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         PRINCESS MARGARET and the Earl of Snowdon were the official honorées at the most anticipated party of London’s 1969 fall social season, although
         none of the 435 guests in black tie, floor-length gowns and constellations of gems came to see them. Several were distracted
         when Snowdon, the photographer husband of the queen’s younger sister began trading kisses with ballet star Rudolf Nureyev.
         Whispers of “an old Russian custom, of course,” buzzed, but otherwise failed to shift the attention of the ball-goers from
         the solidly built, gray-haired man greeting guests, the striking blonde woman at his side, or from the jaw-dropping beauty
         of the rooms in which they had begun to mingle.
      

      It was 10:40 P.M. on a crisp, clear Tuesday, November 25, and on the crushed-rock driveway of the Georgian mansion in Regent’s Park there was
         Rolls-Royce-, Bentley-, and Daimler-lock as chauffeurs jockeyed to disgorge one past and two future prime ministers, much
         of the Labour government cabinet, foreign office mandarins, twenty ambassadors and high commissioners, plus sundry princes,
         dukes and duchesses, marquesses, earls, viscounts, lords, knights, publishers, authors, actors, barristers, business executives
         and one maharajah — of Jaipur, naturally.
      

      As the majordomo called out each name, Walter Annenberg greeted the arrivals with a penetrating look, a firm handshake, and
         a hearty welcome to Winfield House, residence of the American ambassador to the Court of St. James’s that he had just spent
         one million of his own dollars fixing up, or as he had famously put it, refurbishing. At his right side, where he cannot hear,
         stood his wife, Leonore. Wearing an 
         impeccable pale yellow satin dress made by Hardie Amies, the queen’s favorite designer, and her $400,000 ruby necklace and
         earrings, Lee, as she is known, eased guests into the party with the easy smile and warmth of a born hostess.
      

      Neither she nor Walter revealed the slightest hint of the anger, frustration, nervousness and exhaustion that had plagued
         them since their arrival in Britain seven months earlier, although both knew that their future in London hinged on how this
         evening was received. Success would go a long way toward relieving the torrent of criticism they had endured from the moment
         word leaked out in December 1968 that the newly elected Richard Nixon intended to give his friend Walter the juiciest patronage
         plum that a president can dispense. Failure would mean that they might as well cut their losses and return home to Philadelphia
         and Sunnylands, their winter retreat near Palm Springs. The latter was so palatial that on his first visit Prince Charles,
         no stranger to palaces, cracked, “You gave up this to move to London?”
      

      Neither Annenberg had ever been a quitter, but by the time of this party, they had already had second thoughts about the posting.
         Walter had even told Secretary of State William Rogers that he would leave Britain if he were embarrassing the president.
         Rogers just had to say the word and he and Lee would start packing. Walter’s difficulties were so well known that self-designated
         candidates to replace him had begun lining up. The secretary of state told his novice ambassador that Nixon had no intention
         of pulling him out and urged him to keep putting one foot in front of the other. This too would pass. Walter knew Rogers was
         right. He and his family had been under attack for much of his life, a condition he shared with Nixon and which had cemented
         their friendship. “Life is ninety-nine rounds,” he used to tell the then vice president in 1956 when Dwight Eisenhower nearly
         dropped him as his second-term running mate and in 1960 after Nixon lost the presidency to John F Kennedy. During and after
         Watergate, Walter would remind him of the adage again. Now he was repeating the words, mantra-like, to himself.
      

      He had anticipated the reaction to his nomination. When Nixon offered the London embassy to him while visiting Sunnylands
         soon after the election, Walter initially balked. As publisher of the Philadelphia Inquirer, he recognized from his own enthusiastic participation just how bloody political arenas could become. He warned the president-elect
         that his confirmation hearing could be embarrassing to the new administration. Damaging allegations about his father, Moses,
         would 
         be dug up and replayed while Walter was left to swing in a fetid breeze, his naturally combative and retaliatory instincts
         constrained by his very nomination to become a diplomat. When Nixon insisted that he could stand the heat if Walter could,
         Annenberg accepted.
      

      The Senate Foreign Relations Committee hearing chaired by J. William Fulbright, the anti-war activist and Nixon critic, was
         acrimonious. A quarter century had passed since his father died, but, as he had expected, Walter was forced to respond to
         infuriating rumors, complex half-truths and agonizing facts about Moses Annenberg. One of eleven children, Moses had come
         penniless from East Prussia in 1885 to Chicago, where, at the turn of the century, he was hired by publisher William Randolph
         Hearst to battle rival newspapers — sometimes with baseball bats and guns — for circulation gains on the streets of the city’s
         tough South Side. Fearless and a brilliant businessman despite a lack of formal education, Moses moved to New York, bought
         the Daily Racing Form, the racetrack bible, and the General News Bureau, which supplied racing data electronically to legitimate news outlets —
         and most of the nation’s illegal bookmakers. With a monopoly on track information, Moses earned millions, but the links of
         his empire to the underworld tainted his reputation. He became determined to leave a more respectable legacy to his only son,
         whose character he was trying to mold through such a skewed mix of indulgence and brutality that Walter’s own personality
         would feature dramatic contradictions.
      

      Moses bought the failing Philadelphia Inquirer, a bastion of Pennsylvania’s conservative Republicanism, and battered into submission the rival Philadelphia Record, owned by New Dealer J. David Stern, one of then president Franklin D. Roosevelt’s most ardent supporters. The pro- and anti-FDR
         battle in the City of Brotherly Love in the late 1930s prompted a federal investigation of Moses, who admitted guilt to one
         count of income tax evasion as part of a plea bargain in which charges against Walter were dropped. Moses was hit with one
         of the highest U.S. civil fines in history — $9.5 million, or $110 million in current dollars — was jailed and released two
         years later in 1942 to die. Walter, until then little more than a college dropout and a playboy with a bad stutter, paid the
         fine, rescued the family business and, battling guilt over his father’s sacrifice, began displaying extraordinary talents
         no one knew he had.
      

      During Word War II, Walter launched Seventeen magazine for young women and in 1953 TV Guide, the most profitable weekly ever published. Through the Inquirer he became, like his father, a political 
         kingmaker in Pennsylvania, backing favorite candidates and projects and leaving little doubt about where his often — but not
         inflexible — Republican sympathies lay. As the television era boomed, Walter bought and built stations and launched programs
         as diverse and popular as American Bandstand and the University of the Air. He and his seven sisters, influenced by their mother, Sadie, who was as generous-spirited as Moses had been ruthless, became
         prominent philanthropists. Walter and Lee — his second wife and her third husband — became pillars of Philadelphia, activists
         in the arts and education, although pockets of the Establishment refused to accept Walter, in part because he was Jewish and
         in greater measure because he was Moe Annenberg’s son.
      

      The confirmation hearing proved ultimately a triumph for Walter, but his ambassadorial troubles were just beginning. Not only
         had Nixon ended the Democrats’ two-term hold on the White House, but in London, Walter was replacing David Bruce, one of America’s
         most experienced and respected diplomats. Bruce’s wife, Evangeline, had invited Lee to London to examine Winfield House, which
         had deteriorated badly during the Bruces’ eight-year tenure, but then turned on the Annenbergs when she saw that Lee and Walter
         intended to make major changes. In a furious vendetta against a couple she considered know-nothing arrivistes out to Hollywoodize
         a gloomy yet genteel residence that had been good enough for the Bruces, the socially connected “Vangie” did her utmost to
         poison the London well for Lee and Walter. Instead of leaving the capital for a year, a common diplomatic practice to allow
         newcomers to get established, the Bruces moved to an apartment a mile from Winfield House and set up a rival court where the
         sport was making fun of their successors.
      

      Then came Walter’s dreadful experience presenting his credentials to the queen before the television cameras of the British
         Broadcasting Corporation, which was filming a special on royal life. Trying to be less formal, the queen had casually asked
         where he was living. His stilted, polysyllabic response made him the laughingstock of Britain and America when the documentary
         aired six weeks later in June. Since then, as teams of contractors under the direction of two California designers labored
         to renovate the residence in Regent’s Park, Walter had gone to ground, refusing interview requests and hoping the storm would
         blow over.
      

      Tonight was the great unveiling, not merely of the house, but of the Annenbergs as well. The Georgian-style building on the
         corner of one of central London’s most beautiful parks had been redone with 
         exquisite care and lovingly refurnished as Walter’s gift to the American people and as a mark of his and Lee’s respect for
         Britain. On the repainted celadon-colored walls hung thirty-two of their prized Impressionist paintings they would later give
         to New York’s Metropolitan Museum of Art. Red, white and blue flowers, colors of the Union Jack and Stars and Stripes and
         grown in the property’s reconstructed greenhouses, filled the residence. Twenty-eight guests, including Princess Margaret
         and Snowdon, arrived for dinner at 8:30 P.M. Another four hundred began arriving two hours later for a buffet supper and dancing until 4 A.M. in an ethereal gold-colored tent to the music of the Dark Blues, “the best band in England!” according to an enthusiastic
         duchess of Northumberland.
         
            1
         
         
      

      No sooner had the guests staggered home than praise began flooding in. “A magical evening,” wrote the countess of Airlie,
         wife of the future lord chamberlain.
         
            2
         
          “Unforgettable,” said Lady Adeane, wife of the queen’s private secretary.
         
            3
         
          “The most successful party in ages,” added Lady Rupert-Neville, wife of Prince Philip’s treasurer,
         
            4
         
          while Tony Wedgwood-Benn, a Labour party star in the House of Commons, labeled the evening “the most dramatic diplomatic
         debut.”
         
            5
         
          “More than a party, it was a grand occasion,” wrote Jean Barber, wife of the soon-to-be chancellor of the exchequer, the
         government’s top economic post.
         
            6
         
          “In mod chat, a Happening,” chimed in Lady Elworthy, whose husband was governor of Windsor castle.
         
            7
         
         
      

      The house, according to Lady Hartwell, whose husband owned the Daily Telegraph was “dazzlingly beautiful.”
         
            8
         
          “You’ve made a palace of it,” wrote Observer columnist Kenneth Harris.
         
            9
         
          “The finest residence in London,” was the verdict of historian A. L. Rouse.
         
            10
         
          “Everyone was most impressed with the new decor,” said Sir Denis Greenhill, permanent undersecretary of the Foreign Office.
         
            11
         
          “It is an amazingly generous thing to do, to take such trouble over a house which is only a temporary home,” wrote the duchess
         of Devonshire. “It is a great compliment to all of us that you have done it.”
         
            12
         
          “Anglo-American relations have been firmly cemented by your kind gesture,” added Gillian ReesMogg, wife of the editor of
         the Times of London.
         
            13
         
          Lady Shawcross, wife of the former attorney general, cut straight to the point: “I do so hope that after the problems of
         the last six months you were really happy about the success last night. I feel that you have really won through — due to your
         charm and determination.”
         
            14
         
         
      

      The restoration of Winfield House and its public unveiling turned out to be a watershed in Annenberg family history. After
         the ball, 
         Walter’s fortunes in London and Washington began to turn. The unkind laughter subsided. Jeers turned to cheers. The Bruce
         influence waned. Lee and Walter, it had become clear, had impeccable taste and their generosity was boundless. The ambassador
         was reassessed. Instead of inept or pompous, he was newly judged amusing and original. Walter’s confidence soared and his
         style mellowed. The insecure, hard-charging, partisan publisher became an avuncular public figure. Lee and he transformed
         the U.S. residence into the most convivial embassy in London. Invitations were prized and reciprocal offers took the Annenbergs
         from paneled boardrooms and inner-city pubs to country estates and royal palaces.
      

      More important, once accepted in Britain, where Walter became the only U.S. ambassador ever knighted by the queen, the Annenbergs
         found themselves welcomed everywhere. On returning to the United States, he increased the pace of his philanthropy until,
         by the late 1990s, he had given away more than $2 billion plus a billion-dollar art collection. He had become the world’s
         most generous living philanthropist. Of greater significance, he had far exceeded the limited expectations his father had
         for him. And all because of this one dance party? Well, not quite. There was much more to the story.
      

   
      1

      EAST PRUSSIA
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         SHEVA ANNENBERG remembered screaming the first two times she gave birth. Moses, though, was her eighth child, scrawnier than the others and
         so eager to be born that she had scarcely felt the tug of a contraction turn to a convulsion when she saw him, thick black
         hair smeared with mucus, cradled in her own mother’s calloused hands. It was just past 3 P.M. on February 11, 1877, but the sun had already set in Kalvishken, a tiny hamlet in East Prussia, near the border of present
         day Lithuania. Baltic Sea gales pushing snow across northeast Europe rattled chill and wind through the chinks in the roof
         and walls of the one-story timber-and-stone house, guttering the two bedside candles and raising wisps of steam from the newborn’s
         mottled shoulders.
      

      In the next room, where he ran the village’s sole grocery store, Sheva’s husband, Tobias, eased a birch log onto a low fire,
         as Moses later recounted. Tobias was not worried about the activity beyond the curtain. His widowed mother-in-law, Leah, had
         delivered each of his and Sheva’s five daughters and two sons on the same split-plank bed. His wife was healthy and her mother
         preternaturally calm. No problem was expected and there would be none when Moses began life. Later that would change.
      

      For nearly a century Tobias’s ancestors had lived quietly in East Prussia, but only for the past half-dozen years did the
         family have a surname. Until 1871, Tobias was known simply as Tobias, son of Israel. That year, King Wilhelm I of Prussia
         became emperor of a united German empire and his first chancellor, Otto von Bismarck, began consolidating the new state by
         ordering a census. When the imperial census 
         takers arrived in Kalvishken in late 1871, they found twenty-four residents, half of them illiterate.
         
            1
         
          Four, including Tobias and Sheva, could read and write Plattdeutsch, or low German. Tobias could also speak Swedish, from
         living in Sweden before marrying, and some Russian. To improve record keeping in what would become that most precise of nations,
         the German officials assigned formal patronymics. Tobias, son of Israel, became Tobias “of the hill” — on am berg in local colloquial German — because his house nestled in the lee of two hills known as Pertebargh and Umerbargh.
      

      The Annenbergs owned their own home, which consisted of half a house and two acres of land for which Tobias had paid the equivalent
         of $400, according to notes for an unpublished memoir that Moses made a half century later.
         
            2
         
          He earned the money by working his own plot as well as buying and selling produce from neighboring farmers, carrying milk,
         eggs, chicken and fish to market on a cart and bringing back clothing, rope, tools, thread and salt to sell from his house.
         The closest town was Insterburg, fourteen miles north by rutted dirt road. Inland from the port of Koenigsberg, capital of
         East Prussia, Insterburg was small and sleepy yet modestly prosperous, a military garrison town and the center of the region’s
         horse-breeding industry. Eight days after his birth, just as his brothers, Jacob, ten, and Max, three, had been before him,
         Moses Louis Annenberg was circumcised in the synagogue on Forchestrasse.
         
            3
         
         
      

      Jews were still relatively new to Insterburg; the synagogue was only twelve years old. There had been Jewish settlements in
         the old German cultural centers farther west along the Rhine, Danube and Elbe from the earliest Middle Ages, but Prussian
         law in those years prohibited the residence of Jews. In the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, Jewish tradesmen were allowed
         into Prussia after paying hefty fees for “ducal protection” but only after promising they would not practice their religion.
         In 1786, a small group of Jewish goldsmiths and copper engravers was awarded a royal concession to work in Gumbinen, capital
         of the administrative district which incorporated much of the northern portion of East Prussia. Not until 1812 were Prussian
         Jews granted citizenship and the right to travel.
         
            4
         
          At that point, there were seven Jewish families in all of Gumbinen, including Tobias’s grandfather. At the time Moses underwent
         his bris, fewer than fifty Jews lived in Insterburg.
         
            5
         
         
      

      Back in Kalvishken after the ceremony, the Annenberg family continued to grow. During the five years after Moses’s birth,
         Sheva bore 
         three more children. Each time, her mother stood by the bedside and helped deliver the newborn. Each time, she prayed for
         long life for the child, none of whom would live as long as Leah, who helped raise them all and was 104 when she died.
      

      Moses was five when Sheva’s last child was born. Most of the children had a nickname. Eldest son Jacob was “Ashmadie,” after
         King Solomon’s magic eagle. Because he had a dark complexion and penetrating eyes, Moses was known as “Schwarzer Zigeuner,”
         the black gypsy. Max had no nickname, but as the most eager to please, he was his father’s favorite. Almost every time Tobias
         went to market in Insterburg, he returned with a “buntetute,” a small, colorful bag with a surprise, for Max. Rarely did anyone else in the family get a gift, much to the annoyance of
         Moses, who recalled the affront a half century later in notes for an unpublished memoir.
      

      (These notes, it should be established, comprise forty-one manuscript pages covering the period from the family’s life in
         Kalvishken to 1904, when the account breaks off in mid-sentence. Yellowed, but carefully typed, the document was dictated
         by Moses in the 1930s, filed away in family records and apparently forgotten. There is little reason to dispute Moses’s recollections.
         For the most part his anecdotes are not self-glorifying. On the contrary, many are painfully honest, self-deprecating and
         deflating. Yet they reflect the impressions and interpretations of Moses, not those of his parents or siblings.)
      

      SHEVA AND TOBIAS were Orthodox Jews. Every morning, Tobias would pull on a prayer shawl and affix to forehead and left arm his phylacteries,
         the two small leather boxes which contained strips of parchment inscribed with verses from Scripture. With the prayer ribbons
         wound around his arm, he stood in the corner of the store facing east and recited his prayers for up to two hours, all the
         while refusing to speak with anyone. If unknowing neighbors or travelers entered seeking supplies, Tobias looked bizarre —
         bobbing, chanting and appearing trussed up. There were other oddities. The Annenbergs stocked lard because rendered pig fat
         was commonly used in Prussian dishes. But no Annenberg could touch it. If a customer wanted lard, Tobias called Frau Murbrey,
         the lady who occupied the other half of the house, to come weigh it out.
      

      Such unusual habits aroused the attention of the village bully, a blacksmith named Harder, who was inspired repeatedly to
         offer Max and his sister Eva pork sandwiches, which they wolfed down in ravenous 
         delight. When he discovered what Harder had done, a livid Tobias confronted the blacksmith, who retaliated by dropping a ham
         hock down the Annenberg well. Tobias was so distressed that he walked to Insterburg to report Harder to the police. From there,
         he went directly to the synagogue, where the rabbi, after accepting a donation, granted the Annenbergs a special dispensation
         to drink their well water. When the police fined Harder ten marks, then about $2.50, the blacksmith struck back by building
         a fence to obstruct the road to the Annenberg home. “Harder became our nemesis,” Moses recalled decades later. “He was the
         recognized menace and we had to contend with him.”
         
            6
         
         
      

      The feud was between Harder and Tobias and his then teenage son, Jacob. The younger Annenbergs were not affected, and the
         hamlet was so small that the families could not avoid one another. When he was five, Moses often visited the Harder house
         to play with Bertha, the blacksmith’s daughter. The atmosphere was far different from the calm he knew at home. Neither Tobias
         nor Sheva drank alcohol and both tended their marriage and family with care. Moses learned at the Harder house, where the
         blacksmith drank heavily, that not all parents behaved like his. During one visit, Moses stared in horror as Harder pulled
         the coffee pot off the fire and poured grounds and hot water over his wife’s head. A half century later, Moses could still
         recite the blacksmith’s drunk, idiomatic cackle over the cries of his scalded wife: “Ich taufer dir mit kaffee grund, du sulz
         sier mir poodle hund.” (I christen thee with coffee grounds so thou wilt be my poodle dog.)
         
            7
         
         
      

      Anti-Semitism in Kalvishken was merely the local manifestation of a larger problem growing worse by the day. On March 13,
         1881, a month after Moses turned four, an assassin named Sophia Perovskaya, the daughter of an aristocrat, had flung a bomb
         and blown up Czar Alexander II in St. Petersburg. An enlightened reformer who had freed serfs, eased Jewish taxes, allowed
         Jews to become military officers and introduced limited local self-rule, though not enough for some revolutionary groups,
         Alexander II had governed Russia quite benignly for twenty-six years. “The kindliest prince who ever ruled Russia,” Disraeli
         called him.
         
            8
         
          His thirty-six-year-old son who succeeded him was anything but kind and launched a monstrous effort to root out dissension
         that spilled over into eastern Europe.
      

      No sooner had the gallows trapdoor sprung on the conspirators, hanged before a crowd of eighty thousand, than the new czar
         issued a manifesto: “The voice of God commands us to rule with faith in the 
         power and the truth of the autocratic authority.”
         
            9
         
          A military officer of limited intelligence and education, Alexander III discarded his father’s reforms and cracked down hard,
         rigidly repressing minorities who had fared well under his father. As a senior adviser, he selected Konstantin Pobedonostev,
         a fanatic who believed in a church-guided police state and whose motto was “Russia for Russians.”
      

      There were already some 650 laws in force restricting Jews that had been in place for years before Alexander III took over.
         That spring the government added more. The May Laws barred Jews from owning or renting land outside cities. Jews could not
         practice law or vote. New quotas kept Jews from schools and universities. The alcohol industry was later taken over by a government
         monopoly which halted sales to Jewish proprietors of restaurants and inns and forced thousands out of business.
         
            10
         
         
      

      Vowing to kill a third of Russia’s Jews, drive out a third and convert the remainder to orthodox Christianity, Alexander III
         next launched a series of pogroms, or organized massacres, the impact of which spilled over Russia’s borders. Across the Pale
         of Settlement, from Odessa and Kiev to Minsk and Vilna — the area set aside by the government since 1791 for Jews to live
         in — troops and police looked the other way or joined in the brutality as shrieking hordes ransacked and burned tens of thousands
         of Jewish homes and hundreds of synagogues. Mobs chanting “Christ killers” beat Jews to death. On Christmas day in 1881 the
         pogrom gangs struck the Jews of Warsaw, destroying forty-five hundred homes, shops and synagogues and killing hundreds. Jewish
         history turned on the barbarous events of that horrible year. Beginning that summer and continuing for thirty years, until
         the 1914 outbreak of the First World War, millions of Jews — tailors, cobblers, jewelers, traders and their families — poured
         from the brick ghettos and wooden shtetls of Russia and Eastern Europe and headed west in search of safety and new opportunity.
      

      In 1882, Tobias Annenberg joined the exodus. At market and at synagogue in Insterburg, he had heard about the horrors of the
         pogroms firsthand from wretchedly poor, homeless Jews fleeing west in long, tattered coats and broad-brimmed hats with their
         few belongings on pushcarts or on their backs. He had been antagonized enough by the blacksmith Harder to realize that the
         Annenbergs would never be able to avoid the spreading violence. An intelligent man of action as well as a man of prayer, Tobias
         reviewed the family’s options out of earshot of the children. “Life and strife continued to be hard and soon 
         we realized that there was no real future for us in Kalvishken,” Moses wrote later. “About that time I noticed quiet confidential
         whisperings between my oldest brother Jacob, father, mother and grandmother. Soon after that, my father departed one night
         for the golden land, America.”
         
            11
         
         
      

      The pogroms were not all that Tobias heard about from Russian Jews passing through Insterburg. The image of America as the
         Golden Land, the Goldeneh Medina, came burnished in letters from the earliest emigrants to those desperate relatives and friends
         who remained behind. Many were terrified by the prospect of leaving homes where they had lived for generations. Most had never
         been more than a few miles from their own neighborhood or town. They had little concept of what Moscow or Warsaw would be
         like, let alone the incomprehensible foreignness of New York.
      

      When a letter arrived from the New World, neighbors packed into the house of the recipient for a public reading. “In America
         you can say what you feel. You can voice your thoughts in the open streets without fear. Christians and Jews are brothers
         together,” a woman named Anzia Yezierska wrote her Russian cousins in 1882. “There are no high or low in America. Even the
         President holds hands with [an immigrant named] Gedalyeh Mindel. Plenty for all. Learning flows free like milk and honey.”
         
            12
         
          Little wonder that two million Jews would ultimately leave for America and that the U.S. population of fifty-three million
         would jump 10 percent by the end of the decade.
      

      Tobias went alone, leaving Jacob in charge. Then seventeen, Jacob had been summoned that year by Prussian authorities for
         compulsory military service, but was rejected for physical deficiencies. His lung capacity was diminished and his hearing
         was impaired, the latter a problem that would affect later generations of Annenbergs. He spent most of his time fishing in
         the lake in the center of Kalvishken, catching the family’s dinner and, on good days, an extra lake bass or two to sell to
         neighbors. For the next year and a half, the Annenbergs survived on Jacob’s skills and the five dollars Tobias sent each month
         along with reports about his life in his own Goldeneh Medina of Chicago. “Father told us how people in America throw out the
         cake and meat which they cannot eat into the alley,” Moses recalled. “We actually thought father had lost his mind in writing
         such unbelievable things.”
      

      After living alone and saving as much as he could for eighteen months, Tobias asked Jacob to join him. Happy to spend most
         days hunting, fishing and being the man around the house, Jacob was 
         strong-willed, self-centered and reluctant to leave Kalvishken. It was only when Tobias insisted and promised him a bright
         future, possibly as a bookkeeper in a multi-storied building, that Jacob handed down his fish nets and traps. Max, who was
         ten, did not like the solitude of fishing. So the gear went to Moses, who assumed angling duties for the family in late summer
         1883 when he was six and a half years old. The assignment was a major responsibility because the ten remaining children and
         their mother and grandmother had little to eat except fish, vegetables and potatoes.
      

      Jacob had hunted for meat to sell, but the family ate none because it was not kosher. Kosher meat was available only in Insterburg
         and Gumbinen. Once a year, for the ten days between Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur, Tobias had loaded the entire Annenberg family
         in a wagon and taken them to one of the other towns for high holy day services. They ate meat on those occasions and a few
         other times a year when Tobias trudged back with salt beef from his solitary trips to market. Once he left for America, both
         family trips and the occasional meat supplement ended.
      

      Fishing was never a chore for Moses. He took pride in being depended upon and he loved the solitude, the peace and quiet away
         from the house, which was crowded with noisy brothers and sisters. Moses set fish traps and, until the lake froze in early
         November, fished daily with such joy that the pastime would become a lifelong love. The pleasure never extended to saltwater
         or deep sea fishing. But the combination of a fly rod, with which he later became expert, and a trout, bass or pike-filled
         stream or lake was as close to heaven as Moses could imagine.
      

      Jacob’s regret at having left the lake increased when he arrived in America, close to collapse with fatigue, and discovered
         there was no bookkeeping job. Norman Stone, a nephew of Tobias, who was in the secondhand furniture business, hired Jacob
         to clean stoves for five dollars a month and a place to sleep in a corner of the store basement. On occasion, without the
         knowledge of her husband, Mrs. Stone would slip the seventeen-year-old a sandwich. Desperately unhappy, Jacob begged his father
         to be allowed to return home, but Tobias had already made plans to send for the rest of the family.
      

      The Annenbergs were barely making ends meet in Kalvishken. With no adult men to farm, almost no income and letters from Tobias
         planning their move, Sheva sold their half-house and two acres of land and moved the family to Aldumbloken and into the home
         of her eldest 
         daughter, Augusta, a prosperous dressmaker. The prospect of integrating nine siblings plus her mother and grandmother must
         have been terrifying for Augusta, or, at the very least, her husband. Moses, however, was unhappy that he had to give up his
         independence, put away his fishing poles and for the first time attend school, which bored him no end. “My remembrance of
         school,” he said, “is limited to threats of the teacher who kept telling me, ‘Were it not for the fact that you are a new
         pupil, you would be struck with the ruler so you would remember your lessons.’”
      

      In early summer 1885, three years after Tobias emigrated, he sent extra money for tickets to supplement the property sale
         proceeds and Sheva made final preparations to leave. The family had little to pack: a change of clothes, a few pillows stuffed
         with goose feathers and several sacks of bread. Emotions were high. “I remember my sister Augusta crying as if her heart would
         break,” Moses recalled. “She was sobbing, ‘Mother, Mother, I shall never see you again.’” Augusta was wrong. There would be
         a reunion in America.
      

      At Insterburg, the eleven Annenbergs boarded a steam-engine train for the twenty-four-hour ride to Berlin. There were no compartments
         or soft seats. They traveled in freight wagons that looked like American cattle cars with hard plank benches. Soot and dust
         poured through the open windows. As they chugged across Poland, men, women and children urinated and defecated through a single
         hole in the corner of the carriage.
      

      By the time the Annenbergs reached Berlin, they were exhausted from tension and excitement as much as lack of sleep. None
         of the family had ever been on a train. No one knew what problems they might face at border checkpoints, whether they might
         be separated from one another or stranded on some remote siding. Would they have to bribe anyone? Would sister Rosa’s skin
         rash make the family medically unacceptable? Were there simply too many of them?
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      Such anxieties were put aside as the train chugged into Berlin. The outskirts hinted at a massive place. The children were
         amazed at the number of houses and shops along the tracks. The mammoth central station towered over the platforms, and with
         the cacophony from whooshing steam, shrill whistles, shouts and the heaving of hand and horse carts, not only was it the biggest,
         noisiest, most confusing experience any of them had ever encountered, but the city was almost unimaginable.
      

      
         Frantic that a child might rush off and be lost or crushed under a train, Sheva and Leah ordered the children to hold hands,
         tied the three youngest ones together with the sleeves of their shirts, and anchored themselves on each end of the human chain.
         They changed trains and, nibbling on the bread they had brought from Augusta’s, Sheva and her children pushed on for another
         twenty-four hours to Hamburg, the great North Sea port bursting with tanners and carpenters, butchers and bakers, cobblers
         and tinsmiths, all eager to exit the continent for a safer life.
      

      By 1885, steamships had largely replaced sailing vessels on the transatlantic run. The price of passage ranged from $12 to
         $35, including food for the two-week journey.
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          With so many family members traveling, the Annenbergs could afford only the cheapest accommodation because the total passage
         price was more than Tobias had been able to save during the previous three years. Sheva understood that no kosher meat would
         be served. Before boarding, she stopped at a fishmonger’s on the wharf and purchased salted herring to augment a ship’s diet
         that would rely heavily on celery or cabbage soup and thin slices of bread.
      

      Moses did not remember the ship’s name, but that was all he forgot when he began to record the family experience. Demand for
         places was so high that ships were loaded from keel to smokestacks. On a typical ship such as the German vessel Amerika, 220 upper-class passengers traveled in cabins with four beds and were fed in two seatings in a comfortable dining room.
         Nearly ten times that number traveled below on three decks of steerage, where the throb of the ship’s engines set thin shoes
         vibrating, homesick hearts pounding, seasick stomachs churning, and shook mess tins clattering onto the metal deck. On the
         Annenberg vessel, the third-class steerage bunks were three high with sweat-soaked straw mattresses.
      

      There were no pillows, so Sheva was pleased that Tobias had warned her and that they had brought their goose-feather treasures
         from Kalvishken. There was no dining space below decks. No public rooms to stretch out in. No showers or baths. Low partitions
         between bunks offered no privacy. For the two thousand steerage passengers there were forty toilets and sixty washbasins.
         They bathed in cold sea water. Passengers ate food prepared in two twenty-foot-square galleys at their bunks or standing in
         gangways or on decks open to the elements.
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         Conditions notwithstanding, “everything went along satisfactory for the first week or so,” according to Moses, but their luck
         would not last. “One day the sea was very calm, as smooth as glass. We were playing on deck and having a good time generally
         when I overheard a sailor say in German to my older sister that, ‘Vert fund hinter blazzen.’ Sure enough, that night we ran
         into a terrible storm.”
      

      The steerage passengers were ordered below deck, into the near pitch dark of their living quarters. The storm was ferocious.
         Adults and children wailed. Gasping sobs mingled with snatches of prayers.
      

      “The ship rocked from side to side and every time it went over on its side, we would think it would be the last, that surely
         it would turn over,” Moses recalled. “The waves were so high that the water poured in through the smokestacks, putting out
         the fire in the engines. The ship began to drift aimlessly off course. Every time the boat went on its side, there would be
         pandemonium. The screaming and hysteria was indescribable. Dishes and trunks were thrown from side to side. There was at least
         three or four feet of water in the ship’s hold. My mother went into one faint after another. Every time she revived, she asked
         for rope so we could all tie ourselves together and be together as a family to the end.”
      

      For forty-eight hours the storm raged. Sheva was certain they were doomed. His mother’s mumbling frightened Moses until he
         realized she had not lost her mind but was praying. Then, just as suddenly as it appeared, the storm subsided. Exhausted engineers
         relit the ship’s boilers and the journey resumed. Below deck, spirits began to rise even as the smell of wet wool clothing
         and unwashed bodies made it difficult to breathe. Eating was another problem. The storm and the water in the hold had destroyed
         much of the ship’s food supply. Crates of meat, bread and vegetables burst, and the supplies rotted in the damp. The crew
         added vinegar to make the drinking water potable. “Our family suffered terribly because we had been eating so much herring,”
         wrote Moses. “We were parched for water.” The last four days at sea, the Annenbergs lived on bread dust washed down with a
         rationed mouthful of briny water.
      

      When the ship approached New York Harbor, the steerage passengers rushed onto the deck to get the first glimpse of the golden
         land. On the port side of the ship, the sun reflected off the copper plates of the still unfinished one-hundred-fifty-foot
         Statue of Liberty, which soared above Bedloe’s Island. The dedication of the gift from France 
         was still a year away in 1886. The pedestal would not be inscribed until 1903 with the words of philanthropist Emma Lazarus:
         “Give me your tired, your poor, / Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free, / The wretched refuse of your teeming shore,
         / Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost, to me: /I lift my lamp beside the golden door.”
      

      As they steamed past the construction site, the Annenbergs and their fellow storm-tossed travelers could have been the models
         for Lady Liberty’s welcome. Clinging to railings, tears streaming down cheeks into thin scarves and great untrimmed beards,
         fathers wearing broad-brimmed hats and mothers in ankle-length skirts lifted children onto hips and shoulders. Shading their
         eyes, straining and pointing, they shouted, “Land, land,” and “America! We’re in America!” Children danced. Strangers embraced.
         Men and women clutched their babies and fell to their knees in prayer.
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          An excited babble of Russian, Yiddish, German and Polish mixed together in relief and joy. Whatever the language, the sentiment
         was the same. They had made it.
      

      Moses was on deck barefoot. His only pair of shoes was wooden and had floated away during the storm and could not be found.
         Later he recalled more about the pain in his stomach than he did his first sight of land. “We were all famished.” Sheva had
         train tickets for the journey on to Chicago, but when the ship docked, she asked Leah and the children to search their pockets.
         No one had a single penny. Seeing the Annenbergs’ distress as they moved toward the gangplank, a passenger with whom they
         had been friendly during the crossing gave Sheva five dollars. She asked if he had an address, so she could repay him. He
         did not and told her that when she got to Chicago and joined a synagogue, she could make a donation and consider the debt
         erased.
      

      Ellis Island, a twenty-seven-acre site southwest of Manhattan, was the primary processing center for immigrants arriving in
         the United States from 1892 until 1943. When the Annenbergs arrived in 1885, the gateway, as it had been since 1855, was Castle
         Garden, a former amusement hall and opera house where Jenny Lind sang, in Battery Park on the southern tip of Manhattan. Processing
         at Ellis Island would become terrifying for nervous arrivals. Jammed in rooms for days and sometimes weeks, wearing the same
         filthy clothes because baggage was not delivered, the immigrants underwent medical exams, had their travel papers scrutinized
         and endured a barrage of questions: Where are you coming from? Why? Where are you going? Who are your relatives? How much
         money do you have? Some days hundreds of new 
         arrivals would be denied entry and in tears of anguish or frustrated fury would be put back on ships and returned to Europe.
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      The procedures were not as rigorous when the bedraggled Annenbergs entered Castle Garden. Sheva had the answers. The family
         was hungry, but everyone was healthy. Tobias and Jacob were waiting in Chicago. Their paperwork was in order. At Ellis Island
         they would have been sent back to Kalvishken because they did not have the $25 apiece that later arrivals would be asked to
         show they possessed to be allowed entry. Castle Garden had no such requirement. The Annenberg processing was smooth. In less
         than twenty-four hours, they crossed the Hudson by ferry and boarded the coach train bound for Chicago, the world’s fastest-growing
         city in the 1880s, chaotically vibrant, a metropolitan magnet for people who wanted to see the future.
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      The Pennsylvania Railroad’s elegant Chicago Limited Express was the most comfortable way to traverse the eight hundred miles
         between New York and Chicago. The trip took twenty-five hours in Pullman Palace Car Company coaches with thick carpets, gilt-framed
         French mirrors, tufted footstools, frescoed ceilings and velvet curtains. The $28 fare included a sleeping berth, access to
         smoking and reading rooms, a barbershop, a toilet with full bathing facilities and a world-class restaurant in which waiters
         in starched white jackets served woodcock and roast beef on tables set with Belgian linen and hand-painted English china.
      

      That was not the way the Annenbergs traveled. Sitting up again all day and all night on hard benches on a “day coach,” named
         because it offered no beds, the family nonetheless had a good view of the sights along the way. Their train traveled at thirty
         miles an hour and stopped regularly at crowded depots where passengers bought food.
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      Sheva insisted the children remain in their seats and not wander around or get off the train. Moses tried not to think about
         his freezing bare feet, but the knot in his stomach was too much to ignore. A row ahead, a man peeled an apple with a penknife
         and threw the peeling under his seat. Moses could not resist.
      

      “I looked at the peelings with covetous eyes, my mouth watering. The temptation for those peelings became irresistible. I
         crawled under the seat, retrieved the peelings and began to eat.
      

      “When the man discovered what I had done, he felt sorry for me. He called over a fruit seller and bought me two bananas. I
         had never 
         seen bananas before in my life and thought they were a species of long, yellow pear. Before he could stop me, I bit into them,
         peel and all.”
      

      The train ran through the farm country of central and western Pennsylvania, through tiny towns where onlookers came out to
         wave, over the Alleghenies and into the rolling ridges of Ohio, before hitting the flat farmland of Indiana and Illinois.
         Closing in on the outskirts of Chicago, the boss town of America, as the porters called it, the engine slowed as the engineer’s
         bell clanged faster. His nose against the window, Moses saw grain elevators and iron mills spouting flame and soot, plateaus
         of slag and coal, factories and slaughterhouses. At railroad crossings, pedestrians and freight wagons pulled by horse teams
         waited under clouds of bituminous black-and-white smoke. When the engine pulled under the barrel-vaulted steel-and-glass-roofed
         rail shed of Union Station, Moses could hear over the hiss of released steam and squeal of hot metal brakes the repeated bellow
         of the conductor, “Shecaw-go, She-caw-go.”
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      To service hundreds of trains a day, Chicago had six major railroad stations in the mid-188os, more than any other city in
         the United States. Four of the six stations were within a few blocks of one another near the Chicago River. Thirteen rail
         lines fed into Union Station, the world’s busiest terminal. None of the tracks was elevated and the neighborhood was a warren
         of belching trains, sidings, platforms clogged with handcarts and freight sheds. The cacophony was unending, terrifying and
         confusing to some visitors, thrilling and energizing to others.
      

      Tobias and Jacob were waiting at Union Station with a horse and wagon. The family piled out of their carriage and Tobias hugged
         Sheva, Leah and each child and offered a prayer of thanks right on the platform for their safe journey before helping with
         their baggage. The children could barely sit still in the wagon as they clip-clopped through dizzying activity to the house
         of a friend on Pacific Avenue near Polk Street on the city’s South Side. They kept snapping around to marvel at buildings
         as high as ten stories and to stare at steam shovels digging foundations for even taller structures. Given the length of the
         family’s separation and the drama of their journey, one would hope that Moses recalled more of the emotion of the reunion.
         But he did not, so there is a certain sense of anticlimax about his account of the final stage of their epic journey. What
         was clear was that the Annenbergs, crammed into two rooms of the friend’s small house, were 
         exhausted, bedraggled, flushed with excitement and anxious to find their own place.
      

      Four days later, Tobias borrowed the wagon again and moved everyone to permanent quarters, an apartment on Fifth Avenue between
         Polk and Harrison streets near the old Allen B. Wrisley Soap Works. “From this point on,” Moses wrote later, “the real problems
         for the future began.”
      

   
      2

      CHICAGO
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         UNTIL THE 1830s, Chicago was little more than a desolate trading outpost, thirty people living in a handful of fur traders’ shacks
         clustered outside the walls of Fort Dearborn on the marshy prairie mudflat at the mouth of the Chicago River. In 1837, the
         year Chicago incorporated as a city, its population was only 4,200, but the surge was about to begin. “I wish I could go to
         America if only to see that Chicago,” Chancellor Bismarck told Philip Sheridan in 1870 when the Civil War general visited
         Germany.
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          By 1893, the year it beat out New York for the World’s Columbian Exposition, marking — a year late — the four hundredth anniversary
         of Columbus’s discovery of the New World, Chicago was home to a million people and the world’s most dynamic city.
      

      The first burst in Chicago’s volcanic growth was ignited by the completion in 1825 of the Erie Canal. The 350-mile waterway
         stretched from Albany to Buffalo and joined the Hudson River with Lake Erie. More significantly, it connected the East Coast
         and Atlantic states to the Great Lakes. Because the canal was easier to navigate than the flood-prone Ohio River, the major
         highway for commerce and westward migration shifted north. The rapid expansion of the nation’s railroad system did the rest,
         making Chicago first a rail hub and then quickly the great midcontinental transportation center.
      

      When the Illinois and Michigan canal was completed in 1848, linking the Mississippi system to the Great Lakes, Chicago’s status
         as a national water gateway was secured. Its fourteen miles of river docks made it the nation’s greatest inland port. In 1852,
         the first through train arrived in Chicago from the East. That same year, the Chicago Rock 
         Island line began service to Joliet, Illinois, giving Chicago its first rail link to the Mississippi River, the nation’s most
         important waterway. Soon the Rock Island line extended north to Minneapolis-St. Paul, south to Galveston, west to Denver and
         east to Memphis along nearly eight thousand miles of track, all of which funneled into the boss city.
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      So fast did trade begin moving then that by 1860, Chicago was shipping more wheat and corn, more beef and pork, more lumber
         and steel, than any other city on the planet. The new train and waterway networks brought corn from Iowa, wheat from Kansas,
         beef from Texas, steel from Pennsylvania and workers from all over the nation and world.
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      A setback which would have undone most cities only inspired Chicago. The summer of 1871 broke every record for dryness. On
         the October 8 front page of the Tribune, a local fire insurance company advertisement warned, “Fire, fire. Prepare for fall and winter fires.”
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      That very Sunday evening, a fire started on the property of Mrs. Patrick O’Leary on the city’s West Side. Fed by the cheap
         tar-paper-and-green-pine wooden buildings thrown up in the city’s race to greatness and pushed by southwest winds off the
         prairie, the blaze spread eastward for two days, leaping the Chicago River and finally stopping only when the flames reached
         Lake Michigan. The worst natural disaster in American history until then, the blaze consumed four square miles of city center,
         destroyed seventeen thousand buildings, killed three hundred people and left nearly a hundred thousand homeless.
      

      The Chicago Historical Society, which held the original copy of Lincoln’s Emancipation Proclamation, burned to the ground.
         So did Ramrod Hall, the city’s biggest bordello, forcing Madam Kate Hawkins to take her trademark horsewhip and fifty girls
         and flee to Lincoln Park, where they huddled with thirty thousand other terrified refugees under a flame-red sky filled with
         flying embers.
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      “How the city is to recover from this blow no one can yet see,” said Frederick Law Olmsted, the landscape architect who designed
         New York’s Central Park and the grounds for the 1893 Chicago exhibition. “But that it will presently advance and even with
         greater rapidity, those most staggered and cast down by it have not a shadow of a doubt.” Olmsted’s words were more prophecy
         than prediction. Chicago’s recovery turned out to be more astonishing than the calamity itself.
      

      “Chicago Shall Rise Again,” blared the Tribune on October 11. And within a week of the last flames’ being extinguished, the city had 
         already put up more than five thousand temporary structures and started construction on two hundred permanent buildings. Convinced
         that they had survived a test of biblical proportions, Chicagoans believed they could rebuild a safer, more modern and more
         beautiful city that would be the epitome of the very best any city could offer.
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          When English aristocrat Lady Duffus Hardy visited in 1880, she expected to find “traces of ugliness and deformity everywhere,”
         she admitted, “but Phoenix-like, the city had risen up out of its own ashes, grander and statelier than ever.”
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      New technology, including the Otis elevator, which made skyscrapers possible, and the refrigerated freight car, which fostered
         a centralized national meatpacking industry, plus a nearly infinite supply of cheap immigrant labor would help Chicago create
         a metropolitan colossus between the prairie and lake.
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          “The first of the great cities of the world to rise under purely modern conditions,” wrote Henry B. Fuller, one of the city’s
         early novelists. This drive to modernity was not hurt, Fuller noted, by Chicago’s being “the only great city in the world
         to which all its citizens have come for the one common, avowed object of making money.”
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      The Annenbergs were no different from others drawn to the city. They were looking for a chance to improve themselves. Tobias
         had to make a better living than he ever had before to support such a large family, and he had so far earned little. Most
         of what he had saved had gone to pay for the family’s crossing. If it had not been for his own discipline and abstemiousness,
         he would have had little to show for his three years. He had never shied away from hard work, but the competition for jobs
         and for decent wages was brutal.
      

      Tobias had no qualifications to be a skilled laborer. The skilled workers — the machinists and carpenters, cabinetmakers and
         upholsterers — were the aristocrats of Chicago’s working class. They were paid relatively well and worked reasonable hours.
         Architectural ironworkers, for example, had a union contract guaranteeing an eight-hour day, with a half day on Saturday,
         and a minimum salary of thirty-eight cents an hour plus overtime.
      

      The vast majority of Chicago’s workers, however, were unskilled. As the American economy was transformed in the late nineteenth
         century by mass production, employers used more machines, and hired laborers with fewer skills who worked ten or more hours
         a day, six full days a week. These workers often faced seasonal layoffs and had no 
         guarantees they would be rehired because they were so easily replaced. To find work, men had to report early, often before
         dawn, yet might not be employed for hours, if at all. They might then work a few hours or until 10 P.M. In either case, they were only paid for the hours they worked, often at salaries of twelve to fifteen cents an hour. A $9-a-week
         wage was common.
      

      Yet they kept coming, from dirt farms and small towns around the United States as well as from overseas. Theodore Dreiser,
         who appreciated Chicago’s depth, color and complexity the way Charles Dickens understood London, wrote in his 1900 novel Sister Carrie that the city was “a giant magnet, drawing to itself, from all quarters, the hopeful and the hopeless.” Some worked in appalling
         conditions, as Upton Sinclair detailed in The Jungle, a horrifying 1906 account of life in the blood- and gore-drenched meatpacking industry. Jobs bashing cows to death with
         sledgehammers or slicing the necks of pigs squealing as they came dangling on a chain down an assembly line could be learned
         in a few hours or days by men who spoke no English or had only farm experience.
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      Most small factories were crowded, noisy and filthy, with little light and littered floors. Machines rattled and chemicals
         stank. Some workers stood in fluids that ate through their shoes and left festering sores on skin that never healed. Yet any
         job for almost any wage was better than being unemployed. Still, conditions were so bad, so polluted, so corrupt, that unrest
         grew.
      

      The conditions that Dreiser and Sinclair and later Sherwood Anderson and Carl Sandburg wrote about were all evident in 1885
         when the Annenbergs were reunited. The following year labor agitation became so severe that there was a riot in Haymarket
         Square, where fifteen hundred people gathered to demand an eight-hour workday. When police tried to disperse the crowd, a
         bomb exploded. Seven policemen and four others were killed and more than one hundred were injured. In New York, streetcar
         workers struck, tying up most of the city until the motormen agreed to accept $2 for a twelve-hour day. In 1886, Samuel Gompers,
         a thirty-five-year-old immigrant cigar maker, founded the American Federation of Labor (AFL), which became the primary organizing
         force for unions. That year 610,000 workers walked picket lines, the worst year for strikes in nineteenth-century America.
      

      Despite the furious growth and industrialization, there was little guarantee a family as large and unskilled as the Annenbergs
         could survive, 
         let alone thrive. Tobias had arrived with no money and spoke no English. If he had not been able to turn first to several
         relatives who had preceded him to the United States, there’s no telling what would have become of him. They included the Cusworms
         of Cincinnati, who earned a comfortable living manufacturing cigars, the Harrises of Denver, who did well in the Leadville
         and Durango silver boom, and the Stones of Chicago, who put up Jacob. Mrs. Cusworm was Tobias’s sister; Mr. Stone, his nephew.
         Mrs. Harris was Sheva’s sister. Their stories, how they arrived in the United States, raised families and became successful
         were lost from family lore. But according to Moses’s later account, it was hand-me-downs and a $5 donation from them that
         allowed Tobias to fill a handcart with scarves, mirrors, combs and thimbles and begin peddling house to house.
      

      He made little progress that first winter of 1882 until he made a breakthrough when canvassing a neighborhood of Swedish immigrants.
         “One day he passed a little hotel on Hubbard Court where several people were sitting in the lobby,” Moses recalled, from one
         of his father’s earliest stories. “The weather was below zero and my father made motions through the window, blowing on his
         fingers to warm them.
      

      “He was finally called in by the proprietor whose name happened to be Johnson and who discovered my father spoke his native
         language. The Johnsons took father in, treated him very kindly and bought his entire stock of notions. And that was father’s
         real start. His friendship with the Johnsons continued for many years and they remained social friends and customers as long
         as they lived.”
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      The Johnsons were part of a contingent of fifty thousand Scandinavians in Chicago in the mid-1880s, more than in any other
         city in America. They were the paragon immigrants in the press and literature of the day: virtuous hard workers who raised
         good families and maintained spotless homes and businesses. In that regard, the Scandinavians were considered polar opposites
         of the Irish who had come to Chicago in the 1830s to dig the Illinois and Michigan canal. Their ranks swelled after the potato
         famine of 1845-48 killed nearly a million people and forced another million impoverished Irish to leave their homes. Streaming
         into Chicago, they spoke English and found work quicker than other immigrants. But many also lived in rat-infested hovels
         near the junction of the canal and the Chicago River, where cholera, tuberculosis, scarlet fever and alcoholism incubated.
         Others spread 
         through the city, clustering around churches and eventually dominating the police and fire departments and, before long, the
         city’s Democratic party politics.
      

      Unlike the Irish, the more numerous Germans tended to cluster in neighborhoods, as did the Jews and later the Italians and
         Poles. The Jews who arrived before 1881 were more prosperous and included the Sears, Roebuck partner Julius Rosenwald and
         the shoe and clothing manufacturers who built Florsheim and Hart, Shaffner and Marx. As part of the post-1881 wave of “new”
         Jews, Tobias had initially lived in the Jewish ghetto around Maxwell Street. Nearby, in 1889, social reformers Jane Addams
         and Ellen Gates Starr established Hull House to provide community and social services for poor immigrants. Each morning, scores
         of long-bearded Jewish peddlers in black coats and hats bade good-bye to wives wearing shawls and wigs, poured out of crowded
         tenements and pushed their carts across the city.
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      Tobias was no different from the other peddlers. And like most of his fellow immigrants, he was driven to succeed. With his
         ear for languages, his English improved quickly along with his peddling. While figuring out which streets and corners, sometimes
         a mile or more from the Jewish ghetto, were the most lucrative, he was always on the lookout for a store. He did not want
         to remain outside. The streets were either roasting or freezing, dirty and down-market, filled with pickpockets and con men,
         hustlers and streetwalkers. Youths chased peddlers, called them “dirty Jew” and tried to pull their beards or knock off their
         broad-brimmed hats. By any measure, physical, economic, mental or moral, working outside on the unpaved streets and wooden
         sidewalks was uncomfortable. Tobias had had a store in Kalvishken and it was a store that he wanted again.
      

      It is not clear how long it took him to put together the money, but after the family arrived, he gathered $150 of savings
         that he and Jacob had hidden under their floorboards as down payment on a storefront at 1255 South State Street. It was not
         far from Maxwell Street and its morning market, but, significantly, it was a mixed neighborhood and not the heart of the Jewish
         ghetto. Sheva and the older girls waited on customers. Sister Eva started work at the Boston Store, which became a popular
         chain in the twentieth century. Max, Moses and the younger girls started school in the neighborhood. As in Kalvishken, the
         family moved into rooms in the back of the shop.
      

      Next door lived another immigrant family, the Domkas, and their seven children. Christian and likely Catholic, the mother
         was Polish 
         and the father a well-educated German. Using a mixture of High German, Plattdeutsch and the English the youngsters were learning
         as fast as they could, eight-year-old Moses managed to make friends with Jacob Domka. Moses recalled how one winter day he
         looked over the fence and saw the boy sitting on a new red sled.
      

      “‘Where did you get the sled, Jake?’”

      “Santa Claus,” he replied.

      In his memoir notes, Moses related how that was the first he had ever heard of Santa and how he quickly wanted to know more
         about strangers bringing presents. Jake, he said, explained how anyone could get anything one wanted on Christmas by making
         a list and sending it to Santa Claus. Moses ran inside and asked Jacob and his sister Eva to help him write a list, but their
         own knowledge of Santa Claus was limited. “I finally was told exactly how it was done, which of course, left me out completely
         because we could not afford such luxuries.”
      

      Then there was the pants problem. Neighborhood boys Moses’s age and a few years older all wore short pants, but Moses owned
         only two pairs of long pants. “I felt the embarrassment keenly whenever I went out to play. I continued to ask my father for
         a suit of clothes in keeping with the American style, but he always told me we could not afford it because a short pants suit
         cost at least $2.50.”
      

      Sheva was more sensitive to the awkwardness her youngest son felt. She managed to buy shorts at cost from a distant relative
         named B. Wartelsky, who had a department store at Thirty-sixth and Halstead Streets. The shorts made a big difference. From
         that moment on, Moe, as his friends called him, began to feel he really belonged in Chicago.
      

      The importance of belonging varied among immigrants. Some, usually the older ones, stayed close to their neighborhoods, their
         churches and temples, saloons and markets and spoke and read newspapers in their native language. Younger arrivals more commonly
         could not assimilate fast enough. Whether the Santa Claus and pants stories were accurate or apocryphal, what was certain
         was that Moses and Max were shedding their old-world identities the way snakes crawl from their skin.
      

      This was particularly true of school. Moe had had only one year of formal education before leaving East Prussia. At the age
         of eight, he entered second grade at the predominantly Irish Haven School at Fifteenth Street and Wabash Avenue, part of the
         South Side Irish “patch.” His first teacher was Josephine O’Sullivan and Moe loved her, especially when she showed off to
         Principal Bannon his compositions 
         and the precise penmanship he would retain all his life. “Principal Bannon was a real fine American character,” Moses maintained.
         “His discipline and management of the children were wonderful. Everyone had the highest respect for him.”
      

      From Miss O’Sullivan’s, he went to Miss O’Rourke’s third-grade class. “The impression of her teaching remains with me to this
         day,” he wrote a half century later. “She was most able, not only in reading, writing and arithmetic, but in every respect
         that would interest young children between the ages of nine and twelve.” Miss O’Rourke read regularly to her class about everything
         — from adventure stories and history to geography, the horrors of cruelty to animals and the benefits and punishments to be
         derived from right and wrong behavior — which marked the start of a lifelong obsession with reading. “I was so interested,
         and my lessons became so perfect, that she advanced me, without examinations, to the fourth grade, into a room taught by Miss
         Wolfe.”
      

      An unfortunate mistake, as it turned out, for the eleven-year-old and Miss Wolfe clashed immediately. “I was called upon to
         spell a very simple word, ‘lightly,’ which I knew very well. But because she said ‘lit-tel-ly,’ I did not know what she meant,
         so I tried it several ways and failed. Then she called on Sonny Weinberg, who had been in her room for quite a while. When
         I heard him spell it, I was chagrined and embarrassed and could not restrain my anger, so I stood up.
      

      “Had you pronounced that word correctly, I could easily have spelled it.”

      The astonished Miss Wolfe turned red and reached for her ruler. “Young man, I will send you back where you came from!”

      “You will not send me anywhere,” the defiant Moe replied, packing up his books. “Since I can learn nothing in your room, I
         am leaving.”
      

      The story is amazing in itself and for its implications. Here was a gifted student who, after his first unpleasant brush with
         education in East Prussia, had grown to enjoy school. Yet he became enraged over an inconsequential incident, walked away
         from school and never returned. Moses told the story on himself in his unpublished notes and repeated the story without regret
         years later to his own children. There is no indication that they were curious about why he would have acted that way or whether
         they wondered if there was more to the story. That may be because they knew the cause, which he touched on when he confessed
         that he could not restrain his anger.
      

      
         Moe had a colossal temper, a blast that could appear from nowhere and leave his children quivering and associates with their
         mouths agape. “He could be really attractive, and amusing and a likable fellow,” attorney Richardson Dilworth said decades
         later of his client and friend, the adult Moses, “but he could also be crude and rough and he had an absolutely vicious temper.”
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      The fourth-grade outburst was the first recorded example of the impulsive and self-destructive behavior that would alter Moe’s
         life repeatedly. This impulsiveness would sometimes prompt risk-taking that yielded brilliant results but eventually led to
         his ruin. This acute sensitivity to criticism would metamorphose into feelings of persecution that repeatedly provoked bad
         decisions. The source of this rage is harder to pin down without moving into psychobiography. But those years when he was
         six and seven, standing all alone day after day by the Kalvishken lake to feed his family, must have been seminal. His father
         and eldest brother, Jacob, had left home. He was jealous of his favored older brother Max, who received presents but got away
         with refusing to fish. The respect he had for his parents for moving to America was diminished by their reaction to his decision
         to quit school. They did not chastise him, make him return, or even force him, as many immigrant parents did, to find a job
         to support the family. All that suprised him.
      

      Instead, for the next six months, Moe took to the streets. Hanging out with neighborhood boys, most of them Irish, who had
         also dropped out of school because there were no laws making attendance compulsory, he played stickball, rolled dice and worked
         to become expert at marbles.
      

      The boys organized the Shamrock Athletic Club in a dim, dusty and abandoned coal shed. Dues were fifteen cents a week and
         brother Max, also a truant, became treasurer. They set up a used punching bag, and Barney Kapples, a journeyman boxer, gave
         them some old, worn gloves and showed up occasionally to teach the rudiments of boxing.
      

      Moe, Max and Shorty Gelder were the only Jewish members. The fact that the team was mixed at all reflected the easier mingling
         of ethnic groups in Chicago than, say, on the Lower East Side of New York, where neighborhood boundaries were more distinct
         and inviolate. It helped that Shorty was a good pitcher and the brothers good athletes, by Moe’s account, the stars of the
         Shamrock baseball team, which had been winning most of its games. When challenged by the Bright Diamonds, an all-Irish team
         from Thirty-fifth and Halstead, deeper into 
         the South Side on almost pure Hibernian turf, Moe had his first brush with anti-Semitism in Chicago.
      

      “Just as we were reaching their neighborhood, a small, freckled-faced Irish boy sitting on a fence spied us and yelled, ‘Oh,
         look at the Sheeny Shamrocks.’” Moe did not lose his temper, but neither did he forget the incident. “That remark so affected
         our morale that we lost the game by a very large margin.” The Irish kids on the Shamrocks were more upset at the slur on their
         name. Max, three years older at fourteen, came up with a solution. They dropped the Shamrock name and began calling themselves
         the Glen Athletic Club so the Jewish kids could stay as members without angering Irish outsiders. The games went on.
      

      A few weeks later, Moe reacted differently when an Irish teenager stood outside the Annenberg store shouting, “Sheeny, sheeny,
         get me a sausage.” When Tobias did nothing, Moe grabbed a baseball bat and slipped out the rear of the store. He crept up
         behind their tormentor, smashed him across the back and yelled, “Here’s your sausage.”
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          That was the last instance of taunting outside the Annenberg shop.
      

      In their teens, the brothers were fast slipping beyond parental control. They drank in the Glen clubhouse, where Max passed
         out after a New Year’s Eve meal of whiskey and pigs’ feet, a local saloon delicacy. Had Tobias heard about the pigs’ feet,
         he would have been furious, but he never found out. Increasingly, parents and boys were living different lives. Tobias and
         Sheva became more involved in Jewish affairs. The very devout Tobias became president of his local synagogue. Sheva, who owned
         no wig in Kalvishken, bought one in Chicago and shaved her head in keeping with orthodox practice, delighting her husband.
      

      The further their parents moved into the Jewish community and spent more time with other immigrants with similar backgrounds,
         the faster and deeper Max and Moe moved away from the synagogue into their own new world, on the street and on the make. Despite
         being raised in a very orthodox home, neither was religious, although Max, who made a greater effort to please his father,
         often joined Tobias for morning prayers. Not Moe. By the age of thirteen, Moe had been out of school and on the streets for
         two years. He was strong-willed, had no interest in religion and no intention of pretending otherwise. Tobias tried literally
         to tug his son into line. He pulled Moe’s ears to force him to pray and banished him to his room when he refused.
      

      The punishment meant little because Moe argued successfully that he had to leave the apartment to work. Tobias and Sheva were
         
         upset by his rebellion because they had experienced less of it with Jacob and Max. But they also realized that Moe’s world
         in Chicago was profoundly different from what they had known in East Prussia. Moe was committed to the family and was neither
         rude nor rebelling against them. But his increasing passion to make money and a name was not one they shared.
      

      Moe had little spending money, but he could see that many men on the street were flush with cash, whether they were businessmen
         in private carriages or gamblers in Stetsons from Mississippi river boats. Tobias had no money to hand out, so Moe’s first
         job was helping a vegetable seller for fifty cents a day. When Max was hired as a messenger for American District Telegraph,
         he persuaded the company to take on Moe as well. In the early 1890s, an army of messenger boys raced around Chicago because
         few phones existed and almost all urgent communication was conducted by telegraph. The telegraph had been in use in the United
         States since 1844 when Samuel F. B. Morse first demonstrated its use for Congress, but it was 1875 before Alexander Graham
         Bell invented the telephone. When the Annenberg boys started at ADT in 1891, only the wealthiest families — the Armours, Pullmans
         and McCormicks — had telephones at home. The few public telephones were in first-class hotels, and saloons and pharmacies.
         The most efficient means of staying in touch for everyone else proved to be quick young men who knew their way around the
         city.
      

      One man living in the Palmer House Hotel, for example, hired Moe by the hour to run back and forth to the Chicago Stock Exchange
         keeping him supplied with the latest quotations. When the job was done, Moe often received two tips. “Traction, my boy,” the
         man would say, referring to the expanding streetcar or trolley companies and handing Moe a nickel. “There’s money to be made
         in traction.” It was not advice Moe followed then, but he remembered it.
      

      When Moe turned fifteen, he switched from day to night messenger duty which often involved, as he described it, “assignments
         to carry messages into the highest and lowest classes of assignation houses,” or brothels, which were then legal. They ranged
         from the squalid twenty-five-cent cribs to dollar houses and to the rococo five-dollar bordellos on South Clark Street, where
         string and brass musicians played and women in silk gowns passed champagne in silver goblets around rooms hung with Victorian
         still lifes and Belgian tapestries. He loved the work, he explained without the slightest embarrassment. It was exciting,
         exotic and, most important, “usually tips on 
         those assignments were far more generous than on others.” For men who had not bought the Sporting and Club House Directory from the newsstand and did not know where to find the working girls, Moe would make the introductions himself.
      

      After two years with the telegraph company, Moe’s temper got the better of him again. A quarrel with another messenger, about
         what he did not specify, began in the dispatch office. The young men went into the alley outside to settle it. Moe, used to
         boxing at the Glens’ clubhouse and wrestling with his brother Max, had the other boy down when the night manager intervened,
         pulled Moe off, put his opponent on top and strode back inside. Moe exploded at the display of favoritism. His adversary “could
         not hold me down, so I rose quickly and forgot about my fight with him and thought only of the unfair tactics of the night
         manager. I was so enraged I picked up a large stone and threw it through the window at him.”
      

      That was the end of that job. Getting a reputation as a hothead and unable to find other work for weeks, Moe took to fishing
         for pike in Lake Michigan and the Chicago River. The hours away from the hubbub of the city center allowed him to indulge
         his passion for fishing and calmed him down, but only temporarily. As he grew older and faced other demands, Moe developed
         a more complex and responsible character. But a major theme of his youth, and one that remained an undercurrent throughout
         his life, was unbridled aggression.
      

      Native intelligence, raw temper, quick fists and an independent spirit were Darwinian traits for surviving on Chicago’s mean
         streets and would account for much of Moe’s early success. Jewish boys weren’t the only street kids with such talents. Plenty
         of Irish, Italian and Polish boys and others used them as well. The others, however, had not been hounded out of Europe the
         way the Jews had been. Bullied young Jews could not fight back there, but in the United States they could and often had to.
         Like Moe, they went straight from the boat to the street. Their fathers were peddlers, tailors or merchants. Rarely were there
         established family businesses to join. Those who bypassed the synagogue were not going to become Yeshiva boys, one option
         for bright young Jews. Those eager to fight had other options and became tough businessmen or gangsters like Benjamin “Bugsy”
         Siegel, Arnold Rothstein and Meyer Lansky. Later, there would be questions for years as to whether Moe was one, the other
         or both.
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      Eventually Moe was hired as a switchboard operator in Wright’s Livery Office on Plymouth Court next door to what in the 1920s
         would 
         become the Chicago office of the Daily Racing Form, which Moe would own. In 1893, the livery business paid him a base salary of $20 a month, a fraction of what he would be
         making on that street in three decades, but enough to keep him happy then.
      

      Moe had been comfortable around horses since growing up near the stud farms between Kalvishken and Insterburg. And it helped
         that the managers, Messrs. Dwelle and Bay, liked him. When he wasn’t handling phone orders for taxis or wagons, they taught
         him about the animals, stabling and how to drive all sorts of carriages, including landaus, stanhopes and tandems. The extra
         training allowed him to supplement his income delivering private horse rigs to owners and helping out at weekend tally ho
         hunting and riding parties, his first close contact with genteel society.
      

      Moe took a major step upward at sixteen when he was named day manager of the livery office at the Grand Pacific Hotel, meaning
         he ran the cab stand. The job was good, but what really mattered was his new environment. Out of the neighborhood and away
         from the peddlers, Moses’s horizons were expanding. The Grand Pacific stood on LaSalle street, next to the Board of Trade
         Building, in the heart of Chicago’s business and investment center. Run by John Drake, whose family would later build the
         Drake Hotel at the north end of Michigan Avenue, the Grand Pacific had an opulent lobby and an elegant dining room and was
         the gathering place for Chicago’s Republicans and the city’s top speculators.
      

      “It represented, better than any other hotel in the city, the intimate Chicago connection between luxury trains, big passenger
         terminals and grand hotels,” wrote Chicago historian Donald Miller. “Built a few hundred yards from the Van Buren Street station
         with money from the railroads using the terminal, it had doormen who sent drivers around to pick up arriving guests and drop
         them off at its glass-domed carriage rotunda.”
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          Moe was intrigued by the environment. Obviously not everyone lived the way the Annenbergs did on South State Street. Increasingly,
         he began to appreciate the links between money, milieu, influence and a better life.
      

      Most days, John Drake dropped by Moe’s small office, often accompanied by Franklin Parmelee, the wealthy owner of the Parmelee
         Transfer Company, a freight haulage firm. Parmelee was as eccentric as he was successful. Just before 11 A.M. each day, he appeared at Moe’s desk to order a shebang, a one-horse carriage, for the few blocks’ ride to the old Tribune building at the corner of Madison and Dearborn. On 
         the ground floor there was an optometrist’s office with a clock in the window. Parmelee would adjust his watch, return to
         the hotel and tip Moe twenty-five cents. The young man decided then that his benefactor was as odd as he was generous, but
         later, he drew a more thoughtful conclusion. “My experience as a messenger and in the livery office, handling the public with
         their idiosyncrasies and different characteristics,” he decided, “helped considerable [sic] in sharpening me up for the future.”
         What he meant was that he liked being around the toffs and was learning how to deal with them. They were different from the
         almost clichéd, one-dimensional figures he was used to. They were not only wealthier and more successful, but more complex.
         To emulate them, he needed to learn more because he realized, as in the case of Mr. Parmelee, that his first impressions were
         not always accurate.
      

      Brother Max was by then twenty, working as a bartender in Russick and Levin’s and regaling the family nightly with tales of
         his adventures in the busy saloon. Moe’s brother-in-law Samuel Epstein, who had married sister Eva, was also in the saloon
         business, which in the rankings of neighborhood institutions came immediately behind the family dinner table and local church.
         Epstein had become ill with whooping cough — endemic in some ethnic ghettos — and Tobias and Max suggested that Moe help the
         family out by stepping in for Samuel. Surprisingly, because he had so enjoyed the classy circumstances of the Grand Pacific
         and liked John Drake, Moe nonetheless agreed to make the change.
      

      Several factors were involved. Most important was that for all his differences with Max and his parents, Moe cared deeply
         for his family. He also explained later in his memoir notes that he saw little opportunity for advancement in either the livery
         or the hotel business. However grand the location, Moe was too ambitious to be content with running a cab stand the rest of
         his life. At seventeen, he knew a bar would be more fun. Alcohol was not the lure. Moe drank, but not much. The real attraction
         was that the saloon was the switching yard for information in a neighborhood. News was passed on, job openings discussed.
         Union bosses met with members. Politicians gathered and birthdays and weddings were celebrated.
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          “Having heard so many stories from Max about how interesting saloon work was, I did not require much family influence. I
         too wanted to be a ‘big shot’ with a white jacket and apron.”
      

      For the next two years, Moe, Max and brother Jake worked in a variety of saloons near the Chicago River and on the tough South
         Side, 
         where it was not unusual for the white jackets to be stained with blood from brawls. At one point, Max and Jake ran their
         own bar at LaSalle and Thirtieth, a neighborhood Moe himself described as “infested by some of the worst criminals in Chicago.”
         The Ward brothers, regular customers, specialized in bogus checks. Dan Cronin was a cat burglar. One Eyed Beck Moriarty lost
         his eye in a botched attempt to rob a craps game. When J. J. Gallagher shot up the Annenbergs’ saloon one evening, Jake had
         him arrested. He was fined $25 and costs and held in jail for fifty-three days. The day he was released, Gallagher returned
         to the bar and bought several rounds, all the while taunting, “You owe me twenty-six fifty, Jake, and I’m going to collect
         it one day.”
      

      Jacob and Max, armed with a gun and an ax handle, usually took turns sleeping in the bar, but that night Max had a late date
         and Jacob took the evening’s receipts of $80 to his apartment across the street. Moe was deputized to sleep guard. At 3 A.M., pistol shots woke him. Jake was shooting out his window and shouting for the police. While he slept, burglars had climbed
         through his window, pulled his trousers from under his pillow and escaped with his wallet and watch, waking Jake at the last
         instant. That morning, Gallagher arrived at the saloon, bought a round for all, looked up at the bartender and said, “We’re
         even, Jake. You don’t owe me anything anymore.”
      

      Jake could not pin the robbery on Gallagher for the same reason he and Max were unable to keep the saloon business afloat.
         They were surrounded by lowlifes and neither was a very good businessman. At Tobias’s urging, Max abandoned saloons and, like
         his father, who had always been a shopkeeper, decided to try the grocery business.
      

      During this period, Moe and Max got along better than they did throughout most of their lives. They dressed alike, were often
         taken for twins, and were spending so much time together that when Max began courting Etta Lando, Moe dated her sister Susie.
         That relationship broke up the day Max and Etta married. Because marriage meant that Etta would stay at home and no longer
         bring home the $16 a week she earned working at the Boston Store, in the midst of the wedding party Etta’s father lamented
         to Sheva and Tobias: “What have I got out of it? And now Moses wants to get married too. Susan will quit her job at Seigel’s
         and I’m going to lose again.”
      

      It was not the first time there had been difficulties at an Annenberg wedding. Tobias had been determined from the moment
         the family had arrived in Chicago, as Moses put it, “to get rid of some of the daughters” to ease the burden of feeding and
         clothing so many 
         children. Romance was not a factor, although Anna, the second Annenberg daughter, was a head-turning girl with long dark hair,
         rosy cheeks and a voluptuous figure. The marriage brokers had no problem finding a husband for her, which was unfortunate
         for Anna. She would have been better served had the family been less eager to push her out the door.
      

      The lucky groom was a peddler from Texas named Samuel Balchowsky and the union was a disaster from the outset. “He was a plain
         character, uneducated, rough and tough in his behavior,” Moses recounted. If those traits weren’t a red flag, his wedding-night
         behavior should have been enough to call the match off. He pulled out a pistol and began shooting at several boys trying to
         disturb the ceremony.
      

      Besides creating hysteria among the family and wedding guests, who dived under tables and behind chairs, the shooting was
         as dreadful an omen as Balchowsky would be a husband. Three children were born, but Sam’s temper was uncontrollable and his
         brutality toward his children beyond all bounds. Two died young, while “my sister Anna,” wrote Moses, “died of grief, aggravation
         and cancer at the age of forty-two.”
      

      Moe had no intention of getting married yet, but his parents were pressuring him. “It was my parents’ wish that all the children
         should marry early and I was next on the list,” he explained, “but it was also their idea that we should be in business for
         ourselves when we married.” Establishing a business was much more difficult than finding a spouse. Many immigrant families
         were large, and as Moe put it, “there were plenty of women to be had as a wife, so a wife was a secondary consideration.”
         Those priorities would never change for Moe. To his dying day, business would always come first.
      

      Because a storefront shop was what the family understood, Moe had been saving money through much of his teens and had built
         up a nest egg of $500. Brother Jacob, who was then a street-car conductor, had helped Moe scout locations. When they found
         one that looked suitable, Moe went to his parents, who according to family tradition acted as bankers for all the unmarried
         children. But when Moe told them that he found a spot and asked for his money, they blanched. Tobias began to stammer. There
         was a problem, he explained in embarrassment. They had loaned Moe’s money to Max. Moe was furious. “Chagrined and disappointed,”
         was how he described his reaction. He managed to hold his temper in check, but that would never have been the case had anyone
         other than his parents been responsible. 
         He was particularly annoyed, though not much surprised, that Max was the beneficiary. “It must be remembered again,” he wrote,
         “that Max was always Father’s favorite son.”
      

      Moe had long been conflicted about Max, both resenting and loving his brother. But this turn of events, no less than a betrayal
         by his parents, intensified a growing sense in Moe that he had to become self-reliant. Right then, though, he had no choice.
         The best chance he had of getting his money back was to do what Sheva and Tobias recommended: become a partner in Max’s grocery
         store.
      

      Moe was not thrilled with the idea because his brother’s shop had just burned down. While Max and Etta were walking upstairs
         to bed, she had slipped and dropped the kerosene lantern, setting a fire which destroyed the premises. Still, Moe saw no alternative.
         At least the property had been insured. He and Max used the payout to rent another building and restock.
      

      Once he was in business, Sheva and Tobias turned up the pressure again for him to marry. When he did, the marriage was most
         likely arranged, like sister Anna’s. Most marriages in the Jewish immigrant community at the time were brokered. Moe, though,
         did not say what happened. Other than noting that he was working at the store with Max when he married, there was no mention
         in his memoir or in other family records of his first contact with Sadie Cecelia Friedman nor anything about their wedding.
         Perhaps if there had been shooting, the record would have been more complete.
      

      Two years younger than the twenty-two-year-old Moe, Sadie was born in New York City on June 3, 1879, the daughter of Morris
         Friedman, a German Jew who had emigrated from Berlin in 1862, twenty years before Tobias Annenberg left Kalvishken. A shoe
         and boot merchant who would live to the age of ninety-seven, Friedman moved his family to Chicago when Sadie was a child.
         She grew up there and had had at least two years of high school when she married Moses in 1899.
      

      Her family was more acclimatized to the United States than the Annenbergs. Sadie was not an immigrant, as Moses was. She had
         not experienced the harshness of life in Eastern Europe and had not been forced to flee the pogroms or worry about surviving
         an Atlantic crossing, perhaps to be rejected at the immigration desk and sent back. Her roots were in America. She did not
         have to claw her way up as Moses did. Her mother died when she was ten, but Sadie grew up with a loving father and three brothers.
         They doted on her, the only Friedman girl, creating a profoundly different environment for her than Moses, 
         the eighth of eleven children and the third of three boys, had known. Sadie also had years more formal education than her
         husband. Unlike Moses, who was volatile, with a quick temper and little time to waste, she was calm and had time for everyone.
         She was a nurturer and a pleaser. Moses described himself as a hunter and hungry wolf. No one who knew them disputed either
         characterization.
      

      In looks, Sadie was a Rubens, Moses, an ascetic El Greco. She had a creamy complexion, was five feet three inches tall, slightly
         round and full of soft curves. Moses was dark, almost Moorish, a half inch shy of six feet, all sharp angles, wiry and so
         lean as to be bony.
      

      Sadie had long red hair which she wore up in a twist and large, liquid, doe-like eyes that suggested all would be right with
         the world if only you were swept up in her comforting, full-bosomed embrace. Moses had close-cropped dark brown hair, was
         thin lipped, with a high forehead, strong square jaw and brown piercing eyes that could flash into a glare. Few women looked
         more motherly than Sadie, few men more intimidating than Moses.
      

      Soon after marrying Sadie on August 20, 1899, Moe’s relationship with Max at their store began to sour. The trouble was reminiscent
         of Max and Jake’s money-losing saloon venture, and Moe was quick to blame his brother. “Max was the boss,” Moe said, “and
         he overbought and overborrowed in every direction, doing everything he could to get credit.”
      

      There was so much competition from other stores and vendors that Max started selling their entire stock below cost. “We must
         have leaders,” Max insisted. Soon every bit of merchandise was a loss leader. After only seven months in business, the two
         brothers owed $518 to provisioners Read Murdock, $300 to the chicken dealers Viles and Robbins, $300 to their Uncle Cusworm,
         the cigar manufacturer from Cincinnati, whose loan Tobias had personally guaranteed. They were so mired in debt that the creditors
         took over the store.
      

      By then, the century had just turned. Moe Annenberg was twenty-three and did not have a nickel to buy the Duke’s Mixture tobacco
         that he liked to smoke. He owed two months’ back rent on their apartment. The gas man had just left a final notice, a serious
         matter in Chicago in February and especially worrying because Sadie was six months pregnant. Moe had no idea what he would
         have done if William Randolph Hearst had not chosen that moment to move into Chicago.
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      HEARST
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         NINE DAILY NEWSPAPERS were operating in Chicago in 1900 when William Randolph Hearst decided to launch the American. The leading paper, then as now, was the Tribune, although Joseph Medill had nearly run it into the ground in the 1850s in his costly effort to elect downstate legislator
         Abraham Lincoln president. In the 1930s Robert McCormick would transform it into the most widely read broadsheet in America
         with its muscular conservatism, vigorous support of isolationism and venomous opposition to Franklin D. Roosevelt’s New Deal.
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      At the turn of the century, the Tribune was a genteel paper of record, a bulwark of taste in a bawdy frontier city that Dreiser portrayed as “singing of high deeds
         and high hopes, its heavy brogans buried deep in the mire of circumstance.” That Tribune was the conscience of Chicago, condemning shoddy public construction and railing against vice and official corruption. Sixty
         Chicagoans then owned cars, enough for the paper to seek imposition of a twelve-mile-per-hour speed limit.
      

      “News and Views of the London Times” ran on the paper’s front page as did dispatches on the Boer War from the English war
         correspondent Winston Churchill. Gossip about European royals and nobility graced the editorial page in a column titled “Letter
         of Marquise de Fontenoy.” The paper was thrilled when the Chicago Horse Show that year ruled that female competitors must
         ride sidesaddle and not wear the split skirts that made young ladies look like cowgirls. More editorial praise was directed
         at the Swift Packing Company for its decision not to hire cigarette smokers.
      

      
         Tribune executives were uncomfortable with the unfortunate commercial aspects of publishing. Calling subscribers or seeking advertisements
         was something other papers did, but the Tribune was flush with money. Its owners, the McCormicks, had made their first fortune inventing the reaper and founding International
         Harvester Company. There was little need for them to focus on the bottom line.
      

      At the Tribune, ads came “as the wind comes, on [their] own and unsolicited.” Editorial copy ran separately from advertisements. When there
         was a rare promotion, such as free plates as an incentive to subscribe, editor Robert Patterson selected the best of the choices
         his circulation staff offered. “By God,” he said, “if we’re going to be a whore, we’re going to be a good one.”
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      The Tribune’s approach made it the classiest daily in town, but not the biggest. Circulation lagged far behind that of the Daily News and Morning Record, owned by Victor Lawson, who chased the larger mass market of immigrants and laborers by running sensational stories, frequently
         about crime. Hearst, however, was about to make Lawson a historical footnote.
      

      Hearst was only thirty-seven, but already the best-known publisher in America when he arrived in Chicago. He was born in San
         Francisco in 1863, the son of George Hearst, a prospector and geologist who made a fortune in Nevada’s Comstock silver lode
         and Montana’s Anaconda copper mines and then went on to buy the San Francisco Examiner and later serve as a U.S. senator from California. Young Hearst was twenty-four when he persuaded his father to let him edit
         the Examiner, employing what would become his trademark blend of oversized banner headlines, aggressive, sensational stories, lavish,
         exclusive pictures, plenty of cartoons and down-to-earth commentary.
      

      According to his biographer W. A. Swanberg, Hearst would cover the floor of his office with newspapers, turn the pages with
         his feet and tap with his toes the few stories he found acceptable, or more commonly, those he thought read like a telephone
         book. The publisher’s ideal newspaper, said Swanberg, would have been one in which “the Prince of Wales had gone into vaudeville,
         Queen Victoria had married her cook, the Pope had issued an encyclical favoring free love … France had declared war on Germany
         … and the Sultan of Turkey had converted to Christianity — all these being ‘scoops.’”
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      In 1895, Hearst charged into New York, paid $180,000 for the Journal, which sold a measly 77,000 copies a day, and began competing 
         with Joseph Pulitzer’s World, the globe’s biggest daily, with a circulation of 800,000. The odds of the Journal’s overpowering the World would have been about the same as Iceland’s chances of successfully invading the United States. As Swanberg put it, Pulitzer
         was at first “not even aware of the gnat buzzing around his head.” He was not unaware for long.
      

      Hearst dropped the Journal’s price to a penny and doubled its size to sixteen pages. Within two years, Hearst had boosted the circulation of the Journal to 960,000 by campaigning to make William Jennings Bryan president, calling for war with Spain, detailing endless corruption
         scandals, advancing spurious scientific “breakthroughs” about vampires and the like, and printing a comic strip featuring
         a street urchin in a yellow robe who became known as the “yellow kid,” from which the whole genre of sensational journalism
         took its name.
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      One of the high, or, more precisely, low points of the “yellow journalism” era involved Hearst’s virtual sponsorship of the
         1898 Spanish-American war. He sent thirty-five writers and editors to Cuba to chronicle the island’s struggle for independence
         from Spain, including lurid tales of Spaniards raping Cuban women and killing their children. The stories often bore little
         relationship to the truth, but they were great circulation builders. In Chicago, publishers and editors of second-tier tabloids
         who had watched Hearst trounce Pulitzer on his own turf in New York quaked at the prospect of Hearst’s arrival in their city.
      

      Hearst came not just to extend his newspaper empire — which grew to twenty-two dailies and fifteen Sunday papers, a host of
         supplements and a claimed readership of one in four families in the United States — but as part of his plan to enter politics.
         In Hearst’s case that meant to be president of the United States.
      

      His political opening came in Washington on May 19, 1900, when Senator James K. Jones nominated him to be president of the
         National Association of Democratic Clubs. To oust Republican president William McKinley and elect Democrat William Jennings
         Bryan, Jones told him, the party needed a powerful newspaper in Chicago. In return for the presidency of the Democratic Clubs,
         which Hearst expected would put him on the ladder to the presidency of the United States, the publisher agreed to have a paper
         in operation before the summer’s political conventions.
      

      In New York, Hearst summoned Solomon Carvalho. “I wish you would go out to Chicago and start a paper,” he told the wily business
         
         manager he had hired away from Pulitzer. “Let’s call it the American and have the first issue on the streets before the Fourth of July. Can you get away?”
      

      Carvalho understood that Hearst was not asking, but telling. He also knew that to get a paper going from scratch took months.
         To do it in six weeks was impossible at worst, prohibitively expensive at best, even for Hearst, who had inherited $17 million
         from his father. Carvalho did not say that. Instead, giving himself a moment to think, he picked up a pair of editorial scissors
         from Hearst’s desk and began trimming his goatee and letting the hair drift down onto the publisher’s thick Belgian carpet.
      

      “It’s a tough town,” he finally replied. “We’ll have to shoot our way in.”

      That was fine with Hearst. “Take all the ammunition you need,” he instructed, his high-pitched voice uncommonly mellow.
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      To meet the deadline, which was both Independence Day and the first day of the Democratic national political convention in
         Kansas City, Carvalho left for Chicago on May 20 and began putting in twenty-hour days. He rented an old building at 216 West
         Madison Street near Franklin. The pace of activity there over the following weeks and beyond caused journalists to call the
         American “The Madhouse on Madison Street,” an epithet that stuck for the fifty-six years the paper survived. “Noise and confusion
         reigned,” wrote reporter William Salisbury. “Telegraph keys and typewriters clacking, feet running, voices shouting, often
         cursing.”
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      When Hearst could not lease freight cars to transport new presses to Chicago in time, he hired Pullman cars and ripped out
         the interiors. Carvalho contracted for ink, paper and furniture and still found time to buy away from the Daily News their rights to advertise on the city’s street-corner trash cans.
      

      Hearst’s formula always included hiring the best writers and editors for the best pay. Reporters earning $20 a week found
         calling cards stuck in their typewriters saying, “Mr. Hearst would be pleased to receive you.” If they took up the invitation,
         as nearly all did, they found he offered up to $50 a week. The Tribune and Daily News each sold for three cents a copy. Hearst’s American cost a penny. He planned to lose money initially and did. He also expected soaring circulation which would lead to increased
         advertising revenues and a quick reversal of the start-up losses.
      

      
         The first edition of the American rolled off the presses the evening of July 2 with a touch of typical Hearst showmanship. William Jennings Bryan, who was
         in Indianapolis, pressed a key that sent the message “Start the presses.” The American was in business to be the voice of Democrats and of the working class. It supported Bryan, his proposal for the free and
         unlimited coinage of silver, the eight-hour workday, a full lunch bucket for every worker and the establishment of controls
         on the trusts, monopolies like Standard Oil, whose interlocking directorates stifled competition.
      

      Fresh editions — nine a day — flew off the American’s presses. The front page of the newspaper, which was the model for Ben Hecht’s hit play The Front Page, was laced with stories celebrating scandal, crime and orgy under such five-inch headlines as: “Woman Shoots Her Prosecutor,”
         “Gangs of Ruffians Hired to Insult Bryan,” and “Beautiful Young Woman Victim of Poison Plot.” Editors loved working the words
         “poison” and “young woman” into as many headlines as they could.
      

      When news was slow, the paper manufactured it. The American brought Carrie Nation, the temperance agitator, from Kansas to Chicago to smash up saloons. In New York, Pulitzer’s World sent Nellie Bly around the world to prove it could be done in less than eighty days. For Chicago, Hearst editors picked three
         high school students, from New York, San Francisco and Chicago, to race around the world by different routes. The editors
         decided that the Chicago boy — who was Irish and selected because Irish immigrants were arriving in large numbers — would
         win because the American needed a bigger circulation boost than the Journal or World.
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      To fill so much space so quickly, writers had to be as creative as the editors. Those who were not were sometimes fired within
         a day or two of being hired. William Salisbury was let go when his editor preferred a rival paper’s version of a house fire.
         “The rescue of several persons from a tall building by a human ladder formed by firemen was described, but no such rescue
         had taken place. It was a one-story building and no ladder was used at all,” Salisbury lamented. Facts were secondary. “I
         was told never to let a paper outdo the American.”
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      Editors were no less vulnerable than reporters. Hearst tore through twenty-seven city editors in the American’s first thirty-seven months.
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          The key to success, he believed, was to grab a reader’s attention fast. As columnist Arthur Brisbane told rewrite men, “If
         you don’t hit the 
         reader in the eye with the first sentence, don’t bother to write the second.”
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      If producing the paper required a madhouse effort, getting it delivered involved just as much bedlam. On June 22, ten days
         before the American started rolling off the presses, Solomon Carvalho hired Max Annenberg. Max was working for the Tribune at the time, but when Carvalho told him the American would pay twenty-five cents for each subscription he sold, he quit on the spot to join Hearst. As Moe wrote in his notes,
         with a mixture of admiration and resentment, “Max could always get a job in a hurry and could always get himself into a most
         favorable position with the boss.”
      

      Max had an early start as a newsboy. Within weeks of the family’s arrival in Chicago when he was eleven, Max had begun selling
         papers at the corner of Twelfth and Wabash Avenue, making a penny for each five papers he sold. He parlayed that street experience
         into a job in the publicity office of the 1893 Columbian Exposition, where, as he put it, at eighteen, “I was practically
         the circulation manager of the Illustrated World’s Fair”
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             That newspaper was published daily during the seven-month fair, which brought twenty-seven million visitors to see exhibits
         from seventy-two countries on the site near the University of Chicago.
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      Max did not work again at a newspaper until 1899, when, at the age of twenty-five and after his last job in the grocery business
         with Moe, the Tribune gave him a tryout as a subcription salesman, or canvasser, as the job was called then. He had been there for several months
         and was making a name for himself when Carvalho hired him. As soon as Max began on Madison Street, he brought over Moe, who
         ever since their grocery store partnership collapsed had been trying to survive financially by selling scrap iron and bartending.
      

      The circulation business baffled Moe at first. He knew nothing about newspapers beyond reading them as he read everything
         he could get his hands on, including novels and history books. At a time when most newspapers sold on newsstands, he did not
         understand the significance of home delivery. Customers were fickle. They bought one paper one day, another the next, depending
         on the appeal of headlines or features. Subscriptions and home delivery locked in reader loyalty and would become tremendously
         important. Moe had never approached a customer directly to sell a particular product and admitted, “Never having solicited
         before, I found the task very difficult to begin with.”
      

      
         He started by listening to the other salesmen, who emphasized that the American was the best-edited paper in the city. At the outset, armed with that simple claim as his entire sales pitch, Moe took to
         the streets he knew so well and began putting in brutally long hours to see more potential subscribers than any other salesman.
         “I was so hungry for success after the hardships endured and failures suffered,” he wrote for his never-published memoir,
         “that my one wish, for which I prayed night and day, was for an opportunity to demonstrate how earnestly and hard I could
         work if only I had a chance.”
      

      Once Moe began, holding him back was difficult. After selling to everyone he could find in his territory, he thought nothing
         of moving over and working in someone else’s, which infuriated them. “My plan of soliciting was very simple,” Moe explained.
         “Upon being given audience and learning that the prospect had not yet seen or read the Chicago American, I would begin by telling her how ably the paper was edited, and would point to the various contributors page by page. I
         would then finish by asking her to please try it for a month for only 25 cents and if she was not satisfied, she could stop.
         After securing the signature of the prospect, who was usually a housewife, I would thank her and tell her that someone would
         come from the office in a day or two to verify the order, so please tell your husband about it so it will go through. Otherwise,
         if the order comes back no good, I might lose my position.
      

      “That simple little ‘goodbye statement,’” Moe believed, “was the reason why my orders held up to such a high percentage over
         all the other solicitors.” Salesmen were fired right and left, but as one of the more dependable and successful ones, Moe
         was always kept on. Each day, he grew to love the job more. When Max was promoted to oversee circulation in Englewood, a tough,
         working-class neighborhood southwest of the University of Chicago, Moe went along. After three months, Max returned to Madison
         Street headquarters and Moe took charge of Englewood. That, he wrote, “was when the real fun began.”
      

      Circulation men were responsible for more than selling subscriptions to ever larger territories. They also had to ensure that
         the papers were delivered. In a turbulent, unruly city like Chicago, no Marquis of Queensbury rules governed the furious competition
         for readers among ten papers. Dealers had no compunction about stealing bundles of papers belonging to a rival and throwing
         them into Lake Michigan or the Chicago River or setting them afire. Dealers who handled one 
         paper were discouraged from selling another. If they disregarded the warnings, they were often beaten up or their kiosks were
         turned over or destroyed. And because the American was the new paper, it had to force itself in, just as Solomon Carvalho had predicted to Hearst.
      

      Moe was ready to do whatever it took. He was used to bar fights. When he worked at the saloon on the corner of Archer and
         State Streets, a crowded hangout for construction workers and prostitutes, Moe had constantly been breaking up brawls. Invariably
         he took the side of the hookers. He had been comfortable around them since his days as a telegraph boy, when they often tipped
         him better than the Johns for whom he was running messages.
      

      Bartending was for choirboys compared with circulation work. To supply the corner kiosks and have the carriers on their way
         with the first morning editions, Moe had to arrive in Englewood by 5 A.M. He rose at 3:30 A.M. to a hot cup of coffee and full breakfast prepared by the always cheery Sadie. At the corner of Clark and Archer, he boarded
         the 4:15 A.M. Wentworth Avenue streetcar and rattled and swayed his way due south in the pitch black of predawn.
      

      “The other papers, especially the Daily News and the Tribune, which were powerful and had entrenched circulations, were very fearful of the Hearst invasion,” Moe wrote. “The Daily News resorted to every available means to stop the Hearst circulation and strengthened themselves further by engaging a strong-arm
         squad to enforce their policy.” The American retaliated in kind. “We were compelled,” Moe explained, “to do the best we could by establishing our own avenues.”
      

      The avenues were bloody and whether Max and Moe were the instigators or the retaliators, there is no question that they were
         full participants in the American’s battle to establish itself in the opening years of the century. The strain of the Hearst offensive increased by the day.
         As competition rose, so did intimidation. “The more I tried to force the sales of the Hearst papers, the more I was antagonized
         by the Daily News organization,” Moe recorded decades later. “I was threatened every day with extermination for my efforts and I would leave
         my home, as a result, with a revolver in each of my coat pockets, ready for action.”
      

      He organized his own gang of neighborhood toughs and learned on the street about organization, leadership and loyalty. He
         handed out baseball bats and spoke with his team constantly about strategy and tactics, when to attack boldly, when to regroup
         and use subterfuge. And because such fellows followed doers, not talkers, Moe led the way 
         with his own fists and swinging his own bat. One 5:30 A.M. Englewood fistfight between Moe and a Tribune seller ended after young Annenberg had beaten his opponent so bloody that both were arrested and tried later that morning
         at police court on Wentworth Avenue. “My boys were all witnesses testifying that the Tribune man assaulted me first,” wrote Moe, “when old Judge Dugan peered over his glasses at my unmarked face and stated sarcastically
         that ‘He must have hit you with a quill feather.’”
      

      Taking the lead in fights endeared Moe to his troops. “Gradually I won their confidence to a degree that they would do more
         for me without pay than the Daily News could have done for pay. And,” he added proudly, “my boys were no cream puffs.”
      

      His boys were young mobsters. Several became killers. Among them were Mossy Enright, who was shot to death in a 1920s gangland
         fight; Tim Murphy, slain in a mob feud; Diamond Dick Torpy, gunned down in a private dispute; James Ragen and Mickey McBride,
         who in the 1930s ran the racetrack newswire Nationwide News Service for Moe; “Schemer” May, an Irish brawler who worked for
         Ragen, and Eddie “Bricktop” White, whose face would turn as red as his hair as he sprinted down Sixty-third Street, a bat
         in each hand, in pursuit of a Daily News intimidator. “This was the nucleus of my little army,” wrote Moe. “And they had friends on whom they could call. As a result
         of my efforts and the help of those boys, we were able to break through the resistance of the Daily News.”
      

      With the help of the boys, a penny sale price and papers packed with sensational news, often from the neighborhood, sales
         of Hearst’s paper soared in Englewood. From the corner of Sixty-third and Wentworth, Moe was selling up to a thousand copies
         a day of the American, while the Tribune, whose primary audience lived far from Englewood in the more exclusive lakefront neighborhood, sold seventy-five copies a
         day. To mark his success, Moe was asked to take over Woodlawn, an area about a mile and a half east of Englewood near the
         Washington Park racetrack.
      

      One day during race season, Moe was on the corner of Cottage Grove and Sixty-third Streets selling the American when “one of the ugliest looking human specimens that I have ever seen” approached and without warning hit him in the face
         as hard as he could. The blow did not land squarely and Moe responded by punching his assailant’s head as fast as he could.
         His much bigger attacker was surprised by Moe’s resilience. The two grappled and fell to the ground. As they 
         rolled around, a second attacker raced up to kick Moe, but was knocked back by a gathering crowd.
      

      The two attackers fled, but Moe learned their identities. The next morning, with what he called his little army in tow, Moe
         marched into the Daily News and demanded to see the circulation manager. When he emerged, “I told him in no uncertain terms that I knew the attack upon
         me was inspired by him and that if there were any recurrence, I would retaliate on him personally in the same manner. That,”
         Moe explained, “put a quietus on the slugging tactics for the time being.”
      

      With the message delivered, Moe and his crew took off after his two attackers. It was fortunate he didn’t catch them because
         if he had, Moses Annenberg would have been jailed in his twenties. He admitted later that he intended to kill the man who
         had first hit him, a Daily News tough named Touse. “Had we found him, I am sure that would have been the end of Mr. Touse,” he wrote. “However, we learned
         later that he had left the city on a freight train, fell off near St. Joe, Michigan, and was cut to pieces under the car wheels.
         That saved us the trouble of exterminating him.” And of being prosecuted himself, a possibility which never dawned on him
         in moments of fury.
      

      Soon after the Touse incident, Moe was promoted to circulation manager for the entire South Side of Chicago, which meant a
         $5-a-week raise to $19 and more responsibility. Although the American was an afternoon paper, Hearst produced earlier editions to compete directly with the morning dailies. As deadlines advanced,
         Moe had to arrive at 1:30 A.M. to make certain the morning editions arrived and were distributed. Leaving a bundle of papers unprotected on the street guaranteed
         they would disappear within minutes.
      

      If a driver failed to show up, Moe took his place. The worst route was around the Union Stock Yard, the mile-square city of
         commerce and death which was built in 1879. By the turn of the century it was home to a workforce of twenty-five thousand
         men, women and children who bought, sold, killed and processed fifteen million animals a year. On the southwest side of the
         city, the stockyards were surrounded by a desolate warren of narrow, muddy streets, ugly shanties and small, dirty shops where
         it was difficult to deliver papers and harder to collect subscription fees. A sickening stench of animal fear, decaying meat,
         blood, dung and urine permeated the neighborhood year-round.
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      When the regular stockyard driver became ill, Moe drove the route for six winter weeks, the temperature below zero much of
         the time. 
         Every day, he woke up at midnight, walked to a stable, hitched a horse to a wagon, picked up his load of papers and started
         delivering at 2:30 A.M. Finishing at 7 A.M., he went home, ate breakfast, slept until noon, got up again and repeated the earlier schedule for the afternoon papers.
         He was relieved when the regular driver returned, but Moe had gained valuable experience. No circulation man in Chicago combined
         his intelligence, drive, toughness and grasp of the job’s details.
      

      Any neighborhood where Hearst’s American did not dominate, he considered a personal challenge. One Daily News stronghold was the largely black district near Thirty-ninth and Cottage Grove on the South Side, which Moe was determined
         to take over. The situation was complicated by the fact that the Daily News operation was organized around a newsstand whose owner was crippled. “I met many difficulties on account of the natural sympathies
         of the neighboring hoodlums for the crippled corner man,” noted Moe. Every time Moe tried to persuade the man to handle the
         American, the Daily News men would throw the Hearst paper into the street.
      

      Moe explained to the American’s circulation manager, John Eastman, that he had a special problem. Eastman told him to hire whomever he needed “for the purpose
         of securing fair representation.” Moe hired eight toughs from the stockyards at $3 a day and brought in a prizefighter on
         the Hearst payroll named Jack Daley. For three weeks, copies of the American were sold, until Eastman complained about the cost of the muscle. Moe moved quickly to force a resolution.
      

      One of his men called the Daily News circulation chief, pretended to be a son of the crippled newsstand operator and claimed that sluggers for the American were destroying his papers, then settled back to wait. The Daily News promptly dispatched a wagon full of its own black toughs for the showdown and walked into Moe’s ambush. The leader, a man
         named Clark, leapt from the wagon, muttered, “There’s going to be some real doing today,” and as he approached Moe’s American gang, appeared to make a motion toward his pocket. “Quick as a flash, one of our members struck him in the face,” Moe later
         wrote, “and another fired a bullet into his head.” Clark’s revolver dropped from his pocket onto the wooden sidewalk.
      

      Lawrence Finn, who managed the Thirty-ninth and State Street neighborhood for Moe, was indicted for murder. Defended by Hearst
         attorney Clarence Darrow, already on his way to building a reputation as a defender of hopeless causes, Finn was acquitted.
         More significantly, Clark’s death meant the American took over the black neighborhood, or 
         as Moe put it, “the episode went a long way toward clearing up a most difficult situation.”
      

      Moe had nothing against the black newsboys working for the Daily News. There is no indication that he had any innate biases or racial prejudices, probably because he had grown up in a mixed neighborhood
         and had hung out with kids from different ethnic groups. From the Grand Pacific Hotel to the Archer Street saloon, he had
         dealt with a hefty cross-section of society. He was making judgments based on people’s abilities to get a job done, not on
         their origins or how much schooling they had. The fact was that the black newsboys knew the territory well. If he could get
         them working for him, he knew he would have an easier time controlling his new neighborhood.
      

      To switch their loyalties, he became friendly with several blacks in the area and discovered that the newsboys lived together
         in a group house. The Daily News neither owned nor rented the property, but paid a local circulation manager, who rented it month-to-month in his own name.
         Moe immediately went to the owner and arranged a two-year lease. Assuming control of the Daily News Boys Home, he installed
         his black friend Mose Walker as manager, improved the boys’ meals, beds and salaries, and in one brilliant, nonviolent move,
         knocked the Daily News out of circulation in black neighborhoods on the South Side.
      

      Hearst did not know the Annenbergs in the first years of the new century. He delegated, rarely dealt with junior underlings
         and kept his distance from the seamier aspects of what he knew was involved when a Hearst paper shot itself into a new territory.
         His Chicago executives, however, had nothing but praise for Moe. His tactics concerned them less than his results. When the
         motto of Chicago’s circulation men was “Sell ‘em or eat ‘em,” few Americans remained unsold in Moe’s territories.
      

      Promotions kept coming. To subscription manager, which he disliked because it cooped him up at headquarters. He asked for
         outside duties and was named the American’s top road man, responsible for the circulation of the American in other cities. The Sunday American, for example, was packed with features, comics and advertising and sold as many as twenty-five thousand copies in cities
         as far away as Cleveland and Columbus.
      

      When William Randolph Hearst ran for president in 1904, Moe was assigned to help boost his campaign in Indiana. Hearst was
         a U.S. congressman from New York at the time, but as his father, George, had 
         been U.S. senator from California when he died in 1891, the publisher’s ambition was targeted for the top. Based in the Claypool
         Hotel in Indianapolis, Moe was assigned to blanket the state with Hearst newspapers, whose editorial pages were devoted to
         pushing the candidacy of the man his Chicago editors called “the Great White Chief.”
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      Cracking Indiana, never mind defeating President Theodore Roosevelt, proved more problematic than knocking off Joseph Pulitzer
         in New York or Victor Lawson in Chicago. Hearst won the Iowa convention, but in Indiana, Democratic party boss Tom Taggart
         opposed Hearst, who was accused of trying to buy the nomination and overrun the state with “a gang of paid agents and retainers.”
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      Moe was among them. He spent six months in Indiana as part of a Hearst campaign team that, as he described it, “worked and
         schemed night and day,” spent $300,000 and managed to capture only two delegates. From there, Moe went to the Democratic national
         convention in St. Louis, “where again I did everything possible to spread Hearst propaganda,” but met with the same result.
         Hearst expected to be nominated by William Jennings Bryan, whom he had championed twice previously. The publisher was crushed
         when Bryan instead nominated a Missouri senator who had no chance. Eventually, the Democrats nominated Alton Parker, the stolid,
         dull chief judge of the New York State Court of Appeals, who himself was annihilated by Roosevelt in November.
      

      Moe worked in Indiana directly for Andrew Lawrence, an editor on the American who had been assigned purely political duties during the campaign. Once Hearst was out of the presidential race, Lawrence
         persuaded the publisher to create a separate morning edition of the Chicago American and put him in charge. When Hearst agreed, Lawrence hired Moe as his circulation manager. Max stayed on as the assistant
         to Berthold Yokel, circulation manager for the Evening American.

      Although they were working for the same paper, Moe’s new post on the morning edition actually put him into direct competition
         with Max. Because different staffs put out the papers, some competitiveness was inevitable. What made this situation worse
         was a business plan for the morning paper that guaranteed the brothers’ rivalry would intensify.
      

      Hearst had been willing to launch the morning edition, but he refused to incur additional operating costs. Lawrence was so
         eager to run his own paper that he agreed, only to tell Moe to operate as best he 
         could with the American’s overall circulation department controlled by Yokel and Max. Those two had no stake in helping Moe succeed at their expense.
         Instead, they ordered their circulation men not to work for the morning paper, but allowed them to work for the rival Morning Record, owned by Victor Lawson, who also owned the Daily News. Outraged at this treachery, Moe appealed to William Leach, publisher of the American. Leach agreed with Moe that the arrangement was senseless and fired Yokel but retained Max. Moe was not appeased.
      

      The rivalry became so intense that one day when Max’s tactics infuriated him, Moe exploded, grabbed a baseball bat and charged
         into the American’s circulation office in search of his brother. He had to be physically restrained. Lawrence asked Hearst for advice, then summoned
         Moe and told him that while he admired his spirit, he could not condone his behavior. Moe said he could not run a circulation
         operation when his older brother controlled the resources and was determined to prevent him from succeeding. Impulsive as
         ever, he quit on the spot.
      

      It was time for him to do something else. Moe had briefly tried operating a newspaper distribution business in Aurora, Illinois,
         where his brother Jacob ran a scrap iron business. He never spent enough time or effort in Aurora to make the business work,
         but he did notice that “wholesale distributors with far less talent than I” were making far more comfortable livings with
         much less effort and tension, sometimes six or seven times the $3,000 a year he was then earning at the American.
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      If emigrating from East Prussia had been the first turning point in his life, he was now facing the second. Several factors
         would determine his direction. One was the level of violence in the circulation business in Chicago. He had already had several
         close calls and foresaw that the situation would get worse — as it did after 1910 — and that he would inevitably be targeted.
         That prospect terrified Sadie, who pleaded with Moses to be careful.
      

      A second factor involved his growing family responsibilities. He and Sadie had been married a year when their first child,
         Diana, was born in 1900. Esther, or Aye as she was known, arrived a year later. Pearl, who became Polly, was born in 1903
         and Janet, known as Jan, the following year. Then, in 1905, Diana died of tubercular meningitis. Sadie and Moses were devastated
         and a pall fell over them both. Sadie was inconsolable and for years could scarcely tolerate having any of her three surviving
         children out of her sight. Terrified that she might lose 
         another, she was exhausted from waking up repeatedly throughout the night to check their cribs, making certain none had a
         fever.
      

      Diana’s death had a lasting effect on the family. One result was that Sadie and Moe would raise their children with an indulgent
         love in which much was given and little demanded beyond obedience and decent, polite behavior. Another was Diana’s role as
         catalyst in later years for Sadie’s and the Annenberg children’s generous philanthropy in the medical field. Less than a year
         after Diana’s death, Sadie gave birth to another daughter, Enid, the final member of what would be considered the elder group
         of Annenberg children. Her birth worried Sadie as much as it delighted her. Ever since its founding on the mudflats, Chicago
         had been plagued by health epidemics, from cholera and typhoid fever to dysentery and diphtheria. Sadie had lost confidence
         in the city as a place to raise their children. She did not insist that Moe move. That was a decision for him to make, but
         she voiced her concerns. And Moe, who appreciated her intelligence and shared her feelings about the health of the children,
         paid attention.
      

      Finally, there was the problem of work. Reporting to Max at the American had been untenable. And trying to support a family of six on a $6o-a-week salary was no better. Moe wanted more money, more
         security and a healthier environment for his family. He was maturing.
      

      Moe had his eye on Milwaukee, ninety miles north, where he knew that the newspaper distribution system was haphazard and poorly
         run. With some research, he found that each of Chicago’s ten dailies maintained its own circulation office in Milwaukee and
         each was losing money. He proposed merging all of them into a single office that he would manage, and the publishers agreed
         to give him a chance.
      

      He needed $2,500 to establish himself in Milwaukee. He had $1,000 saved and approached Jacob to borrow the additional $1,500.
         Jacob agreed, but, unsentimental as always and every bit as tough as his two younger brothers, insisted on rigid terms. He
         demanded 7 percent interest, a promissory note, and, as security, $700 worth of Sadie’s jewelry, which he later lost, causing
         another fraternal rift which lasted for years. As Jake listed them, Moe agreed to all the conditions. He made quick decisions
         and acted on them even faster. The day Jake handed over the money, Moe hurried to the Milwaukee train station and bought six
         tickets.
      

      It was October 1906. Six months earlier the worst earthquake in U.S. history had devastated San Francisco. While the city
         by the bay was still digging out, the city on the lake was celebrating an all-Chicago 
         World Series. Moe was not much of a baseball fan, but he wanted to see his South Side White Sox knock off the mighty Cubs,
         whose 116 victories that year were the most any major league team had won in a regular season in the twentieth century. Two
         days after the “hitless wonders” White Sox upset the Cubs and their infield stars Tinker, Evers and Chance in six games, the
         Annenbergs were on their way to Milwaukee.
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         wHEN SADIE, MOE and their four daughters clambered down from the train in Milwaukee in 1906, he was twenty-nine years old, had quit a $6o-a-week
         job and was $1,500 in debt. When he left Wisconsin in 1920, Moe had eight children, was making $300,000 a year and had a net
         worth of $2 million. By every measure, the family’s fourteen years in Wisconsin were fruitful. Moe, a loner unable to count
         on anyone else and determined to succeed on his own, had a simple explanation for how he did it.
      

      “It’s the difference between the well-fed house dog and the hungry wolf,” he said. “You never hear of a well-fed house dog
         going out to hunt for food. But the hungry wolf must hunt, or starve. I was a hungry wolf. I had a large family. I had to
         hunt or starve. I learned how to hunt. And I kept it up.”
         
            1
         
         
      

      The family moved into a house at 715 Van Buren Street. A mile away at 450 Broadway, Moe set up the Chicago News Company, which
         later became the Milwaukee News Company, and began receiving daily by train the ten Chicago morning and evening papers plus
         a broad selection of magazines, including the popular Ladies’ Home Journal and Saturday Evening Post. Cyrus Curtis, president of Curtis Publishing which owned the Saturday Evening Post, was so pleased with his increased circulation in Milwaukee that he gave Moe a gold watch inscribed with thanks “for unusual
         services.”
      

      Those services included making clear to retail outlets that taking the Saturday Evening Post was required if they wanted any of Moe’s other newspapers and magazines. There was nothing illegal or even unseemly about
         the arrangement. It was tough, Chicago-style business. 
         Moe was leveraging his advantage, a strategy he followed as long as he stayed hungry.
      

      Within months of his arrival, Moe was earning $150 a week, but he had just begun to hunt. With only four years of primary
         school, he had no formal business training, no financial or accounting expertise. But his half-dozen years with Hearst had
         given him sufficient education to organize a lean and tough circulation system and to begin dominating competitors. In 1908,
         the first year the Chicago News Agency was included in Wright’s Directory of Milwaukee, it was one of fifteen city news dealers listed. When the 1916 edition of Wright’s was published, only Moe’s agency was still in business.
      

      He added product lines which Milwaukee’s news dealers had not carried: tobacco, cigarettes and cigars, candy and souvenir
         postcards. As his city-wide business grew, he took over other newsdealerships far beyond Milwaukee, mostly organizations which
         had been unable to compete with him. “Whenever an agency was not operating successfully, the publisher would call me in,”
         Moe said. “I would pay the deficit owed by the agent and the business would be turned over to me.”
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      Distributing both the Chicago papers and later local dailies and weeklies, he bought or established distribution agencies
         in Oshkosh, Racine and Kenosha in Wisconsin, then expanded to Peoria and Aurora in Illinois, Louisville, Kentucky, Akron and
         Youngstown, Ohio, Elizabeth and Trenton, New Jersey, San Francisco and Los Angeles. After a decade in Milwaukee, he owned
         thirty distribution agencies nationwide.
      

      Moe worked closely with the newsboys who delivered his papers and magazines. He not only knew their kind from Chicago, the
         scrappy kids and young men who headed out on their rounds before dawn, he had been one himself. He told the newsboys about
         fishing for the family supper in Kalvishken, dealing with hookers on the make and cops on the take during his messenger and
         bartending days, and about battling Daily News sluggers on Chicago’s South Side. Moe was a good boss and they enjoyed working with him because he knew what he was talking
         about. He did not ask them to do anything that he had not already done himself or was not willing to do again. He was demanding,
         but he did not stand on formality or seniority and he pushed no one harder than himself. The industrious ones were treated
         well, stayed with him for years and went on to become successful wholesalers themselves.
      

      
         Distribution was the core of Moe’s business, but his best idea, the one that gave the family its single biggest cash infusion
         and the one that eight decades later his descendants continued to speak of in awe as his most brilliant move, came from Sadie.
         He was sitting at home one evening in 1913, trying to come up with a plan to make his fortune. Something simple, something
         women needed or wanted was what he was looking for because, as he knew from his first days of selling subscriptions to the
         American in 1900, it was women at home who signed up when salesmen came by.
      

      “Selling things through newspaper coupons was not new then. College pennants had been popular: cut out the coupon, send ten
         or twenty cents and get the pennant. Everybody had a den and they went well, but the business was played out. I was looking
         for something new, something housewives might want … something that would have a serial quality, which women would buy and
         repeat.”
      

      Because Sadie ran the house, he asked her which of the more durable household items she bought most often. “Teaspoons,” she
         replied.
      

      Instantly, Moe sensed she was right. “That’s it,” he said, turning to his children. “Mother has just made us a fortune.” The
         children giggled and clapped their hands although they had no idea what their father was talking about. His enthusiasm was
         bewitching.
      

      Instead of college pennants or plates, Moe would use silver teaspoons as a promotional incentive to increase newspaper sales.

      “I conceived the idea of having teaspoons with the state seal on the handle. I ordered 30,000 spoons in six lots of 5,000
         each with the seals of Wisconsin and the five neighboring states.”
      

      As he always would when starting a new business, Moe set up a separate organization, the International Souvenir Spoon Company,
         and contacted W. M. Rogers and Sons to produce samples that he showed to circulation directors of the papers he handled.
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          Soon after they agreed that the idea was a likely winner, newspapers across the country were participating in the promotion.
         Each paper carried the subscription advertisement and sign-up coupon. The subscriber cut out the coupon, presented it to certain
         newsstands and for fifteen cents extra was given the silver spoon. Each week a new spoon was available. And while Moe knew
         he was on to something, he was stunned by the demand.
      

      “My wife was right,” said Moe. “Every woman in creation seemed to want those spoons.”
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         The New York Sunday World sold 150,000 spoons a week. The Chicago Examiner, 100,000 a week. Moe signed up papers in nearly every state and Canada by including the seals of each of the forty-eight
         states and Canadian provinces. He was preparing to take the campaign into Europe when World War I broke out and ended that
         plan. The promotion lasted more than a year. Early on, William Randolph Hearst tried to steal the idea and persuade the chairman
         of the International Silver Company, a man named Wilcox, to sell the silver to him. “Those spoons were contracted for with
         Mr. Annenberg,” Wilcox replied. “He made the deal. This was his idea.” Moe thought no less of Hearst when he heard of the
         publisher’s attempt. He was not even surprised. Hearst sought advantage the way a shark sought lunch. It was part of his nature.
         But Moe did resolve to take extra care if he ever had any future dealings with the publisher.
      

      When the totals were in, Moe had sold one hundred million spoons and had collected a percentage on each sale. At the age of
         thirty-six, he had made his first million dollars and was rich enough to begin branching out into investments other than distribution.
      

      He did not know much about any other businesses, but just as he was happy to teach the tricks of the news agency trade to
         his distribution team, he wanted to keep learning. He researched his next step with the help of Frank Mulkern, a Milwaukee
         celebrity known as the “millionaire newsboy” because he too had started out peddling newspapers. Mulkern taught Moe how easy
         it was to borrow money from banks, putting other people’s money to work to leverage income. Moe went into the taxicab business
         with Mulkern, and founded one of the first electric car dealerships, the Chicago Electric, though he owned a six-cylinder
         Winton himself.
      

      One of his best investments was building Milwaukee’s largest parking garage. Henry Ford had introduced his Model T in 1907,
         the same year General Motors was created, and eight years later Moe saw the $850 “flivvers” turning up and parking haphazardly
         all over downtown. Anticipating that the congestion in the city would worsen, he built the garage and to promote it bought
         an advertising supplement in the Milwaukee Journal featuring pictures of the building and ads from contractors who had worked on the structure. Proud of what he had done, he
         sent his brother Max a copy of the paper.
      

      Several days later, back in the mail came the ad. On it Max had scrawled: “Stop building garages with Chicago Tribune money.” He had not, though, spent any Tribune money on the garage. The Tribune was 
         not paying him that much anyway. Of the twelve thousand papers he was distributing daily and fifty thousand on Sunday, the
         Tribunes were not even the biggest part. Except for a First Wisconsin bank mortgage, every penny in the garage had been his own. Uncharacteristically,
         Moe cried when he received the letter. He was upset and angry with himself for asking Max for recognition that he should have
         known would not have been forthcoming. And he was upset with the realization that their relationship was beyond redemption.
         With the exception of the funerals of Tobias in 1910 and of Sheva five years later, the brothers rarely saw each other during
         the fourteen years Moe lived in Milwaukee. After this letter, the brothers did not speak for three years and even after they
         resumed it, their contact was perfunctory. Asked years later to confirm that he and his brother were again cooperating, Max
         replied, “I did not say we cooperated. I said we were on speaking terms.”
         
            5
         
         
      

      In addition to the garage, Moe built and bought two theaters, bowling alleys, billiard parlors, stores and apartments. Five
         properties, including the theaters, provided revenues until 1948, when they were sold for $1.75 million. Milwaukee’s beer
         barons were richer, but Moses Annenberg was the city’s Croesus. He had been a silver man from William Jennings Bryan to teaspoons,
         but now everything he touched turned to gold.
      

      The family was expanding as fast as his business. Moses, as he went back to being called in Milwaukee, came from a large family
         and wanted a large one of his own. That was fine with Sadie, who after giving birth five times in Chicago, had four more children
         in Milwaukee. Three were girls: Lita in 1909, Evelyn in 1911, and Harriet in 1914, an inseparable trio known as the three
         little bears. There was never any question that Moses and Sadie wanted a boy. Sadie was close to her own brothers and father
         and each time she was pregnant prayed for a boy if, as she said, it was God’s will. Moses, surrounded by females, loved his
         daughters, but he had an old-world attitude about women. To extend the family name and inherit his business, he needed a son.
      

      They would have only one. Walter Hubert was born on Friday the thirteenth of March, 1908, at 1:30 P.M. at home at 742 Jackson street. He was named, the son explained later, for Walter Hubert Inman, a newsman in Cleveland whom
         Moses admired. The birth was difficult. The baby was in breech position and might well not have survived had Sadie not been
         so strong and if Dr. A. W. Myers had not been on hand to assist. The combination of near tragedy and sole son ensured 
         from that moment that the attention paid to young Walter would be extraordinary.
      

      Some supersitious families considered it bad luck to have a child on Friday the thirteenth. Not the Annenbergs. Walter was
         their third consecutive child born on a thirteenth, albeit the only one on a Friday, and forever after, the family considered
         thirteen its lucky number.
      

      There were no vital statistics on the birth certificate regarding the newborn’s weight or length. There were two boxes on
         the form which asked the doctor to state yes or no as to whether the child had any physical defect and if yes to state its
         nature. Neither box was filled in, but Walter was born with a minor defect. His right ear was withered to a small stump of
         cartilage and he was deaf on that side. Moses was overjoyed that he had a son, but concerned about his ear, and, according
         to Walter’s sister Evelyn, disappointed that his heir was not perfect. Moe’s older brother Jacob had had a hearing problem
         too and he understood the frustrations such a disability could cause. Still, he was also grateful that his son otherwise appeared
         to be healthy.
      

      Being the sole brother in a sea of seven surviving sisters guaranteed a special role for Walter. From the outset, he was his
         parents’ undisputed favorite. The children were all “like the fingers of my hands,” Moses often said, extending his palms
         forward. Walter, though, was more than a finger. “My right arm,” Moses called him.
      

      His mother and sisters did not call him Walter. To them he was always “Boy,” the nickname Sadie was still using when Walter
         was in his fifties. When she did use his proper name, it was a sure sign he was in trouble. “She had a phrase whenever I did
         something that she didn’t like,” he said. “‘Now, Walter, think about that more carefully. Now Walter.” His father never used
         the nickname. To Moses, he was always Walter.
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      With one exception, life was quite idyllic and mostly fun in Milwaukee. When Moses was not at home, which was frequently because
         he worked long hours and traveled by train to distant distributorships, the house was a rambunctious madhouse of siblings
         cavorting, friends racing through, playing games, throwing balls, staging puppet shows, making snowmen in the yard. Sadie
         was constantly fussing about like a mother hen. Whenever the girls or Boy left the house, she wanted them looking perfect.
         Even before the money began to roll in, there were no torn or patched dresses or suits on her children. Each morning she made
         certain the girls brushed their hair so she could pin on big, 
         freshly ironed hair bows. Boy had his collar inspected and his fingernails checked. Before leaving, each child was hugged
         and kissed.
      

      When Moses was home, the atmosphere changed. For all the joy in a house full of kids and parents who loved them, there was
         a constant undercurrent of tension and anxiety because Moses was so intense and still prone to violent outbursts. He set aside
         Sundays to spend with the family and the mood was light, but the tone was different than when he was away. An edginess set
         in. Sunday mornings he gathered the children around and flipped through the Milwaukee Journal until he found something he thought they would enjoy, like a photograph of a dirigible, and he would take them on a fantasy
         journey to Japan for the coronation of the new Taisho emperor, where all the women were in long gowns that he would describe
         in exquisite detail. He had never been in Japan, but he rarely slept, was an omnivorous reader and forgot nothing. When the
         superliner Titanic sank in 1912, he told them all about icebergs.
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      Almost any story about Theodore Roosevelt, who was president when Walter was born, led to the retelling of how Teddy was almost
         assassinated just a few blocks from their house while he was running for president in 1912 as a Bull Moose. Moses described
         how the assassin’s bullet was slowed when it smashed into Roosevelt’s fifty-page speech text and how, with blood seeping through
         his shirt, the former president insisted on delivering his entire eighty-minute address, the audience leaning forward and
         expecting him to collapse at any instant.
      

OEBPS/images/9780316092449.jpg
LEGACY

A BIOGRAPHY OF

MOSES AND WALTER

ANNENBERG

CHRISTOPHER OGN

AUTHOR OF LIFE OF THE TSRS






OEBPS/images/Art_common.jpg





