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Book IX

Mr. Phillips was born on November 13, 1914 in Bouira, Algeria. He finished high school in France. He joined LIFE Magazine and became
its photojournalist in November 1936 when it was founded. He worked regularly for LIFE and cooperated with several biggest magazines
in the world before and after World War 1l. Since then, he has traveled through 52 countries in Europe, America, and Asia. He is a living
witness to the world history for over 100 years.

Don McCullin and His Reports of Darkness

Don McCullin was born in 1935 in London, England. Since 1952 that he became assistant photographer in the Royal Air Force reconnais-
sance unit, he has almost devoted himself to press photography. After becoming staff photographer of the Sunday Times, London, he went
to many countries to cover the confiicts tearing the world. His hard work and outstanding reports won him a World Press Photographer
Award in 1965. His Major Retrospective, Arles was held in 1992. His images are in the collections of the Museum of Modern Art, New York,
1.C.P. New York, George Eastman House at Rochester...

Eric Dussaud

Mr. Dussaud was born in 1983 in a small town near Paris. He learned photography with his father and joined Rapho agency in 1992. Like
many other freelance photographers, he loved to travel extensively in the world, particularly in Portugal and in Cuba. Most of his photo-
graphs of Cuba were taken without raising the camera --- an autofocus Hexa Konic --- at eye level. These "photographs will remain as a
strong testimony of today's Cuba of the so-called ‘special time' so difficult for the Cuban people”. Those who like Cuba will thank Eric
Dussaud whose art, history and courage managed to make us feel the atmosphere of Cuba.

Simon Norfolk
Simon Norfolk studied Documentary Photography in 1989 at Newport in South Wales where he was taught by Magnum photographer
David Hurn. After leaving college he worked for left-wing magazines. The project For Most of It | Have No Words came out of encountering

a Holocaust revisionist historian who said that the Holocaust never happened and has taken 4 years to produce. Selected from the project
is LANDSCAPE OF GENQCIDE.

Thomas Dworzak
He was born in Germany in 1972. He took his baccalaureate in 1991 at Robert-Gymnasium, specialized in English, French and History.
Then he became a freelance photographer for European publications in Eastern Europe and the Middle East. From September 1992 to

1996, he stayed each time in a wartime area for aimost a year, covering the people's life and the war. The year 1997 saw the exhibition of
his "The Caucasus" at gallery "Generiques" in Paris.

Samer Mohdad: Rendezvous with War

Samer Mohdad has written: "I grew up with an intellectual poet mother and a somewhat sensitive engineer father. My playful childhood
years abruptly came to an end in October 1973 when | first encountered war.

Samer's memories of his childhood enabled him to show reality in black and white and to express those memories through photography.
He said, "These pictures are now a part of my life, the embodiment of my inner feelings and childhood experience".

Paul Lowe

He was born in England in 1963. He studied Modern History and Politics at Cambridge in 1986 and Documentary Photography at Gwent
College of Higher Education in 1986. He became freelance photographer after joining Network Photographers in 1989. He began work with
Magnum Photos as a nominee member in 1993. Thanks to his own original ability to shoot and organize pictures stories, he won from 1992
through 1994 many prizes, including those of news photographer and the Nikon Features Photographer of the Year Award, and the first
prize of New Stories, World Press Photo.

Mike Goldwater

Born in England in 1951, Mr. Goldwater graduated from the Department of Physics in the University of Sussex. He began full-time career
as a photojournalist in 1979. He co-founded Network Photographers in 1981, which was a cooperative agency on the lines of Magnum
Photos. Network Photographers survived against the odds and its success has underwritten the careers of a remarkable number of British
photojournalists. Goldwater attached great importance to the preparation of developing projects for himself. As he planned each project
carefully and thought it over thoroughly, he completed it successfully. In 1994 he was awarded first prize in general news category, World
Press Photo.

Amir Ali Javadian

Born in Iran in 1957, he graduated from the Department of Fine Arts at Tehran University. He started a career in photography in 1980,
intensively engaged in journalistic and war photography. He was appointed three times the best artist of annual photography exhibition held
by the Museum of Contemporary Arts and awarded first prizes of several contests of war photography.

Manoocher Deghati

He was born in Iran in 1954. He began to study at Rome Film School in 1974. He became a photojournalist in 1978 for Sipa (French Photo
Agency) and Time Magazine in Tehran. In the years 1986-1987, he served as photojournalist based in Los Angeles, California. From 1991
to 1995 he worked with Agence France Presse as correspondent in the Middle East and Africa, based in Cairo, Egypt. From 1996 to the
present he has been an AFP correspondent in Paris. He won respectively a special award from "American Deadline Press Club, the 1st
Prize (1983) and the 3rd Prize (1986) of World Press Photo, and the 1st Prize of Festival Scoop in Anger (1997), France.

Reza Deghati

He was born in 1954 in Tabriz, Iran. In 1968 he began to teach himself the principles of photography. In 1971 he studied architecture at the
University of Tehran. In 1978 he worked for Agence France Presse during the Revolution. In 1989 he served as consultant to the United
Nations' humanitarian program in Afghanistan. From 1989 to 1996 he reported for UNICEF. Since 1978 he has reported for Newsweek,

New York Times, National Geographic Magazine, etc.. In 1998 he was chosen as jury member of World Press Photo. His pictures are
widely distributed in more than 50 countries around the world.
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John Phillips

text by JOHN PHILLIPS
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THE MAKING OF A LIFE PHOTOGRAPHER

| believe in Fate, possibly because | was born beneath the sky
of Islam. There people are guided by meizoub, a conviction that
whatever happens is inevitable. In retrospect | can see a pattern
emerge from a series of unrelated circumstances: my parents mov-
ing from my native Algeria to France, which led to my meeting Mon-
sieur Rene Pansier. He was the one who taught me photography be-
fore my family and | moved to England. With no formal English e-
ducation, | wound up doing odd jobs in London at the age of twen-
ty-one. On one of these | salvaged a bundle of old TIME magazines.
I had no idea this would alter my life within three months. Every-
thing changed on November 2, 1936.

"Mail from America," the postman calléd out, handing me a let-
ter from TIME magazine. The editor thanked me for the unsolicited
picture | had sent. Aithough it had not been used, TIME was keeping
it. | was paid $14 — more than | eamed being published in Europe
— and was advised to get in touch with their London bureau. Time
Inc. was about to launch LIFE magazine and there might be work for
me in England.

| promptly called TIME's London bureau and got an appointment
that afternoon. David Ritchie, LIFE’s assistant editor for Europe,
showed me a dummy of the forthcoming magazine and took my tele-
phone number.




HHFAAM, o 7
In my morning coat and gray topper before going off to attend the Jord chlefjustice’s garden party in London, 1937.
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The call came next day. My assignment was to get atmosphere
shots of the opening of Parliament. | was not to photograph Edward
VI, whom the agencies would cover. My job was to get crowd scenes
in an original way. "Original" was the key word, | realized my future
with LIFE depended on the pictures 1 would turn in, but | was so shy
it prevented me from photographing people head on. | shot everybody
from behind, getting every kind of back, from the cheerful slouch of
youth to the painful stoop of old age.

"l asked for something original and | sure got it," the editor
said, shaking his head in disbelief when | turned in my pictures.

My backs appeared in the first issue. As Fate would have it,
| had hit upon the LIFE style. Within a month | was put on staff.

VIENNA 1938

On the evening of March 12, 1938, Bob Best, of the U.P., and
| gazed down at the tumultuous crowd below my window at the New
Bristol Hotel in Vienna. That morning at dawn the German army had
invaded Austria. Now loudspeakers ordered everyone into the
streets to listen to a broadcast of "your FuArer, Adolf Hitler" for
the fifth or sixth time that day. Hitler's raucous howls whipped
his listeners into a frenzy. From my balcony the huge, dimly lit
crowds seemed to overflow the streets like a surging ocean on a
stormlashed night. The persistent chant "Deutsch/and sieg heill
was like the shrieking wind, and the thousands of outstretched
arms in Nazi salute the rolling foam of the waves. To observe
human beings turned into a destructive force of nature was terri-
fying. What made it even worse was that | had to go down into that
seething mob and take pictures.

CZECHOSLOVAKIA 1938

After occupying Austria, Hitler turned his attention to Czecho-
slovakia's German minority. As | shuttled in anc out of Prague
throughout the spring and summer of 1938, | realized the effec-
tiveness of Hitler’s big lie.

"Germans," he howled, "are treated like niggers!" A Sudeten said
to me, "I can’t understand what has come over the Czechs. We al-
ways got on well. Now they're murdering us." When asked for spe-
cifics, he could only quote hearsay. The Southern German Party
had stepped up its seditious activities, demonstrating how easy
it was to brainwash an entire people.

USA 1938

The betrayal of Czechoslovakia had discouraged me deeply. Decen-
cy was being systematically trampled. Only brutality succeeded.
It was obvious from what | had seen in central Europe that nothing
short of total surrender could avert disaster. Though Chamberlain
claimed "Peace in our time", Europe was slowly slipping into war.

Therefore | was grateful to LIFE for the opportunity to get
away from Europe during that dismal winter of 1938. The magazine
wanted me to travel around Latin America. | was to go via New York
where | would meet LIFE’s editors. A room had been reserved for me
at the Lexington Hotel — the tallest building | had ever entered.

| stopped at a drugstore for a cup of coffee. A big fellow who
had been tearing up the street with a pneumatic drill walked in
and sat down next to a lady in a mink coat. In England this burly
workman would have been called a "navvy" and the coffee break he
was taking, his "elevenses". A navvy would sit on a pile of stones
and eat his lunch from a greasy paper bag. He did not perch on a
bar stool next to a lady in mink — but here was his American coun-
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terpart smearing mayonnaise on a fat turkey sandwich.

During the years | worked in the States | shot 172 stories and got
married twice. Through the kaleidoscope of pictures | took | got
to see something of the country. Through my marriages | learned
something of myself. After eight months in the vast and underpo-
pulated countries of Latin America, | was less surprised by the
size of the United States than impressed by how Americans had
overcome the barriers of long-distance communication, a problem
whose solution had eluded all other countries that were large
enough to stretch across a continent. Americans had managed to
create a sense of national unity — a feat the Russians have never
achieved in spite of their centralized government. A striking pic-
ture in LIFE attracted the same attention from New York to San Fran-
cisco the week the issue appeared. Working in the States was much
easier than working in Europe. Americans welcomed the LIFE photo-

grapher and allowed themselves to be photogréphed in poses Euro-
peans would consider undignified. If you were a LIFE photographer
in those days, you were considered the best in the world. There
was a disadvantage, however. Each news agency cameraman blatant-
ly duplicated whatever he saw a LIFE photographer shoot. Since the
plagiarist’s work appeared the next day, it frequently spoiled the
story for the LIFE photographer. My defense was to overshoot banal
pictures with a camera that had no film, then sneak whatever really
interested me with another camera.

TEHERAN 1943

On Monday, November 29, 1943, | photographed Churchill, Roose-
velt, and Stalin at their first summit meeting in Teheran. The set-
ting for this "historic picture" was the front porch of the Russian
embassy, a Greco-Russian temple with six white columns topped by
a hammer and sickle.

Colonel General Arkadiev, Stalin’s chief security officer whose
importance was immediately apparent by his imperious manner and
the high quality of his uniform, picked me up at the British lega-
tion and led me across the street to the Russian embassy, tucked
behind a twelve-foot wall guarded by Russians in funeral biack. A
few hundred yards along a winding road we entered the American
zone, guarded by MPs, which led to the main building.

In a burst of hospitality Stalin had turned over the residence
to the American president while he himself moved to a small house
on the other end of the grounds. Due to this unorthodox arrange-
ment, Roosevelt did not have to commute to and from the Ameri-
can legation, which was out of the way. Not only were security
measures simplified, but the three statesmen could meet more fre-
quently and informally.

At the foot of the thirteen steps that led to the front porch of
the Russian embassy was a gravel driveway where lesser members
of the conference who had yet to see Stalin hung around. Stalin
himself showed up unobtrusively through a side door. What imme-
diately struck me about him was his small stature and the rigid
way he moved, almost to the point of clumsiness. His pockmark-
ed face had the equality of rough-hewn granite. His hands were
those of a laborer. Only the fingers of his shriveled left arm
peeked out from under the wide cuffs of his beige uniform, which
hung on him stiffly. Unlike his marshals, who were festooned with
decorations, Stalin was satisfied with Russia’s highest award,
the Order of Lenin. He mingled with the onlookers, seemingly un-
aware of the curiosity he awoke. Watching him | was reminded of
an Eastern European peasant in his Sunday best strolling through

a market, slow-footed but shrewd. "Delightful old gentleman," a -

British officer behind me observed.
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YUGOSLAVIA 1944

I first met Tito on the third anniversary of his uprising. His
headquarters were located in a cave on the island of Vis, thirty
miles from the German-controlled Yugoslav mainland. The cave was
on the island’s highest peak, accessible only by a footpath that
skirted pockmarked boulders and clumps of dusty shrubbery. It was
a hot July day in 1944, There was no one in sight until | came
upon a sentry, who checked my credentials. | was the American pool
photographer attached to Tito’s partisans, or as they called them-
selves, the People's Liberation Army. Ahead | could see Tito’s cave
beneath an overhanging cliff on a natural piateau enclosed by sand-
bags and neatly stacked rocks. An orderly sat by the entrance.

I got my first glimpse of Tito through the half-open tarpaulin
at the entrance to the cave. His face was gaunt, accentuating a
wide brow and a strong aquiline nose. His blond hair was streaked
with white. He was dressed as smartly as any staff officer. On

this sweltering day he wore a heavy winter uniform — the only one
he owned, | later learned. The heat did not affect his concentra-
tion. He wore a gold watch and, on his left hand, a gold ring with
a good-sized diamond. (Thirty-four years later, when | last saw
Tito, he was still wearing his diamond.) He was seated at a large
table over which was spread an army blanket. Behind him a faded
prewar map of Yugoslavia issued by the Royal Automobile Club was
tacked to the wall. Above him two rolls of fiypaper and two 25-watt
bulbs dangled from a cord stretched across the cave. A worn lea-
ther briefcase bulging with papers rested on a nearby chair. | had
expected to meet a dashing revolutionary, but the man | observed
was a cool-headed chairman of the board. A German Shepherd siept
at Tito’s side. Hearing footsteps, the dog growled. Tito looked up.
His blue eyes gave his strong, handsome face a cold, detached
look that vanished when he smiled.

Now that ! think about it, he was the only leader | ever met
with a sense of humor.

JERUSALEM 1948

At dawn on the fifteenth, my red-and-white sou/#7e/? flapping
in the wind, | rode across Allenby Bridge into Palestine. At last |
was able to take pictures without fear. Mistaking me for a British
officer, the Arabs left me alone. For the first three days the Le-
gion manned the ramparts of the Old City of Jerusalem. On the
third night the Israelis made a breakthrough at Zion Gate, reopen-
ed communications with the besieged Jewish quarter, and brought
in an unknown quantity of supplies and reinforcements.

The sound of incessant gunfire which had bounced off the thick
stone walls of the city’s narrow streets had numbed my mind. After
the electric power failed, | shamelessly walked into the Holy Se-
pulchre and took a lit candle in order to find my way back in the
dark to the Austrian hospice where | was staying.

REFLEXIONS AT SEVENTY

At seventy, | can now look back on half a century and, thanks
to the perspective time gives to events, can clearly bring into
focus much that once seemed indistinct and only vaguely threaten-
ing. What is troubling the world today has its origins in the
past fifty years. Owing to the nature of my work, | had occasion
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to observe many of the world’s conflicts, a number of which are
illustrated in this book.

I have entered history several times. Two thousand years after
the victorious Caesars entered Rome, | drove through the same tri-
umphal arch with an American army. Another time, following in the
footsteps of the Babylonians, the Romans, the Persians, and the
Crusaders, | entered Jerusalem with an Arab army. | have watched
the British Empire founder and was around when the Soviets start-
ed to grab the leftovers of the Hapsburg Empire. [ was present
when Tito rebelled against Stalin and the first crack appeared in
Communism’s structure. | photographed my native Algeria as it
struggled to become independent. Asked how | felt about that event
by a lady from Houston, | said, "The way a Texan would if he woke
up one morning to find the state run by Cherokees."

Forty-nine years after | first went to work forLIFE, | celebrated
my seventieth birthday and received a gift from Teddy Kollek. He
wrote that my 1948 pictures of the Old City were to be placed on
permanent exhibit as part of Israel's history. That is how a twenty-
one-year-old press photographer became a historian at seventy.
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John Phillips 1914 /born November 13 in Bouira, Algeria. Attends primary school and high school in
France. 1936/)oins LIFE Magazine in November and has been staff member ever since. Works regularly for
LIFE and cooperates with the biggest magazines in the world before and after World War II. 1936-89/as
photojournalist travels through 52 countries in Europe, America and Asia. He has published 6 books

and held numerous photography exhibitions in the U.S. and Europe. Presently he works as photographer
and writer.
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