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Born

Died

Occupation
Religion

Spouse(s)

Kertész Andor
2 July 1894
Budapest, Hungary

28 September 1985 (aged 91)
New York, New York, U.S.

Photographer

Jewish
Elizabeth Saly
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[evvOnke otn Boudameotn 1o
1894 ko Ntav autodidaktog otn
dwrtoypadia, pe tnv omola
aoxoAnOnke amno veapn nAikia. To
1925, petd tov A' maykOoULO
TIOAENO, peTavVAoTEVOE ot MaAAla
OTIOU TO £PYO TOU YVWPLOE
ONUAVTIKA avoyvwpelon, Tooo amno
TNV MAEUPA TWV KPLTLKWV 000 Kol
geurnoptkad. To 1936, eykataotaOnke
otnv Apepikn kot to 1944
nioAttoypadpnOnke Apepkavoc.

M€Bave otn NEa Yopkn to 1985 ka
Bewpeltal ocApepA Evac oo Toug
ONUAVTIKOTEPOUC dwToypddouc
Tou 200U awva.
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Photographers Robert Doisneau (left) and
André Kertész in 1975




The blind musician. Look at the
expression on his face. It was absolutely
fantastic. If he had been born in Berlin,
London or Paris, he might have become
a first-rate musician.

André Kertész | The Blind Violinist, Abony, Hungary, 1921



This was taken around 59th Street where
they had demolished the houses, and |
saw a pigeon flying in and out. The
original idea for this photograph dates
back to my days in Paris, where | also saw
some old run-down houses and wanted
to photograph them with a pigeon. But
the pigeon never came. Here in New York
| sat and waited. Time and time again |
went back to the same place, but it was
never right. Then one day | saw the lonely
pigeon. | took maybe two or three
pictures. The moment was here. | had
waited maybe thirty years for that
instant.

André Kertész | Landing Pigeon, New York, 1960



Everything that surrounds you can give you something.
Last summer | stayed in my room most of the time and |
began playing around with things. Years ago | was given a
little primitive Polaroid camera and | didn’t like it—it was
for snapshots. But one day | took it out. | had discovered,
in the window of a shop, a little glass bust, and | was very
moved because it resembled my wife—the shoulder and
the neck were Elizabeth. For months and months |
looked at the bust in the window and | finally bought it.
The lady in the shop said, ‘It’s a beautiful bust, sir. ‘I
know, | said. And | took it home, put it in my window,
and began shooting and shooting with the Polaroid
camera—in the morning, in the afternoon, in different
lights. Something came out of this little incident, this
little object. They made a book of all the pictures | took.
It is dedicated to my wife. Look how the face of the bust
is always changing: a shadow, which is the shadow of the
curtain, then a passing cloud.

The sky and its reflection give it the expression. | didn’t
arrange this thing—it was “there”. Photography cannot
make nature more beautiful. Nature is the most
beautiful thing in the world. You can show the beauty,
illustrate it, but it is never the real beauty—very far from
it. We don’t know how beautiful nature really is. We can
only guess. | am always saying the best photographs are
those | never took.

André Kertész | New York City, 1979




This picture of Magda was also taken
in Bedthy’s studio. | said to her, ‘Do .
something with the spirit of the
studio corner,” and she started to
move on the sofa. She just made a
movement. | took only two
photographs. No need to shoot a
hundred rolls like people do today.
People in motion are wonderful to
photograph. It means catching the
right moment—the moment when
something changes into something

else. It shows a kind of distortion ‘f
similar to that in the photograph of ";’;

the swimmer.

André Kertész | Satyric Dancer, Paris, 1926



My wife and | found the apartment, which |
still live in [Kertész passed away in 1985], in
1952. | take many pictures from my balcony. It
looks down onto Washington Square.
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André Kertész | Washington Square, New York, 1954



In this picture of
Montmartre, |
was just testing a
new lens for a
special effect.
When | went to
America, | left
most of my
material in Paris,
and when |
returned | found
sixty percent of
the glass-plate
negatives were
broken. This one |
saved, but it had
a holeinit. |
printed it
anyways. And
accident helped
me to produce a
beautiful effect.
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André Kertész | Broken Plate, Paris, 1929



You do not have to imagine things; reality gives
you all you need. | was in Tokyo. It was a rainy
day, and | had just bought a new lens. | took
some test shots out of the window of my hotel
when | saw these people crossing the street—a
perfect composition.

Rainy Day, Tokyo, 1968, André Kertész




After | was wounded [in WWI] | was in the hospital for almost nine months.
We went swimming in the pool every day, and | realized the distortions in
the water. When | photographed them my comrades said, ‘You are crazy.
Why did you photograph this?’ | answered: ‘Why only girl friends? This also
exists.” So | photographed my first distortion in 1917 — others followed later,
especially the nudes in 1933.

Underwater Swimmer Esztergom,1917, André Kertész



| went to his studio and instinctively tried
to capture in my photographs the spirit of
his paintings. He simplified, simplified,
simplified. The studio with its symmetry
dictated the composition. He had a vase
with a flower, but the flower was artificial.
It was colored by him with the right color to
match his studio.

Chez Mondrian, Paris, 1926, André Kertész



Ano keipevo tng NkAopug Polakn yia tov Kertesz:

OL dwtoypadiec tou Kertesz sivatl oav 1o vepo nou avaPAUleL
aBlaota ano tnv mnyn. Mowalouv avtovonteg. Mpwta-MpwIa,
EXOUV pLa puotkotnta mou odpelAeToL TOOO ota BEpATA TOUC, TTOU
EKTOC OTIO EAAXLOTEC €EALPETELC OLVIKOUV OTOV OLKELO XWPO TNG
kKaOnuepvng {wng, 000 Kal 0TOV TPOTIO IOV aUTA
dwTtoypadifovtal: e oeBacpo Kal amo KAToLa AmooTacn, XweLc
eudoaon n dSpapatonoinon. EmutA€oy, eival t0oo codpa
KadpapLopEVEC (elval OAa T0oo TTOAU eKel OTIOU Bal EMpETE va
elval), woTte ek MPWTNG OYPEWC €lvall oa va [NV EXEL UTTAPEEL
HEANUa kadpou, oav va odeilovtal OAa otnv appovia tou dlou
TOU KOOHOU, N oav va punv prmopovoay va eival aAAwc. Qotooo, o
KOOMOC 1tou BAEmoupe o’ auteg dev eival o omtoloodnmote. Exel pLa
oyn mowntikn, aAAote adlopata peAayxoAkny aAAote avenaiocdnta
rioyviwon. Mpaypa rtov BEPRoia pag umevbupilel otL miow armo
QUTEC UTTIAPXEL Eva PAEUUQ, pLa Ttapouoia. Eotw SlakpLtikn, £0Tw
aBwa.
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