
the very boat I had left only six hours before. On the Chase, the last 
wave of the 16th Infantry was just being lowered, but the decks

ran

men

slowly pulled away from the beach

cameras.

was

were

already full with returning wounded and dead.
This was my last chance to return to the beach. I did not go. The

coffee in white jackets and with whitemess boys who had served our 
gloves at three in the morning were covered with blood and were 

sewing the dead in white sacks. The sailors were hoisting stretchers
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from sinking barges alongside. I started taking pictures. Then things 
got confused. . . .

I woke up in a bunk. My naked body was covered with a rough 
blanket. On my neck, a piece of paper read: “Exhaustion case. No 
dog tags. My camera bag was on the table, and I remembered who 
I was.

In the second bunk was another naked young man, his eyes star­
ing at the ceiling. The tag around his neck said only: “Exhaustion 
case. He said: T am a coward.” He was the only survivor from 
the ten amphibious tanks that had preceded the first waves of infan­
try. All these tanks had sunk in the heavy seas. He said he should 
have stayed back on the beach. I told him that I should have stayed 
on the beach myself.

The engines were humming; our boat was on its way back to Eng­
land. During the night the man from the tank and I both beat 
breasts, each insisting that the other was 
coward was himself.

our
blameless, that the only

In the morning we docked at Weymouth. A score of hungry 

papermen who had not been allowed to go along on the invasion 
waiting for us on the pier to get the first personal experience 

stories of the men who had reached the beachhead and returned. I 
learned that the only other
to the ‘ Omaha” beach had returned two hours earlier and had 
left his boat, never touched the beach. He 
to London with his terrific scoop.

I was treated as a hero. I was offered a plane to take me to London 
to give a broadcast of my experience. But I still remembered the 
night enough, and refused. I put my films in the press bag, changed 
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my clothes, and returned to the beachhead a few hours later on the 
first available boat.

Seven days later, I learned that the pictures I had taken on “Easy 
Red” were the best of the invasion. But the excited darkroom assistant 
while drying the negatives, had turned on too much heat and the 
emulsions had melted and run down before the eyes of the London 
office. Out of one hundred and six pictures in all, only eight were 
salvaged. The captions under the heat-blurred pictures read that 
Capa’s hands were badly shaking.
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Back on the beach that night, I found my colleagues in the barn 

of a Norman farmhouse, where they had established the first press
camp in France. They were squatting on the straw around a couple 
of half-burned candles, drinking a yellow liquid from a gallon keg. 

A closed typewriter served as a table.

V

Norman applejack calledThe day was D-plus-two, the drink was a 
Calvados, and the party was a French wake in my honor. I had been

my body floating on thereported dead by a sergeant who had seen 
water with my cameras around my neck. I had been missing for 

forty-eight hours, my death had become official, and my obituaries
The sudden materialization ofhad just been released by the censor, 

my thirsty ghost filled my friends with disgust at their wasted senti-
r ment, and they introduced me to the Calvados.

far too small to supply 200,000 invaders with 
four times doubled by the

Our bridgehead was
Calvados. The price of the awful stuff was 
time we were ready to expand and begin our attack on Cherbourg.

important harbor; besides, all the intelligenceCherbourg was an 
reports mentioned that the German fortress had a supply dump full 

of fine French liquors that had been requisitioned by the Wehr­
macht. Unfortunately, the reports also mentioned a hell of a lot of

guns of every caliber.
I joined the 9th Infantry Division for the attack. The 9th was 

one of our most experienced fighting groups, and its commander, 

Major General Eddy, was a pushing kind of soldier. The Germans 
tough in their well-prepared fortress, but not so tough that
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they fought to the last German—only to the first American that got 
close enough to be dangerous. Then they threw up their hands, 
shouted Kamerad! and asked for cigarettes. The division took pill­
box after pillbox. My nerve came 
of close fighting.

The morning of our final attack on Cherbourg, I joined a battalion 
of the 47th Regiment. With 

boss, Charles Wertenbaker, who was head of the Time and Life 
European staff. We felt that the 47th had the best chance of being 
first to reach the center of town. We were fed up with being shot 
at, but too thirsty to stay behind. It was pouring rain as we entered 
the first streets. The Germans were sniping at us from the windows, 
and we kept close to the walls and jumped from door to door for 
cover.

Charlie said he was too old to be playing Indian; Ernie said he 
was too old and too scared; I said I was 
couldn’t take pictures in the rain.

We didn t give a damn about being the first correspondents in 
Cherbourg, but we wanted to get to that warehouse. So 
right on, dragging on the tail of our battalion.

We reached the first objective : the Cherbourg military hospital. 
About two hundred fifty wounded prisoners from the 82d Airborne 
Division were liberated—also a considerable supply of the very best 
French bottles in the basement. Ernie went to talk to the prisoners, 
Charlie interviewed the German doctor, and I made for the cellar. 
I was late. Every soldier of the 47th Infantry already had his arms, 
jacket, and pockets bulging with precious bottles. I begged one of 
them for just a single bottle, but he laughed and said, “Only if you’re 
Ernie Pyle.” With the next soldier, my approach was different. I 
asked him for a bottle for Ernie Pyle, and he parted with it willingly. 
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too young and, besides, I
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Soon I had collected my loot of Benedictine and brandy. Neither 
Charlie nor Ernie uttered a single word of protest.

Meanwhile, General Eddy had got his own loot: General von Schlic­
hen, the German commander of Cherbourg. He was our first high- 
ranking prisoner, and I wanted his picture badly. But he turned his 
back, refused to pose, and told his aide in German that he was bored 
with the whole idea of American press liberties. In German, I replied, 
“And I am bored with photographing defeated German generals.” 
He became furious and turned sharply about at me. I snapped his 

picture. It couldn’t have been better.

. ■>':

:

Breaking through at St. Lo, our First Army opened up the Ger­
man lines, and General Patton’s heavily armored and motorized Third 
Army pulled through the breach. I joined Patton’s fast-moving 4th 
Armored Division as it drove toward Brittany along the coastal road. 

On both sides of the road, the happy French were shouting “Bonne 
Chance!” And the happy signposts read: “90 kilometers ... 80 kilo­
meters ... to Paris.”

The first towns through which we drove had suffered much from 
heavy raids. Our tactical air force had bombed them to shambles 

in order to cut off the communications of the retreating Germans. 
In those towns, the French were only half happy and complained 
that if we had dropped as many arms to the French underground as 
bombs on the innocent French towns, we would have killed more 
Germans and fewer Frenchmen, and succeeded better in our objective.

The little coastal town of Bréhal was the first town we reached 
that was unscarred by war. The Germans were on the run, and the 
good campaign began. Here the French were full happy. The food 

was good, and the first glass of wine was free in the bars.
The French Resistance was strong and well represented in this
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little town. Young boys and girls with rifles on their shoulders came 

and placed themselves at our disposal. Their meeting place was the 

Petit Hotel, and there I made my personal headquarters for the night.

The patron of the hotel was a member of the Resistance himself. 
He said he had hidden and saved his very last bottle of the finest 

champagne for this very occasion. He invited over two young and 

shapely girls of the Resistance and we opened the bottle with a great 

ceremony. A young major in the 1st Infantry Division, Paul Gael, 
who had no business whatever in this sector, turned up on a very 

personal tour of inspection. I knew him from before, and he joined 

the party. Our champagne was soon gone, but the patron remem­
bered that he had one more last bottle. In fact, we drank many last 
bottles that evening. Gael taught jitterbug steps to the Resistance, 

while they taught him basic French.

At midnight, the patron grew sleepy and the girls slung their rifles 
on their backs, saying that they must hurry home, as papa was very 
severe and might beat them. Major Gael left too, as he began to 
worry that his general might miss him.

I went to sleep. In the middle of my sleep, the door rattled vio­

lently, and Gael’s fat and faithful driver tore into my room. His shirt 

was torn and covered with blood. He was quite out of breath and 

inarticulate with excitement. After some difficulty, I got his story. 
The major, after leaving the party, was in too happy a mood to go 

straight back to his division. The least he could do, he figured, was 

to liberate a French town. Granville, a French town of fair propor­

tions, was only twelve miles away, and seemed a likely prospect. So 
he and his driver, completely alone, charged into Granville and began 

to engage the Germans. But they found more Germans than nec­

essary. Gael said he would try to hold off the Germans in the dark- 
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ness, and sent his driver back for reinforcements. The driver begged 

me ta hurry if I wanted to find his major alive.
I hurried over to the 4th Armored Division. They said that Gael 

should be court-martialed if still alive, and that the 4th Armored 

had orders to by-pass Granville. But they finally gave me three ar­

mored scout cars, and we reached Granville a little after dawn. We 

found the town in a state of intense celebration. The Tricolor and 

the Stars and Stripes both flew over the mairie, and Paul was being 
carried about on the shoulders of a group of FFI’s. The cortege be­

hind them was singing the Marseillaise, and the German-inclined girls 
had been rounded up and the process of shaving their heads was 

well under way.

The turn of events was startling, but Gael explained it in a few 

words. During the night, while he was shooting it out with the Ger­

mans, a little man with a tremendous mustache and an old gun 
joined him, and led him to the hiding French Forces of the Interior. 

Gael took command, appointing as his chief of staff the man with 

the mustache. Gael swore that his little friend had fought like a lion. 
Altogether, they killed seventeen Germans, and captured one hun­

dred fifty.

The festivities subsided around noon. Paul gallantly kissed both 

cheeks of the mustache, and the fighters of the night said farewell. 

We were weary and hungry, and Paul, his driver, and I started out 

to find a good restaurant. All the citizens of Granville agreed that our 
best bet was the Grand Hotel. We found the place, and it looked 

promising. The dining room was spotless and the tables were set. A 

large lady dressed in the severest black sat behind the caisse, sur­

rounded by bottles of apéritif. She cast a suspicious eye at us, let us 

sit down, and called the patron. He appeared in an immaculate white
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apron and an extra-tall chef’s hat. He was a little man, his mustache 

was immense. It was Paul’s hero himself. He brought us the menu, 
glanced at Madame, and asked brusquely, “And who is going to pay 
for it?”

Not everyone had a gay time. Patton’s armor was rolling without 
much opposition, but the infantry had to fight hard to keep the Ger­
mans from cutting the road behind Patton.

Ernest Hemingway sent a message to me at Granville. From the 
start of the French campaign, he had attached himself to the 4th 
Infantry. He said that the infantry was having a good war for a pho­
tographer and I ought to stop fooling around behind a lot of tanks. 
He sent a freshly captured Mercedes, in all its luxury, to fetch me, 
and I unwillingly climbed in and was driven to his battlefield.

The forty-eight stitches had left no visible trace on Papa’s scalp, 
and he had shaved off his unprintable beard. He received me crisply. 
He had become an honorary member of the 4th Division and was 
as widely respected for his guts and military knowledge as for his 
writing. He had a little army of his own inside the division. The com­
manding general, Barton, had assigned to him as public relations 
officer, Lieutenant Stevenson, Teddy Roosevelt’s former aide. He was 
also assigned a cook, a driver, a former motor-bike champion who 
functioned as photographer, and his own ration of Scotch.

Officially, they were all public relations personnel, but under Papa’s 
influence they became a bunch of bloodthirsty Indians. Hemingway, 
as a war correspondent, was not allowed to carry arms, but his task 
force carried every weapon imaginable, of both German and Amer­
ican make. They were even motorized. Besides the Mercedes, they 
had captured a motorcycle replete with sidecar.

Papa said there was an interesting attack going on a few miles
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away and thought we ought to investigate. We put some whisky, a 
few machine guns, and a bunch of hand grenades in the sidecar, and 
set out in the general direction of the attack.

The 8th Regiment of the 4th was supposed to retake a little town, 
and Papa had it all figured out. The regiment had already begun the 
attack, an hour earlier, from the left flank of the village, and he was 
sure we could take a short cut and drive in from the right flank with­

out much difficulty.
He showed me on the map how easy it would be, but I didn’t like 

it at all. Papa looked at me with disgust and said I could stay behind. 
I couldn’t do anything but follow him, but I made it clear that I was 
going under protest. I told him that Hungarian strategy consisted of 
going behind a good number of soldiers, and never of taking lonely 

short cuts through no man’s land.
We set out on the road leading to the village. Papa, his redheaded 

driver, and the photographer on the bike went ahead, while Lieuten­
ant “Stevie” and I followed a good five yards behind. We advanced 
cautiously, consulting our map at frequent intervals. At length, we 
reached the last sharp curve before the road led straight into town. 
I didn’t hear any shooting from the direction of the village, and I 
began to feel very uncomfortable. Papa pooh-poohed me, and I fol­
lowed under even more protest. When he reached the curve, some­
thing powerful pooh-poohed ten yards away from him. It was an 
exploding shell. He was thrown into the air and landed in a ditch. 
Red and the photographer, who quickly abandoned his motor bike, 
retreated. The four of us were well protected on our side of the curve. 
Not so Papa, on his side. Besides, the ditch was shallow, and his be­
hind stuck out at least an inch. Tracer bullets were hitting the dirt 
just above his head, and the popping, which came from a light Ger­
man tank at the entrance to the village, continued without a letup.
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The road to Paris was calling. The Third Army reached Laval, some 

sixty miles from Paris, and I hurried to catch up with them. A little 

shooting here and there, a new bunch of broken-down German pris­

oners, another town named in the communiqués, and we arrived at 

Rambouillet. This was our last stop before Paris, and there we had 

to halt—this time for political reasons.
The people of Paris had arisen and were fighting the Germans in 

the streets by themselves. The Allied Supreme Command decided 

that under the circumstances it would be a nice touch to have the 

cream of De Gaulle’s new army, the French Second Armored Divi­
sion—fully equipped by the Americans—enter Paris as the spearhead 

of the army of liberation.

The French division assembled at Rambouillet and prepared for 

the last jump. They were a well-blended cocktail of fighting men. 
French marines who had won fame with Montgomery in the Libyan 

desert, still wearing their old sailor berets with the red pompons. 

Spanish Republicans and black Senegalese, Frenchmen escaped from 

German prison camps—they all wore the easy smile of fighters.

Every international typewriter was assembled around Rambouillet 

too, and every accredited war correspondent, wrangling and conspir- 
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For two hours he was pinned down, until the Germans found a more

pressing target in the form of the delayed 8th Regiment.
for it and reached our side of the bend. He wasNow Papa ran

furious. Not so much at the Germans as at me, and accused me of

standing by during his crisis so that I might take the first picture of 

the famous writer’s dead body.
During the evening, relations were somewhat strained between the 

strategist and the Hungarian military expert.

—
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ing to be the first to enter Paris and file history from the great city 

of former lights.
Hemingway had taken Rambouillet long before the Free French 

and newspaper armies arrived. His private four-man army had en­

listed some enthusiastic young men from the Resistance, and was 

grown to fifteen. The mixed force took after Papa, copying his 
sailor bear walk, spitting short sentences from the corners of their 

mouths in their different languages. They carried more hand grenades 

and brandy than a full division. Every night they went out to harass 

the remaining Germans between Rambouillet and Paris. Papa had 

no place in his army for Hungarian experts any more, so I rejoined 

Charlie Wertenbaker, who had a jeep of his own for the rush to Paris.
On the twenty-fourth of August, the French rolled up the sleeves 

of their tanks and were off. The night of the twenty-fifth, we bivou­
acked under a road sign reading: “Porte d’Orléans—6 kilometers.” It 

was the best road sign I’ve ever slept under.
The sun was in a hurry to rise that morning, and we did not bother 

to brush our teeth. The tanks were already rattling on the pavement. 

That happy morning, when we got on the road, even our driver, Pfc 

Strickland, forgot his Virginia manners and every five minutes poked 

my distinguished boss in the ribs.

Just two miles outside Paris, our jeep was stopped by a tank belong­

ing to the French Second Armor. We were told we could go no fur­
ther: General Leclerc had given strict orders not to let anyone but 

members of the French Second enter the city. The old boy was defi­

nitely losing charm. I got out of our jeep and began to argue with 

the men in the tank. They spoke French with a Spanish intonation. 

Then I noticed the name of the tank. Painted on the turret was the 

word “Teruel.”

now
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In the winter of 1937, when I was with the Spanish Republicans, 
I was with them in one of their greatest victories, the Battle of Teruel.

I spoke to the men in the tank. “No hay derecho—there is no justice 
if you stop me. I am one of nosotros—your very own—and I myself 
took part in that ferociously cold battle.”

“If this is verdad,” they answered, “and you are telling us the truth, 
then indeed you are one of nosotros, and you must come up and ride 
with us into Paris in this verdadero tank Teruel!”

I mounted the tank. Charlie and Strickland followed in the jeep.
The road to Paris was open, and every Parisian was out in the street 

to touch the first tank, to kiss the first man, to sing and cry. Never 
were there so many who were so happy so early in the morning.

I felt that this entry into Paris had been made especially for me. 

On a tank made by the Americans who had accepted me, riding with 
the Spanish Republicans with whom I had fought against fascism 
long years ago, I was returning to Paris—the beautiful city where I 
first learned to eat, drink, and love.

The thousands of faces in the finder of my camera became more 
and more blurred; that finder was very very wet. We drove through 

the quartier where I had lived for six years, passed my house by the 
Lion of Belfort. My concierge was waving a handkerchief, and I was 
yelling to her from the rolling tank, “C’est moi, c'est moi!”

Our first stop was in front of the Café de Dôme in the Mont­
parnasse. My favorite table was empty. Girls in light printed dresses 
climbed up on our tank and ersatz lipstick soon covered our faces. 
The best-looking of my Spaniards got more than his share, but he 
murmured, “How I would prefer to be kissed by the ugliest old woman 
in Madrid than by the fairest girl in Paris.”

Around the Chamber of Deputies we had to fight, and some of the
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lipstick got washed off with blood. Late in the evening, Paris was free.
I wanted to spend my first night in the best of best hotels—the Ritz. 

But the hotel was already occupied. Hemingway’s army had come 
into Paris by a different road, and after a short and happy fight had 
taken their main objective and liberated the Ritz from the German 
yokels. Red was standing guard before the entrance, happily display­
ing every missing front tooth. He said, in best imitation Hemingway, 
“Papa took good hotel. Plenty stuff in cellar. You go up quick.”

It was all true. Papa made up with me, gave me a party, and the 
key to the best room in the hotel.
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THE liberation of Paris was the most unforgettable day in the 
world. The most unforgettable day plus seven was the bluest. The 
food was gone, the champagne was gone, and the girls had returned 
to their homes to explain the facts of the liberation. The shops were 
closed, the streets were empty, and suddenly we realized that the war 
was not over. In fact, it was going on just twenty-five miles away.

On that seventh day I was sitting at the bar of the Scribe Hotel, the 
Army’s grand gesture to the newspapermen, trying to teach Gaston 
to mix that most potent of pick-me-ups, the “Suffering Bastard.’’ While 
he was shaking the tomato juice, vodka, and Worcestershire sauce 
together, I was tolling the knell for the noble art of war photography, 
which had expired in the streets of Paris only six days before. There 
would never again be pictures of doughboys like those in the deserts 
of North Africa or the mountains of Italy; never again an invasion to 
surpass that of the Normandy beach; never a liberation to equal Paris.

I told Gaston that going back to the front was a dull prospect. From 

now on I would be taking the same pictures over and over again. Every 
crouching soldier, every rolling tank, or crowd of madly waving people 
would be just a kid brother of some picture I had taken somewhere 
before.

Gaston poured the mixture, and while I drank it he lamented over 
his own heroic period.

During the occupation he had fought in the Maquis down in south­

ern France. Most of the men fighting there were exiled Spanish Re­
publicans, and their commander a General Alvarez. They had no tanks, 
and only a few machine guns, but their war was never monotonous.
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“Now that the south of France is liberated,” said Gaston, “I have 
exchanged the rifle for the cocktail shaker. But the Spaniards kept 
their arms. Soon they will cross 
from Franco.”

I finished the drink. I felt much better all around.

the Pyrenees and liberate their Spain

Back in January of 1939, when the fascists took Barcelona, the hun­
dred miles of road from Barcelona to the French border was black 

with people fleeing Franco’s imported legions. Intellectuals and work- 

peasants and shopkeepers, mothers, wives, and children, they 
followed and led the few remaining vehicles of the disorganized 

Republican Army. They carried their bundles and walked with 
blistered feet toward the freedom of democratic France.

The newspapermen wrote their story and I took their pictures. But 

the world was not very interested, and in a few short years there were 

many other people on
the same troops and the very same swastikas.

The French gendarmes received the exhausted Spanish refug 

with the cruel indifference of people who are warm and well fed.

the refugees reached the border, their exodus protected 

guard of the Republican Army, a few thousand soldiers 
who made up the Brigade of Madrid. They had fought from the first 

day to the very end, but when the last civilian had crossed over into 

France, there was nothing left for them but to cross too. Their com­

mander, General Modesto, sat erect on a white horse at the border. 

The brigade marched by in the light of flickering torches. Their rifles 

were clean and shiny, their heads high, their eyes moist in the torch­

light. Passing their general, they clenched their fists, raised their right 

arms, and cried, “Yo volveremos ... we will return!”

ers,

many other roads, running and falling before

ees

One by one
by the rear
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The surprised French gendarmes automatically raised their arms 

and saluted. But later the entire brigade was placed in concentration 

camps.

In Toulouse, at the headquarters of the French Forces of the In­

terior, I was received by General Alvarez. He was young and keen 

and very anxious to recross that border. But he had to wait for a 

signal from the Allies. He felt sure it wouldn’t be long in coming. 
The Allies had spent many lives on the roads toward Rome and 

Berlin. The road to Madrid would be next.

He suggested that I visit his troops. He had about twenty thousand 

in all, concentrated in little border villages on the French sidemen
of the Pyrenees.

When I arrived, my Spaniards were having a big party in an old 

singing songs and drinking heavy red wine fromtavern. They were 
two-necked bottles. They held the bottles high by the large neck and 

caught the thin stream from the narrow neck in the corners of their 

half-open mouths.
In the middle of the room a dark gypsy from Andalusia was singing 

flamenco. The others clapped their hands at the refrains and yelled 

“Holer Following the gypsy came a sad Catalan, who sang the 

melancholy ¡otas of his province. The Catalans listened with soft eyes; 

the others shouted “Muy bien!“ at the end of each song. Next came a 
Gallego. He had the broad face of a peasant and his song had green 

fields and high mountains in it. He sang many such songs and after 

the last one they always made him sing another.

There was a lean man who never clapped and never yelled, and 

he took the floor. Over his heart he wore many stripes, each for 

a big battle, some of them in Spain, some of them in France. He sang
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a song I had never heard before. The words were in Spanish, but the 
beautiful melody was strange to us all.

When he finished, there was silence. Then someone asked, "Tell 

me, hombre; where do they sing this song?”
In the Valley of Aran,” he replied, “only twenty miles from h 

—on the other side of the mountain. It is a small valley and there 
only three villages. They 
and isolated almost as much from Spain as from France. That is where 
they sing this song, and that is where my Novia has waited for me these

ere
are

surrounded by tremendous mountainsare

many years.
A bearded man with rank on his shoulders arose. “I am the com­

mander of the frontier post on the Col d Aran. I suggest we go to 
this valley.”

There was immediate agreement. The men in the tavern volun-

were 
a man

teered to cross the mountains and visit the place where the songs 
so beautiful and where a Novia had been waiting six years for 
who was only twenty miles away.

They telephoned headquarters at Toulouse for permission. But 
General Alvarez said no, it was impossible. The men became 
subdued. The barrel which had nourished the bottles

very 
was dry any­

way, and the party began to break up.
Then headquarters called back. This time permission

cross the border. They are to avoid
granted.was

“One hundred and fifty men may 
bloodshed and are to return to France within twenty-four hours. They 

to find out how the Spaniards feel about their exiled brothers, and 
to learn whether they know that the Spaniards in France have been 

continuing the fight against the fascists.”
As for the Americano, I was

are

to stay. Headquarters said I might go 
only as far as the border post, lest I create an international situation.

We climbed aboard trucks, a hundred-odd men in all, and drove
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cautiously along a winding road, eight thousand feet up in the moun­
tains. The border post was a little wooden shack, and there we dis­
mounted. A narrow path led into the clouds hanging at the top of 

the mountain. On the other side was Spain.
I stayed behind with the bearded post commander. The others 

shouldered their rifles, set out in Indian file, and disappeared into 

the mist.

Inside the shack, we made a big fire, brewed some strong coffee, 
and waited. At 11:00 a.m. Radio Madrid interrupted a program for 
an important announcement: “Ten thousand criminals of Spanish ori­
gin, carrying American arms and wearing French uniforms, have 
crossed the border from communist France. The nearest detachments 
of the Army and Falange have been alerted and are expected to en­

gage them shortly.”
The bearded man said that Franco was from bad milk and was 

born with a lie in his mouth. The guards agreed. Then the French 
radio made a special announcement of its own: “All Spaniards who 
fought with the FFI will be moved at least twenty miles away from 
the border. Those who crossed over to Spain will be disarmed and 
interned upon their return.” The commander muttered something 
about the milk of the French. We were all very worried.

In a little while French military trucks filled with regular French 
soldiers drove up to the post. They ordered the commander and his 
guards to withdraw immediately and report back to Toulouse. I stayed 
on with the French. Evening fell, but none of the Spaniards returned. 
An argument developed around the fire. Some of the French com­
plained that those damn foreigners were always causing trouble. Others 
remembered that those damn foreigners had fought damn well against 
the Germans, and had liberated some of the villages where they them-
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selves lived. But they all agreed that the Spaniards would have to be 
interned as ordered.

At midnight the guard came in, his uniform covered with snow. 
The French captain said that it was too bad, but the Spaniards had 
asked for it. They would have wet, frozen feet when they crossed the 
col higher up. But they did not come, only thick snowflakes drifted 
in during the night.

In the morning there was two feet of virgin snow on the ground. 
It was still snowing, and the French said it would be impossible now 
to cross the pass.

But at 10:00 a.m. a thin shadow in the mist slowly approached the 
shack, making deep holes in the snow where once the path had been. 
He was alone and he carried six rifles on his shoulder. The French 
guard stopped him, and he surrendered his rifles and said he was 
ready. The French captain was very uneasy. He swore under his 
breath and said it wasn’t right to arrest a man who had brought six 
rifles through that storm. They told him to disappear quickly and dry 
his feet down in the village. The Spaniard started to go, then looked 
back toward the top of the mountain and said, “Creo que hay otros 
. . . I think there may be others.” Then he walked slowly away.

The next one carried a wounded comrade on his back. They could 
not arrest those two either. By noon thirty-seven in all had returned, 
all of them men too good and in too pitiful a condition to be interned.

Gradually we got their story. When they came down from the 
mountain into Spain the night before, the whole village turned out 
to greet them. The priest said that the village knew about their fight 
and was praying for them. A tremendous table was laid and they ate 
bread, drank wine, and danced. Suddenly one of them warned that 
the Falange from the next garrison was coming. They beat an orderly 
retreat, but when they began to climb toward the col, they were 
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. They were able to make slow progresssurprised by the sudden snow 
and the white snow made them easy targets for the rifles of the
Falange. Most of the men were hit, and their frozen bodies stayed 

behind in the Spanish snow.
The last man to arrive at the post was accompanied by two boys. 

He was the lean man with the strange song, and his mouth was now 
a thin line. The boys stumbling behind him were in the uniform of 
Franco’s Falange. The lean man came to the fire and made the boys 
take off their shoes and rub their feet.

I made him drink from my flask, and in a broken voice he told me 
his story. These were the young brothers of his Novia, and they had 
been made to join the Falange. The girl and the boys came along 
with him when they were forced to retreat. Midway up the hill they 
had to make their choice. The boys wanted to enlist in the French 
Army and fight the Germans. So Novia returned to the village to care 
for her mother . . . and continue to wait for perhaps many more 

years to come.
The road back to Spain is a long one. That ugly old woman in Madrid 

may be too dead to kiss, and the men who live to return may be too 

old to be kissed by the young ones.
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XII

B ACK at the Hotel Scribe, the doorman said that someone was 
waiting for me in the bar—indeed, had been waiting for three whole 
days. Behind the bar Gaston was mixing a drink for a young American 
major. It was Chris with a promotion.

Even from a distance he looked like the beginning of a beautiful 
hang-over. I pulled up a stool and sat down beside him. He saw me 
through the bottom of his glass and set it down. “It’s about time,” 
he said. “Come on, we’re going back to London.”

The last letters from London had indeed hinted at a Pink uprising, 
but that wasn’t any reason for Chris to get his teeth floating so early 
in the day. “Where’s the ultimatum?” I demanded.

“Pinky’s through sending you letters. It’s no use, she says. Now that 
your Paris is free again, you don’t care about what you’ve left behind 
in England.”

I couldn’t go back to England now; it was impossible. I explained 
that I would have to get a visa from the British, and that I would 
have to receive Army orders in order to get on a plane. All that would 
take many days. Besides, I had to go back to the front. Pinky would 

simply have to wait.
But Chris insisted. “It’s all fixed,” he told me. “I’ve borrowed the 

general’s plane; and, as for the security chaps on the field, just leave 

them to me. There won’t be a hitch. I’ve even arranged for a plane to 

bring you back tomorrow morning.”

No, it was still no good, I answered. Pinky had given up our apart­
ment; and if I sneaked into London illegally, I wouldn’t be able to 

register in a hotel.
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Chris overruled me. “Pinky’s moved into the Dorchester. Besides, 
she’s really in bad shape, and you’ve got to go. I can’t keep the plane 
much longer.”

The general’s plane was on the field, and the pilot helped us in. On 
the plane Chris passed out, and I began to worry. The war was nearly 
over, and I didn’t want any more passport troubles.

It was almost dark when we landed at Northolt, twenty miles from 
London, and by then Chris was revived. Passing through the security 
people, Chris pushed me ahead and told them in a low voice that I 
had V.O.C.G. In the jeep, Chris confided that it wasn’t infectious. It 
meant simply “Verbal Orders Commanding General.”

Once in town, we called up the Dorchester. Pinky was in. She was 
all ready and waiting, and asked us to meet her at the Astor Club, 
near the hotel.

She was wearing the same black dress and black sandals as at the 
Yardleys’ eighteen months earlier, but now she was thin and pale. 
She kissed Chris lightly on the cheek and told him he was a good 
boy. Then she turned to me.

“It’s time you came back.”
“I shouldn’t be here at all.”
“Why didn’t you
“Let’s dance.”
We danced a little, mostly stood in the middle of the floor. Chris 

was watching us from the side.
“Be nice to Chris,” Pinky said. “He’s in love.”
“Can’t you leave even children alone?”
“Don’t worry; he loves you much more than he loves me.”
Chris cut in, saying something about the junior prom. He’s a good 

dancer and they made an elegant pair. Back at the table, we drank 
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a bottle of champagne. Pinky stood in the middle of the floor with 
me once more, danced twice more with Chris. A little after midnight 
Chris got up, saying that my plane was due to leave at nine in the 
morning, and that he’d pick me up at seven sharp in front of the 

Dorchester.
We stayed a little while longer, then left. In front of her hotel, 

Pinky gave me the key to room 403. “You’d better go in alone,” she 
said. “I’ll be along shortly. Walk straight to the lift. Don’t hesitate, 

and don’t look toward the desk.”
I did as she directed. But while I was waiting for the elevator, a 

big man came towards me. He had small eyes and a waxed red mus­
tache, and was dressed in a shiny blue suit. I acted easy and stared 
right past his eyes on the point of his mustache. It didn’t work.

“I beg your pardon. Are you registered, sir?” There was no bene­

fit of doubt in his tone.
“Well, not exactly,” I answered. “I’m going up to see Miss Parker.”
Miss Parker had no sitting room, he told me, so she couldn’t very 

well receive visitors, besides she was not at home, besides he was 
the hotel detective. I stuttered something and retreated out of the 
hotel. Pinky was just coming in. “Coward,” she accused.

We crossed Park Lane and were in Hyde Park. Our feet sank in the 

wet leaves. Pinky kept her hands in her pockets.
“In a few hours you’ll be back to your war.”

“I have to go.”
“You’ll have another one of your funny stories to tell.”

I could not answer, not even in the dark.
“I’m no longer pretty. Now if you leave me, I’ll pine away.”

I objected. “You’re very pretty.”
“I don’t want to live when I grow ugly.”
We passed the dark bulk of the Dorchester again, and the faint
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light trickled under the front door. “The war will not last much 

longer,” I answered lamely.
“For you it will never last long enough.”
We walked again in the wet grass. Pinky’s stockings were soaked 

above her ankles and her sandals were covered with mud. We passed 
by the Marble Arch and stopped before an arrow pointing to an 
air-raid shelter. We walked down. The steel cots were still occupied. 
The tired gray faces of the bombed-out Cockneys did not relax in 
sleep. Husbands and wives slept in separate bunks; children were 
squeezed together in one. The warden approached us and asked 
for our shelter tickets. Pinky told him she just wanted to show her 
American friend the other London, and we turned back to the park.

The naked trees were crying in the fog. The night was graying 
and we passed the Dorchester many times. Then I asked Pinky to 
come over and join me in Paris. “You can borrow a war correspondent’s 

uniform from one of the girl reporters on Li/e,” I said. “And Chris 
can smuggle you over.” The controls at the Orly airfield near Paris 
weren’t very strict, I explained, and once she arrived in Paris in an 
American uniform, no one would ask her for permits or passports. 

She was silent for a while. Then she suggested that we get some

breakfast.
At the Lyon’s Corner House she took off her shoes and dried her 

stockings on the radiator. She bent down to put them on again. With­
out looking up, she asked, “Do you really want me to come?”

I assured her that I did.
“Yes, it’s possible,” she said. “You have guts enough to jump out 

of a plane with a parachute on your back, but you’re scared of a 
little hotel detective and scared to death of falling in love. I’ll come 

to Paris.”
She powdered her face, poured the tea, and began to bubble. She
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became a different Pinky. She wanted to know whether she’d be able 
to buy any Arpège, whether she’d have occasion to wear an evening 
gown, whether she should bring a typewriter to go with her uniform, 
and where we’d live. I said yes to everything and described the com­

forts of the Hotel Lancaster.
The tea and toast were cold, but the breakfast was very gay.
At 7 A.M. we found Chris at the door of the wakening Dorches­

ter. He looked green, and said he’d slept in his car. Pinky kissed me 
good-by and disappeared through the revolving doors. In the car I 
told Chris about our night, and he promised to bring Pinky over to 

Paris soon.
He V.O.C.G.’d me through the controls again and put me aboard 

a courier plane. Before leaving, he said that V.O.C.G. really meant 
“Very Ordinary Capa Going.” Then he added, “I hope there are no 

hotel dicks in Paris.”
I told him he was getting on my goat.

XIII

BEHIND the empty bar, Gaston was reading his newspaper. The 
formidable General Patton was on the offensive again and had crossed 
the river Saar into Germany. Gaston said that this was a thing of 
great importance, and added that every real newspaperman was al­
ready off to the front.

Over at the Paris Life office, I found a stack of cables for me. They 
were from my boss in New York. He shared Gaston’s feelings, and
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urged me to join Patton’s army. So I packed my bag and returned to 
the Big War. Now that we were fighting in Germany proper, I hoped 
my pictures would be exciting again, and maybe a little different from 
those of the past campaigns.

I joined the 80th Division at the Saar River. Two battalions were 
already across the river in Germany, and the Germans were concen­
trating their heavy artillery on the small bridgehead. Most of the 
stuff was falling around the pontoon bridges, without which the two 
battalions could not be supplied with food or ammunition.

In the valley of the Saar I found a new secret weapon: artificial 
fog released from barrels. The stuff covered the entire area, and made 
it impossible for anyone to see more than two yards in front of his 
nose. The fog was being generated by a battalion of Negroes oper­
ating under steady fire. Black men and white men alike became gray 
silhouettes in the transforming vapor. I stopped to talk with one of 
the Negroes. Those exploding shells were talking to him, he said, 
each with a special message. A shell fell close by, and he grinned. 
“That one sounded like ‘You ain’t goin’ back to Alabama.

The smoke of the shells thickened the fog still further, but the GI’s 
went undisturbed about their business. My jeep moved slowly across 
the crowded bridge. I seemed to be the only one scared, but I was 
very glad to be back at the front.

On the other side of the Saar I located battalion headquarters in 
the cellar of a small building. For the next few days it became my 
home. The artificial fog made it impossible to take pictures anyway, 
and I was convinced that the Army had invented the stuff not only 
against the enemy but against photographers too. I found a copy 
of War and Peace, and for five days and five nights I lay on my bed­
roll reading Tolstoy by the light of my torch.

It was a bad place for any man, and a hopeless one for a photog­
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rapher, but my bedroll was warm and the book made great reading. 
As for the sound effects, they seemed made to order.

Down in our cellar, we were separated from the outside world; 
our war was fought in the streets around our house. We paid little 
attention to the daily communiqué about the other fronts until we 
received a special bulletin announcing that Von Runstedt and the 
Germans had broken through our lines and were advancing toward 
Liège. At first we did not believe it, but then the radio confirmed it. 
I left War and Peace unfinished in the cellar, and recrossed the Saar.

Headquarters of the 12th Army Group at Verdun was in a great 
stew. The Germans were still advancing, and we had only three 
divisions in reserve to hold them back until we were able to regroup 
our armies. Those were the three airborne divisions; one of them was 
already surrounded and cut off, although still resisting in a little town 
called Bastogne. It was the 101st Airborne, and it became one of 

the great stories of the war.
Army Intelligence was a bit touchy about the German offensive. 

According to their reports, those German armies either had been anni­
hilated or were over on the eastern front. Now Intelligence refused 
to part with any information. Everything was top secret. I received 
a tip, however, from Colonel Redding, the chief PRO. If I was inter­
ested in Bastogne, he said, I ought to look for the 4th Armored Di­
vision. He provided me with a jeep, and I hit off in the general 

direction of Bastogne.
Every few miles we were stopped by special MP’s. They carefully 

examined our orders and identification cards, and asked for the ever- 
changing password. Then, when we gave the password, they insisted 
on asking me a lot of very foolish and very embarrassing questions. 
“What is the capital of Nebraska?” they wanted to know; and “Who 
won the last World Series?” They explained that German spies and
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saboteurs were being dropped by parachute behind our communi­
cation lines, and were now promenading around in American uni­
forms and speaking perfect English. I spoke far from perfect English, 
and my accent seemed a bit unfashionable. What was worse, I did 
not know the capital of Nebraska. I was arrested a number of times, 
each time being delayed for many hours.

Finally we reached the headquarters of the 4th Armored Division, 
only about twenty miles from Bastogne. Their tanks were pushing 
ahead to relieve the airborne troops, who were a pretty battered 
bunch by now, and very short of ammunition.

I checked in as usual over at Intelligence. But no sooner did I tell 
the colonel that I was a photographer than I was placed under arrest. 
I was put in a corner and ordered to turn my face to the wall—so 
that I could not see the situation maps. They finally got Colonel 
Redding on the phone, and I was allowed to turn around. The Intelli­
gence officer did not bother to say he was sorry; this was no time to 
be an enemy alien.

It was two days before Christmas. The fields were covered with 
snow and the temperature was well below zero. With frozen hands 
and feet, with weeping eyes, we pushed day and night to relieve 
Bastogne and bring the Christmas turkey to the boys of the 101st. Of 
the many correspondents on the drive, I was the only photographer. 
I wore all my clothes and over them I wore a long parka with a fur 
hood—something I had borrowed the year before from the mountain 
commandos on the Italian front.

My icy cameras hung around my neck, and I could not keep my 
gloved hand on the frozen shutter for longer than a split second. Five 
miles from Bastogne, I stopped my jeep on the road. A battalion of 
infantry was advancing on the snow-covered field just off the road. 
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The smoke of the exploding shells hung above the black figures who 
were alternately lying down and standing up on the white carpet. It 

my first unusual picture of war in a long time. I climbed up 
the embankment, took my Contax with the longest lens, and began 
to shoot. Suddenly a GI from the infantry battalion, about 150 yards

and raised his tommy gun at the same

onwas

away, yelled something to me 
time. I yelled back “Take it easy!” but as he heard my accent he began 
to shoot. For a fraction of a moment I didn’t know what to do. If I

the snow he still could hit me. If I ran down thethrew myself flat on 
embankment, he would run after me. I threw my hands high in the

air, yelled “Kamerad!” and surrendered. Three of them 
with raised rifles. When they were close enough to make out the three 
German cameras around my neck, they became very happy GI’s. Two 
Contax cameras and one Rolleiflex—I was the jackpot! I still kept my 
hands as high as I could, but when they were a rifle’s length away from 
me, I asked one of them to search my breast pocket. He took out my 
identification and the special photographer pass signed by Eisen­
hower himself. “I should have shot the bastard before!” he groaned. 
The famous Sad Sack was a gay blade compared to my three captors. 
I let my hands drop, took their picture and promised it would appear 

in Life magazine.
I rejoined the tanks. I felt safer riding with a driver who spoke with 

a Texas drawl.

came at me

It was Christmas Eve and the sky was full of stars. We stopped for
the night and dismounted, forming little groups around our frozen 
tanks. I passed around my silver flask, and the cold brandy warmed

men who during the daystomachs. Huddled close together theour
had been killing Germans and shooting at accents began to sing “Stille 
Nacht, Heilige Naeht.” Then suddenly, like the star of Bethlehem, a 
bright star burst in the sky and stayed right over Bastogne. It was a
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flare from a German plane, the Luftwaffe delivering its presents 
to the 101st Division. We used unprintable language and remounted 
our tanks.

was

On the three roads to Bastogne the three wise colonels who led the 
three combat teams carrying presents of tinned food and shells 
the star and began moving.

The combat team with which I rode 
Colonel Abrams. He looked like 
swore that he would be first to reach the

saw

commanded by Lieutenant 
a cigar-smoking Jewish king, and 

town.

was

Late next afternoon, after much fighting, we reached a hilltop. 
Bastogne lay below us, only three thousand yards and two thousand
Germans away. Abrams lined up his tanks side by side and ordered 
a charge. He told his men to keep on going and keep 
without stopping to aim, until they reached the town below.

McAuliffe, the commander of the 101st, the general who had said 
“Nuts!” to the Germans when they asked him to surrender, 
polite. It s good to 
kidding.

shooting,on

was quite
you, colonel,” he greeted Abrams. He wasn’tsee

On the black, charred walls of 
white chalk,

abandoned barn, scrawled in

KILROY WAS STUCK

an
the legend of McAuliffe’s GI’s:was

HERE.
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XIV

Spring, 1945

o
N the snow-covered fields of Paris, the GI’s fought the French 

mademoiselles with snowballs. The last German offensive was beaten; 
the last winter of the war was waiting for the coming of the last 

spring.
I was waiting for Pinky.
Elmer Lower, the wily head of Life’s Paris office, invited me over 

to a small conference. He had two cables on his desk. One of them 

was from the New York office, saying that Bastogne was a great story, 
and that as a reward I could take my pick of the four American armies 
for the drive on Berlin. The other cable was from the London office, 
from the head of the accounting department, saying that he had long 

refused to approve poker losses as items on my expense account; now 
he definitely would not approve a girl’s war correspondent uniform, 
for which a bill had been submitted by my tailor.

Elmer had some interesting information of his own. Besides the four 
American armies already in the field, a fifth one—the First Allied 

Airborne Army—was being prepared, and it was rumored that the 

would end with the airborne troops jumping right into Berlin. He 

said that this triple-A army would take along only three war corre­
spondents : one newspaperman, one radio commentator, and one pho­

tographer. The members of the picture pool had all agreed I could 

have the job. Elmer said he didn’t want to push me to jump, but if I 

liked the idea, he had nothing against my staying in Paris until the 

thing came off.
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Sixty days of Pinking and 
deal—at least it would

one day of jumping seemed like a good 
seem so until the fifty-ninth day. I accepted 

the assignment, and wired London to pay the indiscreet tailor out of
my salary.

The next office cable from London had a brief personal message 
for me: PROCAPA EXPINKY HOTEL LANCASTER FIFTEENTH OF FERRUARY.

For the time being, I stayed on in the hotel reserved for the 
respondents, the Scribe, but reserved the two best rooms at the Lan-

war cor-

caster starting from the fifteenth.
D-day came, and I prepared the beachhead with flowers and cham­

pagne. I waited there all day. Late in the evening I realized I would 
have to smell the flowers and drink the champagne alone. In fact, this 
ridiculous show of manly eagerness went on for many days with the 
same result. On the twentieth, the daily office cable from London had 
another procapa-expinky clause in it: give up Lancaster for now do

NOT COME TO LONDON UNDER ANY CIRCUMSTANCES EXPLANATION FOL­

LOWS. I paid the bill for the flowers and the champagne, and moved 
back to the Scribe.

Gaston remarked that I was not happy. He now served only very 
bad brandy, but he was a great and just barman. I made a speech 
about women in general and also in particular. Gaston said simply, 
“Monsieur ought to go and do a little winter sport.”

The idea of the lonely, pipe-smoking man in the high mountains 
appealed to me. Besides, I knew a very pretty French girl who had 
left for Mégève, up in the French Alps, only a few days earlier.

I said good-by to Elmer Lower. I told him I had made a bad deal, 
and when the day came he could send me a telegram to Mégève. Then 
I spent the next thirty days fighting against the snow, and learning 
the French technique of skiing. I slept well with a bottle full of hot 
water.
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It was spring when Elmer’s telegram arrived. Now was the time 
for every skier to jump. I was brown and healthy enough to be a 
coward, but I returned to Paris. There was no letter from Pinky, and 
Gaston advised, “Monsieur should go back to war.” He was a very 
well-informed barman.

The beginning of the end, the great airborne invasion of Germany, 
started out in French boxcars dating from the First War and bearing 
the well-known inscription of “40 hommes et 8 chevaux.” The U. S. 
17th Airborne Division was packed in long freight trains, and for 
forty-eight hours we were shuffled all over France. This was to 
deceive the enemy spies. After two days of this hocus-pocus, our gen­
erals decided that both the troops and the German spies were quite 
tired enough, and we arrived at an enclosed camp next to an airfield, 

sixty miles from the spot from which we started.
At the camp, we had a short time left for the usual preinvasion 

cleaning of rifles and consciences. The day before the jump, we were 
briefed and told that we would be jumping—together with an English 
airborne division—on the other side of the Rhine, right in the heart of 

the main German defense line.
Before their battles, the old Huns and Greeks used to sacrifice white 

horses and other expensive animals. That afternoon, the U. S. air­
borne soldiers sacrificed most of their hair, shaving it off in Indian 

fashion. They said they preferred to be alive and hairless next evening, 
than dead with a full growth. I kept my hair on, but felt very thirsty. 

Jumping with a parachute is the greatest cure 
would be a waste not to have one. But there was no liquor. The 17th 

Airborne was a hairless, drinkless division.
Just before darkness a small cub plane circled 

landed right in the middle. It was

for a hang-over, and it

over our camp and 
Major Chris Scott. The 9th Troop
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Carrier Command was once again flying us on our mission, and Chris 
was still in charge of the 
he had a package and a message for 
contained a bottle of Scotch, and Chris told me a long story.

On the fifteenth of February, he began, the 9th TCC held a big 
dance at its headquarters near Leicester, in England. Chris invited 
Pinky with her suitcase. After the dance, he planned to hide Pinky 
and put her on the plane to Paris early in the morning.

The dance was a great success, and Pinky was the center of attrac­
tion. As soon as the dance was over, Pinky changed into her war 
correspondent’s uniform, and they walked out on the airfield. Unfor­
tunately, one of the boys who had danced with Pinky saw her on 
the field in her American uniform, and called up the local police.

Pinky was arrested before she could board the plane. She didn’t 
want to give Chris away or involve me, so she told a cock and pink 
story which no one believed. They decided she was a 
many long days she sat under glaring lights, telling the 
vincing story.

Finally she was released, but was continually tailed. That 

when she called up Life and asked them to send me a message, saying 
I was not to come to England. She couldn’t very well write any of 
those things in a censored letter, and so Chris had flown over twice 
to tell me the story. But I was away skiing.

Now, Chris concluded, Pinky was back home with her parents. 
She sent me the bottle with her love.

Chris was obviously suffering while he told me this sad story. I 
asked him if he was very much in love with her. “Yes,” he answered. 
“I’ve been wanting to talk with you for some time now, but Pinky 
made me promise not to.”

I told him to go ahead and talk. “No,” he said. “Tomorrow you’re

news. He had just come from London, and 
me from Pinky. The package

spy, and for
same uncon-

was
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going to jump, and I’m going to fly in a Fortress above your forma­

tion, with some photographers who are 
jump. We’ll meet the next night. I’ll wait for you at the first airfield 
this side of the Rhine. That will be a better time to talk things over.”

We agreed. We drank half the bottle of Scotch, and I poured the 

other half into my battle flask.

going to take pictures of the

From North Africa to the Rhine there were too many D-days, and 
of them we had to get up in the middle of the night.for every one

The end of darkness always brought the beginning of death. But this

invasion was different. We ate our double portions of preinvasion 
in the morning, and took off shortly afterwards.fresh eggs at seven

I flew in the lead plane with the regimental commander, and I 
to be number two man in the jump right behind him. Before board-

was

aside. If anything hap­ing the plane, the G-2 major had taken 
pened to the Old Man when we got the signal to jump, I was in­
structed to boot him through the door. It was a very important and

me

comforting feeling.
France. Through the open door of the 

a now peaceful France 
was a very different invasion. 

Thousands of planes and gliders had taken off simultaneously from 
fields in England and France, and we rendezvoused over Belgium. 
From there on we flew together in tight formation. Our shadows trav­
eled on the roads and streets of the liberated countries, and we could

Our planes flew low over 
plane the boys watched the landscape of 
pass quickly by. Nobody puked, this

Even the dogs were fasci-the faces of the people waving to us. 
nated, and ran after our shadows. On both sides of us were planes 
towing gliders, and it looked as if someone had spun strings from the 
Channel to the Rhine, and then had hung from them, at intervals of

see

a hundred yards, a lot of toy airplanes.
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I did not like to see or think more. I put on an act and began to 

was only up to page sixty-seven, and 
came on to get ready. For a moment I had the foolish

read a mystery story. At 10:15 I 
the red light
idea of saying, “Sorry, I cannot jump. I have to finish my story.”

I stood up, made sure that my cameras were well-strapped to my 
legs and that my flask was in my breast pocket over my heart. We 
still had fifteen minutes before the jump. I started to think over my 
whole life. It was like a movie where the projection machine has gone 
crazy, and I saw and felt everything I ever ate, ever did, and got to 
the end in twelve minutes flat. I felt very empty, I still had three min­
utes to go. I was standing in the open door behind the colonel. Six 
hundred feet below us was the Rhine. Then bullets began to hit our 
plane like pebbles. The green light flashed on and I did not have to 
kick the colonel. The boys yelled “Umbriago!” I counted one thousand, 
two thousand, three thousand, and up above me was the lovely sight 
of my open parachute. The forty seconds to earth were hours on my 
grandfather clock, and I had plenty of time to unstrap my camera, 
take a few pictures, and think of six or seven different things before 
I hit the ground. On the ground I kept clicking my shutter. We lay 
flat on the earth and nobody wanted to get up. The first fear was over, 
and we were reluctant to begin the second.

Ten yards away were tall trees, and some of the men who had 
jumped after me had landed in them, and now were hanging help­
lessly fifty feet from the good earth.

A German machine gun opened up at the dangling men. I began a 
long, loud Hungarian swear, and buried my head in the grass. A boy 
lying near me looked up.

“Stop those Jewish prayers,” he called. “They won’t help you now.”
I rolled on my back, and right above us was only one plane, Chris’s 

silver fortress. It turned, dipped its wings gaily, and suddenly burst
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losing altitude. “That Chris,” I
thought. “He’s going to double-cross me and become a hero.” Then,

saw seven black

into flames. The smoking plane was

just before the plane disappeared behind the trees, I 
dots—seven black dots transforming into seven silken flowers. They

had jumped; their chutes were open.
At 11:00 A.M. I had two rolls of film taken, and I lit a cigarette. At 

11:30 I took the first swig from my flask. We were firmly established 

the other side of the Rhine. Our regiment had gotten the guns out 
of the wrecked gliders, and we reached the road which we were sup­

posed to occupy and hold. We lost many of 
easier than Salerno or Anzio or Normandy. The Germans of those 

campaigns could have murdered us here, but these Germans were 
beaten. In the afternoon we made our junction with the other regi­
ments. I closed my cameras. I had enough pictures, and began to 

look for Chris.

on

men, but this wasour

In the evening I began making my way toward the Rhine, but 

still cut off from the army crossing the river 
a nice big silk parachute, rolled myself in it, and went to sleep. The

rolling on a telegraph ticker. “Go 
signed sometimes

we
barges. 1 foundonwere

silk was warm and my dream 
back skiing, go back skiing,” it repeated, and

was
was

Pinky, sometimes Life magazine.
In the morning I reached the Rhine. Two pontoon bridges 

built across the river and thousands of guns and soldiers were 
ing across. They all asked how the jump had been, and I told a very 

cocky story. They didn t mind.
I found the airfield, and inquired if they knew anything about Major 

Scott. “He was brought in with a broken ankle,” the flight officer told 

“and was evacuated to London half an hour ago.”

were
mov-

me,
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From the Rhine to the Oder the shooting war quickly changed into 
a looting war. The GI’s fought their way ahead, meeting less and less 
resistance and finding more and more cameras, Liiger pistols, and frau- 
leins. Advancing into the heart of Germany, they found that the 
Germans were a very clean people. And the houses and farms were 
more like the ones they had left at home than any they had seen in 

the earlier campaigns.
The war was not yet over, but the fraternization began. Only those 

who liberated the concentration camps at Buchenwald and Belsen 
and Dachau—they alone did not fraternize with the frauleins. The war 

petering out in a confused anticlimax, and the soldiers were men­
tally packing their bags for home while they were still shooting their 

last shots.
From the Rhine to the Oder I took no pictures. The concentration 

camps were swarming with photographers, and every new picture of 
horror served only to diminish the total effect. Now, for a short day, 
everyone will see what happened to those poor devils in those camps; 
tomorrow, very few will care what happens to them in the future.

The Germans, now sullen, now suddenly friendly, didn’t interest 
my camera either. I wanted to meet the first Russian, and then pack 

up my war.
The Russians were fighting in Berlin. Other Russians reached the 

Oder at the same time the Americans arrived at the gates of the 
ruins called Leipzig. Around Leipzig we had one more hard battle. 
The town was defended by the elite of Hitler’s Storm Troopers. But 
they, like the others, yelled “Kamerad” once they had killed enough 

Americans and had had enough themselves.
I was with a battalion of the 5th Infantry Division. We reached 

a bridge leading into the center of town. The first platoons were 
already crossing it, and we were very afraid it was
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up any minute by the Germans. A fashionable four-story apartment 
building stood on the comer overlooking the bridge, and I climbed 
up to the fourth floor to see 
advancing infantry

if the last picture of crouching and 
men could be the last picture of war for my camera. 

The bourgeois apartment on the fourth floor was open. Five GTs be­
longing to a heavy weapons company were putting up a machine 
gun to cover the advance over the bridge. It was hard to shoot from 
the window, so the sergeant and one of his men moved the gun out 
onto the open, unprotected balcony. I watched them from the door. 
When the gun had been set up, the sergeant returned. The young 
corporal pulled the trigger and began to shoot.

The last man shooting the last gun was not much different from 
the first. By the time the picture got to New York, no one would want 
to publish the picture of a simple soldier shooting an 
But the boy had a clean, open, very young face, and his gun was still 
killing fascists. I stepped out onto the balcony and, standing about 

, two yards away, focused my camera on his face. I clicked my shutter, 
my first picture in weeks—and the last one of the boy alive.

Silently, the tense body of the gunner relaxed, and he slumped and 
fell back into the apartment. His face was not changed except for a 
tiny hole between his eyes. The puddle of blood grew beside his 
fallen head, and his pulse had long stopped beating.

The sergeant felt his wrist, stepped over his body, and grabbed the 
machine gun. But he could not shoot any more; our men had arrived 
at the other side of the bridge.

I had the picture of the last 
best ones die. But those alive will fast forget.

i
ordinary gun.

i

/

to die. The last day, some of theman
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We stopped in Leipzig. The do’s were over and the don’t’s began. 
The Army had to stay and wait for further orders, while the news­
papermen were warned not to try and get to Berlin or meet the Russian 
Army only fifteen miles away. From now on everything had to be 
done the bureaucratic way. The Army promised they would organize 
a meeting ceremony with the Russians—especially for generals and 

newspapermen.
We sent our last stories and waited around the press headquarters 

of the U. S. First Army. Most of the war correspondents were there. 
Those who had followed the war all the way from North Africa, and 
many new ones too. The new ones wrote fantastic stories with a great 
display of enthusiasm. But the old-timers were quiet, nursing the 
hang-over of war, and their last drinks.

The first night in Leipzig we went to bed early. At midnight Hal 
Boyle, the most indefatigable of the old-timers, woke us up. He said, 
“Ernie got it.” Far away from us, Ernie Pyle was killed that day on 
Ie Shima. We all got up and drank ourselves stupid in silence.

There were a lot of war correspondents who had arrived from Lon­
don and Paris for the historic meeting with the Russians. One of them, 
with Columbia Broadcasting, asked whether Chris Scott wasn’t a friend 
of mine. I said yes, how was he? He answered that Chris was in Lon­
don, still limping, and getting ready to get himself married to an Eng­

lish girl.
I no longer cared to meet the Russians. The CBS man gave me the 

key to his London apartment, and I took a German Ford and drove 
straight to Paris. There I asked for orders and visas, and cabled Pinky 

I was coming.
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XV

I PAID the taxi before Pinky’s home, and as I opened the door I saw 
her. She was waiting for me outside.

“You had to come now,’’ she said. “Do you want to spoil everything 
again?” She wore glasses, looked quite well, and her voice was dif­
ferent. I stared at her and she said, “I got you a room at the Dorches­
ter.” I hailed another cab and we got in. I gave the driver the address 
of the CBS apartment over on Portland Square.

Up in the apartment, she sat down in a big chair, while I stood by 
the cold fireplace. Neither of us said anything. After some time, she 
took off her glasses and spoke in her old voice.

“Now that I see you, you don’t look any different.”
“I’m just the same. I haven’t changed.”
“I am not the same. These last two years, you’ve been having your­

self a time, but I had only a wait. Now I am in love—and am loved 
too.”

I said it couldn’t be. It was all due to her intensity, to the stupidi­

ties of wars and passports, to the gremlins which had been following 
us around. “We still have our first day two years ago . . . and many 

more to come.”

“Why didn’t you talk this way before?”
I had no answer. “He is too young for you,” I said finally.
“Now I have a beautiful dream. Why do you want to destroy it?”

Again I was silent.
“Besides,” Pinky added, “Chris is no spinach.”

We made a fire in the fireplace, and then I went looking to see 
where CBS hid its liquor. I returned with two bottles. We sat by the 
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fire and drank, and gradually we began to talk more freely. We sat 
and talked and did not eat or sleep. I argued and I pleaded, and I 
cursed and begged, and almost beat her. She wept and argued back, 

and stood for it all.
The light beyond our windows changed many times, and the sec­

ond morning found us sitting on the floor, surrounded by empty
was haggard and very beautiful, andbottles and a dying fire. Pinky 

I thought I was winning her back. I said I would go shave, and then

would have some breakfast.we
While I was shaving, I heard her talking on the phone. When I came 

out of the bathroom, Pinky had her overcoat on, her face was made up, 
and she wore her glasses. She said, “I want to kiss you.” Then she 
walked out. In front of the door there were two bottles of milk and 
two newspapers. The letters on the top paper were unusually fat:

WAR IN EUROPE OVER

There is absolutely no reason to get up in the mornings any more.
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