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   FOREWORD   

ON SOME DAYS, America seems to disappear. Looking out from the widow’s walk atop my summer house in Martha’s Vineyard, I see only the fog hiding Cape Cod. The land is invisible. But I know it is there, stretching from the New England dunes in a vast continuous sweep and out to the sands of the other ocean, bearing towns and cities; clapboard, steel and glass; shacks and towers; the immense fertile plains, the deserts, the timeless rivers, the restless highways. In my mind I reach out to it.

I love America because it took me in as a young refugee from the madness of wartime Europe and allowed me to make it my country. I love America because it did the same for millions of others from everywhere. I love it because it is an experiment in living and governing beyond anything dreamed of before. But I’m also disappointed by America because it seems in danger of bungling the experiment.

Loving America is complicated. It means loving not only a place and a people, but an idea; loving not merely what this nation has accomplished, but what it still promises. One should never love America uncritically. Perhaps one should never love anything or anyone uncritically. One loves people despite their faults, even sometimes for their faults. That is the way I love America and why I describe, as best I can, the faults along with the virtues, and the hopes that are still unfulfilled.

My story mingles the personal, the professional and the public. I spent most of my career as a journalist at Time, including nearly a decade as its managing editor and nearly another decade in charge of all of Time Inc.’s publications. Thus this account deals with the workings of Time as well as many of the events and people I observed. Always I kept searching for the meaning, the heart, of this country—my country. Even when I traveled abroad I tried to learn about America and its place in the world.

This is not another book about the decline of the United States. Nor is it a compendium of remedies to cure its ills. It is rather an attempt to retrace my journey to and through America: how I became an American and what America means today.
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   CHAPTER ONE   

WHEN I WAS VERY SMALL I heard about the building of the Great Western Railway in America. I confronted my governess, the darling and redoubtable “Teta.” If one went to Vienna’s Western Railway Station, I asked her, took a train and kept on and on—would one eventually get to America? She dismissed the question with an angry grumble, obviously not having a much more precise idea than I did about the location of the New World.

At that moment, I started my journey to America.

As long as I can remember, America loomed somewhere in the distance, as promise and question and occasionally as threat, a fantastic land of speed and technical wizardry, an unreal realm that nevertheless had real effects on my family’s life and on mine.

When I grew a little older I took to sneaking into my father’s study, a large, dark room, its walls lined with red plush—and with books. I had found some illustrated programs from the Casino de Paris and the Moulin Rouge; the rather chaste nudes, striking tasteful poses and wearing only strategically placed strings of pearls, were of considerable interest to a little boy of nine or ten. I kept coming back to look. During one of these stealthy forays, I took down the wrong booklet; it turned out to be a political magazine containing a drawing of a tall, angular, bespectacled man in top hat and striped pants—Woodrow Wilson dressed as Uncle Sam.

Ever since, I have imagined Uncle Sam looking a bit like Wilson; and ever since, I have been looking for the reality behind that myth-caricature.

What little we were taught in school about America was ridiculously inadequate. I learned a bit more from family sources. America was widely considered a refuge for crooks and a place of exile for black sheep of all sorts. We had a black sheep in the family, my mother’s half-sister, Aunt Cilly, a lady excessively rouged and perfumed. As a girl she had been sent to America because of some scandal involving a married man. She had come back eventually, with a few idiomatic English phrases (“have a cuppa coffee,” “don’t worry, sweetheart”) and many tales about the extravagance of American life. She assured me that no one in America ever tried to preserve or repair anything; they just threw away their possessions and bought something new.

Another informant (though not an eyewitness) was my father’s brother, gentle, slightly deaf Uncle Oscar. He often pressed on me American books about how to get ahead in business, with many earnest tips about keeping well informed, looking out for new ideas and opportunities, showing self-confidence. The only trouble was that Uncle Oscar was a terrible businessman who ran Grandfather’s hat factory into the ground. I was more inspired by a biography of Thomas Edison. I thought it would be wonderful to be an inventor or at least an engineer, the most typically American occupations. I longed for an American identity, and for a while I called myself Harry, which, I discovered to my delight, was an English version of my German first name, Heinz. (Years later, quite unconsciously, I would name a much loved terrier Harry.) In due course I would settle on the more formal Henry for myself. I also insisted on wearing knickerbockers, to my mind also typically American.

Another source about the United States was the books of Karl May. Without ever leaving Germany, this schoolmaster wrote countless travel-adventure books for young people. May’s America was a place of good guys versus bad, Indians versus whites. May’s sympathies were with the Indians, whose land, he preached, had been stolen. May’s heroes were a noble Apache chief named Winnetou and an equally noble white scout known, because of his powerful fists, as Old Shatterhand. I was enthralled by the chases and ambushes, the lore about trapping and the Indians’ stoic code of behavior. (May was Adolf Hitler’s favorite author throughout his life, an obvious comment on the maturity of der Führer’s intellect.)

May’s stories were typical of the Wild West myth that had captured Europe. It was a daydream of release from the narrow Old World, from the mechanized, interdependent modern age that constrained individual action and from the miseries of the present.

As a child I was scarcely touched by these miseries. But I occasionally sensed them. There was, for instance, the Jittery Man. His figure always frightened me. His arms and legs shot out spastically, uncontrollably, his red face was contorted, his whole cramped frame quivered as he moved along with painful effort. He wore a gray untidy tunic with a row of medals. He was, Teta explained to me, an injured veteran. There were many such cripples (that was the word casually used) around the Vienna of my childhood. Though I never knew what became of him, he stayed in my memory as the bearer of some vague anguish, a symbol of the war.

Mostly, reminders of World War I came in the grown-ups’ endless talk about its horrors and hardships. How my mother and older sister had nothing to eat but beets for weeks, while my father was away at something called “the front.” How my father fell gravely ill with pneumonia and my mother managed to travel right into the restricted war zone, near what became the Yugoslav border, to get him back to Vienna and into a good hospital. This broke all regulations, but, my mother explained, “officers helped me because they were gentlemen and chivalrous toward a lady. Besides,” she would add coquettishly, “I was rather pretty in those days.” (She was, throughout most of her life.)

My father kept the gilt tassel of his saber as a souvenir, and once I took it to the park to play soldier. Suddenly an angry old man appeared and berated me loudly for desecrating the memory of an undoubtedly brave imperial officer. As it happened, my father had been a cavalry officer who hated horses and was attached to the supply corps; he was not especially brave and never claimed to be. He once had remarked prophetically: “Any army in which I can become a first lieutenant is bound to lose the war.”

The defeat was, so I heard again and again, the end of a world. It was also the end of the old Austria, which had been a great power for four centuries. In its last incarnation as the Austro-Hungarian monarchy, a remnant of the old supranational, feudal order, it had been an agglomeration of many nationalities and races with different languages and traditions; they were held together by the relatively benign but increasingly sclerotic rule of the Habsburgs. This old order was replaced by several small, newly invented states that actually replicated the animosities and confusions of the multinational empire they supplanted.

German-speaking Austria was left alone, a truncated, tiny, impoverished country. Vienna had been an elegant, frivolous capital, part regal ballroom, part bazaar, part coffeehouse. Now it was the absurdly oversize head on a shriveled body (the population of Vienna was two million in a country of six and a half million), its graceful old baroque palaces and its newer, pompous, neoclassic buildings along the Ringstrasse equally obsolete.

Vienna was full of unemployed workers, of solid burghers who had lost their savings in war bonds, of officers who had had their stripes ripped off during the brief revolution that sent the Habsburgs into exile and established the republic. The Socialists, the “Reds,” ruled in Vienna, but their uncertain grip on the government was bitterly contested by the church-oriented conservatives, the “Blacks.” The fact that the disastrous war had been brought on largely by the aggressive stupidity of Austria’s own rulers—and the aggressive arrogance of their German allies—only exacerbated the prevailing bitterness, self-hate, and political fratricide.

But in the midst of this ghostly scene was an artificial glow of nostalgia, a grimly sentimental pretense that the past still had meaning, that the music had not stopped.

And that is where my father played a part. For he was a librettist, the writer of books and lyrics for innumerable operettas. Today that popular art, a very distant forerunner of the musical, is largely forgotten. But it was as much a reflection of its time as Hollywood films would become later. Most Viennese operettas sang endlessly of the good old days, of loss redeemed by love. They sang of the eternal glories of Vienna, while the city shivered. They sang fortissimo of Viennese girls and the Vienna Woods. Waltzes, waltzes, waltzes—and lovely they were.

In these operettas the empire was still alive: here a Hungarian count, there a Bohemian landowner. One critic wrote sardonically about my father’s best-known operetta, Countess Maritza, that it was counterrevolution set to music.

MY FATHER’S FATHER had come to Vienna from Budapest and established himself as a hat manufacturer. Like Uncle Oscar, he was by all accounts a very poor businessman; the family was always strapped. Young Alfred, my father, held a variety of jobs and eventually went to work booking performers for a theatrical agency.

He tried his hand at writing lyrics for revues, occasionally rewriting other people’s failed efforts. Someone recalled coming across him sitting on a bench in Vienna’s Volksgarten, scribbling. “What are you doing?” he was asked.

“I am creating,” replied my father.

He was soon creating cabaret skits and musical comedies with titles like At the Dentist, This Far and No Further and The Golden Garter. They were typical copies of French farces, with their Gay Nineties naughtiness. He teamed up with a young actor and would-be writer named Julius Brammer, and they remained partners for most of their lives. This was the era of Franz Lehár’s all-time hit operetta, The Merry Widow, which librettists and composers tried to emulate.

When Alfred Grunwald met my mother, her solidly bourgeois family looked down on him as an unserious show business type. He had more or less picked her up when she appeared in a charity theatrical. He went backstage and gallantly offered to show the beautiful, inexperienced ingenue how to remove her makeup. Romance prevailed over parental prejudice, and the wedding took place in 1908. Three years later Alfred was doing well enough to persuade the family that, perhaps, their Minna had picked a suitable husband after all. (That rather foursquare first name was changed, ultimately, to the more fashionable and graceful Mila.)

Throughout the war years, Lieutenant Grunwald managed to keep writing. He turned out patriotic songs, including one titled “The Mother of the Reservist.” (“Good-bye, dearest Mother, it’s time to go, but please don’t cry—my Emperor needs me!” As Oscar Wilde said in a different context, it took a heart of stone not to laugh at these lines.) Later, an Austrian writer, Hilde Spiel, described how, “cheerful and insouciant, the young hussars and dragoons went to their deaths in the Ukraine and the Dolomite mountains,” singing not martial tunes, like their German comrades, but hit songs from the latest operettas, among them my father’s.

I realized later that some people regarded operettas, those innocent musical confections, as historical symptoms, illustrating an era’s disastrous flight from reality. That was particularly true of the brilliant satirist Karl Kraus: “In a way he was right,” said my father, who admired him. He sometimes read aloud from Kraus’s savage, unperformable chronicle play, The Last Days of Mankind. In the opening scene, on the day the Austrian crown prince is assassinated and the war in effect begins, some typically indolent and stupid imperial officers chatter heedlessly about this and that, including the current operettas, among them a Grunwald hit.

WE MOVED FROM a modest flat in the building owned by my mother’s parents to a spacious and quite splendid apartment near the Ringstrasse. My father had become something of a celebrity; classmates asked me to get them his autograph, and so did teachers—which, however, failed to improve my grades. By then he had written librettos for the best composers in the business. Some of his works had reached Broadway, among them Countess Maritza, with music by the great Hungarian Emmerich Kálmán. (Reviewing the opening night, New York Times critic Brooks Atkinson described it as “continuously enjoyable” and the libretto “statuesque,” a somewhat ambiguous compliment; the more generous Herald Tribune reported wild audience enthusiasm for “a resonant, handsome, graceful operetta.”)

To this day, I cannot watch one of his works without feeling a little embarrassment along with affection and admiration—especially for the often brilliant lyrics. The humor was broad and naive (for those in the gallery, whom my father, not without fondness, called “the animals”). The plots obeyed the rules of the “well-made play,” involving conflict, surprise and resolution, and they were full of mistaken identities and lovers’ misunderstandings that a five-year-old could have resolved in two bars.

My father had no illusions about operetta’s romantic clichés. Describing the requisite dramatic clash between the leading man and leading lady, he once wrote: “Now everything takes on the aspect of a tragi-musical boxing match. The music rises to a thunderous furioso—this moment is particularly dreaded by the trombone players and the horns, and it is no laughing matter for the drummers either.…” His librettos reflected the times. There was the lingering power of class: the prince who falls in love with the commoner but must marry a princess for the sake of the dynasty. (Snobbery spoke from the very theater programs; even if a king or a duchess had only a bit part, he or she was nonetheless listed first in the cast of characters.) There was the prevailing sense of loss: the aristocratic officer fallen on hard times who now works for a living, preferably in picturesque disguise. Again and again, love and money. Sex was never crassly shown but was perfectly evident.

Mistresses and lovers were dancing close to the edge of respectability, husbands were seeking adventure, wives were seeking revenge. Several operettas romanticized and hymned the private rooms known in Viennese-French as chambres séparées, which even the most respectable restaurants maintained for obvious purposes.

Later I realized that these themes were also present in the serious literature of the period, notably in the works of Arthur Schnitzler and Hugo von Hofmannsthal, which are saturated with a sweet, somewhat corrupt eroticism and the pretensions of the new rich. Vienna has always had a split personality, split between gaiety and melancholy, charm and meanness. No one knew this better than Sigmund Freud.

It came as something of a revelation to me that Professor Freud and Countess Maritza were contemporaries. Even though I went to the same grade school as Freud’s granddaughter Sophie—a dark-haired little girl with merry eyes on whom I had a crush—he belonged to a sphere entirely separate from my everyday world. The Vienna-born author Frederic Morton later made the connection when he somewhat flippantly wrote that the Vienna of the period made three lasting contributions to culture: psychoanalysis, operetta and anti-Semitism.

It contributed other things as well. In fin de siècle Vienna—a period that really lasted into the early twentieth century—much of “modernity” was taking shape. By and large the avant garde condemned the present and escaped into the future, while the purveyors of entertainment ignored the present and escaped into the past.

But they also escaped to America.

“The uncle from America” was a staple of innumerable comedies and melodramas, the humble emigrant who returns a rich man. Another standard figure was the American heiress, “the dollar princess.” My father used that theme for The Duchess of Chicago. The daughter of a metals tycoon meets the dashing ruler of a small impoverished principality in central Europe, wants to buy his castle and ends up wanting to buy him, too. It gave a picture of America as loud, crass, turbulent, dynamic. “Can you imagine what’s going on in Chicago?” went one of the lyrics, approximately. “Nothing but noise and tumult.… And even more so in New York. Electric signs with giant letters climbing up and down; skyscrapers, Salvation Army, negroes, Indians, millionaires, missionaries, self-made men, monkeys, movie stars.… And the only thing that matters is the dollar check.…”

The main theme was the conflict between old Viennese music and jazz, between old values and new—in short, as many saw it, between Europe and America.

• • •

ALL THIS EXISTED in a region quite remote from my rather lonely, cushioned, protected—too protected—world dominated by Teta, my governess.

Her real name was Marianne Stefaner, and she came from peasant stock in Alto Adige (South Tirol). I was a year old and she was in her early twenties when she joined our household. She saved my life soon afterward. We were in our country place, and I was ill with diphtheria, but the local doctor failed to diagnose it. When I seemed in extremis Teta summoned a renowned pediatrician, and thanks to his intervention, I recovered.

His willingness to rush to my bedside at a ghastly hour, it was later suggested, was at least partly due to the fact that she was having an affair with him. If so, it wasn’t her last. There was the case of our gardener and his jealous wife. Then there was an Air France pilot who took off rather hastily. Plainly Teta was not lucky in love. But she was fearless, assertive, domineering. She had a dramatic flair and would recount ordinary events—losing a pocketbook, putting a fresh store clerk in his place—with her head tossed back theatrically.

Teta cheerfully woke me in the morning and patiently supervised my going to bed, playing along with the precise ritual (including many “good night’s” and “till tomorrow’s”) I had devised to banish my fear that sleep meant never waking up. She sang to me, lustily and unfailingly off-key; her favorite was the “Toreador Song” from Carmen, and I was astonished when I finally heard it sung correctly at the opera. She took me to the park, where she unfortunately kept most other children away from me, judging them too rough and rude.

She took her “Muggel” (an obscure nickname she bestowed on me) for long walks, along the shiny shopping streets in the inner city and the cobbled streets of other neighborhoods, where the outdoor markets, set up for the feast day of St. Peregrine, held heaps of simple toys and souvenirs and exotic, pungent spices, fruits and nuts. On another saint’s day we would survey the traditional, ubiquitous figures of St. Nicholas and the Devil, known as Niccolo and Grampus, central characters in a legend that had something to do with rewarding good children and punishing the bad.

I remember my childhood Vienna best at dusk when, shivering, one felt good to be going home through the bluish white glare of street lamps. In winter the chestnut vendors were out in force. Teta built snowmen for me, and we drove out to the Danube to watch the crunching ice floes.

Teta filled a gap left by my parents and my sister, Meta, whom I loved very much but who was eleven years older than I. On Sundays there were sometimes family excursions to the park and zoo at Schönbrunn or some other attraction near Vienna, but mostly my parents were rather remote. I would come into their still-darkened bedroom every day to give them each a ritual good-morning kiss and pick up my pocket money from my mother’s night table before going off to school. I saw them often, but briefly, at the midday meal. Evenings they were usually out, and I had my supper with Teta in the nursery. Among my greatest joys were the occasions when they appeared at home unexpectedly for an impromptu dinner, bringing cold cuts and friends.

THE HOUSEHOLD REVOLVED around my father, “the Master,” as the servants called him. He was especially rough on the succession of cooks, all of whom he considered crazy—an occupational deformation, he insisted, owing to the heat in the kitchen. He was a gourmand and made pronouncements like “Viennese pancakes should be so thin that you can read the day’s leading editorial through them.” When a dish did not measure up, he would give the terrified maid a message for the cook: “Tell her she is fired!” The execution rarely took place. Still, the turnover in the kitchen was impressive. The poor cooks usually defended themselves by arguing that they could never serve a meal on time. When my father was working, not even the thought of food could make him stop. I often waited disconsolately in the dining room while my father, next door, was pounding away at the piano—shaking the whole apartment and the one below us as well—trying to finish a new lyric.

Admittedly, a love of food was one of the things that bound us together. Like many portly Viennese, my father sinned calorically all year and then atoned for two weeks at a spa—Karlsbad, in his case—where the diet was rigid and the purgative waters, known as sproodle, flowed relentlessly. Once, when I was very small, I complained that my father, a poet as I understood it, never wrote any “poesy” for me. Next thing I knew, a letter arrived from Karlsbad, which began:


Not one dumpling, not one noodle,

Not one Schnitzel and no Strudel,

Sproodle, sproodle, only sproodle

While the band goes toodle-doodle …



My mother was thin, which was only one of the many differences between my parents. My father was easygoing, careless of money and hearty, though in no sense vulgar. My mother was careful, frugal and set great store by refinement. They both liked cards, but while he played tarok, a lusty central European game for three players, she enjoyed gin rummy and bridge. He tended to the sybaritic, she to the puritanical. It was only after my father’s death that my mother revealed the source of their deepest conflict.

Not long after they were married, he had an affair with an actress. When my mother found out, infuriated and desperately unhappy, she moved out with my sister; things were patched up with my father’s predictable promise never to see the lady again—which, predictably, he did not keep. My usually reserved mother confronted the actress, wielding a riding crop and threatened to bash her face in unless she gave up my father. Women found him attractive and charming, and he himself once told a friend that he was not really cut out for marriage. Nonetheless the marriage endured. Plainly a rift remained. My mother was upset enough to become a patient of one of Freud’s disciples. She hinted that she had intended to take revenge against my father in kind but was incapable of it because, as her analyst allegedly put it, she was “hereditarily afflicted with respectability.”

As for my father, he showed no symptoms of guilt. But I believe that the recurring episodes of infidelity in his librettos, and in them also the failure of “respectable” women to understand the charms of actresses and the like, represented at least a small element of apology. He reacted forcefully when my mother was courted by a rich munitions magnate (who, after being turned down, later consoled himself by marrying the beauty who came to be known as Hedy Lamarr).

All this was typical of the prevailing attitudes about sex and marriage in Austria. Maintaining marriage was important; divorce was still rare, affairs commonplace. The double standard ruled. Vienna remained a place where sensuality was never far below the surface. I constantly heard gossip about who was linked with whom and which husband or lover had found out about it. Yet with extraordinary obtuseness, the grown-ups, including my parents, assumed that children did not understand or were not interested in such talk. I was very interested indeed, but I became embarrassed by the subject and for years was unable to talk about sex or girls with my parents.

I was timid around girls, partly because I was pudgy and awkward. But, on occasion, I could be aggressive. I attended an advanced coeducational grade school, where it was customary after class for boys and girls to pair up for the walk downstairs. This pairing business assumed high significance. Once, when the girl of my choice—her name was Hilde—preferred a competitor, I was so incensed that I slapped her face resoundingly. Hilde (who went on to become a distinguished concert pianist) complained to her mother, who complained to my mother, who complained to Teta. A cause célèbre. I must have been six or seven, and it was the last time, despite occasional temptation, that I ever slapped a woman.

My mother thought children sensitive, and she even censored the fairy tales she read me; in her version the Wolf never devoured Little Red Riding Hood’s grandmother, and Hansel and Gretel never wound up in the oven. She obviously had no inkling that the very word “oven” would, in a few years, assume a fearsome significance.

My father’s shoptalk about the theater soon became more intriguing to me than fairy tales: I heard about a whole cast of characters with quaint nicknames invented by my father and his friends.

The Highway Robber was a music publisher known for his sharp dealings, Blackfoot was a manager not known for his cleanliness. Mickey Louse was the diminutive wife of a writer. The Slovak, at the time an unflattering ethnic label, was the famous Franz Lehár, who was thought to be two-faced.

They all seemed like members of a very colorful family—my family. That was especially true of “Imre” Kálmán, with whom my father collaborated on four operettas beside Maritza, a man of dour, notoriously pessimistic personality and great business acumen, qualities that contrasted with his romantic melodies. The partnership eventually broke up in acrimony. But they later resumed their friendship.

The theater captivated me. I was incredibly excited the first time I saw the beam from a spotlight stretching through the darkness toward the stage. My father’s openings were particularly exhilarating. They were always preceded by a little ceremony when my mother gave him a small gold or silver pig for good luck (eventually a whole herd covered his desk). We would arrive at the mysterious stage door (not like civilians!). Sitting in my father’s usual box, I would feel quite self-important. A quick survey of the house (“the mayor is here”), after which my father would vanish backstage. The intolerable wait for the houselights to dim. The jumping of my pulse at the downbeat to the overture. Finally the faint, sighing breeze of the rising curtain. Then the suspense until the first laughs or applause, and anxiously measuring their intensity. Watching my father take his bow along with his collaborators and the cast. Nothing in the world could be more thrilling.

I decided that I would be a playwright like my father, and I started scribbling—notes, naive aphorisms, ideas for plots, fragmentary scenes. And always in secret. I was afraid of ridicule. When I was very young, my father decided to test my rhyming ability. He asked me to fill in the missing word in a simple couplet. In rough translation it went like this:


There’s something stirring in the fog.

I think it is our roving —–



After due reflection, I exclaimed triumphantly: “Doggie!” The family then and there decided that they were not raising another librettist.

• • •

YEAR AFTER YEAR, come June, the household departed for our villa in Bad Ischl near Salzburg. My father did not drive (“gentleman drivers” were still a rarity and rather sneered at), but he was ensconced in the seat next to the chauffeur; he had a special button installed on his side of the dashboard and sounded the horn constantly. Amazingly, unlike our cooks, the chauffeur stayed.

Ischl, once the favorite resort of Emperor Franz Josef, was a sort of theatrical summer colony. Pianos resounded through open windows, arguments echoed along quiet mountain walks, as new scores were composed or old scores settled. The theater folk were strictly city types, and many were Jews, but all wore the local peasant costume—lederhosen, loden jackets with stag buttons, green hats with feathers.

I loved the long summers when the family was closer. I loved our house, with its balconies encased in elaborate wooden fretwork and multicolored glass panes, where bats were apt to swoop at dusk to the terror of the women. I loved my rather hot attic bedroom, where I woke each day to the clanging of the bell at the train crossing on the other side of the river. The nearby mountain walk with its huge, black split rock known as the Hermit (I knew I Was growing up when I stopped being frightened by it). The long bike rides with stops to pick wild strawberries or sweet-smelling cyclamen.

Occasionally my parents would take me to Italy or Switzerland, where I acquired a love for luxury hotels. I would stare endlessly out of the windows of the big trains with their plush compartments, trying to hold a passing image—village, farmhouse, herd of cows—with the melancholy thought that I would probably never see that scene again.

Back in Vienna I found that my life was dominated by school, and school meant terror. This was no longer the progressive grade school that witnessed my angry passion for little Hilde. This institution, a secondary school, or “gymnasium,” was a gray building on a street called Stubenbastei, with echoing stone corridors and stairways, always smelling of a mixture of disinfectant, urine and sweat.

Fear was the pedagogic principle, absolute authority the constitutional philosophy, threats and insults from the teachers (called “professors”) the preferred mode of expression. “You have nothing but cat shit in your brains,” was the almost jovial expression favored by the bearded German master. I dreaded athletics and was clumsy. During dodge ball I would hide behind larger pupils to avoid being hit by the ball.

The curriculum was rigid and limited. What the textbook called “Most Recent Times” ended in the nineteenth century, and World War I was not mentioned (although one instructor ranted about U.S. intervention: how American tanks had unfairly turned what surely would have been a victory for Austria and her brave allies into a terrible defeat). Learning was strictly rote: Virgil was memorized line by line, algebra formulas absorbed without comprehension. It was not a bad education. But it did nothing to stimulate independent thought.

IF PEOPLE THOUGHT that the war had brought about the end of the world, well, the world was about to end again. On New Year’s Eve, as 1937 turned into 1938, Teta and I and some friends—my parents were out—gathered to play the “pouring lead” game. One would take some pieces of lead—sold in the shape of shamrocks, horseshoes or other lucky objects—and melt them over a candle. The molten lead would then be poured into a basin of cold water, where it quickly congealed in odd new forms. Those shapes foretold the future. Did a piece look like a money bag? That could mean riches ahead. But no, someone would argue, that really wasn’t a money bag; it was a cloud, and that meant a very rainy year. That night I fished a twisted, spiky object out of the basin. We all looked at it in puzzlement. Teta picked it up and examined it with growing disgust.

“It’s a swastika,” she said.


   CHAPTER TWO   

I FIRST SAW A SWASTIKA in the kitchen of our country house, with the cook of the moment, Teta and Rudolf, the chauffeur. He took a newspaper, folded it several times, then seized a pair of scissors and started cutting into it this way and that. Suddenly Rudolf unfolded the paper and, presto, it opened up into a strange cross whose four arms ended in hooks. Laughter from the cook, indignant tut-tutting from Teta. I had no idea what a swastika was, but I thought the trick was great.

Some months later, walking with my parents, I grabbed a stick and drew on the gravel-covered ground an uncertain version of the symbol Rudolf had produced in the kitchen. My father exploded. Where and how had I learned about this? Who was responsible? How could Teta have failed to shield me from such a thing? He carried on as if I, his innocent little son, had been exposed to some obscenity.

Which, of course, I had been.

In the next few years the swastika became ubiquitous in Austria, and there was no shielding anyone from it. It appeared on walls and fences, on mountainsides, on pamphlets and posters, and eventually on the armbands of Austrian Storm Troopers, representing the local branch of Hitler’s Nazi Party. Adolf Hitler, native son of Austria, came to power in Germany in 1933. For a while he was only a vaguely disturbing name that kept coming up in the grown-ups’ conversation. They called him Pemstel, slang for “brush,” meaning that his mustache resembled an implement to clean toilets with. My father and his friends delighted in imitating his ranting speeches. The jokes were a defense against the horror that lay behind his words.

Soon one paid less attention to what Hitler said than to his voice, somewhere between a screech and a bellow. I heard him only on the radio or in newsreels, but I have never since experienced anything like the interaction between that voice and the sound of the crowds at his rallies, their overwhelming, abandoned scream, resembling no known human sound. It was like a vast roar from a single huge throat, blood beating behind the vocal cords, a rising vomit of rage, hate turned into joy.

Hate, mostly, of the Jews.

IT WAS SOME time before I felt that hate as a direct menace, because it took time before I understood my Jewish identity.

Ours was not an Orthodox or even a seriously Jewish household. My mother’s parents had been traditional in their observance, and she clung to this for a while, but my father never cared for religion. Early on they would go to the synagogue on Yom Kippur, with my father wearing a black homburg. Eventually they stopped going, although my mother continued to fast on the Day of Atonement for the rest of her life.

She was the arbiter of faith and morals in our family, and she had a rather unconventional approach to Judaism. We did not eat kosher food, because my mother believed that the dietary laws had been conceived in primitive times. A bronze menorah stood unused and, for a long time, unexplained to me. On the other hand, Easter eggs were elaborately colored, and there was always a vast Christmas tree with candles and sparklers, not to mention presents. She never considered herself anything but a Jew, but she often pronounced, with a slightly superior smile: “There is only one religion, and that is to be good.”

Even as a child I sensed that, theologically, this was rather thin.

• • •

MY FIRST INTRODUCTION to any religion came from Teta, who taught me my first prayer, an abbreviated version of “Now I lay me down to sleep.” On our walks she would often take me to St. Stephen’s Cathedral, whose black bulk frightened me, and to her favorite church, not far from our apartment, where she would light a candle or say a brief prayer. I was put off by the bloody figure of Christ over the altar, but I liked the incense, the soft music, the solemn hush that came to define a house of worship. I was indignant when I was taken to a synagogue, where people talked noisily, prayed loudly and not in unison, kept moving about—and where the men wore hats, which seemed very disrespectful.

My formal introduction to the Old Testament began in first grade, when a teacher told us about the Bible. When she recounted the story of how Adam and Eve were driven out of the Garden of Eden, I burst into tears. I was inconsolable and, at the same time, dimly ashamed. In hindsight it seems that my reaction was entirely appropriate.

Religious education became more rigorous in high school. Twice a week our class was divided into three groups—Catholics, Protestants and Jews—for separate instruction. We Jews received the rudiments of Hebrew and the Torah from a zealous young rabbi. We were taken to the synagogue on Fridays, where, I fear, we made rude remarks about the cantor’s voice and even munched sausage rolls. The place was Vienna’s eighteenth-century Seitenstetten Synagogue, which was destroyed by the Nazis but has since been restored: a graceful, embracing oval under a sky blue ceiling studded with gold stars. There, after much drilling, I eventually was bar mitzvahed.

Apart from teachers or rabbis, I absorbed Judaism from “Uncle” Alex. He was one of my father’s closest friends, a virtually constant presence in the household. Alexander Grünfeld was an officer in a large bank, the Creditanstalt, and was addicted to music and the theater. At almost any time he might burst into a hit tune, an aria or a few bars of a symphony, waving his arms as if to conduct.

He was something of a resident jester. If I said I was bored, which was often, he would declare in mock annoyance, “Well, I’ll order up a military band for you.” He used many Yiddish expressions and gave me an inkling of what I considered a strange corruption of German. Some of Alex’s favorite and wonderfully sonorous words still come to mind—mishpokhe (relations), metsíye (bargain), gevúre (strength) and above all, nebbish (a hapless person).

As with so many Jews, Jewishness meant more—and less—to him than ritual and the Law. He was a passionate supporter of Zionism and gave me my first knowledge of Theodor Herzl’s vision and the seemingly quixotic movement that eventually became Israel. He proudly showed me books and articles depicting the sleek modern structures of Tel Aviv and the orange groves that bloomed where there had been only desert. Alex was eloquent about how the dispersed and persecuted Jews would finally have their own homeland again, their own state and army. In those days, even among Jews, the thought of a Jewish army still evoked snickers and jokes. (Jewish sergeant issues commands in a low whisper. Officer: “How do you expect your men to obey an order they can’t even hear?” Sergeant: “Don’t worry, word gets around.”)

Listening to Alex and dimly aware of the Nazis not far over the horizon, I shared his enthusiasm. Above all I began to learn something essential about the nature of Judaism.

Most Viennese Jews believed that Judaism was simply a religious denomination—like Protestantism, say—and if one behaved decently, one could live in peace and dignity in Austria or most other places. Later I came to understand that Judaism is not like other religions, that it is a unique, mysterious mixture of faith, culture and nationality, elements that cannot be unscrambled.

An amazing number of Viennese Jews, my parents included, accepted the stereotypes the Christian world had imposed. Jews were not supposed to be good at sports (although Vienna had an excellent Jewish soccer team). Things like riding and hunting and mountain climbing were what some called goyim naches, or pleasures for Christians. This attitude was an unconscious form of Jewish anti-Semitism.

Anti-Semitism was a familiar plague in Austria. It was based on deep-seated attitudes in the church, on the sheer isolation and ignorance of the peasants, on envy and a false sense of superiority among the petit bourgeois. The more cosmopolitan Habsburg rulers and the aristocrats had been relatively tolerant of the Jews, who grew prosperous and influential during the half century before World War I. There was a certain Austrian laxness even among the most vocal anti-Semites like Karl Lueger, the vastly popular mayor of Vienna from 1896 to 1910. He was given to making “exceptions”; “I decide who is a Jew and who isn’t” was one of his famous sayings.

One was never for a moment unconscious of being Jewish or of who else was or wasn’t. But most Viennese Jews believed in outward assimilation. Among other things this meant not giving offense by exotic dress, or alien accents, or overly ostentatious living—in short, not drawing too much attention to oneself. If there was news of someone’s being involved in a scandal or a crime, my parents or one of their friends would say, “Thank God it wasn’t a Jew.”

That attitude went together with snobbery. Jews who gloried in the German language and culture, devotees of Goethe and Wagner, looked down on “Eastern Jews,” the more recent arrivals from Russia and Poland, especially those who wore long earlocks and had heavy accents. It was those Jews, the theory went, who really caused anti-Semitism, not we respectable and, yes, refined ones. This in effect meant accepting the cliché uttered by so many anti-Semites: “Ah, but if only all Jews were like you.…”

Hitler put an end to that snobbery. The readers of Goethe and the speakers of Yiddish, the well-tailored bankers and the caftaned peddlers, the discreet ones and the loud and ostentatious ones—they were all equal in the gas chambers.

ALEX SENSED THIS, before any of us knew about the gas chambers. We did learn about the treatment of Jews in Hitler’s Germany: their almost total exclusion from normal life and work, the confiscations, harassment by Gestapo and Storm Troopers, pogroms, “protective custody” and the first concentration camps. All this led to an abiding hatred of the Nazis. When word came of the explosion of the German dirigible Hindenburg in New Jersey, my first reaction was glee at a German misfortune—until my parents reminded me, to my shame, that many innocent lives had been lost.

We were mostly preoccupied with the Depression. My father’s plays were no longer performed on the once lucrative German stages. Economy measures, hardly draconian, were instituted in the family, such as getting a more modest car (a Renault replacing a Minerva, a huge luxurious oddity of Belgian make). My mother decided that times were too serious for me to be sent to dancing school, a venerable institution called Ellmayr. I pretended not to mind, but I did, a lot. My mother further thought that I had best look toward a really practical profession or trade, something that would always be needed—like plumbing supplies. Since I made a strict secret of my writing ambitions, I could not really blame her.

The Depression contributed to the move toward Anschluss, the joining of Austria with Germany. Even many anti-Nazis felt that it was the only solution to the problems of a small country that did not seem economically viable. Moreover, the anti-Nazi forces were divided. Many of the conservative “Blacks” had no use for Hitler but also loathed and feared the “Reds.” They, in turn, were violently anti-Hitler but also deeply hostile toward the “Blacks.” Parliament seemed paralyzed, and after a brief but bitter civil war, the conservatives seized the government and established a dictatorship, aiming to fight the Nazi fire with fire (of an admittedly lesser intensity). They tried to counter German nationalism with rhetoric about Austria as a German country, the Nazi Party with a movement called Fatherland Front, the Storm Troopers with a patriotic militia, the Home Guard, and the swastika with a cross of slightly different shape. The Austrian Nazi Party was outlawed, but the Socialists were also purged from public life, losing the government any chance of support from the workers.

The underground Nazis waged a slow terror campaign, culminating in the assassination of the Austrian chancellor, Engelbert Dollfuss, in 1934, and Hitler kept leaning mercilessly on the government in Vienna. A handful of Jews recognized the inevitable and got out. Most did not. Later on their passivity seemed incomprehensible, but, after all, Austria was their home; many, like my father, had fought for it in World War I. Besides, they still hoped the Western nations would somehow stop Hitler.

But of all the big powers, only the Soviet Union was unequivocally against Hitler. My father found solace listening to Radio Moscow and came away humming revolutionary songs played after the news broadcasts (“Come join the United Workers Front, for you are a worker, too!”), even though he was not remotely sympathetic to Communism.

Many thought that Hitler might eventually moderate his anti-Semitism. My father insisted on following his usual routine. He kept turning out operettas—simpler and less melodramatic to keep up with changing tastes, but still full of sentimentality about dear old Vienna. He also continued to write drama criticism. His last review of a serious play was published less than two months before the Nazi takeover. The play was The Unknown Soldier by Jean Giraudoux, a pacifist fantasy that, my father wrote bitterly, was being overtaken by harsh reality.

Shortly before eight P.M. on March 11, 1938, Chancellor Kurt von Schuschnigg went on the air to announce that he did not wish to shed “German blood” and that, “yielding to force,” Austria would not resist the German army. After his final words, “God protect Austria,” the lovely old Austrian anthem was heard over the radio. The Germans had used the same Haydn melody for their anthem, “Deutschland Über Alles,” and as I listened to the music, I wondered: Is this still the Austrian anthem or already the German one?

My family and I heard this speech in stunned silence. My father said, “I didn’t believe it would come to this. I still can’t believe it. If only I had decided to get out.…” In the months and years ahead, “if only” would become a nagging, nearly intolerable refrain.

My mother said tearfully, “Oh God, what will become of us now?”

True to the code of my fifteen-year-old self, I remained stoic. Then I went into the kitchen to get a drink of water, and over the sink I started to cry. Teta was not sympathetic.

“In there you act brave,” she said harshly, “and then you come out here to cry. Stop it.”

I stopped. Our lives changed completely from that moment on, and so did I.

IN THIS ERA before television, the images of Hitler addressing the cheering crowds in Vienna’s Heldenplatz, of the German personnel carriers rolling along the Ringstrasse, were, for us, only blurry newspaper photographs because we did not venture out.

We did watch the jubilant Austrian Storm Troopers with their red-and-black swastika banners move through our street. But the horror advanced not in marching jackboots, but with smaller, more insidious steps. The suddenly changed attitude of the concierge, the shopkeepers, the teachers, ranging from fake and forced solicitude to open contempt. The knowledge that Jews were being beaten up by Nazi bands. The fearful whispered reports about “Aryanization” of Jewish firms, meaning their takeover by non-Jews.

Our maid, Rosa, had watched Hitler’s triumphal entry and reported that he was “a beautiful man.” Teta almost strangled her. “Beautiful!” she screamed. “You silly goose!” And one evening Rudolf—the man who had taught me about automobiles and built model airplanes—appeared in the apartment, flushed with excitement, wearing a swastika armband. I suddenly felt a sense of distance, of otherness. Hearing that someone is a murderer or a madman has never given me the same sensation as when I learned that someone was a Nazi. They were a separate species.

I awoke in the mornings with the instant feeling that something was terribly, irreparably wrong, a dread that took hold before thought—the same feeling I would experience later after the death of someone I loved.

The danger of denunciation and betrayal was everywhere. People were arrested simply for discussing politics or saying something critical against the regime. Even at home we quickly fell into the habit of whispering or speaking in some absurd code. (“I wonder whether Uncle really managed to join Cousin So-and-so for his birthday party,” which could refer to someone trying to get out of Austria or to a couple of foreign, anti-Nazi statesmen rumored to be meeting.)

Although my father was not a political figure, as a prominent Jew he could not be left alone. Two raincoated Gestapo agents appeared one day, and as my father ushered them into his study, he observed, “Feel free to look around, gentlemen. I have already destroyed anything suspicious.” The remark was prompted by nervousness, not by sardonic humor. In due course he was summoned to Gestapo headquarters. For hours the household waited for news. I sat motionless, my arms, feeling at once hollow and leaden, pinned to my desk chair.

Eventually word came that he had been put under arrest along with a great many other well-known Jews. He was held in a high school gym that had been converted into a temporary prison. A lifetime later, when I was editor in chief of Time Inc., I hosted one of our usual lunches for prominent visitors. The guest was Bruno Kreisky, the Socialist chancellor of Austria, the country’s outstanding political leader of the postwar period. When he was told by an aide who my father was, his voice suddenly rang across the dining room: “I was once in jail with Alfred Grunwald.” For the startled audience he added, “Things were crowded, and there were two prisoners to each mattress. His father was a nice fellow, but I wish he had been thinner.”

My father was sustained by daily visits from my mother, bearing a food basket, but his nourishment was the least of our worries. We were constantly afraid that he might be moved to a concentration camp.

IN THE MEANTIME, I had been thrown out of my school. The new Nazi principal announced—without embarrassment, without hostility—that all Jewish students were to attend a separate school in Vienna’s former Jewish ghetto. A few of our non-Jewish fellow students were indignant, but quietly; most were indifferent. The new school was crowded and disorganized, and there was little useful instruction from professors who resented having been picked to teach in the “Jew school.” I persuaded my mother to let me drop out.

Even terrible times can be boring. I was bored. I did not go out much, and when I did I was usually accompanied by Teta, who by then was no longer my governess but a special housekeeper. She vowed fiercely to protect me from any Nazi bullies we might encounter.

I listened to the radio, which endlessly echoed martial music, and I read the papers, which were full of boastful rhetoric, hate-filled polemics and obvious lies uttered with a fat, infuriating conviction that gave me a permanent flesh-crawling aversion to propaganda. But I was both repelled and fascinated by a Nazi magazine for young people that occasionally drifted into the house; I sensed the insidious appeal the cause had for so many, the seduction of comradeship and regimentation and soldier playing. Would I have fallen for this appeal myself if I had not been Jewish? I don’t believe so, but I cannot be sure.

For the most part, my closest friend, Bruno Zwerling, and a few other chums and I talked about politics and girls, two subjects about which we knew very little. We were eager to be diverted. Bruno reported that a neighbor in his apartment building, a lawyer, had been taken away by the Nazis and that his office had been left open and unattended. We sneaked into that office a few times, reading files about cases we did not understand, looking through personal mail and photos. We felt mildly guilty, trespassing on a life that was probably in jeopardy. But we were oddly fascinated, especially when we found, to our uncomprehending amazement, a shoebox containing a dildo.

All over Vienna, we realized dimly, there were countless such interrupted lives, big and small secrets broken open, possessions pawed over and looted—not by curious boys, but by grown men suddenly drunk with the knowledge that they could do anything they wanted.

MY MOTHER HIRED a Nazi lawyer—that was still possible, if the fee was right—called Braun-Stammfest, the sort of name Dickens might have chosen. My father was eventually released from jail. But now we faced the next problem: getting out of the larger jail that Austria had become.

A new word began to dominate our lives: visa. The word signified escape, survival, safety. The search for countries willing to accept refugees from the Nazis became increasingly desperate. Crowds besieged Vienna’s foreign embassies and consulates, especially that of the United States. But American visas were hard to obtain—there were limited regional quotas, plus the need for guarantees from U.S. citizens that the immigrants would not become public charges. My father thought that America was too far away, too strange.

Other possible destinations were even farther away, even stranger. What to do in Argentina or Bolivia or other hazily known or imagined places? My mother and sister spoke seriously about learning Spanish and opening a beauty salon “over there,” acting out for me their putative roles as beautician and assistant.

In the end my sister and her husband, who was an industrial chemist and had worked in his father’s factory, were able, much less exotically, to get to the Netherlands, where he had found a job. For my parents and myself, visas for Czechoslovakia and France became available, mostly because my father had some connections in the theater crowds of Prague and Paris.

But being allowed in somewhere was only slightly more difficult than being allowed out The price was, in effect, the forfeiture of one’s property. This involved an interminable bureaucratic process of proving what one owned, or didn’t own, and of calculating what it was worth, all of which was designed simply to squeeze out as much as could be squeezed.

My father went into a deep depression as the reality sank in that he was about to be driven out of a city in which many of his lyrics had attained the status of folksongs. He also brooded about having to give up his apartment. “I can’t get it through my head,” he would complain, “that I have to leave my beautiful bathroom.” That bathroom! Its walls covered with red brocade, gleaming with mirrors and chrome, it seemed to my father the peak of luxury, the symbol of his rise from modest circumstances.

I suddenly took part in conversations and judgments that had been strictly the province of adults. Released from silence, I became brash and considered myself the only realist in the family. Once, when my father made what seemed a particularly futile argument, “if only …” I called him a fool, a moment that was to haunt me for years.

At long last the bureaucratic torturers were satisfied, all documents were stamped, all approvals given, all our property seized—except our clothes and, strangely, our furniture, which we were allowed eventually to ship abroad. My mother held on to some jewelry, which she quietly turned over to Teta.

But there was a last minute hitch, and my parents decided that I had better go ahead alone. So, one day in August 1938, I made my way to the railway station (not the Western, which I once thought could take me to America, but the Eastern). I boarded a train for Czechoslovakia, where Alex would wait for me in his native town of Brno, a few hours from Vienna.

It was a moment to think about what I was leaving behind—the places where I grew up, the nursery, the playgrounds, the friends, the secret dreams and rituals of childhood, childhood itself. I felt intensely alone, with my parents back in Vienna, expecting to follow in a couple of weeks—but who could be sure? I worried about whether I would manage to make the right connection at the border. I remember crossing a maze of rail sidings and passageways, lugging my suitcase, confusion approaching panic, until, at the last minute, I was pointed toward my train by a railroad worker to whom I had desperately stammered out the only Czech words I knew: “Prosim, pane [please, sir], Brno?”

These prosaic words were my farewell to Austria.
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   CHAPTER THREE   

MY PARENT’S EVENTUALLY DID GET OUT of Vienna and joined me in Czechoslovakia, a proud democracy that still looked wealthy and comfortable on the surface, even though it was already threatened by Hitler.

We felt wonderfully liberated in Czechoslovakia. It was extraordinary, after months of fearful whispering, to be able to speak freely anytime, anywhere. Yet despite our relief at being there—we were staying with distant relatives—we knew we now were homeless.

Unexpectedly one day, Teta arrived. Dramatically she held open her coat and pointed to the lining: she had sewn into it some of the jewels she had been given by my mother, who now tried on her diamond engagement ring. She seemed amazed, puzzled, as if she had found something she didn’t quite recognize. (Today the ring belongs to my daughter-in-law, Rebecca Rasmussen, to whom its provenance is fascinating.)

Teta had taken a serious risk, and when she returned to Vienna the Gestapo, perhaps tipped by an informer, gave her a hard time. But she admitted nothing and was eventually left alone. “These idiots,” she told me years later, “they didn’t know who they were dealing with.”

After a few weeks in Czechoslovakia we moved on to France, where we felt safer from the Nazis. During two years in Paris I learned French, I learned at least something about the soul of the city, and I learned how to be a refugee. The last was by far the most important.

My father had a very small amount of money outside Austria—in Switzerland, of course, the sort of emergency nest egg that most Europeans of any means tried to keep there; my father’s, I was told, took the picturesque form of American Gold Eagles. But he was reluctant to touch that resource, so we relied mostly on what few royalties were still coming in from performances of his works in Europe, outside the Nazi domain. We just managed to get by. Still, we were true refugees: uprooted, insecure, tolerated but not welcome, at the mercy of the “authorities.”

The first rule for the refugee is to accept that condition. The second is to do everything in one’s power to acquire some legal, stamped piece of paper; I have rarely felt such intense joy and relief as when, after much maneuvering and petitioning, the police finally sent us our little green cartes d’identité, confirming not only our identity but our right to exist. Other lessons are to stay unencumbered by too many possessions (we would ignore this, to our regret) and to be inconspicuous.

The French were not enamored of Jews, and they loathed the sound of German. Intensely aware of this, I would feel hotly embarrassed when I sat in some sidewalk café on the Champs-Elysées—the Colisée or the Marignan—while my parents and their friends would converse in loud, usually agitated German, drawing glances from the passersby.

This gave me an additional incentive to learn French. I enrolled in the admirable institution the Alliance Française, where I nearly mastered the relentlessly logical but insanely intricate laws of French grammar. I also fell—silently—in love with an English beauty in my class named Jean Moncrieff, whose looks anticipated Grace Kelly’s.

Yet somehow the routine of daily life in our small furnished apartment in Passy, a modest middle-class neighborhood, created a faint illusion of being at home. Living in very close quarters, the pressures of refugee existence, the uncertain future, enervated my parents and made them irritable. There were many bitter fights over what struck me as trivialities. Their quarrels sometimes upset me to the point of tears; invariably blaming his wife, my father would shout: “Now see what you have done to the child!” These episodes reinforced my apparently inborn dread of confrontations.

But Paris offered compensations. Shopping for baguettes and crème fraîche, raiding the lending library for the latest Simenon, and traveling about on the métro, I discovered the bourgeois, sybaritic city, cynical and often mean beneath its beauty. I loved it (how could one not?) and refused to believe what my elders whispered about the decadence of the French Establishment—this minister drunk after eleven every morning, that leading editor on the payroll of some industry or, worse, some foreign government.

Then came the Munich meeting where French premier Édouard Daladier joined Neville Chamberlain in delivering Czechoslovakia to Hitler.

If the First World War was caused by arrogance, almost
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