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Praise for BEFORE THE STORM


“Writing with the authority of an academic historian and the dash of a journalist, Mr. Perlstein manages to break free of the partisan idées reçues and doctrinal laziness that typify so much writing on recent history. There is something independent, un-bought-out and, in the best sense, radical about this book.”

—Christopher Caldwell, The New York Observer


 



 



“Occasionally a book comes along which causes historians to rethink an entire era. Rick Perlstein’s remarkable Before the Storm is such an achievement: elegantly written, copiously researched, brimming with fresh anecdotes. Perlstein illuminates how conservatism erupted into a mass political movement while the academic scholars and media pundits were embracing Great Society Liberalism and Counterculture Despair. A truly landmark study.”

—Douglas Brinkley, author of The Unfinished Presidency: Jimmy Carter’s  
Journey Beyond the White House


 



 



“Anyone who has read Perlstein’s wonderfully colorful account of the Goldwater nomination and his subsequent defeat in November 1964 will be sorry that the book stops there ... Let us hope that Perlstein is already at work on another book about it all.”

—William A. Rusher, National Review


 



 



“Offer[s] much background on the remarkable fact of contemporary politics: most of our major political institutions ... are today owned by the right, although, issue by issue, the causes of the right are unpopular ... Perlstein has a nose for pungent detail. It is hard to imagine that he has missed any interesting or delicious fact about Goldwater or his circle of devotees.”

—Todd Gitlin, Boston Review


 



 



“Perlstein is such a great storyteller—one of the most enjoyable historians I’ve ever read.”

—Robert Sherrill, The Nation


 



 



“One of the finest studies of the American right to appear since the days of Hofstadter. Read it and understand where the mad public faiths of our own day came from.”

—Thomas Frank, editor of The Baffler and author of One Market Under God


 



 



“Perlstein retells this story with energy and skill ... His vibrant, detailed narrative moves swiftly and brings a large cast to life.”

—Sam Tanenhaus, The New Republic


 



 



“Comprehensive and compelling ... The heart of Perlstein’s lengthy book is his colorful account of the intellectual giants, the canny political operatives, and the far-out fellow travelers in the conservative cause.”

—Richard S. Dunham, Business Week


 



 




“Before the Storm is told dazzlingly. Perlstein re-creates the social and cultural milieu that gave rise to the conservative movement with earned authority and easy patience ... Insightful, gracefully written, well-paced and sympathetic to its central characters’ motivations.”

—Michael Tomasky, Newsday


 



 



“Perlstein’s narrative ... is never less than compelling, brilliantly researched and reported.”

—Sara Scribner and David Daley, The Hartford Courant


 



 



“Although conservative Republicans suffered a humiliating defeat in 1964, the principles they had embraced and the organization they had built endured, soon to bring them local, state and then national victories. Perlstein tells this story with energy and insight, and in lively prose.”

—Gary Gerstle, Dissent


 



 



“Finally, a gifted writer has told the full story of the difficult birth and exuberant adolescence of the conservative movement that went on to transform American politics. Rick Perlstein’s indispensable history is stuffed with wit, learning, and drama. After reading it, you will never think of the 1960s in the same way again.”

—Michael Kazin, co-author of  
America Divided: The Civil War of the 1960s
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It is the folly of too many to mistake the echo of a London coffee-house for the voice of the kingdom.—Jonathan Swift

 



 



Politics ain’t bean bag.—Mr. Dooley






PREFACE


At their 1964 convention in San Francisco, the Republican Party emerged from a corrosive faction fight between its left and right wings to do something that was supposed to be impossible: they nominated a conservative. Barry Goldwater went down to devastating defeat in November at the hands of Lyndon Johnson, and there, for most observers, the matter stood: the American right had been rendered a political footnote—perhaps for good.

The wise men weighed in. Reston of the Times: “He has wrecked his party for a long time to come and is not even likely to control the wreckage.” Rovere of The New Yorker: “The election has finished the Goldwater school of political reaction.” “By every test we have,” declared James MacGregor Burns, one of the nation’s most esteemed scholars of the presidency, “this is as surely a liberal epoch as the late 19th Century was a conservative one.”

Some, recalling the words of Thomas Dewey, worried for the future of the two-party system itself: if the parties realigned along ideological axes, he had said, “the Democrats would win every election and the Republicans would lose every election.” Others imagined, in the words of a Partisan Review writer, “a recrudescence on American soil of precisely those super-nationalistic and right-wing trends that were finally defeated in Europe at the cost of a great war, untold misery, and many millions dead.”

It was one of the most dramatic failures of collective discernment in the history of American journalism. After the off-year elections a mere two years later, conservatives so dominated Congress that Lyndon Johnson couldn’t even get up a majority to appropriate money for rodent control in the slums. The House Republican Caucus elected as chair of its Policy Committee John Rhodes, one of Barry Goldwater’s Arizona protégés. In 1964 there were sixteen Republican governors, all but two of them moderates; in 1966 ten new conservative Republican governors were voted in. In 1980 Americans elected  one of them, Ronald Reagan, as their President. And in 1995 Bill Clinton paid Reagan tribute by adopting many of his political positions. Which had also been Barry Goldwater’s positions. Here is one time, at least, in which history was written by the losers.

This is a book about how that story began.

 



It is hard, now, to grasp just how profoundly the tectonic plates of American politics have shifted between 1964 and today. Think of a senator winning the Democratic nomination in the year 2000 whose positions included halving the military budget, socializing the medical system, reregulating the communications and electrical industries, establishing a guaranteed minimum income for all Americans, and equalizing funding for all schools regardless of property valuations—and who promised to fire Alan Greenspan, counseled withdrawal from the World Trade Organization, and, for good measure, spoke warmly of adolescent sexual experimentation. He would lose in a landslide. He would be relegated to the ash heap of history. But if the precedent of 1964 were repeated, two years later the country would begin electing dozens of men and women just like him. And not many decades later, Republicans would have to proclaim softer versions of these positions just to get taken seriously for their party’s nomination. The analogy wouldn’t be exaggerating what has happened since 1964 too much. It might even be underplaying it. When commentators want to remark on today’s sweeping embrace of market thinking, the retreat of the regulatory state, and America’s military role as the “indispensable nation,” a shorthand rolls off their tongue: “There Is No Alternative”—TINA. But such things have been said before.

Go back to 1952. When the first Republican President in twenty years was elected, liberals feared Dwight D. Eisenhower would try to roll back the Democratic achievements of the New Deal—minimum wage and agricultural price supports; the Tennessee Valley Authority, that massive complex of government-built dams that brought electricity to entire swatches of the Southeast that had never seen it before; Social Security; and many, many more. Instead, the Republican President further institutionalized and expanded such programs. He created the Department of Health, Education, and Welfare, championed low-income housing, chartered the federal interstate system, proclaimed Social Security as much an American institution as the free enterprise system—and extended its reach more than Roosevelt or Truman ever had. Black Americans’ legal status as second-class citizens was beginning to be dismantled; it seemed only logical to assume that the racial attitudes that undergirded segregation would also wither once the general prosperity, and increased help from Washington, lifted white Southerners from their status as economic pariahs. Meanwhile, Senate Majority Leader Lyndon Johnson and the President were tripping over each other to declare their comity over matters of national defense. And under their shared watch another broad consensus formed: that the Soviet Union might be evil, but nothing “so dangerous to the United States that we can afford to burn up the world over it,” as Walter Lippmann put it. America’s history of ideological disputation seemed to be over. The nation had settled into a governing equilibrium. And commentators began speaking of the American “consensus.” There was no alternative. New complexities brought new needs; government had to change—grow—to respond to them. “To meet the needs of the people,” as The Atlantic Monthly neatly summarized the consensus’s tenets, “the federal government must contribute to a solution of the manifold problems of modern urban life—housing, education, welfare, mass transportation, health, and civil rights—and it must promote policies that stimulate a healthy economy.”

This was not ideology. This was reality. One did not argue with people who denied reality. Which was why the pundit Stewart Alsop wrote that conservatism was “not really a coherent, rational alternative at all—it is hardly more than an angry cry of protest against things as they are”; and why the Columbia University historian Richard Hofstadter joked that he welcomed the Goldwater-for-President movement when it sprang up because it was providing conservatives “a kind of vocational therapy, without which they might have to be committed.”

 



 



Men like this did not detect the ground shifting beneath their feet. They didn’t notice that year by year, crisis by crisis, America was slowly becoming more divided than it was united.

In 1961 John F. Kennedy scaled back an exile invasion of Cuba to overthrow Fidel Castro. Castro stood his ground. The next year the Soviets tried to make Cuba a base for nuclear missiles trained on North America. Millions of Americans were thus converted to the right-wing doctrine that any weakness in the face of the Soviets was an accommodation with evil, bringing the Communists one step closer to their goal of world domination. On the other hand, millions were converted to the left-wing position that the Soviets must be met halfway lest the world court Armageddon.

Blacks staged sit-ins at Southern lunch counters, rode through Dixie on buses alongside whites in defiance of local laws and in accordance with the rulings of the United States Supreme Court, marched through the streets of Southern cities in ever-escalating confrontation with the customs and codes of segregation. Millions thrilled to the moral transcendence of these heroic warriors for freedom. Millions of others decided that rabble-rousers—perhaps  Communist dupes—were spitting on law and order, overturning tradition, and might not stop until they had forced their way into their own Northern white neighborhoods.

Experts stepped forward to manage and coordinate people’s problems; more and more people decided they wanted to be left alone. Union power was turning a proletariat into a middle class—and union members began wondering how much of their dues went to subsidize civil rights groups that were eager to break up their neighborhood school districts. Millions stirred to Lyndon Johnson’s visions of governmental expertise distributing the bounty of an abundant society to those who had been left behind. But millions also looked at the bottom line on their tax returns and wondered why these people couldn’t help themselves. They wondered why, when they tried to impress on government what they considered their interests, they were met with indifference, or incompetence, or were swallowed inside a bureaucratic maze—or were called extremists and reactionaries, even borderline mental cases. City councils proudly passed laws outlawing the refusal to sell property to people on the basis of their race. And in places as diverse as Seattle, Berkeley, Phoenix, Detroit, and Akron, citizens used any direct democratic means at their disposal to strike them from the books. They were slowly disproving the Establishment cliché that an increasingly complex, urban society would necessitate politicians committed to finding solutions for the manifold problems of modern urban life. The cliché was based on a demographic error anyway, which few noticed: perhaps half the people the U.S. Census Bureau classed as “urban” lived in the suburbs. And suburbanites would demand a different kind of politician.

If the Restons and the Lippmanns and the James MacGregor Burnses had tugged at such loose threads, they would have seen another entire, unwelcome story revealed beneath the upholstery. America was becoming a different place from the one they thought they knew. The best measure of a politician’s electoral success was becoming not how successfully he could broker people’s desires, but how well he could tap their fears.

This is a book, also, about how that story began.

 



 



Scratch a conservative today—a think-tank bookworm at Washington’s Heritage Foundation or Milwaukee’s Bradley Foundation (the people whose studies and position papers blazed the trails for ending welfare as we know it, for the school voucher movement, for the discussion over privatizing Social Security) ; a door-knocking church lady pressing pamphlets into her neighbors’ palms about partial-birth abortion; the owner of a small or large business sitting across the table from a lobbyist plotting strategy on how to decimate corporate  tax rates; an organizer of a training center for aspiring conservative activists or journalists; Republican precinct workers, fund-raisers, county chairs, state chairs, presidential candidates, congressmen, senators, even a Supreme Court justice—and the story comes out. How it all began for them: in the Goldwater campaign.

It was something more than just finding ideological soul mates. It was learning how to act: how letters got written, how doors got knocked on, how co-workers could be won over on the coffee break, how to print a bumper sticker and how to pry one off with a razor blade; how to put together a network whose force exceeded the sum of its parts by orders of magnitude; how to talk to a reporter, how to picket, and how, if need be, to infiltrate—how to make the anger boiling inside you ennobling, productive, powerful, instead of embittering. How to feel bigger than yourself. It was something beyond the week, the year, the campaign, even the decade; it was a cause. You lost in 1964. But something remained after 1964: a movement. An army. An army that could lose a battle, suck it up, regroup, then live to fight a thousand battles more. Did You Ever See a Dream Walking?—that was how William F. Buckley entitled an anthology of conservative writings in 1970. Later that year, his brother won a Senate seat from New York with the backing of the state’s Conservative Party. The dream was walking. Maybe it wasn’t even just an army. Maybe it was a moral majority.

America would remember the sixties as a decade of the left. It must be remembered instead as a decade when the polarization began. “We must assume that the conservative revival is the youth movement of the ’60s,” Murray Kempton wrote in 1961, in words that would sound laughable five years later. Forty years later, these are words that are, at the very least, arguable.

 



A new academic discipline formed in the early sixties that perfectly captured the liberal establishment’s mood: “futurism.” In the presidential year of 1964, the movement even spun off a parlor game, as the sociologist Daniel Bell lamented: “The year 2000 has all the ingredients for becoming, if it has not already become, a hoola-hoop craze.” Lyndon Johnson was a prime offender. “Think of how wonderful the year 2000 will be,” he would gush on the campaign trail. “I am just hoping that my heart and stroke and cancer committee can come up with some good results that will insure that all of us can live beyond a hundred so we can participate in that glorious day when all the fruits of our labors and our imaginations today are a reality! ... I just hope the doctors hurry up and get busy and let me live that long.”

Perhaps it is a blessing that he didn’t live that long. History humiliated Lyndon Johnson. It was as a young boy, he told a crowd on the steps of the  Texas State Capitol in Austin in the closing days of the 1964 campaign, that “I first learned that the government is not an enemy of the people. It is the people.” Three decades later, half of all Americans would be telling pollsters that “the federal government has become so large and powerful that it poses a threat to the rights and freedoms of ordinary citizens.” In 1964 those who rejected the dominant vision of liberalism were classed as vestiges, soon to be overwhelmed by the inexorable spread of things as they are. In the year 2000, political pros would dismiss those who held on to that same creed as “paleoliberals.” Which, along with its antonym, “neoconservative,” would once have sounded as oxymoronic as “zebra elephant.”

So it is appropriate that this story should begin with a little circle of political diehards whose every move was out of step with the times, who lived in a mental and social world presumed to have been in its death throes ever since Sinclair Lewis’s Babbitt had driven a stake through its heart in 1922, but who managed to set the spark that lit the fire that consumed an entire ideological universe, and made the opening years of the twenty-first century as surely a conservative epoch as the era between the New Deal and the Great Society was a liberal one.






PART ONE





1

THE MANIONITES


Imagine you live in a town of twenty, or fifty, or one hundred thousand souls—in Indiana, perhaps, or Illinois, or Missouri, or Tennessee—with a colonnaded red-brick city hall at its center, a Main Street running its breadth, avenues rimmed with modest bungalows and named for trees and exotic heroes and local luminaries, interrupted at intervals by high-steepled churches. On the outskirts of town are factories. It is June 1959, and, three shifts a day, they throw up great clouds of smoke, churning out vast pools of cement, cords of lumber, spools of rolled steel, machine parts of every size and description. Although no one who didn’t have to would ever venture inside one of these factories, locals point to them with pride, because they are what make their little town prosper, and because all over the world foundries use machine parts inscribed with the town’s name.

Imagine you are the proprietor of one of these concerns. Your father founded it; perhaps to start things up he cadged a loan from the father of the man you bank with now. Probably, by dint of their shared membership on any number of company boards and fraternal orders and community chests and church committees, the bank let it slide when your father—who had made sacrifices to expand his plant in the hopes that the town’s grandchildren, too, might enjoy its fruits—was late a time or two paying off a note.

You grew up reading the adventure novels in the “Mark Tidd” series by Clarence Budington Kelland, an author prominent in the national Republican Party, and your favorite was the story in which a group of boys take over a rundown sawmill and get it to turn out a profit: “Up till then a river didn’t mean anything to me but a thing to fish or swim in,” the narrator said, “but before I was many months older I discovered that rivers weren’t invented just for kids to monkey with, nor yet to make a home for fish. They have business, just like anybody else, and they’re valuable just like any other business, getting more valuable the more business they do.” Calvin Coolidge once said, “The man who  builds a factory builds a temple; the man who works there worships there.” You agreed. You liked Calvin Coolidge.

By the time you took over the plant, the additions you built were too expensive to finance through any of the banks in your town, which was now a small city. More and more you found yourself trudging to New York, hat in hand, for money. New York, after all, controlled over a quarter of the nation’s banking reserves. Your letterhead soon bore an address in Manhattan as well as the one in your town, but it galled you what it took to get the Wall Street boys to take you seriously (you had worked much harder than any of them when you went to college with them back East).

When the union rep came by to try to sign up your men (there are hundreds, but you know most of them by name), you told the workers stories of the sacrifices your father made for their fathers; you reminded them of the times you kept everyone on the payroll when business was slack, of how you were always ready with an advance to help with the new baby or a sick mother. For fifty years they had seemed perfectly happy without a union, but when FDR signed the Wagner Act, the organizers came again, this time with a slogan: “The President wants you to join a union.” A union came.

You hated Franklin Roosevelt. In 1932 he ran on a platform of balanced budgets, less bureaucracy, and removing the federal government from competition with private enterprise. Then the New Deal threw money at everyone and everything—everyone and everything, that is, but you and your plants. You thought it was a godsend to industrialists who managed thousands of workers, instead of hundreds, and their friends on Wall Street. Roosevelt’s National Recovery Administration authorized executives in every industry to regulate their own. The men he picked were inevitably from the biggest companies, no one you knew. You had no say when they set floors so high that they destroyed the only edge you had over them in accessing the market—you could no longer undercut their prices. You had no say when your taxes ballooned to pay for Roosevelt’s deficits, which you knew would only bring inflation.

Bigger companies licked at your heels all through the Depression. Government regulations—whose application was the same for large and small firms, but which invariably fell heavier on the small—began to feel more burdensome to you. The armies of unemployed were as uninterested in fine distinctions as the New Dealers were: when Roosevelt attacked the “economic royalists” at his acceptance speech in 1936, you found yourself as much the object of the poor’s resentment as was the company that wanted to bury you. You felt like a victim.

Then came the Second World War. You hadn’t asked for this fight; as a leader of the America First Committee you had agitated against U.S. involvement. You didn’t pay your taxes so that Washington could fight England’s quarrels. Lawyers from John Kenneth Galbraith’s Office of Price Administration and the National War Labor Board, small, petty, jealous men who had never met a payroll in their life, now poked their heads into your plant, read your profit and loss statements, told you what to make and what to charge.

By the time it was over, Roosevelt, not happy just to sell out this country to the collectivists, was busy selling out the rest of the world as well: first by tying MacArthur’s hands in the Philippines, and then by handing over vast tracts of China to Stalin to get him to join the war against Japan. His striped-pants diplomats had been busy signing secret agreements at Yalta that would leave the countries of Eastern Europe in the hands of the godless Communists—and one by one by one they entered the ranks of the “captive nations.”

Japan’s surrender did not end wartime price controls; it did, however, end wartime no-strike pledges. A rash of strikes swept your plants and plants across the country: 4,985 in the last six months of 1946 alone, during which 116 million working hours were lost to the labor bosses. The President wanted the workers to join a union. Now the factories were in the hands of the unions. So was the Democratic Party, now that the labor bosses could deliver them millions of votes.

Meanwhile Wendell Willkie’s Wall Street internationalists had taken over the Republican Party, and they were selling out the country right alongside the Democrats. You had read Willkie’s gauzy tract One World back in 1943: “What we need now is a council of the United Nations,” he wrote. Well, now we had it—and we were forking over our riches to every last Hottentot in addition to the billions General Marshall had committed to Europe.

August 1949: China fell, Russia got the bomb. There would soon be an explanation. Russian spies had been at Los Alamos. Alger Hiss, architect of the United Nations; Harry Dexter White, wizard of Bretton Woods; Owen Lattimore, whispering in an enfeebled Roosevelt’s ear as he handed over Poland to the Soviets—all were Communists. America was falling apart. You began spending more of your time serving on political committees, reading books, attending lectures, studying the newspapers, writing letters. You retired in 1952 to work for the Republican presidential nomination of Ohio’s Senator Robert Taft, one of the few pro-Americans left in Washington—only to see him railroaded at the convention by the Wall Street kingmakers. Eisenhower talked a good game about returning government back to the states. Yet his first recommendation to Congress was to establish a new cabinet department of Health, Education, and Welfare! He left the heroic Senator McCarthy to twist in the gale-force winds issuing from the Eastern Establishment Press. He worked out a humiliating “truce” in Korea that tied us to the United Nations’  war aims. You pledged to fight against our boys serving under any flag but the American flag, so long as you lived.

But the fight was getting harder and harder. In 1958, recession set in, and practically every real Republican was voted out of Congress. You watched as the presumptive nominee for 1960, Richard Nixon—the man who brought down Alger Hiss!—announced a trip to Moscow. Worse, you heard rumors that the archinternationalist of them all, Nelson Aldrich Rockefeller, would be the only one to challenge Nixon for the nomination.

You despaired of ever having a chance to vote against the socialistic Republocrats. You despaired of Washington ever balancing a budget. You despaired of ever again seeing a President who had read the Constitution. You despaired of real Republicans receiving anything but ridicule from Eastern “Republican” newspapers like the Herald Tribune, which wasn’t too Republican not to run Eleanor Roosevelt’s execrable column. You despaired for a country brainwashed into believing it was approaching paradise, and you despaired of anyone ever waking up. You sent more and more, bigger and bigger checks to any patriotic, pro-American, pro-Constitution organization, candidate, radio program, or publication that asked. Better they get your hard-earned money than the Internal Revenue Service.

On the first day of June 1959, you received a letter marked “CONFIDENTIAL” from Clarence Manion of South Bend, Indiana. Manion was a conservative lecturer and weekly radio commentator, one of the most stirring you had ever heard. You opened a letter from Manion eagerly. It invited you to join a “Goldwater Committee of 100” to draft Barry Goldwater, the junior senator from Arizona, for President. You put it down. Goldwater in the White House—Goldwater winning the Republican nomination—was an incredible, impossible notion. You sent Clarence Manion a letter, on the stationery with your factory’s and Manhattan office’s addresses on the top, telling him that you wished him well, but that this was a lost cause, hopeless, that a conservative would never win the Republican presidential nomination as long as you lived. You were an old man, tired, and you were through with fighting impossible battles.

Five years later, when you watched Barry Goldwater accept the 1964 Republican nomination for President with tears in your eyes, you wondered how it possibly could have come about.

 



The name of the man who started it all shows up in few history books. Clarence “Pat” Manion was a precocious kid from a small town in northern Kentucky, Democrat country, the son of a well-off sidewalk contractor with no particular interest in politics. Not long after Pat graduated from the local Catholic college after his twentieth birthday he traveled to Washington, D.C., to study philosophy at Catholic University. Woodrow Wilson had captured Washington from the stolid, stand-pat Republicans. The nation’s capital was teeming with brash young intellectuals from all over the country who believed the progressive mood percolating through the states had finally found its fit exemplar in the former political science professor now in the White House. He had resisted the entreaties of Wall Street and had pledged that under his Administration no American would suffer entanglement in the blood feud then raging in Europe. Manion, too young to vote, was swept up in the excitement. The night before the 1916 election he stood in front of Democratic headquarters and led the chants for reelection: “We want peace, we don’t want war. / We want Wilson four years more!”

Wilson won a second term, and then he went to Congress to ask for a declaration of war.

Pat Manion swallowed hard and elected to stick with the Democrats. Each party had its nationalists and its internationalists—and also its progressives and its stand-patters, its urban and rural elements, its reformers and its machine hacks. For an ambitious young man like him, demonstrations of party loyalty made more sense than demonstrations of principle. By the age of twenty-nine he was a law professor at Notre Dame, making his way up the ranks in the Indiana Democratic Party. In 1932 he lost his bid to be his district’s nominee for U.S. Congress; in 1934 he failed in an attempt to win nomination for Senate—a New Dealer like him, at any rate, was unlikely to do very well in conservative, Republican Indiana. A textbook he wrote in 1939 for parochial school government courses, Lessons in Liberty, assured students that guaranteeing a decent standard of living to all Americans was government’s sacred duty, and his few criticisms of Roosevelt fell foursquare within the emerging consensus of American liberalism: that the only things standing in the way of the federal bureaucracy efficiently spreading well-being to all citizens were problems of technique, their solution just a matter of time and governmental effort.

When Roosevelt began making noises for military mobilization in 1940, Manion once again joined the anti-interventionist cause, taking a leadership position in the left-right coalition America First. The next year he was named dean of the Notre Dame Law School. And by war’s end, Dean Manion, as his admirers would come to call him, had joined a multitude for whom disillusionment with FDR over the war became a bridge to despising the President’s every work. Manion had been swayed by two of the New Deal’s most prominent critics: America First’s national chairman, General Robert E. Wood, CEO of Sears, Roebuck; and the baronial publisher of the Chicago Tribune, Colonel Robert McCormick, America First’s chief propagandist—who daily declared  in his blustery editorial that Roosevelt aimed to create “a centralized, despotic government different in no essential detail from Hitler’s despotism.”

Exhibit A—one that Manion, a constitutional scholar, was particularly incensed by—was the Supreme Court’s ruling in Wickard v. Filburn in 1942, one of the key cases institutionalizing the sweeping new powers Washington now claimed for itself. The defendant was a Montgomery County, Ohio, farmer who had made a custom of setting aside land on which he grew wheat to feed his poultry, livestock, and family, above and beyond the acreage allotted to him by the Department of Agriculture. He was assessed a $117.11 fine. When he refused to pay it, he was prohibited from selling his produce on the open market. “The power of Congress over interstate commerce is plenary and complete in itself, may be exercised to its utmost extent, and acknowledges no limitations other than are prescribed in the Constitution,” the decision concluded. “It follows that no form of state activity can constitutionally thwart the regulatory power granted by the commerce clause to Congress.” In Lessons in Liberty, Manion had assured high school students that the power given to Congress in Article I, Section 8, of the Constitution “to spend in the interest of the general welfare falls far short of the power to manage and control the general welfare directly.” Now he had been shown the fool. His next book, Key to Peace, reversed his last with the zeal of the convert. “Government cannot make men good,” he now explained; “neither can it make them prosperous and happy.” When it tries, even—perhaps especially—“in the sweet name of ‘human welfare,’ ” it “begins to do things that would be gravely offensive if done by individual citizens”: robbing the industrious Peters to pay the indolent Pauls. He led a movement for the American Bar Association to purge its rolls of present or former members of Communist-front organizations.

He also became one of the nation’s foremost advocates for the strange foreign policy mishmash cooked up by Ohio senator Robert Taft, leader of the conservative forces in Congress: anticommunism for isolationists. Like their internationalist cousins, Taftites held that the Communist conspiracy was America’s eternal enemy. But they also believed that America’s antecedent  eternal enemy—what George Washington warned of in his farewell address as “entangling alliances”—was worse. The solution to this contradiction was the belief that policies such as signing mutual security pacts in the NATO mold and pledging foreign aid to vulnerable nations sapped America’s ability to fight the menace at home, where the real threat was, from traitors like Alger Hiss and Owen Lattimore, and the agents in the federal government who would bring America to her knees through social spending that would cripple the economy through inflation—Russia’s most devious offensive of all. (One theory had it that Harry Dexter White, the former Treasury Department official  who went on to become director of the International Monetary Fund, stole U.S. Mint engraving plates so that Communism could flood the country with excess currency.) Though, incongruously, it also honored America’s centuries-old sentimental attachment to China and distrust of Europe by demanding massive assistance for the nationalist forces fighting Red China under the command of Generalissimo Chiang Kai-shek.

In 1952 Manion retired from Notre Dame and worked tirelessly for Bob Taft’s third bid in a row for the Republican presidential nomination. Manion was still a Democrat—the old kind of Democrat, before the party was captured by the Eastern internationalist big-government Wall Street boys and the radicals. At least in the Republican Party there still was hope: Taft went into the convention with a clear lead in delegates. So when he was defeated at the eleventh hour by a lowdown parliamentary trick pulled off by Eisenhower’s Wall Street handlers—they availed themselves of a “Fair Play” resolution that allowed them to strip Southern Taft delegations of their credentials—it felt like a building had collapsed. Were it not for Taft’s magnanimous pledge of support for the Eisenhower-Nixon ticket, many of his followers would have left politics altogether. Manion himself worked assiduously to build Democrats for Eisenhower. Taft, promised a voice in Administration appointments in return for his support, recommended Manion for attorney general. Instead Manion was given the chairmanship of a little blue-ribbon commission charged with reviewing the balance of power between the federal government and the states.

Given that he was now spending his time barnstorming the country for the Taftites’ last, desperate stand, the Bricker Amendment, it was a miracle he was offered anything at all. The idea for a constitutional amendment to slash the President’s power to negotiate and sign treaties—such as the United Nations’ Genocide Convention, which conservatives feared would allow Communist countries to punish the United States for segregation, or the pending treaty to establish a UN World Court, which they feared the Communists would use to shut down every line of resistance against them—had been introduced in 1951 by Taft’s junior colleague, Ohio senator John Bricker. Eisenhower would later call the fight against the proposed amendment the most important of his career. And Manion favored the most radical version of the amendment: it would require a referendum in all forty-eight states before any treaty could go into effect. Testifying for it before a judiciary subcommittee in April of 1953, he certainly hadn’t looked like someone shopping for an Administration appointment. He insulted Secretary of State John Foster Dulles to his face—and inspired pro-Bricker senators to badger Dulles so mercilessly that the normally implacable diplomat exploded. Why, creating NATO alone had required no  less than ten thousand executive agreements, he exclaimed. “Do you want all those brought down here? Every time we open a new privy, we have to have an executive agreement!” That, of course, was exactly what they wanted.

Manion worked quietly as chair of the Intergovernmental Relations Committee through 1953, dutifully ferreting out unconstitutional federal programs that should be killed, even as the Administration brought yet more to life. Eisenhower got around to firing him in February. Or, as the Taftite Fort Wayne Sentinel put it: “President Eisenhower finally yielded to the insistent clamor of a vicious internationalist cabal, spearheaded by the New York Times and the Henry Luce Time-Life smear brigade, Washington Post and New Deal columnists.”

Manion was interviewed on TV the next night. “Some of the left-wing Communists, who have had an unfortunate effectiveness in this administration,” he said, “served notice on me that I would be fired because of my advocacy of the Bricker Amendment.” As usual, the strands of hair were arranged carefully over his bald dome. (His forehead seemed to get bigger each year, as if to make room for yet one more set of facts and figures on the Communist conspiracy, forcing the droopy ears, doughy cheeks, protruding lower lip, and picket-fence teeth to crowd ever more tightly at the bottom of his face.) His eyelids were raccooned, as ever, from too much work and too little sleep. But his eyes sparkled. He looked almost beatific. He was free. Now he could work to break the Wall Street boys’ hammerlock on the Democrats and the Republicans once and for all.

 



 



The pledge was several notches shy of quixotic. Taft’s Senate heir apparent, the unlovable California senator William Knowland, was fast being eclipsed in party councils by the Senate’s “new nationalists”—conservatives like Richard Nixon and the former isolationist Arthur Vandenberg who rejected Taft’s foreign-policy legacy outright and gladly joined the majority in appropriating $3.5 billion more for mutual security in Europe. Manion went down the same month the Bricker Amendment was defeated in the Senate by a single vote. On the domestic front, the right fared worse. On May 17, 1954—“Black Monday” —Manion was crushed by the Supreme Court’s decision in Brown v. Board of Education of Topeka. A month later, the Army-McCarthy hearings (then the awful, humiliating censure vote against McCarthy in December) rung down the curtain on the political viability of the one other fit standard-bearer for Manion’s crusade.

Manion’s people did what conservatives always did when the going got tough: they started a new group. “For America” was co-chaired by Manion and General Wood. Its manifesto promised to fight for an “enlightened  nationalism” to replace “our costly, imperialistic foreign policy of tragic superinterventionism and policing this world single-handed with American blood and treasure.” When their first public appeal brought in five thousand telegrams and a like number of phone calls, they were convinced they had the internationalists on the run. They sent an emissary to Washington to meet with Senators Knowland, McCarran, Byrd, Bricker, Goldwater (“who is an outstanding, courageous young Senator”), even Vice President Nixon (perhaps he could yet be saved, they reasoned). Many of them sounded receptive. “Maybe it’s time to call a conclave of 25 to 50 leading Republicans and Democrats to discuss the whole idea of realignment off the record,” McCarran, a right-wing Democrat, remarked, although he also said that it would be nearly impossible to win over the public without an attractive leader like General Eisenhower.

From his office in the St. Joseph’s Bank Building in downtown South Bend, Manion was laying the groundwork to open his own front in the war: a weekly radio broadcast. He decided he would reject commercial sponsorship so he could keep his independence. Instead, he bought a Robotype machine—a clattering behemoth that could spew forth hundreds of identical copies of a form letter, each with an individual address and salutation that the machine read off a punched tape, player piano-style. He dunned friends, friends of friends, and friends of friends of friends, and, mostly, family-owned manufacturers: “The Leftwing, please remember,” ran his pitch, “is strong, well-organized and well-financed. Many gigantic fortunes, built by virtue of private enterprise under the Constitution, have fallen under the direction of Internationalists, One-Worlders, Socialists and Communists. Much of this vast horde of money is being used to ‘socialize’ the United States.”


The Manion Forum of Opinion went on the air in October in a prime Sunday night slot just in time to announce the success liberal Democrats enjoyed in the off-year elections and the McCarthy censure vote in December. Listener-ship was sparse for these weekly preachments that the sky was falling; most Americans were looking out the window and seeing the glorious sunshine of postwar prosperity. Manion and Wood’s little group For America looked to be little heard from, the Manion Forum to be little noted. And so, as the next few years wore on, it turned out to be.

In 1956 For America was almost single-handedly responsible for the presidential candidacy of T. Coleman Andrews, a former Eisenhower commissioner of public revenue who now called for abolishing the income tax. They were sure the time was ripe for a platform of bringing the Washington Leviathan to heel. The Supreme Court had delivered its “Brown II” decision, mandating that school integration go forward with “all deliberate speed,” and a new political culture of “massive resistance” blossomed in Dixie almost  overnight. Nearly every Southern congressman signed a manifesto pledging to defy the Court by “all lawful means.” In Alabama a bus boycott organized by a charismatic young minister named Martin Luther King was under way, even as rioting broke out over the court-ordered integration of the state university in Tuscaloosa. In Coleman Andrews’s home state of Virginia, senator and former Klansman Harry Flood Byrd’s minions pushed through the state assembly an order to close any school under federal court order to integrate, and the Richmond News Leader’s editorial page spun out arguments not unlike the ones used one hundred years earlier to justify secession. In this context, Coleman’s stump speech wasn’t just an argument about the IRS. “When the states ratified the Sixteenth Amendment,” he would cry, “the practical effect of their acquiescence was to have signed away the powers that were reserved to them by the Constitution as a safeguard against degeneration of the union of states into an  all-powerful central government!”


Manion’s Robotype clacked around the clock, printing missive after missive to raise funds and staff the petition drives that got Andrews on the ballot in fifteen states. Manion visited all of them. He was confident that if only he had succeeded in getting Andrews on the ballot in all fifty, a grassroots groundswell would throw the election into the House of Representatives—an exigency that had last occurred in 1824—where Southern and Northern conservative congressmen would provide a majority to a major-party candidate only at the price of concession to their agendas. Some even thought Andrews could win. “Don’t waste precious time, energy, and money seeking to change left-wingers,” declared the conservative newsletter Human Events. “In the first place, it’s too late for that. In the second place, conservatives are already in the majority—in your state, in almost every state.” But even in his best state, Virginia, Andrews got only 6.1 percent of the vote.

Conservative fortunes hadn’t bottomed out yet. In Manhattan a new weekly, National Review, struggled just to keep its head above water, went fortnightly, then begged readers outright for donations above and beyond the subscription price. The 1958 off-year elections were a slaughter: in the House of Representatives, 282 Democrats now lay poised to swamp 153 Republicans; in the Senate there were now almost twice as many Democrats as Republicans, the worst defeat ever for a party occupying the White House. The Democratic Party, that tensile combine of urban machine hacks and their immigrant constituencies, Southern grandees and their anti-immigrant constituencies, and egghead do-gooders—“gangs of natural enemies in a precarious state of symbiosis,” H. L. Mencken once said—now pulled unmistakably in the direction of the eggheads and the do-gooders: left. Twenty-five out of the thirty-two senatorial candidates supported by the AFL-CIO’s Committee on Political Education won. The Republicans who pulled off victories in 1958—among them Senator Kenneth B. Keating and Governor Nelson A. Rockefeller in New York—were mostly liberals. Everyone still liked Ike—even though in 1956 Eisenhower had been the first successful presidential candidate in 108 years not to carry either house of Congress, then had the temerity to declare this reelection a victory for liberal “Modern Republicanism” and posit that “gradually expanding federal government” was “the price of rapidly expanding national growth.”

Ten days after this awful new Eighty-sixth Congress was seated, Manion’s forces convened once more in Chicago to curse the darkness and plot their next move. With the Republicans and Democrats in hock to an Eastern Establishment that kept them from nominating a conservative, and with the majority of Americans being conservative—what was there to do but name a committee to explore organizing a third party?

They sent a young, energetic red-haired Yalie from Omaha named L. Brent Bozell around the country to raise funds for the effort. He had cowritten a book-length defense of Senator McCarthy in 1953 with his Yale classmate William F. Buckley Jr., then went on to write speeches for the Wisconsin senator and help edit Buckley’s National Review. In 1958 Bozell ran for Maryland’s House of Delegates and became one of the victims of the Democratic landslide. He saw the Republicans’ defeat differently from the leaders of For America, who simply assumed a bedrock majority of Americans thought just like them. “A conservative electorate has to be created,” Bozell countered in an article published after the election in National Review, “out of that vast uncommitted middle—the great majority of the American people who, though today they vote for Democratic or Modern Republican candidates, are not ideologically wedded to their programs or, for that matter, to any program. The problem is to reach them and to organize them.”

It was a hard sell. His take was $I ,667—all from a single donor. Others were more sophisticated—such as General Robert E. Wood, from whose purse had always flowed the right’s most generous bequests and from whose bequests had always flowed those of myriad others. Wood had known at least since 1951—when Republican senators Karl Mundt, Albert Hawkes, and Owen Brewster joined to sponsor a “National Committee for Political Realignment” —that the recipe for a new conservative party was plain: one part Midwestern Taft Republican, one part Southern states’ rights Democrat. Mundt, Hawkes, and Brewster’s group had failed because it had not lured Southerners into its camp. Before General Wood opened his checkbook for Bozell, he needed to know: What inroads had For America’s Northern leadership made in the Deep South?

They had made none. Southerners—for whom, falling heir to a deep and abiding tradition of military honor, isolationism was inscrutable—had never had much truck with Taftites like Manion. Their anti-Washington mood was a late development, in response to Brown. Whatever the ideological convergences of conservatives North and South now, there were too few abiding friendships, too few of those intimate bonds that make men willing to take risks together. And without risks from Southerners willing to bolt the Democrats, why should Wood risk bolting the Republicans? He closed his checkbook, and the committee made plans to dissolve. Manion was disconsolate.

 



He soon found hope in his mailbox in the form of a long missive on the letterhead of the Arkansas Supreme Court.

Jim Johnson was a young lawyer who made a name for himself after  Brown as the head of the Arkansas branch of the Citizens Council movement—the respectable segregationist outfits popularly known as the “uptown Klan”—traveling up and down the state proclaiming, “Don’t you know that the Communist plan for more than fifty years has been to destroy Southern civilization, one of the last patriotic and Christian strongholds, by mongrelization, and our Negroes are being exploited by them to effect their purposes?” He decided to challenge Orval Faubus because the incumbent governor—a native of the poor hill country in the northern part of the state where blacks were as rare as millionaires, and the son of a backcountry socialist who gave him the middle name Eugene, as in Debs—was a goddamned liberal who had proudly integrated the state Democratic Party. It seemed Johnson didn’t stand a chance—before, that is, the Massive Resistance movement spread so thick and fast over the region in the summer of 1956 that politics even in a moderate state like Arkansas had turned from day to darkest night. Now, by calling Faubus “a traitor to the Southern way of life,” Johnson had a chance to win. Manion, no fan of integration, had met Johnson while stumping in the state for Coleman Andrews and had gladly given some speeches to help him out. But Faubus’s instincts for political preservation proved much deeper than his liberalism. He added a line to his standard speech: “No school district will be forced to mix the races as long as I am governor of Arkansas.” By co-opting Johnson’s bigotry and dressing it up in uptown language, Faubus won the primary hands down. He never looked back. A segregationist leader was born.

In the general election that year, Johnson both ran for a seat on the Arkansas Supreme Court and led a ballot initiative to give the state legislature the right to nullify any federal law it wished—“damned near a declaration of war against the United States,” he later called it. The initiative passed with 56 percent of the vote, and Johnson won his Supreme Court seat. The next year,  Orval Faubus made the history books when he forced Eisenhower to send the Army to back up a federal court order to integrate Little Rock Central High. Faubus received 250,000 telegrams and letters of support for courageously standing up to Washington. A Gallup poll that spring listed the Arkansas governor as one of the ten most admired men in the world. Johnson slyly maneuvered himself into Faubus’s inner circle to become his liaison with the conservative forces around the country who were clamoring for the governor to seek higher office. And Johnson hadn’t forgotten his friend Clarence Manion.

“With the proper persuasion,” Johnson wrote Manion, “I am convinced that Governor Orval Faubus can be prevailed upon to lead a States’ Rights Party in the coming presidential election.” Manion immediately called a Southern friend, U.S. Representative William Jennings Bryan Dorn of South Carolina. Dorn was a favorite politician of the textile manufacturers who had moved South from New England to escape the unions. South Carolina mill owners hated unions with a single-minded passion. In 1934, mill towns across Dixie had exploded in the largest coordinated walkout in American history—which ended quickly in the Palmetto State after armed guards in one town gunned down five strikers in cold blood. And after the Wagner Act federally guaranteed the right for employees to form a union, the mill owners hated Washington even more than they did the CIO. Dorn was their kind of fanatic. He loved to brag to reporters about sending money bound for his district back to the federal treasury.

Like Manion, Dorn mused constantly on the subject of political realignment. So when Manion got in touch to tell him the interesting news that Orval Faubus might be willing to run for President, Dorn was ready with an idea. Faubus should announce his candidacy for the Democratic presidential nomination on a conservative platform and enter primaries in the North, as Johnson suggested. At the same time, For America should line up some prominent conservative to run for the Republican nomination on the same platform. “X for President” clubs would be organized in the North, “Faubus for President” clubs in the South. And when both candidates were turned back at their respective party conventions, the two organizations would merge to form a new party to back one of the candidates—who, combining the votes of Dixiecrats and Taft Republicans, could finally block the major-party candidates from an electoral college majority.

Manion thought that was brilliant. Sixteen months remained before the 1960 party conventions. To Johnson, Manion wrote: “What you tell me about Governor Faubus is very interesting and very welcome news.... Be sure that you will find a great deal of sympathetic support in the North for the procedure you outlined.” He scrawled a note to General Wood asking him for a meeting  “on the prospects of a conservative candidate in the 1960 elections.” He had an idea which Republican they could tap for their scheme, and he curled one more sentence into the margin: “Confidentially, what would you think about a committee to draft Goldwater for the Republican nomination for President? Such a movement may start a ‘prairie fire.’ ”

The next day he left for an Easter vacation in Central America, leaving both letters on his desk to await his return. He was especially reluctant to send the one to General Wood. Barry Goldwater of Arizona seemed an unsteady rock on which to build their church. The man was an oddball, hard to place, not  quite one of them. The people loved Barry in Arizona. But as one of Manion’s friends reminded him, “It is all too obvious there is only one Arizona.”
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MERCHANT PRINCE


The story was told again and again, in a ribbon of biographical profiles as sunny and unchanging as a stretch of desert interstate: how Barry Goldwater’s grandfather “Big Mike,” one of twenty-two children, emigrated from Poland rather than face conscription in the czar’s army, learned haute couture in Paris, steamed to Panama, crossed the isthmus by mule and by foot, got to gold-rush San Francisco and found it full up with dry-goods provisioners, whereupon, helped by a network of fellow Yiddish-speaking Jews, he opened a saloon—which doubled as a brothel. Then he made his way to a wide spot in the road—Phoenix. He went on to become Arizona Territory’s retail potentate, bringing the shirtwaists, corsets, gloves, and parasols of the East to a grateful frontier and in the process bestowing on rough but grand Arizona its defining family.

Barry’s father, Baron, was a dude with perfumed hair who was kicked out of the Prescott, Arizona, mayoralty for expanding the reach of the government too much. Barry’s uncle Morris was the future senator’s political role model—a states’ rights advocate who founded the Arizona Democratic Party, got himself reelected mayor of Prescott nine times, paved her streets, founded her militia and fire brigade, and lobbied to bring a transcontinental railroad spur through town. His own man, he boldly kept his father’s Jewish identity though his brother Baron converted to Episcopalianism.

Barry’s mother, Josephine, descended from Puritan dissenter Roger Williams, was a tuberculosis patient (“lunger”) sent to Arizona to be rehabilitated in the hot, dry air who recovered to become an outdoorswoman who slept with a loaded revolver under her pillow, and raised her children on camping trips deep into the desert wilderness, and trooped them off to the Phoenix Indian School every morning to salute the flag as it was raised. Barry’s first memory, at three years old, was of his mother taking their own flag down to sew on a forty-seventh and forty-eighth star for the new states of Arizona and  New Mexico. (Other versions of the story have him serving as a ring bearer at a wedding when a man rushes into church to announce Arizona’s statehood.)

Few politicians had a childhood more colorful than Barry Goldwater’s, it was said. He rubbed shoulders with boys of all classes and races, was a basement tinkerer and a hellion who fired a miniature cannon at the steeple of the Methodist Church and flipped pats of butter onto the ceiling, read Popular Mechanics instead of his schoolbooks, and nearly flunked out of high school—then grew into a man at military school, graduating with the award for best all-around cadet. He left the University of Arizona after one year to take over the family business after his father’s death (his great regret in life was not attending West Point). He was the company’s master promoter, modest (he worked in a tiny basement office) and generous (always handing out advances, advice, and outright gifts to whatever supplicant should ask), who became famous by introducing the “antsy-pants” fad to the nation—boxer shorts printed with the critters scampering up the front and back.

Barry’s exploits organizing relief flights for starving Navajo families as an Army Air Corps Reserves flier in the 1930s, shooting the Colorado River in a flimsy plywood boat in 1940, flying a ferry route during World War II so dangerous it was known as the “Aluminum Trail,” were lovingly chronicled by the press through the 1950s and early 1960s—as was the story of how he became a politician: a fresh-scrubbed veteran who deplored the dissipation his city had fallen into in his absence, he was drafted onto a nonpartisan slate of reformist city councilmen. He preached self-help even if it hurt himself: opposing a bid by downtown merchants for the city to build them a parking structure, Goldwater—a downtown merchant—snapped, “Let them do it for themselves!” His colleagues appointed him vice chair for his plainspoken effectiveness; when speeches went on for too long he wound up his set of chattering toy teeth; he shut up one municipal grifter in mid-sentence with a booming “You’re a liar!” He ended legal segregation in Phoenix schools and in his own beloved National Guard (his first Senate staff assistant was a black woman lawyer). He managed the successful campaign of Arizona’s first Republican governor since the 1920s, shuttling him to every settlement in the state in his own plane. He became the state’s first Republican senator by beating one of the country’s most powerful Democrats in an outsider’s campaign to beat them all.

To his chroniclers, Goldwater, and the Goldwaters, were Arizona; one of them even observed a resemblance between the senator’s chiseled, angular face and the native geography. Goldwater encouraged the identification whenever he could. Stewart Alsop once wrote an article on Barry Goldwater in which he recorded the senator’s utter delight, flying high above Phoenix, in telling the  journalist, “If you’d dropped a five-dollar bill down there before the war, it would be worth a couple of hundred now.” Alsop toured the house Goldwater had built in 1952—Bia-Nun-I-Kin, Navajo for “house on a hill”—on a deserted hillside. Goldwater called himself a conservative, but Alsop marveled that besides books, there wasn’t a thing that was old in this house, all angles and odd shapes, a masterpiece of high desert modernism complete with a TV, burglar alarm, and outside lights that Goldwater could work from controls on the headboard of his bed. This was not a man who habitually looked backward. “Out here in the West,” Goldwater told him, “we’re not harassed by the fear of what might happen.” Goldwaters, he said, “have always taken risks.”

 



Some of it was even true. Reading profiles of Goldwater written in the eight or so years of his uninterrupted honeymoon with the press as a young senator is a bit like driving that stretch of desert interstate: the illusion of autonomy came courtesy of dollars and leadership from Washington; the sweeping view that seems to encompass the horizon hides everything beyond a narrow ribbon of reality. Barry Goldwater once wrote that flying an airplane is “the ultimate extension of individual freedom.” He neglected to note that a pilot not hemmed in by the intricate regulatory apparatus of the skies may get only as far as the plane he collides with in midair.

Of his family he would say, “We didn’t know the federal government. Everything that was done, we did it ourselves.” But Big Mike’s rise came from knowing the federal government intimately. The Arizona Territory he traveled to in 1860 to follow a gold strike developed as a virtual ward of the federal government, used as a base for fighting the Indian Wars. (“Hostilities in Arizona are kept up with a view of protecting inhabitants,” a general sardonically observed, “most of whom are supported by the hostilities.”) The money to build Big Mike’s first Goldwater’s store in 1872 came largely from contracts for provisioning Army camps and delivering mail. Pioneering days were long past, at any rate, by the time his grandchildren came along: Barry, born in 1909, and his sister and brother grew up with a nurse, chauffeur, and live-in maid. He hardly needed to take over at the store after his father’s death because a hired manager, not Baron Goldwater, ran it; Barry later admitted he left college because he didn’t like it. He never carried cash growing up; when he wanted to make a purchase in any store in Phoenix, he could charge it to his father.

His generation’s coming marked the greatest confluence of all of federal largesse to Arizona and Goldwater fortune: the Roosevelt Dam, begun in 1905. The population of nearby Phoenix, fattened by construction money, doubled in  five years. During World War I, thanks to the call for stepped-up production of the state economy’s “Three C’s”—cotton, copper, and cattle—it boomed some more. During the 1920s, three more reclamation projects gave federal handouts to farmers and ranchers, and federal outlays for health and highways and vocational education made up 15 percent of Arizona’s economy, and the population of Phoenix nearly tripled.

Then came the New Deal. The economic development of the South and the West was one of Franklin Roosevelt’s most cherished goals. Washington operated fifty different federal agencies in Arizona, in addition to the Hoover Dam project. Federal funds totaling $342 million went to the state, and less than $16 million in taxes were remitted in return.

By then Barry Goldwater and a brother were in charge of the family enterprise. They did not profess gratitude for the federal government’s help. In 1934 they removed the blue eagle emblem of Roosevelt’s National Recovery Administration from the windows of their stores to protest its price dictates. Their response to the Depression was that private citizens should take care of their own, the way they did: Goldwater’s paid higher than the industry wage; provided health, accident, life, and pension benefits; provided profit sharing, a store psychiatrist, and a formal retirement plan. Later came a twenty-five- acre farm for employee recreation, and a day camp for children. The family allowed employees to examine the company’s books whenever they wished.

In June of 1938, when the Works Progress Administration was putting money to spend in department stores in the hands of sixteen thousand WPA construction workers, Barry greeted the passage of the Fair Labor Standards Act, raising the minimum wage from 25 to 40 cents and limiting working hours to forty-four a week, with his first public political pronouncement, an open letter to the President in the Phoenix Gazette. “My friend,” Goldwater began, mocking Roosevelt’s fireside chat salutation, “you have, for over five years, been telling me about your plans; how much they were going to do and how much they were going to mean to me. Now I want to turn around and ask you just what have they done that would be of any value to me as a businessman and a citizen.” He complained of astronomical taxes and alphabet-soup agencies ; he argued that workmen had been able to win higher wages only because Roosevelt’s economic policies forced factories to operate for fewer hours; he charged that the President had “turned over to the racketeering practices of ill-organized unions the future of the workingman. Witness the chaos they are creating in the Eastern cities. Witness the men thrown out of work, the riots, the bloodshed, and the ill feeling between labor and capital, and then decide for yourself if that plan worked.”

“I would like to know just where you are leading us,” he concluded. “I like the old-fashioned way of being an American a lot better than the way we are headed for now.”

The ideal politician, it has been written, is an ordinary representative of his class with extraordinary abilities. Goldwater wrote as a member of an imaginary republic of beneficent businessmen-citizens just like himself. It was not for him to observe that the operating deficits brought on by the Goldwater’s stores’ generous benefits package were covered out of interest generated from his wife’s trust fund. (Indiana-born Peggy was an heiress of the Borg-Warner fortune. Her family vacationed in Arizona, where they socialized with the most prominent local family—the Goldwaters—as a matter of course.) Goldwater’s approach to any political problem invariably derived from the evidence of his own eyes—an attitude most visible in his views on discrimination. “There never was a lot of it,” he recalled of the Phoenix of his youth. Yet when he was eleven the chamber of commerce took out an ad boasting of Phoenix’s “very small percentage of Mexicans, Negroes, or foreigners.” Barry Goldwater delighted in, and journalists delighted in repeating, his corny put-downs of anti-Semites. Why couldn’t he play nine holes, he was supposed to have responded when kicked off a golf course, since he was only half Jewish? They reported how when he took over as president of Phoenix Country Club in 1949, he said if they didn’t allow his friend Harry Rosenzweig to join he would blackball every name. Rosenzweig became the first Jew the club ever admitted. Left out of the tale was that another Jew wasn’t allowed in for a decade.

Later he would be described as a political innocent. This was not exactly true. Never a ruthless politician, he was ever a politician, with a classic politician’s upbringing: a doting mother who convinced him he could accomplish everything; a distant, moody father who convinced him that no accomplishment was enough. The letter to Roosevelt marked the moment a master salesman began selling himself to his state. He crisscrossed Arizona in his airplane delivering lectures on Native American handicrafts and Arizona’s natural wonders. After his trip down the Colorado he presented his film of the adventure, sometimes five times a day, in rented theaters all over the state. (He descended from the sky, a witness who was ten years old at the time remembers, like a “bronze god who had just beaten the river.”) The trip had been dangerous; making sure it was all captured on film even more so. Goldwater had a flair for self-dramatization. His gift for nature photography became renowned. But his most impressive photo is an extraordinarily complex and accomplished self-portrait: Barry in cowboy hat with smoldering cigarette, his face half obscured by shadow, the whole composition doubled in background silhouette.

When World War II came, Goldwater was too old to win a flying commission through normal channels. He got family friends—Senators McFarland and Hayden—to expedite the paperwork. When he returned, he signed on to head the retailers’ wing of the Veterans Right to Work Committee. He did not see what a union shop could bring workers that enlightened employers like himself were not already giving them. “It’s almost,” a radio ad for the committee declared, “as if we were living in pre-war Germany. We just can’t let that sort of thing happen here! These despotic little labor racketeers, the would-be Hitlers, must be crushed now—once and for all—before it’s too late.”

That same year Goldwater was appointed to the Colorado River Commission, an enormously important post in a state that relied on monumental irrigation projects for its very economic existence. In this, at least, he showed a keen appreciation of the federal government’s role in supporting Arizona’s bounty—and also showed a skilled political hand: to his California vendors he darkly warned of the “strangling of the life from California-Arizona trade relations” if Arizona were denied its fair share of Colorado River waters; he urged his Eastern suppliers to lobby their congressional representatives to save the “agricultural empire” that let him be such a good customer. A political career soon followed.

 



Arizona had entered statehood in 1912 with two political factions. One was a man: Governor George W. P. Hunt, a William Jennings Bryan-style populist crusader. The other consisted of the copper, cotton, and cattle interests who opposed him. All of them were Democrats—the magnates solely for the quadrennial privilege of attempting to deny Hunt the gubernatorial nomination. By the time Hunt finally rode off into the sunset in 1932, the Republican Party had practically ceased to exist in Arizona. Most of the state’s Republicans were Midwestern transplants of maverick disposition—like the boys’ novelist Clarence Budington Kelland, and Barry Goldwater’s feisty mother Josephine, who came from an Illinois clan whose commitment to the party went back to Lincoln’s day and who taught her children the GOP’s virtues at her knee.

The war changed everything. The Pentagon, valuing Phoenix for its ideal flying weather—and its alacrity in donating land—built Luke Air Force Base, Williams Air Force Base, Falcon Field, and Thunderbird Field; plants for Goodyear Aircraft, Consolidated Aircraft, AiResearch, Alcoa, and Motorola followed—the companies also drawn by Arizona’s right-to-work law. Young new families came to the Southwest after the war to vacation in the hot, dry air; many settled there. Arizona could then boast a fourth C: climate. The newcomers, a Democratic pol lamented, “altered the whole demography of the place”: the newcomers were largely Republican.

The most important Republican came in 1946: Eugene Pulliam, owner of Indianapolis’s Star and News. Pulliam spotted an opportunity in Phoenix. A moderate Republican internationalist, he loved a reform crusade. He had been vacationing in Phoenix for years and saw its potential during the squalid years when the place was celebrated as “sin city” by the servicemen who passed through. In 1946 he bought the morning and evening newspapers, the Republic  and the Gazette, and set to work cleaning up the town. Part of the problem, he realized, was the Democrats’ spoils-inducing political monopoly. Arizona needed a two-party system to keep officeholders honest; Phoenix needed a nonpartisan charter-style city government.

He knew who to turn to. There is no business relationship more symbiotic than that between newspapers and department stores, their most assiduous advertisers. Phoenix’s grandest department stores happened to be operated by a Republican family. And when Pulliam put together his slate of twenty-seven reform candidates for city council in 1949, he talked that family’s scion into leading it. Everyone knew Barry Goldwater, the former president of the chamber of commerce and chairman of the community chest; a board member of the YMCA, the art museum, two hospitals; a member of every club in town. The slate won in a sweep. Goldwater got three times as many votes as anyone else.

When his colleagues chose him as vice chair of the city council he suddenly found himself the highest Republican officeholder in the state. Mayor Nicholas Udall pegged this “young merchant prince who liked to get his picture taken and fly airplanes” as an aspirant for higher office. Udall had reason to fear. The reformers had reduced the number of city departments from twenty-seven to twelve and turned a projected $400,000 budget deficit into a $275,000 surplus. Corruption was decimated; business boomed. In 1950 Look  magazine and the National Municipal League gave Phoenix their annual All-American City award “in recognition of progress achieved through intelligent citizen action.”

Goldwater decided to run for governor. He struck a deal with another popular Republican aspirant, a sentimental radio personality named Howard Pyle: Pyle would plug Goldwater for the statehouse, and Goldwater would back Pyle for U.S. Senate. Then Pyle pulled a dirty trick, “letting” himself be drafted into the gubernatorial race at the state convention. Goldwater, committed to building the Republican Party in the state, didn’t make a fuss; he swallowed his pride and signed on as Pyle’s campaign manager—and committed himself to run hard for Senate. Though when the handsome young campaign manager emerged from the cockpit of his twin-engine Beachcraft Bonanza as the Pyle campaign arrived in a town, he usually upstaged the balding candidate. The incumbent, Susan Frohmiller, had a hard time taking all this seriously. She had  won reelection time and again as state auditor for her brilliant management of Arizona’s volcanic growth. Registered Democrats outnumbered registered Republicans five to one. She spent only $875 on her campaign—and Pyle won by 3,000 votes.

A year later, the honey-voiced, wild-maned, wrinkle-faced giant of the Senate from Illinois, Everett McKinley Dirksen, came to Phoenix to address the state Republican convention. He pulled Barry and Peggy Goldwater out of the cocktail-hour snarl and made the case that Barry should run for the U.S. Senate. Goldwater would later portray himself the startled naïf in the encounter, but he was already compiling a scrapbook on his opponent, junior senator Ernest McFarland, the popular author of the GI Bill and the Senate minority leader. Goldwater was the underdog: McFarland had been chosen leader by his party precisely because his seat seemed so safe, after the previous leader had been replaced by Dirksen for purported softness on Communism. When asked by a friend why he had the temerity to think he could beat McFarland, Goldwater replied: “I can call ten thousand people in this state by their first name.”

One of them was the state’s most effective political operative. Swarthy, intense, standoffish, Stephen Shadegg was a master of appearances, a man fascinated by the space between deception and detection; he was a trained actor and the author, under a pseudonym, of hundreds of True Crime stories. He made most of his money as proprietor of “S-K Research Laboratories”—which researched nothing, but manufactured an asthma remedy he had invented. Pulling on his pipe, he held journalists enthralled. “His interests range from ‘lies’ to ‘God,’ ” the New York Times reported in a profile. It was a time when a man who was cynical enough to imply that truth was a relative thing was rare. And for a political campaign, valuable. “Approached in the right fashion at the right time,” he once wrote, “a voter can be persuaded to give his ballot to a candidate whose philosophy is opposed to the cherished notions of the voter.” He was neither a Republican nor a Democrat; his latest triumph was running the reelection bid of Arizona’s senior senator, Carl Hayden.

Shadegg argued with himself: Could the merchant prince win? Years later Shadegg penned a primer called How to Win an Election. There were three types of voters, he theorized: Committeds, Undecideds, and Indifferents. The first step to victory was identifying the Indifferents—“those who don’t vote at all, or vote only in response to an emotional appeal, or as a result of some carefully planned campaign technique which makes it easy for them to reach a decision.” Indifferents were the kind of suckers another master of persuasion said were born every minute. And Shadegg decided that the evidence from 1950, when thousands of Arizona voters voted the straight Democrat line with one  exception—crossing over to vote against the vastly more qualified woman—proved to him that Arizona was so lousy with Indifferents that just about anyone with a good campaign manager could win.

Shadegg agreed to manage Goldwater, if Goldwater would submit to his iron-clad rules: the candidate would do whatever he was told by the campaign manager, would follow his prepared speeches, and would take no stand without checking with Shadegg first. “Oh, so you think I’ll pop off?” Goldwater replied—and accepted the conditions.

Shadegg reasoned that Goldwater needed the votes of 90 percent of the state’s Republicans and 25 percent of the vastly greater number of Democrats. Arizona’s new Republicans could be counted on to go to the polls in November to vote for President. For them to go for the Senate nominee, they would have to believe that their vote wouldn’t be wasted. So Shadegg delegated Goldwater the task of finding a strong Republican candidate for every state office. For the first time, in a state whose ninety-member lower chamber held but two Republicans, it had to be possible for Republicans to vote a straight ticket. Goldwater was born for the job. He persuaded forty of the state’s most dynamic young men, most of them postwar transplants, to run for office. Shadegg ran him ragged all autumn, sending him on as many coffee hours in the state’s widely scattered Republicans’ homes as he could fit in, to do the hard work of convincing them that 1952 was finally their year in Arizona. In the process, Goldwater built a remarkable network of activist Republicans who knew and trusted him. Even if he lost, he likely would emerge as party boss.

Shadegg worked on the Indifferents. Arizonans trusted McFarland, he decided. They must be made to distrust him. The opportunity came in September when McFarland made a gaffe. Shadegg decided to have Goldwater exploit it in his kickoff speech, delivered from the steps of the Yavapai County Courthouse in Prescott. He saved the sucker punch for the end: “The people of Arizona are entitled to know that in the past week the junior Senator described our Korean War as a ‘cheap’ war.” Gasps. “ ‘Cheap,’ he said, because we’re killing nine Chinese for every American boy. And to justify his participation in this blunder of the Truman administration, he added to his statement these words: ‘It is the Korean War which is making us prosperous.’ ”

Goldwater dug in the knife: “I challenge the junior senator from Arizona to find anywhere within the border of this state, or anywhere within the borders of the United States, a single mother or father who counts our casualties as cheap—who’d be willing to exchange the life of one American boy for the nine Communists or the nine hundred Red Communists or nine million Communists.”

Eugene Pulliam helped with editorials and slanted news columns. Radio  ads blanketed the state with the sounds of dive-bombers, machine guns, grunts in the trenches, and a disgusted voice-over: “This is what McFarland calls a cheap war.” Shadegg devised a maddeningly catchy jingle for commercials that aired on the new medium of television:


Voter, voter, you’ll be thinking  
What a fine land this will be  
When the taxes have been lowered  
Taxes less for you and me.



McFarland, way ahead in the polls, hardly deigned to mount a campaign. Shadegg had workers scribble fifty thousand postcards timed to arrive at the homes of registered Democrats the day before the balloting. Each was signed “Barry.”

Barry Goldwater was swept into the U.S. Senate on Ike’s coattails by a slim seven thousand votes. That was shocking. Even more so was that the Republicans he had recruited won, too: John J. Rhodes, another handsome young jet-jockey, became a U.S. congressman. Thirty Republicans were sent to the state senate, thirty-five to the House. Arizona now had a Republican Party. It was made up of men like lawyer Richard Kleindienst: young (twenty-nine), smart (Harvard Phi Beta Kappa), deeply rooted in Arizona’s cowboy mythos (“Any son of a bitch out there thinks he’s big enough to run me and my family out of this town, come on up and try!” his granddad had announced, .45 in hand, when vigilantes set upon him for voting for Alf Landon)—and a close personal friend of Barry Goldwater. Goldwater would hug close to these men for the rest of his political career.

 



Barry Goldwater was not a well-known senator during Dwight D. Eisenhower’s first term. He was not much missed on the floor when party leaders assigned him a job that took him very far from Washington, very often: chairman of the Senate Republican Campaign Committee, trouping countless miles to GOP gatherings of every imaginable kind to raise funds for Senate hopefuls. Neither did needy constituents much miss him; they knew that if you wanted something done in Washington, you got in touch with Carl Hayden, who was the powerful chair of the Senate Ways and Means Committee.

Goldwater loved the road, and he logged more miles than any other chairman in history. Whenever possible he booked talks on the side, at venues like the Marion County, Illinois, Soldiers and Sailors Reunion, the Southern Nevada Knife and Fork Club, the Michigan Christian Endeavor Convention—and, especially, with veterans’ groups like the American Legion and businessmen’s redoubts like the free-market-worshiping National Association of Manufacturers, where he nearly always brought down the house. He attacked the liberals who were taking charge of the Democratic Party and the Republicans who seemed to want the country to adopt a “dime store New Deal” (New Deal programs, only cheaper)—a daring message in a season when nonpartisan bonhomie was close to a Washington religion. Conservatives, accustomed to party officials who blew into town to crow about the latest Republican successes keeping up with the Lyndon Johnsons, began taking notice. So did the media;  Time ran a short, glowing profile of Goldwater in 1955 entitled “Jet-Age Senator with a Warning.”

But by the time Eisenhower’s second term approached, Goldwater’s prospects looked if anything to be diminishing. Some among the GOP leadership began wondering whether a man whose best speech was a defense of Joe McCarthy was quite the man to represent a party wracked by internal dissension ; others were hardly aware of what he stood for at all. Eisenhower confidant Paul Hoffman, in a polemic in Collier’s the week before the 1956 election entitled “How Eisenhower Saved the Republican Party” (answer: by making it more like the Democrats), divided legislators to Eisenhower’s right into two categories: “unappeasables” and “faint hopes.” Goldwater was a faint hope.

He would not be mislabeled for long. The national collegiate debating topic for the 1957-58 school year was “Resolved—that the requirement of membership in a labor union as a condition of employment should be illegal.” Nineteen fifty-eight was the year of the right-to-work debate. Right-to-work was Barry Goldwater’s issue. When he arrived in Washington, Goldwater, a military buff and an outdoorsman, had asked Bob Taft for berths on the Armed Services and Interior Committees. He was put on Banking and Labor instead. Goldwater protested that he had run a department store, not a bank; that his stores had never had unions because the workers had never wanted one. Taft said he wanted a businessman on these committees. The decision shaped a political destiny.

 



In 1957 the Democrats began control of the Senate. That made the former minority counsel of the Government Operations Committee’s Permanent Subcommittee on Investigations, Robert F. Kennedy, the majority counsel. Investigations was Joe McCarthy’s old fiefdom. Determined to reclaim the subcommittee’s good name—and also determined to give his brother, who was a member of the committee, a leg up on the field for the 1960 Democratic presidential nomination—Robert Kennedy began an inquiry into corruption among contractors providing clothing for the military. The trail led him to the Mafia’s spectacular success making trade unions—especially the giant transport union,  the Teamsters—its playground. He convinced Senator John McClellan to chair a select committee to investigate.

The series of hearings that followed were an extraordinary success. Americans sat glued to their TV screens for months on end as the panel questioned thugs with names like Thomas “Three-Finger Brown” Lucchese, Frank “Lefty” Rosenthal, and Anthony “Tony Ducks” Corallo. Two Chicago racketeers were brought to testify straight from the Illinois State Prison in Joliet, handcuffed together. Teamsters president Dave Beck Sr., asked if he knew one Dave Beck Jr., replied, “I decline to answer this question on the grounds it might open up avenues of questions that would tend to incriminate me.” Jimmy Hoffa, elected Beck’s successor at a convention at which only 4.8 percent of the delegates were legally entitled to vote, answered one question, “To the best of my recollection I must recall on my memory I cannot remember.” RFK’s staff was pulling consecutive sixteen-hour stretches, processing six hundred letters a day from frightened victims of harassment, crisscrossing the country to interview anyone and everyone with information that might help nail a case, tracing phone calls all the way down to third and fourth parties to a hustle. They turned up millions of dollars of diverted—stolen—union dues. Genuine evil was being exposed. And through it all, Democrats gave fulsome praise to the vast majority of the nation’s unions that were honest, decent, and patriotic. After fearing a smear job at the outset, many unionists ended up praising the work the three years of hearings did to clean up their movement.

All of the hearings, that is, except the one pursued in early 1958 by the select committee’s junior member, who had been put on the panel only at the last minute when Joe McCarthy died: Barry Goldwater. Since he was on the Labor Committee, the Republican leadership decided he must know something about labor.

Goldwater had learned how to think about unions from the Phoenix lawyer Denison Kitchel. The son of a partner at a prominent Wall Street law firm, Kitchel was set to follow in his father’s footsteps when, in 1934, he shocked his blue-blooded family by announcing that he was moving to Arizona. (“What are you going to practice on out there, cows?” his father asked.) He embraced his adopted land with the zeal of the convert. Once he had been a liberal. Now Kitchel seethed with resentment at the Eastern Establishment. He had joined the Arizona Establishment—who looked east for their loans (New York controlled a quarter of the nation’s banking reserves), leased their land from Washington (the federal government owned almost half of Arizona’s land), and, if they were baseball fans, listened to Harry Caray’s broadcasts of the St. Louis Cardinals, the closest major league team. Kitchel married Naomi Douglas, niece of the baron who had created the copper empire in the southeast corner of  the state, now owned by the mining company Phelps Dodge. He became Phelps Dodge’s labor counsel. He became Barry Goldwater’s best friend.

For decades Phelps Dodge had operated as its own law in southeast Arizona. When Governor Hunt brokered a settlement to a 1915 strike that was favorable to the workers, and called in the National Guard to protect the deal, the company responded by bankrolling Hunt’s defeat in 1916 by the suspicious total of 30 votes. The next year the mining company staged a dawn raid in which gun-toting agents herded union miners and “any suspicious-looking person” onto manure-laden cattle cars, hauled them across the state line, and dropped them off in the middle of the desert. Forced migrations were not unheard of in American industrial history. This one was the worst ever. It ended with two dead.

Not much had changed in Bisbee by the time Kitchel arrived in the 1930s. Another union-organizing drive began, and Phelps Dodge responded by firing the union members. But in Washington, everything had changed. The new Wagner Act had chartered the National Labor Relations Board, which ordered Phelps to hire the union workers back—and give them back pay. The company appealed all the way to the Supreme Court in 1941. Felix Frankfurter, Kitchel’s professor at Harvard Law, handed down a decision that declared Kitchel’s argument “textual mutilation”—and enshrined federal labor law’s “Phelps Dodge rule” forcing companies to hire union members, which would haunt Kitchel for the rest of his days. Yet the humiliation had an upside. For Kitchel was among the first corporate lawyers to grasp the new reality of the Roosevelt era: the unions could no longer be beaten by intimidation, or even by being outlasted in strikes, let alone with industrial reenactments of the Trail of Tears. Now the name of the game was politics.

The key battleground was over right-to-work laws. The Wagner Act dictated that if a majority of workers at any company chose a union to represent them, that union became the sole bargaining agent for all the workers in the company. That stipulation posed a knotty problem: if a worker enjoyed the benefits of a contract whether he joined the union or not, why should he join? Labor’s solution was to demand “union shop” provisions in contracts, requiring that all new hires must join up within a certain time. But from management’s perspective, that provision didn’t just give unions power on the shop floor; it gave them a steady, guaranteed stream of dues, ensuring the unions unprecedented political power to press their liberal agenda in Washington and every state capital in the country.

But management had its own special advantage. The same year that Kitchel argued in front of the Supreme Court, the right-wing Dallas Morning News ran an editorial headlined “MAGNA CARTA.” It proposed an amendment to  the Constitution to make forcing a worker to join a union illegal—protecting the “right to work.” It was a masterstroke. Now, pressing for right-to-work laws, companies could wield the most potent symbol in the American civil religion : liberty. Unions were left in the rhetorical dust. Labor lawyer Arthur J. Goldberg was left to defend the union shop by claiming that unions weren’t exactly voluntary organizations in the first place, but more like armies: they required conscription to exist. That didn’t sound very American.

The right achieved a major victory when the Taft-Hartley Act in 1947 gave states license to pass their own right-to-work laws. (Arizona was the first to do so.) Every year afterward liberals fought to repeal the union shop exemption, and conservatives fought to preserve it—and to pass more state right-to-work laws. When the American Federation of Labor merged with the Congress of Industrial Organizations in 1955, creating a confederation that represented a quarter of the civilian workforce, and heavily funded its political arm, the Committee on Political Education, the stakes were raised appreciably. In Arizona, Kitchel implored Gene Pulliam to give a group of businessmen a Sunday column in the Republic, “Voice of Free Enterpise,” to run alongside the one he had given to the Arizona Labor Federation. Labor bosses, the typical businessmen’s column would explain, were guilty of “the boldest bid for economic and political power ever made by any group since the founding of our nation.” For if they could “arrange it that everyone who works has to be a union member in good standing the money rolls in automatically.” With that money they could “overwhelm all who seek election to public office without their endorsement.” Companies who had fought all the way to the Supreme Court for the right to fire workers whenever and however they liked, who had workers’ blood on their hands, could now effectively style themselves as the worker’s best friend.

But labor was prevailing in the political war—thanks largely to Walter Reuther, president of the United Automobile Workers. The son of a German immigrant beer truck driver and militant socialist who raised his sons to save the world, Reuther began his career as a labor organizer in the mid-1930s, just as unions were developing a dazzlingly audacious new tactic: at the opening whistle, activists simply sat down at their machines and refused to leave until the owners agreed to bargain with them. Sit-down strikes were wars, naked fights for power—struggles for control of the factory between the capitalists who owned them and the workers who breathed them life, management advancing with tear gas and blackjacks, the workers making their stand with whatever heavy projectiles they could find. The grandest of all the actions struck GM’s giant works in Flint, Michigan. It was a watershed in labor history. At the height of the uprising, in early 1937, the new Michigan governor, Frank Murphy, moved in the militia, and strikers prepared for the inevitable  blows to rain down upon their heads. They never came. Murphy was intervening on the union’s side—because he owed his office to the UAW’s get-out-the-vote effort for him the previous November. This was an enormous lesson, the same lesson learned by Denison Kitchel, and Reuther was among the first labor leaders to grasp it: now the real battles were to be fought and won in the political arena. Previous labor leaders jealously guarded their independence from government. But Reuther rose by combining old-school shop-floor organizing, legislative-floor politicking to create a friendly legal climate, and precinct work to elect the politicians that believed in Walter Reuther’s grand left-wing vision, inherited from his father, that business, labor, and government, working together, could more rationally run industries than could private enterprise alone. He never saw his dream fulfilled. But with more and more labor-friendly politicians in Washington and the state capitals willing to back him up, he did manage to negotiate the most splendid contracts—and some of the most liberal laws—American workers had ever won. And that, to his enemies, was bad enough.

Reuther became head of the UAW’s General Motors division in the 1940s. He understood the massive, exquisitely calibrated production system of America’s biggest corporation better than most of its executives. Knowing that just one small wildcat strike could render half a dozen plants useless, he began consolidating control of his members so that no wildcats would take place. Thus able to promise America’s largest corporation what it wanted—labor peace—he was able to gain unheard-of concessions in return: a contractual “cost of living adjustment”; then, in 1955, a historic “guaranteed annual wage” whereby, for the first time, workers would be paid during layoffs—65 percent of full pay when state unemployment compensation levels (which UAW lobbying helped increase all around the country) were added in.

Walter Reuther soon became Public Enemy Number One in the offices of the kind of factory owner who supported Clarence Manion. Bargaining concessions won at the top of the industrial system had a tendency to trickle down as more and more workers demanded the same perks. But if the GMs of the world could afford these concessions—and, indeed, welcomed them because they greatly stabilized a company’s labor relations—smaller manufacturers insisted they could not. Moreover, these company leaders believed with religious certainty that in this plague of Reuther-style contracts, which increased wages year by year regardless of productivity, were recipes for inflation. The contracts were also un-American: “Strict seniority without regard to individual merit, equal pay for unequal work,” bathroom fixtures magnate Herbert Kohler said, “—these and similar bargaining demands of union leaders treat the workers en masse, not as individuals.” If on top of supporting unions the government  unbalanced its budget with reckless spending thanks to unions’ undue influence in the political realm, inflation might race out of control. Union-shop provisions were the keystone of the entire edifice—so the right-to-work fight was the centerpiece of the effort to do “Reutherism” in. That 1955 GM contract, Clarence Manion railed in one of his first broadcasts, “moved Mr. Reuther close up to the supreme dictatorship of American organized labor as a prelude to a try for the presidency of the United States.” It was “offered at the point of a strike threat to practically every big industry in the country by a labor monopoly that is exempt from the antitrust law and can, therefore, callously disregard the public interest that every other person, corporation, and organization is obliged to serve.” (Reuther, of course, saw it just the opposite: the entire goal of the labor movement was to dignify the individual by removing him from the vagaries of market competition. This was the public interest.)

Manion and Kohler could rage at Reuther. But he was a useful adversary; years later conservatives should have lifted a glass in his honor. There would have likely not been much of a conservative movement without him as catalyst. The audience for sweaty appeals for isolationist anticommunism was shrinking with every passing month. The fight against Reuther, on the other hand, was one that everyone who owned a business—and everyone who aspired to owning a business—could understand. And the timing was propitious. In the South, the struggle against the civil rights carpetbaggers was also turning moderates into conservatives.

And in Washington, Barry Goldwater was inserting the fight against Reutherism into the McClellan Committee’s proceedings on union corruption at every turn. He was looking for a wedge to get Walter Reuther into the witness chair.

The panel would ask a local Teamsters officer why the union had given $5,000 to the defense of a Portland district attorney indicted as a fixer for the city’s gangsters. Goldwater would change the subject, asking about a $2,000 contribution to the campaign fund of a local politician. Colleagues zeroed in on an admission from a Pennsylvania union officer that he operated goon squads to keep union members from attending meetings when Goldwater interjected: “Suppose union membership was purely voluntary, with no union shop or anything like that. Don’t you think attendance would be better?” The only effect these entreaties had on the hearings was to make them longer. The effect outside the hearing room, though, was to increase Goldwater’s renown as a conservative spokesman. And the spokesman was growing into the role.

 



On the morning of April 8, Barry Goldwater’s phone at the Old Senate Office Building rang with a pleasant invitation: lunch at the White House to help plan  his Senate reelection bid in 1958. Goldwater paused; cast his eye over his comfortably cluttered office, at the desert landscapes pictured on his walls, the models of the dozens of airplanes he had flown, his prized Navajo kachina dolls; and drew in his breath. No, he said, he did not think it was the right time to come to lunch at the White House. That afternoon, he admitted, he was going to denounce his President on the floor of the Senate.

It was a crucial moment in the fiscal history of the United States. Conventional wisdom had always been that the symbol and substance of national economic health was a balanced budget. But with the Great Depression, Keynesian ideas began creeping into the thinking of the Democrats—that in times of stagnant private investment, government spending in excess of revenues could, by sloshing the citizenry in surplus cash, serve to “pump-prime” the economy back into life. For most Republicans such notions remained heresy. Now Eisenhower, buoyed by his landslide victory in November to break with the old Republican shibboleths and weighing the advice of his economic advisers that a recession was around the corner, had just submitted a record budget in March for FY 1958 of $71.8 billion.

And on April 8 Barry Goldwater stood up in a nearly empty Senate chamber and delivered himself of a tirade. “Until quite recently,” he began, “I was personally satisfied that this administration was providing the responsible and realistic leadership so vital to the maintenance of a strong domestic economy which, in turn, is a vital factor in maintaining world peace.

“Now, however, I am not so sure. A $71.8 billion budget not only shocks me, but it weakens my faith.”

He addressed “Mr. President” directly—to tell Eisenhower that he was a betrayer of the people’s trust and a quisling in thrall to the Democrats’ “economic inebriation.” The President had embraced “the siren song of socialism,” “government by bribe,” “squanderbust government.” And Goldwater was only warming up.

The junior senator now found himself cast in the press as the key player in the war rivening the GOP’s left and right wings. Time ran another profile: below file photographs of dumpy Joe McCarthy, William Ezra Jenner, and George Malone, whom Time labeled “The Neanderthals,” young Goldwater was pictured in the cockpit of a fighter plane. When the influential moderate Republican publisher John Shively Knight, proprietor of the Chicago Daily News and the Detroit Free Press, joined Goldwater’s brief against the Administration budget (“WE’VE READ ALL 1,249 PAGES! AND BROTHER, IS IT LOADED WITH FRILLS AND BOONDOGGLES!” blared the Daily News), mentions of the dashing Arizona senator’s name began cropping up in the press like dandelions.

Goldwater was eager to put the dispute with Eisenhower behind him. He  had Walter Reuther in his sights. Throughout the spring, stories had appeared quoting “unnamed Republican Senators” as saying that McClellan Committee Democrats—the Kennedy brothers especially—were blocking hearings about the UAW’s abuses in the calamitous strike at the Kohler Company outside Sheboygan, Wisconsin. In late May Goldwater stood before the 4,200 delegates to the forty-fifth annual Washington meeting of the United States Chamber of Commerce—and a goodly portion of the Washington press corps—to renew his call for $5 billion in cuts from the Eisenhower budget. Then he changed the subject: “Today, certain labor leaders bring to the bargaining table, not only the strength of their arguments, but the power of politics,” he said. “What Mr. Reuther preaches is socialism.”

Bobby Kennedy, feeling the heat, sent a staff investigator down to Sheboygan to investigate the Kohler strike. They found no evidence of UAW impropriety of which the company was not equally guilty. But Kennedy knew that politically he had no choice. In July he convinced McClellan to prepare for hearings on the Kohler strike, and he sent out another investigator—this one handpicked by the Republicans. Even as he did, Newsweek quoted an anonymous Republican senator accusing the Kennedys of running a “Reuther protection game.” In fact, Jack Kennedy was not a fan of the labor left; journalists marveled at the senator’s indifference to this powerful Democratic bloc. The calumny was useful to Barry Goldwater, though. Reuther, Goldwater told anyone who would listen, was the biggest threat the country faced. “Here is a man, a socialist,” he spluttered to a group of unsuspecting Wellesley and Vassar girls who met with him on a field trip, “with all this power!” And he was zeroing in on a way to get that man into that witness chair.

 



If there had ever actually been a consensus in the party over “Modern Republicanism,” the events at Herbert V. Kohler’s great porcelain works outside Sheboygan, Wisconsin, would have broken its back. The plant was located in a town called Kohler—a company town that the family began building in 1912, a gorgeous place with vine-clad brick houses, lush parklands, peaceful streets, and, bounding the village on its east, the sprawling industrial complex that made the bathroom fixtures that made the name Kohler famous nationwide. The Kohler family was proud of how it took care of its people. The recreation facilities were top-notch, and free; a company band gave free Monday afternoon concerts at the factory; the family, which had placed two members in Wisconsin’s governor’s chair since the 1930s, built Sheboygan’s harbor and its Home for the Friendless. Herb Kohler liked to brag that no worker was scared of him; he personally and proudly oversaw the naturalization process of his  immigrant employees, many of whom lived in the lavish American Club boardinghouse in the center of Kohler Village. His factories anticipated Wisconsin’s pioneering workmen’s compensation law by two years.

But there were grievances at Kohler Village, and they mounted through the 1920s. The provision of company health insurance did not make up for the number of retired sandblasters suffering from tuberculosis in nearby Knoll Sanatorium (known locally as Kohler Pavilion). Kohler paid by the piece on the theory that workers should be treated as capitalists themselves—as individuals responsible for their own risks and rewards. But that policy hadn’t kept him from hiring efficiency experts with stopwatches in their hands to weed out those workers who were unable to keep up the pace. If a crack was found on a piece taken out of storage for shipping, the man whose number it bore would find his paycheck docked years after the fact. Finally, in 1934, the workers struck. A dozen pickets were ambushed by eighty sheriff’s deputies; several were shot in the back. Two workers died. Herb Kohler still refused to recognize the union.

By the 1950s Herb Kohler had added air-cooled industrial engines and precision controls for jet planes to his line. But he still ran his company town like a feudal manor. In 1952 the UAW won from Kohler workers the right to represent them. But it was only by the barest of majorities. This was worrisome: many of those who voted against the union were as zealous to turn back Reuther’s men as Kohler was. In 1953 the company signed its first one-year contract with the UAW. The next year, UAW agents began renewal talks by asking for far more than they knew they would get, as would any good negotiator : a twenty-cent hourly raise, a seniority system, union-run pensions and health coverage, an arbitration clause, formalized layoff policies, a union shop. Then the union agents waited for the company to meet them halfway, like companies always had, at least since the battles of the 1930s had settled into the working comity between capital and labor that experts called the “Treaty of Detroit.”

But Herbert Kohler refused to negotiate.

He had had enough of unions telling him how to run his company. His negotiator, Lyman Conger—an obligingly Dickensian villain, reedy-voiced, with a thin, cruel face, a hawkish nose, and a cleft chin—sent word through Kohler Village that there would be no slackening in operations in the event of a strike. Armed encampments were fashioned on plant rooftops; company officials held target practice on man-shaped targets. The union called a strike. Two thousand pickets surrounded the plant. Company loyalists who tried to make their way to work were harassed, sometimes beaten. A UAW official from  Detroit pummeled a scab at a saloon; another attacked someone at a filling station. When a court ordered the union to let those who wished cross the picket lines, the action shifted to the community: those workers who dared to cross were visited by “house parties”—jeering union mobs. Local chemical supply houses did a brisk business in acid, used to deface property on both sides. The company infiltrated the union with agents provocateurs, dispatched comely lasses to entrap the leadership, and put a twenty-four-hour tail on National Labor Relations Board investigators. Through it all the factories were kept running.

This was just not done. The UAW, stunned, hardly knew what to do. To save face, union agents abandoned their procedural demands; they would settle for a seven-cent raise. They would have taken less. They wouldn’t have got a contract at any rate. Kohler had unilaterally severed its relationship with the United Auto Workers—although, by the dictates of the Wagner Act, this action was against the law. Herb Kohler hit the businessman’s lecture circuit through 1955 and 1956 to advocate what amounted to Massive Resistance to the federal government. The UAW, he thundered, was telling him he had no right to operate. “This union dictate has been and is being defied by Kohler Company and by a host of men and women of courage who believe in their individual freedoms and rights, including the right to work!”

The strike went on through 1957, an agonizing, slow war of attrition, the violence piling up on both sides. On August 20 James Riddle Hoffa spent five hours in the McClellan “Rackets” Committee’s witness chair. Lights glaring, cameras protruding, reporters climbing over each other to get a look, the Teamsters president was cornered into admitting to receiving $70,000 in outstanding loans from parties with business before the union, without collateral or note; to seventeen previous arrests; to returning $7,500 (“or maybe more”) to grocers in Detroit after he was brought up on charges of extortion. But when it came Senator Goldwater’s turn to ask the questions, Hoffa enjoyed a respite. They shared an enemy: Walter Reuther, whose idealistic, politicized unionism could not have been more different from the Teamsters’. “I do not believe that it is the original intention of labor organizations to try and control any ... political powers in this country for their own determination,” Hoffa said. Goldwater replied, “I think we both recognize that in the writing in the clouds today there is an individual who would like to see that happen in this country. I do not like to even suggest to let you and him fight, but for the good of the movement I am very hopeful that your philosophy prevails.”

Two Sundays later on Meet the Press, Goldwater declared war. He said that the Republicans were determined to get the McClellan Committee to hold  hearings on the UAW’s abuses in Kohler. “And subsequent to that,” he promised, “will be a full investigation into the affairs of Mr. Reuther’s unions as they apply to his control, let us say, of the Democratic Party in Michigan, and pretty much his control of the Democratic Party across the country.”

In actual fact, although the UAW controlled enough delegates at any Michigan Democratic conventions to give the union veto power over candidates, that was where Reuther’s “control” ended. The Republicans’ reach exceeded their grasp. Their hand-picked investigators returned from Sheboygan with a “report” consisting mostly of quotes from the National Labor Relations Board, minus the parts that criticized the company. The investigators promised imminent “sensational developments.” Bobby Kennedy rushed down to Sheboygan to investigate. He discovered that one of the sensational developments—that $100,000 was missing from the union treasury—was an investigator’s accounting error. The other stemmed from receipts from a Sheboygan butcher for yards and yards of sausage links, supposedly for the strike kitchen. The Republicans suspected a kickback: Who could possibly want to eat knockwurst every day? The answer was: The sausage-loving German-Americans of Sheboygan, who celebrate a Bratwurst Day each August. On the merits, the Republicans had little. Reuther gladly sent a decade’s worth of UAW financial records to Washington. “Do you mean to tell me,” asked an amazed committee accountant after wading through the ascetic leader’s expense accounts, “that Walter Reuther pays for his own dry cleaning when he stays in a hotel?”

Goldwater was not deterred. “I would rather have Hoffa stealing my money,” he declared, “than Reuther stealing my freedom.” Extravagant rumors of a Kennedy-Reuther conspiracy developed; Senator Carl Curtis told Bobby he understood that all of the committee’s incoming mail was being examined by AFL-CIO officers. Kennedy was enraged. He told Curtis that before the hearings he was indifferent to Walter Reuther, but that the Republicans were fast forcing him into Reuther’s camp. Coming into a January 8 executive session, the McClellan Committee was on the verge of breaking up altogether over the issue of whether to schedule Kohler hearings. Then Jack Kennedy called the Republicans’ bluff. He said he agreed with them. Kohler should have its day in court as soon as possible. Goldwater blanched; the Republican strategy was to drag out the affair, and drag the Kennedy brothers through the mud, for as long as possible. Wouldn’t it be better to wait a few months? Bobby said no, it wouldn’t be; Republican investigators had told him they would be ready to present their evidence in February. At which the Republicans were resigned: hearings would begin in February.

The Goldwater-Reuther feud escalated. Every year the Republicans celebrated Lincoln Day by putting on fund-raising dinners in a score of different cities linked by closed-circuit TV. Goldwater spoke at the one at Detroit’s Masonic Temple. Time—which ran a picture of Goldwater in a Brando-esque T-shirt hefting a load of lumber, his squared-off, rugged face turned to the camera—reported that Goldwater elicited “whoops and hollers” with his speech:

Underneath the Democrat label here in Michigan there is something new, and something dangerous—born of conspiracy and violence, sired by socialists and nurtured by the general treasury of the UAW-CIO. This is the pattern of men whose conscienceless use of violence and money to achieve political power belies the soothing, well-worded statements in favor of democratic processes, which they produce, at regular intervals, for public consumption.


He called Reuther “more dangerous than Soviet Russia and all the Sputniks.”

The provocation couldn’t have been more deliberate. The UAW was to take up residence at the same venue the following week for its convention to debate Reuther’s bold “Share the Profits” plan—a demand that one-quarter of all corporate profits automatically go to workers. In Reuther’s keynote address, though, the intricacies of bargaining gave way to red-faced diatribe. “Goldwater is a stooge for Republican politicians and big business,” he cried, “undertaking a campaign of slander and smear to weaken democratic unions everywhere!” The Arizona senator was “mentally unbalanced and needs a psychiatrist.” He was America’s “number one political fanatic, peddler of class hatred, and union hater.”

By March 27, the great Senate hearing room had rung for weeks with flat Germanic Midwestern accents declaiming with such acrimony on the events in Kohler that Counsel Kennedy could only compare the scene to what he had witnessed between Arabs and Jews in Israel. Now, finally, Reuther was going to testify. At last the two rivals would meet face to face. As the hour approached, the shadowboxing stepped up. Reuther told newsmen that Goldwater was “a political hypocrite and a moral coward”; Goldwater, schoolyard-style, rebounded that Reuther should “look into the mirror and see who is the coward.” Their meeting promised to be the hottest ticket in town.

Once the hearings began, neither was long in drawing blood. Goldwater backed Reuther into an apology for the role union goons had played in Kohler. Reuther came back with an old quote from Goldwater that Kohler had a “right not to have a union if he can win a strike.” But federal law—Reuther pointed out—said no company had the right to close down a union.

Reuther pressed: “I would like to know whether you think under the Taft-Hartley law a company can decide not to have a union and destroy that union? I maintain they can’t.”

Goldwater was backed into a comer. “I will tell you what, someday you and I are going to get together and lock horns,” he drawled.

Reuther: “We are together right now and I would like to ask you right now—”

Goldwater: “Wait a minute, Mr. Reuther. You are not asking the questions. I am asking the questions.”

And so it went, until an exasperated entreaty issued from the chair: “Can you folks not get off somewhere and talk this out?”

As Reuther finished up his testimony, Goldwater leaned over to Bobby Kennedy to admit that Republican committee members had no case. “You were right,” he said. “We never should have gotten into this matter.” But Goldwater’s feud with Walter Reuther was about more than the legal merits of the case. He had a reelection fight coming up. His crusade against Reuther would win it for him. It would also bring him more than what he had bargained for.

 



It was March 1958, and Goldwater feared for his reelection. Ernest McFarland was now the governor, and he was so eager to win his Senate seat back that he was descending upon every ribbon cutting and church picnic in the state. Goldwater wrote Shadegg worriedly about all the credit McFarland was getting for things he hadn’t done. Shadegg gently chided his issues-minded boss: “People have short memories in politics.” He might have added that many of the voters had no memory at all. Arizona’s population had increased by a third since Goldwater had first won office. In Phoenix, streets like Rural Road became misnomers overnight. Roadrunners scurried for the hills just ahead of the bulldozers. But Shadegg wasn’t taking any chances. In December, he had bought up every single billboard along the state’s endless asphalt ribbons (YOUNG *COURAGEOUS*DEDICATED, they read, above a photo of Goldwater chosen by Shadegg that had been taken perhaps ten years earlier). Then he began setting up the cells.

The campaign manager, Shadegg explained in How to Win an Election,  should follow Mao Tse-tung: “Give me just two or three men in a village,” the dictator wrote, “and I will take the village.” Shadegg’s version of the technique was to pool the names of everyone in the state with whom he and his staff could claim personal association. Researchers uncovered each name’s banking, church, business, lodge, media, and family connections to create a massive card file. People on the list got a “personal” letter from the senator about some piece of legislation that was threatening to them. When recipients replied, they  were added to the names on the bulk mailing list that received various campaign letters “personally” addressed from their new friend. This produced over three thousand people loyally working in concert for the campaign, none aware of any other’s efforts—spreading the right rumors, sending bits of intelligence to the office, setting up events and selling to their friends. Forty years later, labeled “one-to-one marketing” and aided by artificial intelligence technology, this approach would be advertising’s cutting edge. Back in the late 1950s such practices were unheard of.

For fifteen months Shadegg had been sending out forms simply reading “Good Government Survey” that invited respondents to give a ten-word description of the senator, list their policy concerns, and the like. He discovered that water rights was an area of prime concern; he also discovered that no one perceived any difference on the issue between Goldwater and McFarland. So much for water rights. (McFarland wasted thousands of dollars on the issue.) He also learned that voters valued Goldwater as a kind of walking embodiment of Arizonans’ independent streak. Then the United Auto Workers at their annual meeting in Miami announced that their number one political objective for the year was beating Barry Goldwater. And Shadegg had his campaign: Eastern labor bosses telling Arizonans who their representatives should be.

In May the AFL-CIO sent a staffer from its Committee on Political Education (COPE), Al Green, to move to a Tucson hotel and work on canvassing the labor vote. Painstakingly, all through the summer, Stadegg’s private investigators sought to dig up dirt on Green. Mug shots were discovered and procured in California from two past arrests. Then Shadegg arranged with Eugene Pulliam for an expose to be published in the Republic on Sunday, October 19—two and a half weeks before the election, a thin enough slice of time that there was little chance McFarland would be able to fight back.

The banner was an inch and a quarter high: “COPE AGENT ‘MUSCLES IN’: ARIZONA DEMOCRATS RESENT INVASION.” Mug shots were splayed across the front page—with his eyes beady, hair slicked, face fleshy, and teeth bared, Green looked like he had come straight from the witness table of the McClellan Committee. The caption read: “This is the man sent to Arizona by Reuther and Hoffa to beat Goldwater ... and get control of Arizona State Legislature.” Articles claimed that Green was giving orders to state Democrats and that he had unlimited funds at his disposal, that the “Committee to Cancel Out People’s Equality” was as powerful as “all other groups and individuals combined.” The package took up two broadsheet pages. The heat kept up for weeks in both Pulliam papers. (It helped that readers had been softened up for the  message by Kitchel’s “Voice of Free Enterprise” column.) If “Big Labor can tear apart Goldwater,” said the Gazette, “it can frighten all lesser figures into bondage.”

A thirty-minute television commercial opened up with Goldwater’s voice and a shot of a twelve-foot-high blowup of a labor newspaper bearing a derogatory headline about the candidate. “For six years newspapers such as this one have been telling you that Barry Goldwater hates the union men,” the voice said, “and for six years I have been trying to get through this union curtain of thought control”—then the camera focused in as Goldwater burst through the scrim to explain his iron-clad support for the principle of collective bargaining.

It was all very impressive. It was also mostly nonsense. There was no Hoffa/Reuther cartel; Jimmy Hoffa, who liked Goldwater, had just been kicked out of the AFL-CIO by Walter Reuther. The Republic reported that COPE was spending $450,000 on state races in 1958. The actual amount was $14,000. Goldwater was, if anything, more guilty of dealings with non-Arizonans than McFarland was; most of his campaign contributions came from wealthy out-of-state conservatives, much of it from the mysterious Dallas oil tycoon H. L. Hunt and Massachusetts candy manufacturer Robert Welch. And in compiling his scoop, Pulliam was accessory to offenses arguably as damning as the fifteen-year-old ones that had earned Al Green his mug shots: the Dallas outfit of former FBI agents Shadegg hired as his dicks plied their law enforcement contacts to obtain the mug shots illegally. They also tracked Green’s long-distance calls and photographed the license plates and faces of everyone who entered the state AFL-CIO’s offices.

Election Day came. The Republicans, hoping to piggyback on anti-union sentiment from the McClellan hearings, had sponsored right-to-work initiatives in seven states. The strategy, and the election, was a disaster. Six of the initiatives were crushed, along with the candidates who supported them: gone were conservative stalwarts like Malone of California, Bricker of Ohio, and Jenner of Indiana, thirty-six years of seniority in the Senate among them. In California the party collapsed after Senator William Knowland decided to run for governor and the governor chose to run for Knowland’s Senate seat, and both were defeated. COPE had a banner year: 25 of its chosen 32 Senate candidates won, 183 of 294 in the House. Democrats gained five new governorships and 700 new seats in state legislatures. Vice President Richard Nixon, the presumptive presidential nominee, tallied thousands of miles of travel for the party’s candidates. Now he would go into 1960 with a bruised reputation.

Only in Arizona was 1958 a Republican year. Paul Fannin, a political neophyte whom Goldwater called the worst speaker he had ever heard, became  one of two new Republican governors (Nelson Rockefeller of New York was the other). Johnny Rhodes once more won reelection to Congress. And Goldwater scored a come-from-behind upset, carrying eleven of fourteen counties and 56 percent of the vote.

He certainly dazzled the Eastern press. A September Time article on the race only mentioned the Democrat to note that he was the favorite—then gave over the rest to “the tall, bronzed, lean-jawed, silver-haired man of 49” whose grandfather “packed in behind a mule to found the mercantile business which now does $6,ooo,ooo a year in five department stores, spawned a robustious breed whose reputation for high-jinks Barry did his best to uphold.” The Saturday Evening Post, which was outgrowing its Norman Rockwell days to become perhaps the most sophisticated of the weekly slicks, gave over five pages to “The Glittering Mr. Goldwater.”
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WORKING TOGETHER FOR THE WORLD


Clarence Manion returned from Guatemala with his family in April of 1959 and took the measure of his plan to build movements behind both a Republican and a Southern Democrat running on conservative platforms, watch as both were turned back at the respective party conventions, then merge the two organizations to form a new party to back one of the candidates, who, combining the votes of Dixiecrats and Taft Republicans, could finally block the major-party candidates from their electoral college majority. He was still unsure about Goldwater. And General Bonner Fellers, a full-time lobbyist against foreign aid and Manion’s eyes and ears in Washington, noted that several claques of Southerners were scrambling to swing Faubus to their own various schemes to throw the election into the House of Representatives.

Manion decided definitely to go forward with the plan when a hero joined his movement. Four-star general Albert C. Wedemeyer had authored the Army War Plans Division’s 1940 contingency document for America’s joining the war. Its conclusions became a key piece of evidence for right-wingers who argued that Roosevelt had ignored evidence of Japan’s plans to attack Pearl Harbor in order to draw America into the war. By 1944, Wedemeyer, a Chinese speaker, had risen to the command of the China-Burma-India theater. After V-J Day he was lent as chief of staff to Chiang Kai-shek. There, he filed another report, this one on the operational capabilities of the Chinese Communists and the ability of the Nationalists to beat them. He said that the Nationalists could handily overwhelm Mao if only America would make the commitment to help—10,000 military advisers would be needed to start, he suggested. When his advice was ignored, its author demoted, and China fell to the Communists, the Republican right anointed Wedemeyer as a prophet. And his renown did not stop there; his new book Wedemeyer Reports! was a best-seller, and he was featured on the television program This Is Your Life. Wedemeyer was a name to organize with.

When a columnist for the Hearst papers reported that Faubus was receiving “thousands and thousands” of letters urging him to run for President, Manion moved. He arranged to meet Dorn in Washington. He circulated to his inner circle a thirteen-page report written by his Arkansas friend Jim Johnson: “Orval Faubus can be elected president of these United States,” it began—and then went on to spell out the strategy that would make George Wallace a presidential contender in years to come. “For every action there is a reaction,” Johnson wrote. “Recent actions by the Federal judiciary which have tended to hasten at a frightening speed the Federal grab for power at the expense of the people and the States have placed the Federal judiciary squarely in the middle of the controversy.... States’ Rights have become household words in Ohio as much as in Arkansas or Mississippi.... How well would Orval Faubus do in the North, the Midwest, and the West Coast states? There is only one way to answer that question: by encouraging him to enter presidential primaries in those states.”

“This is the first step in our Committee strategy,” Manion wrote his comrades.

 



There was still the matter of the second half of the plan.

Tentatively—three weeks after he penned it—Manion sent his feeler out to General Wood about backing Goldwater for President. “I think it would not be advisable,” Wood wrote back on April 20, “because I think Nixon has the support of the whole organization.” That was discouraging; so was the fact that Goldwater was by no means the obvious man for the job. He was a generation younger than them, and not exactly a perfect ideological fit. He had gone to the 1952 convention as an Eisenhower delegate, had voted for a higher minimum wage and to extend Social Security, and had voted for the 1957 and 1960 civil rights bills. And when one of Manion’s friends dined with the Goldwaters in Washington in February of 1959 and said that Barry should run for President, the senator expressed horror at the very idea.

But when the Eighty-sixth Congress was seated in January, Goldwater was practically the Republicans’ only star. As the McClellan hearings wound down into a debate on labor law reform, he was gaining national fame as the conservative tail wagging the centrist dog. Democrats Sam Ervin and John F. Kennedy put forward a bill narrowly tailored to stymie the schemes of a Hoffa or a Beck and gave management the sweetener of a ban on unions picketing where they had already lost elections; to labor it offered to allow replacement strikers to vote in union recognition elections. Goldwater thought it was anemic, and threatened to submit his own bill—a contingency that would likely result in no labor reform being passed at all—if the Democrats’ bill were not  challenged by a tougher Administration package. Kennedy’s bill passed the Labor Committee and went to the Senate floor for debate in the middle of April. Goldwater proposed three poison-pill amendments and promised more. The vote on one was 46 to 46 (Vice President Nixon broke the tie for the Goldwater side); another passed without debate. Everyone assumed a compromise had been struck; Kennedy-Ervin was shaping up as that rare legislative sausage that actually pleased everyone. On April 25, 1959, just after Manion’s return from Guatemala, the upper chamber assembled for the vote. Ninety senators voted  aye. A single senator voted nay-Barry Goldwater. He called the bill “a flea bite to a bull elephant.” The Manionites loved it. He was now their Republican.

Manion brought in Frank Cullen Brophy, an Arizona banker on For America’s advisory board and a mover in the short-lived 1955 Campaign for the 48 States, a movement for constitutional amendments to cap the income tax and limit federal spending. Brophy, one of Phoenix’s biggest landowners, had sold Goldwater the magnificent hilltop lot where his dream house now stood. They shared a curious passion of Arizona’s elite: playing Indian. (On the heel of his left hand, Barry Goldwater wore a tattooed four-dot glyph signifying his initiation into the Smoki Clan, a Prescott “tribe” complete with its own creation myth—cobbled together from the publications of the Bureau of American Ethnology—and an annual dance pageant; Brophy led a similar outfit called the St. John’s Mission Indian Dancers.) Manion was friends with Brophy. Brophy was friends with Goldwater. Maybe together they had a chance of convincing him.

One Monday in May, Brophy wrote Goldwater: When they got together later in the month, did he mind meeting with “several people whose opinion both you and I respect” to discuss a political project? Brophy hinted that General Wedemeyer might show up.

The audience was May 15, in Washington. First Manion met with Representative Dorn, who agreed that Goldwater was a good choice for the Republican half of their scheme. Then Manion joined his friends in imploring Barry to run—or at least let them form Goldwater Clubs to drum up support for him. They wanted to know if Goldwater would, even if he chose not to actively cooperate with them, at least stay out of their way—and whether he would yield gracefully to a draft if the boom they expected took shape. Goldwater gave a response he would echo many more times in the years to follow as supplicants paraded before him with arguments much the same: He was a loyal Republican, he said, and he would do nothing to harm the party. He supported Nixon. But it was his duty not to stand in the way of the wishes of the party’s rank and file, were they made sufficiently clear. Though it seemed to him that someone with a Jewish name couldn’t be an effective candidate.

Manion left for Indiana in a mood of cautious optimism. And Goldwater left for a speaking engagement in Greenville, South Carolina.

 



Goldwater traveled some ten thousand miles a month that year for the Senate Republican Campaign Committee, always giving the same speech to any local audience that would have him: “Balance our budgets ... stop this utterly ridiculous agriculture program... get the federal government out of business—every business”; sell the Tennessee Valley Authority “if we can only get a dollar for it”; stop “the unbridled power of union bosses.” He spoke in a dehydrated, movie-cowboy tenor, slipping his heavy black spectacles on and off to match his awkward rhythms, now and again raising his voice in anger, sometimes stammering awkwardly. And to the right audience he could barely get his words out for the applause.

The question was whether this was that audience. Goldwater didn’t often visit the states of the Old Confederacy, since there were practically no Republican Senate candidates below the Mason-Dixon line. In the land where Faulkner said the past isn’t even past, the word “Republican” still signified the political wing of the marauding Union Army. By the time Republican carpetbaggers were routed in the 1870s, the South was codifying a system of racial segregation to cow the potentially insurrectionary black population in its midst. And the ruling Bourbons had indoctrinated the people that if a second party were to grow up in the South, it would only have to court Negroes as its allies in order to take over—evoking visions of Negro domination and rape on the order of D. W. Griffith’s Birth of a Nation.


State Republican organizations survived as shells, “post office parties” that existed only to deliver their “black-and-tan” delegations at Republican conventions in exchange for federal patronage if the GOP won the White House. They had a vested interest in remaining as meager and insular as possible—“rotten boroughs,” in political parlance. Since convention delegations were apportioned by voting population, not by Republican population, the black-and-tans were unaccountable to any grass roots. The delegates were tractable black citizens proud to represent the Party of Lincoln even if only as puppets of Democratic bosses. In the South, went the joke, Republicans were all rank and damned little file. Mississippi’s black Republican chair for thirty-six years didn’t even live in Mississippi. In South Carolina it could be impossible to vote for a Republican even if you wanted to, lest the local sheriff come knocking on your door; the secret ballot had only been instituted there in 1950.

But the South, like Arizona, was changing. During and after World War II the South had also filled up with fortune-seeking outsiders unschooled in the curious political folkways of their new home. The newcomers formed a potential Republican base. And to the rest of the South’s (white) citizenry, the Democratic Party was looking worse all the time. It started at the 1936 convention when the party first seated black delegates (a black minister gave the convocation; South Carolina senator “Cotton Ed” Smith walked out: “This mongrel meeting ain’t no place for a white man!”). That convention also suspended a rule that candidates needed two-thirds of the delegates to win the nomination—and with it the South’s veto power. In 1947 Truman tentatively welcomed the conclusions of his Committee on Civil Rights, whose report To Secure These Rights defined the legislative agenda for the modern civil rights movement. At the 1948 convention Minneapolis mayor Hubert H. Humphrey declared it was “time for the Democratic Party to get out of the shadow of states’ rights and walk in the sunshine of human rights,” and he maneuvered a robust civil rights plank into the platform. South Carolina governor Strom Thurmond led a walkout to form a third party.

Southern Democrats claimed the gestures toward civil rights were only demagogic and expedient attempts to hustle the votes of urban blacks in the North so the party could turn its back on the South. But where else could Southerners go? Until about 1958, Republicans were more liberal on race than the Democrats were (although it wasn’t hard to take a liberal stand on race so long as it was seen as a Southern problem, and the Republicans didn’t have any white Southerners to placate). Many chose to vote for General Eisenhower as their protest against the civil rightsters taking over the national Democratic Party, some for quite idealistic reasons: a second party would light a fire under lazy Democratic courthouse hacks. Ike won a majority of the region’s electoral votes in 1956. Those gains were lost after he federalized the National Guard at Little Rock Central High in 1957—reluctantly, to be sure; a frequent visitor to the South, Eisenhower was rather fond of its folkways, truth be told. But the GOP was not ready to give up the fight: also in 1957, Republican National Committee chair Meade Alcorn put one of his best men, the affable Virginian I. Lee Potter, to building a rank and file in the South in a project called “Operation Dixie.”

Its biggest success had been in South Carolina. The first state to bolt the Union had always been the surliest in the Democratic coalition. Its senior senator, Olin Johnston, already chaired the Post Office and Civil Service Committees, so South Carolinians didn’t want for patronage. Strom Thurmond, now the junior senator, was hardly a Democratic loyalist after his 1948 Dixiecrat presidential run, and after threatening to bolt the party once again in 1956. Meanwhile, the state was eager to lure more right-to-work Republican industrialists. In 1956 Herb Kohler, in the heat of the strike, built a $12 million ceramics factory in South Carolina; in 1958 six new factories were built in the town  of Spartanburg alone. In 1959, after Gerber chose to build a $3 million baby-food plant in a nearby town whose blue laws didn’t prevent the company from running shifts on Sundays, Spartanburg voted to repeal its blue laws altogether.

Two men were instrumental in bringing the modern South Carolina Republican Party into the world. Gregory D. Shorey was a poster child for the latest New South. A Massachusetts native, he had settled in Greenville in 1950, founded a water-sports equipment company, and led the state’s Eisenhower campaign in 1952. But it is unlikely that the Republican Party in South Carolina would have got so far so fast through the 1950s without the cover given potential recruits by Roger Milliken, one of the wealthiest and most powerful men in the state. Milliken came from a Northeastern textile family who had been Republican since the 186os, and who began building mills in South Carolina in 1884. Shy and brilliant, a virtuoso in industrial modernization (his company would register almost fifteen hundred patents), Milliken took over the family’s booming business in 1947 after graduating from Yale. He was a conservative’s conservative: in 1956, when workers at his Darlington factory organized to form a union, Milliken shut it down permanently rather than negotiate.

Together, Shorey and Milliken had scared up enough genuine rank-and-file Republicans to hold a respectable convention in 1959, in Greenville. Goldwater’s speech, on May 16, was broadcast live on statewide television. For saying that Brown v. Board of Education should “not be enforced by arms” because it was “not based on law,” he became a sensation—the Republican Yankee who preached the states’ rights gospel.

Shortly afterward, Manion received what should have been encouraging news from Arkansas—a letter, coded for security, from one of Faubus’s administrative assistants announcing that the governor was considering the conservative group’s offer. But by then the point was moot. When Dorn sent Manion the newspaper accounts of Goldwater’s hero’s welcome in Greenville, Manion realized that to go forward courting Faubus was entirely unnecessary. Goldwater would do for the South and the North. That was Wednesday. On Thursday Manion began sending out invitations and working the phones to assemble a Goldwater for President committee from among his most trusted friends and biggest donors. By the next week he had fired up the Robotype machine and had gone down his mailing list.

And so on the first day of June 1959, a phalanx of proprietors of small, family-owned manufacturing companies—men born in the waning years of the nineteenth century, who had fought the U.S. entry into World War II; who had their hearts broken once, then twice, then three times, when Robert Alonzo Taft was spurned by their party; who feared Communism only slightly more than  they feared Walter Reuther and an unsound dollar if they didn’t just believe they all amounted to the same thing—received a letter marked “CONFIDENTIAL” from Dean Clarence Manion of South Bend, Indiana.


The subject of this personal and confidential message is conservative political action. In the past few months, a great volume of letters and continuing contacts with “live” audiences in all parts of the country have convinced me that there is tremendous popular sentiment for Senator Barry Goldwater. He has stood up manfully and successfully  under every conservative test and I honestly believe that his nomination for President by the Republican Party is the one thing that will prevent the complete disintegration of that party once and for all in the 1960 election.

By the same token, I believe that Goldwater, as the Republican candidate, can win the presidential election. It has been encouraging to find that politically experienced people agree with these conclusions and we are now in the process of assembling a National Committee of 100 prominent men and women to “draft” Goldwater for the Republican nomination. We hope that General Albert Wedemeyer will be Chairman of this Committee.... We hope that you will consent to serve....

It is felt that the Goldwater Movement will definitely establish a firm position far to the right of the “middle of the road” around which conservative popular sentiment throughout the country can rally with real enthusiasm.



And so he gathered the sons of Acme Steel of Chicago and of Wood River Oil & Refining Company of Wichita; of Uncle Johnny Mills of Houston and Lone Star Steel of Dallas; of Rockwell Manufacturing of Pittsburgh and Roberts Dairy of Omaha; of Kentucky Color and Chemical and Youngstown Sheet & Tube; of Lockport Felt and the Cincinnati Milling Machine Company; of United Specialties and Memphis Furniture Manufacturing and Avondale Mills and Henderson Mills and American Aggregates and Downing Coal and United Elastic, to go out to try to change the world.

 



To most of the country—to Brent Bozell’s “vast uncommitted middle”—these maneuverings couldn’t have been more obscure. A new decade dawned, and the Establishment had spoken: it was a time of enormous possibility—if only the greatest nation in the world weren’t too much like a rich, portly old man to wake up and grab it. If it did, as Arthur Schlesinger wrote in a much discussed  piece in the January 1960 issue of Esquire called “The New Mood in Politics,” from the vantage point of the 196os, the 195os would appear as “a listless interlude, quickly forgotten, in which the American people collected itself for greater exertions and higher splendors in the future”—and “the central problem will be increasingly that of fighting for individual dignity, identity and fulfillment in an affluent society.”

Like sentiments crowded the magazines on the nation’s coffee tables. There had never been a decade rung in with such heady self-consciousness of high purpose. John F. Kennedy was the new mood’s self-proclaimed political prophet, kicking off his campaign for the Democratic presidential nomination warning of a “trend in the direction of a slide downhill into dust, dullness, languor, and decay.” Such phrases—taunts, almost—would ring through his campaign speeches over the coming summer and fall: “If we stand still here at home, we stand still around the world.... If you are tired and don’t want to move, then stay with the Republicans.... I promise you no sure solutions, no easy life.” Under his administration there would be “new frontiers for America to conquer in education, in science, in national purpose—not frontiers on a map, but frontiers of the mind, the will, the spirit of man.”

Kennedy was styled the very incarnation of action, of youth, of vigor, of everything conservatism was presumed not to be. “Do you remember that in classical times when Cicero had finished speaking,” Adlai Stevenson said, introducing the candidate in California, “the people said, ‘How well he spoke!,’ but when Demosthenes had finished speaking, they said, ‘Let us march’?” When Harris showed the “America is going soft” refrain as Kennedy’s highest-scoring campaign theme by far, Richard Nixon added to his own speeches an amen chorus: “So I say, yes, there are new frontiers, new frontiers here in America, new frontiers all over the universe in which we live.... The United States needs more roads, more schools, more hospitals. This is what our opponent says. But we can do it better—because they want to send the job to Washington and do it by massive spending.”

The youth were stirring. The Student YMCA-YWCA drew thousands to a conference called “The Search for Authentic Experience”; the same year an editor of the student newspaper at Cornell led students in a rock-throwing riot against the doctrine of in loco parentis; at the University of California’s massive Berkeley campus a coalition of self-professed radicals overturned the Greek machine for leadership of student government. Everywhere on campuses paperbacks of a certain description were avidly passed from hand to hand: William H. Whyte’s The Organization Man, David Riesman’s The Lonely Crowd, Paul Goodman’s Growing Up Absurd, John Kenneth Galbraith’s The Affluent Society; Sartre, Camus, Ayn Rand, Vance Packard,

C. Wright Mills; George Orwell’s 1984 and Aldous Huxley’s Brave New  World—glorifications of stalwart, lone individuals who chose authenticity and autonomy and risk over conformity and prosperity and ease, a philosophy embodied by the four black college students who had almost on a whim done no more than order coffee at a Greensboro, North Carolina, lunch counter in February and sparked a movement in seventy cities that winter in which well-scrubbed young black men and women put their bodies on the line to challenge the social order of an entire region.

The “new mood in politics” did not seem to bode well for Clarence Manion’s cadres—rich, portly old men, in the main. They would have been as shocked as anyone else to find out that the man who ended up spearheading their crusade would express the zeitgeist as well as the handsome young senator from Massachusetts.

Recruitment had been slower than the dean had hoped through the summer of 1959. Some prospects were already committed to Nixon; others said Goldwater didn’t have “a Chinaman’s chance” (Gene Pulliam’s words); some insisted any candidate be vetted for his position on a pet nostrum like repeal of the income tax or withdrawal from the United Nations. Some Southerners Manion called still held onto the fantastic notion that one of their own might sweep the Democratic nomination. Many told him they were just too old.

But by July, Manion had a hook. “We hope to publish a 100 page booklet on Americanism by Senator Goldwater,” he now wrote in his entreaties, “which can be purchased by corporations and distributed by the hundreds of thousands.”

The idea for the booklet had come in the middle of June. Through the ministrations of Frank Brophy, Manion had negotiated the grudging noninterference of Goldwater in their efforts to publish something under his name. In exchange for Manion keeping the Goldwater for President committee secret until the pamphlet was released, and going no further without the prospective candidate’s permission, Goldwater promised to endorse no one for the 1960 nomination, thus keeping his own name open. He probably agreed to that much in the certain belief that nothing would come of it. “I doubt there’s much money to be made by mass sale of a Goldwater manifesto,” National Review  editor Bill Buckley told Manion, citing “the difficulties Taft had in 1952 peddling his foreign policy book.”

Recruitment picked up. Manion already had his friend J. Bracken Lee, recently voted out as governor of Utah after he refused to pay federal income tax, and whose Committee of 50 States was working on a constitutional amendment to dissolve the federal government when U.S. debt reached a specified amount. Now Herb Kohler signed on to the Manion committee, and his  fame drew dozens more prominent conservative names: movie stars and HUAC-friendly witnesses Joel McCrea and Adolphe Menjou; erstwhile FDR Naval Secretary and New Jersey governor Charles Edison, son of the inventor; Spruille Braden, former U.S. ambassador to Colombia and Chile; Robert Welch, a former candy executive, now convening mysterious two-day symposia across the country laying out a sweeping and gothic new vision for fighting the Communist conspiracy; the fire-breathing anticommunist lecturer from Alton, Illinois, Phyllis Schlafly. Now Manion had a movement. “Dear Clarence: Please pardon the informality of this salutation,” one committeeman began a letter. “If we are working together for the world, first names are now respectably in order.”

There was considerable doubt whether Manion was worthy of this man’s confidence. He didn’t have a publisher. He had hired Brent Bozell as ghostwriter, but then the ghostwriter promptly went missing for the next three weeks. (He was sojourning in Spain, where he had begun a romance with Catholic monarchism.) When Bozell resurfaced, Manion celebrated by announcing in mid-July that the booklet would “appear about the time our Committee is announced—not sooner than 60 days hence.”

That wasn’t even in the ballpark. For, sixty-two days hence, Khrushchev would visit the United States, in a trip just announced, and presently all other political activity on the right ground to a halt. Bozell convened a Committee for the Freedom of All Peoples, Manion a National Committee of Mourning (to greet Khrushchev, he announced, with public prayers, the tolling of bells, and black arm bands). Robert Welch’s Committee Against Summit Entanglements circulated petitions accusing Eisenhower of treason; Buckley’s National Review held a melodramatic rally at Carnegie Hall, with Buckley promising in a press conference to dye the Hudson River red to greet the Butcher of Moscow. Milwaukee’s Allen-Bradley Company bought a full page in the Wall Street Journal: “To Khrushchev, ‘Peace and Friendship’ means the total enslavement of all nations, of all peoples, of all things, under the God-denying Communist conspiracy of which he is the current Czar.... Don’t let it happen here!”

Khrushchev left; the republic stood; new headaches arose. Manion had secured a publisher—Publishers Printing Co., in tiny Shepherdsville, Kentucky, whose specialty was trade magazines (it was the only printer that didn’t say it was impossible to publish and distribute a book in time for the Republican Convention in July). But now a rival group, We, The People!, hosted Goldwater at the group’s fifth annual “Constitution Day Convention” in Chicago, where there was much backroom talk of drafting him for President. Manion let the leaders in on his plans, and they agreed to back off. No sooner had Manion  tamped down those flames than the wild-eyed New Orleansian Kent Courtney, the most scabrous pamphleteer on the right, and his wife, Phoebe, held an “Independent American Forum and New Party Rally” in Chicago. “I have been busy on the phone continuously trying to keep this group from going off half-cocked,” Manion wrote despairingly to Dorn. It took a trip to New Orleans, and negotiations until 2 a.m., to ward off the Courtneys. Manion, losing heart, had even considered joining Jim Johnson in an attempt to draft Governor Ernest “Fritz” Hollings of South Carolina for an independent elector scheme, or perhaps dropping Goldwater in favor of General Wedemeyer. There was still no text for what was tentatively being called “What Americanism Means to Me.” On November 16, Manion penned a stiff note to Hub Russell: “Keep after Bozell! ”

By then Brent Bozell was at home in Chevy Chase writing like a house afire, starting and finishing the Goldwater manuscript within six weeks. All he had needed was an incentive. Nelson Aldrich Rockefeller provided it. Rocky had begun approaching party activists around the country to back him in a run for President. And if Nixon and Rockefeller deadlocked at the convention—perhaps Goldwater’s moment would come.

 



The second son of John Davison Rockefeller Jr. had been the first of his clan to broach the unseemly world of politics. It was a matter of family temperament. If the reserve, discipline, and Baptist discretion of the patriarch John D. Rockefeller Sr. was legendary, these traits were only bested by John D. Jr. His “never-ending preoccupation,” wrote one of the family’s many chroniclers, was “with what being a Rockefeller meant.” It did not mean slapping boozy ward bosses on their overly broad backs.

There was also the matter of a certain realism. A spawn of the houses of Aldrich and Rockefeller could not exactly have been expected to inspire devotion among the unwashed masses: there had never been a more forthright defender of the prerogatives of Big Business than Nelson Aldrich, the industrial magnate that muckraker Lincoln Steffens labeled “the boss of the United States.” John D. Rockefeller Sr. did not exactly win his oil monopoly in a manner calculated to win his progeny the loyalty of 50 percent plus one of the voters. When the idea of running Nelson Rockefeller for New York governor was proposed in high Republican councils in 1954, the room erupted in laughter: “For the Republican Party to nominate a Rockefeller,” chortled one, “would be  suicidal!”


For Rockefellers there were better—quieter—ways to place one’s stamp on the world. If some exquisitely principled soul sought to avoid the taint of the Rockefeller billions he would have a job on his hands. If he were the descendant of slaves he might want to forgo a university education (Rockefeller funds kept the nation’s Negro colleges in the black); if he were a New Yorker he should boycott milk (the Rockefeller Institute for Medical Research had sanitized the city’s supply); if he were Chinese he’d better stay healthy (the family’s China Medical Board trained a generation of physicians); if he was of a wandering bent he would forgo the pleasures of Versailles (renovated with Rockefeller cash), Grand Teton National Park (Rockefeller land), the Agora in Greece (excavated thanks to the family’s largesse), and Tokyo’s Imperial University (rebuilt by the Rockefeller Foundation after the disastrous earthquake of 1923). And on and on—all welcome expense for the privilege of serving God and country without ever having to venture into the distasteful task of grubbing for votes.

Nelson was a different story.

He grew up in the typical family fashion: born at the vacation cottage at Seal Harbor, Maine, shuttled in childhood between the 3,500-acre family estate on the banks of the Hudson, Pocantico Hills (the rambling, two-story Tudor “Playhouse” had a bowling alley, billiard room, squash court, indoor tennis court, and swimming pool), and the nine-story townhouse at 10 West 54th Street in Manhattan—but compelled all the same to mend his clothes, weed the garden, keep strict accounts of his thirty-cent-a-week allowance, and conduct himself with the modesty and dignity befitting a Rockefeller. But he was a scampish, impatient boy—qualities much in the way of his beloved and vivacious mother, but unbecoming to his towering father. So early on Nelson developed an unmistakable gift to, as a biographer put it, “diligently attend to the Rockefeller rituals, while stealthily subverting them at the same time.” For all his advantages in life, he honed a skill for working the system more proper to a man without means. He grew up seeking something that would resist him. Late in his life an interviewer asked him how long he had wanted to become President of the United States. “Ever since I was a kid,” he answered. “After all, when you think of what I had, what else was there to aspire to?”

In 1937, around the time Goldwater was penning nasty open letters to Franklin D. Roosevelt, Rockefeller, not yet thirty, began consummating that aspiration in earnest. He had invested much of his massive trust in the Venezuelan arm of Standard Oil of New Jersey. Long fascinated by Latin America (some said it was the hot-blooded, effusive, and physical Latin temperament—his temperament—that attracted him), he spent two months traveling its length and breadth on the pretense of inspecting his holdings. The unspeakable poverty in the squatter towns that had grown up around the oil fields, and the imperial condescension with which workers were treated, overwhelmed him. Upon returning, he addressed Standard’s board of directors in perhaps the  most succinct statement he would ever make of his evolving patrician liberalism: “The only justification for ownership is that it serves the broad interests of the people. We must recognize the social responsibilities of corporations and the corporation must use its ownership of assets to reflect the best interests of the people.”

By 1940, with the Nazis making diplomatic and commercial inroads into South America, Rockefeller bluffed and hustled his way to an appointment by President Roosevelt to a position he invented: “Coordinator of Inter-American Affairs.” By the height of the war Nelson had seven personal secretaries and 1,413 employees and projects ranging from producing propaganda cartoons by Walt Disney to a failed scheme to manufacture wooden, sail-powered warships in Latin American shipyards (which Navy man FDR latched onto with delight); he had even, incredibly, persuaded FDR to insert an unnoticed clause into the Appropriations Act of July 1942 giving his office power to act “without regard to the provisions of law regulating the expenditure, accounting for and audit of government funds.” By 1943 he was laying fantastic plans for a massive (American-funded) social welfare program for the entire South American continent—budgeted all the way through 1953. Later it would serve as blueprint for a key aspect of U.S. foreign policy: using foreign aid to win the loyalty of the world’s multitudes in the struggle against Communism.

When the Republicans—the Rockefeller family’s ancestral party—took over the White House in 1953, Nelson made an even greater imprint in Washington, first as undersecretary of the new Department of Health, Education, and Welfare—where, practically serving as acting secretary, he was the guiding hand in the agency’s every attempt to preserve or extend the welfare state, from Social Security to his own failed plan for instituting guaranteed national health care—then in the State Department’s top propaganda post. He was in line for the number two job at State when he was blackballed by Ike’s thrifty treasury secretary, George Humphrey, who blanched at Rockefeller’s reputation for fiscal profligacy. The experience galvanized Rockefeller: checked by bureaucracy, he decided his ticket upward was the electorate. He saw no reason in his first campaign, in 1958, not to run for what was widely regarded as the second most powerful office in the nation: governor of New York. Three men had made the governorship of New York a stepping-stone to the presidency; Nelson Rockefeller wanted to be the fourth. He made his political ambitions impossible for the state Republican Party to ignore. They tried to shunt him into the New York City postmastership or a congressional seat from Westchester County. These he rejected. They suggested a run for U.S. Senate. “All they do there is talk,” he grumbled.

He planned his gubernatorial campaign by refining a political vision. After  he quit his State Department post he joined his brothers in assembling the best minds of the American establishment in a half-million-dollar project to produce a series of definitive reports on ... everything. The goal of the Rockefeller Brothers Foundation’s Special Study Fund was to define an American mission for the 1960s. Its eight subpanels (“The Moral Framework of National Purpose,” and so forth) included magnates like Justin Dart of Rexall Drug, Thomas McCabe of Scott Paper, and Charles Percy of Bell & Howell; generals like Lucius Clay, former U.S. commander in Europe; media impresarios Henry Luce and David Sarnoff; university presidents, union leaders, and foundation bosses. Their reports were digested by the project administrator, a young Harvard professor named Henry Kissinger, into some twenty volumes over three years and finally distilled into a summary paperback, Prospects for America: The Rockefeller Panel Reports. It became a literary touchstone of the ideology—Rockefeller’s ideology—future generations of scholars would label consensus, managerial, or pragmatic liberalism: the belief that any problem, once identified, could be solved through the disinterested application of managerial expertise.

Rockefeller surprised the world with his effortless populism on the campaign trail (though to be sure he was a populist who instinctively threw his arms back whenever he stepped outdoors to accommodate whomever—there was always someone—was putting his coat on for him). Some days he reached out with his muscular right arm to shake two thousand hands, giving most people his trademark salutation, “Hiyah, fella!” At a county fair he rode a harness racer’s sulky at full gallop. At Coney Island he stripped to swim trunks and plunged into the Atlantic Ocean. In Rockland County he spoke in the rain atop a wooden plank suspended between two oil drums. (“I hope my platform is stronger than this plank,” he said in that ever so slightly patrician voice with the rumble at the bottom.) And in an encounter that came to symbolize the Rockefeller campaign style, he trooped into Ratner’s delicatessen on New York’s Lower East Side and stuffed cheese blintzes, one after the other, into his chiseled, handsome face. “I recommend the blintzes,” he told anyone who would listen, shaking a hand, autographing a napkin, flashing a billion-dollar grin with a double wink of his left eye. He won handily. The planning for a presidential campaign began soon after.

A year later, he launched his opening salvo, in Los Angeles. The Republican Party was holding its Western states meeting the weekend of November 14, 1959, at the Biltmore in Pasadena. Rockefeller rented a hall at the Sheraton nearby for a luncheon. He delivered a technical address carefully calibrated to establish his foreign policy bona fides—the classic move for a governor seeking presidential credibility. Reporters exhibited little interest in his views on  strengthening the Western alliance. They wanted to know whether all these efforts meant he was challenging Richard Nixon for the nomination. He would reply with a grin that he was only an innocent “toiler in the Republican vineyards” working for victory in 1960. Then he sped off for a series of back-room meetings with Republican chieftains. For Nelson Rockefeller was an innocent toiler in the Republican vineyards that fall like the family’s 107-room redoubt at Seal Harbor was a cottage. The machine he built merely to explore the possibility of a presidential run was larger than the machine Kennedy’s “Irish Mafia” built to execute a presidential run. Within the two three-story buildings at Nos. 20 and 22 West 55th Street in Manhattan that served as the governor’s executive offices whenever the legislature wasn’t in session, some seventy deputies probed the Republican waters that autumn and devised methods to bring them to a Rockefeller boil. The names, faces, and dispositions of every local GOP grandee worthy of note from Maine to Malibu were filed by the Research Division for quick consultation by the Logistics Division, which planned one-on-one backslapping sessions, luncheon meetings, and conference-room dinners after addresses written by the Speechwriting Division, while the Citizens Division worked with the local “grassroots” Rockefeller Clubs which, one veteran correspondent marveled, “seemed ready to sprout fully armed like a dragon seed, all across the country.” There was also an Image Division and an office where an author scribbled away at a book-length Rockefeller biography.

In Los Angeles it did him little good. Rockefeller was received by his 2,600 lunch guests with the polite applause befitting a dry speech written by committee. Behind the closed doors the panjandrums told the governor they would back Nixon against all comers. And the next day, Rockefeller was resoundingly upstaged.

 



Goldwater had just wrapped up a marathon forty-three-state tour for the Senate Republican Campaign Committee with a morning hearing in southeast Arizona on water rights. He hopped into his Beechcraft, speechwriter Shadegg in tow, for a two-and-a-half-hour routine flight to a routine speech at a routine party conclave at the Pasadena Biltmore. The expanse of his beloved state passed beneath his eyes for the hundredth time, then California’s eastern desert; he then approached the stunning pass that threads through the San Bernardino and San Jacinto Mountains. Low, menacing clouds rolled in. He prepared an approach on instruments. Forty miles out he opened his flight case with a start: the tables he needed to execute a blind landing at Burbank Airport were missing. Only at the last minute did the clouds break and he was cleared for a visual landing. His luck ran out at the airport. It was the taxi driver’s first day on the job. “Have either of you gentlemen ever been to the Biltmore before?” he  asked. When they finally arrived at the hotel, the desk clerk wouldn’t cash a check Goldwater wrote for pocket money (he kept to habits from childhood: he never carried cash). By the time he got to the meeting it was already in progress. A sergeant at arms, who didn’t recognize him, refused him entrance to the overflowing hall. Goldwater said to hell with it and went to grab a bite to eat. He was persuaded to return to the hall by the pleas of the chairman of the Western Conference. They were counting on him, he said. An appeal to duty was always the best way to Barry Goldwater’s heart.

Maybe it was the adrenaline from the day’s wild rides. Maybe there was something in the rubber chicken. Whatever it was, when Barry Goldwater spoke, the room sparked to life in a way that startled even those who had seen Goldwater do this many times before.

First came the body blow to the Democrats: “Not long ago, Senator John Kennedy stated bluntly that the American people had gone soft. I am glad to discover he has finally recognized that government policies which create dependent citizens inevitably rob a nation and it.s people of both moral and physical strength.”


Then there were the home truths of his pioneer forebears: “Life was not meant to be easy. The American people are adult—eager to hear the bold, blunt truth, weary of being kept in a state of perpetual adolescence.”


Then he made an appeal to the timelessness of his cause: “Abraham Lincoln chose to be called conservative—one who would conserve and protect the best of the past and apply the wisdom of the ages to the problems of the future”—and of its inherent popularity—“We have, at times, offered candidates and policies which were little more than hollow echoes of the siren songs of the welfare-staters; and when we have fallen from grace, the American public has made it abundantly clear that we were in error.”


He landed a right-hook to the bloated midsection of the federal government: “Government is the biggest restaurant operator and clothier, it spends almost $1.3 billion in these operations ”—followed by another aimed at Walter Reuther: “At the opening of this Congress, we were told the majority of the Senate and the majority of the House were owned by the labor unions.”


Then, in defiance of the defensive trend of a party convinced it had suffered its blows at the ballot box in 1958 by moving away from the center, he delivered the knockout punch: “Republicans across this great nation of ours have been telling me we can win the elections of 1960—they tell me we will win if we thrust aside timidity, plant our flag squarely on those conservative principles which made this nation great and speak forthrightly to the American public.”


Somewhere amidst the convention-sized ovation that followed, Earl Mazo of the New York Herald Tribune was heard to utter in amazement that Barry  Goldwater had just challenged Nixon and Rockefeller for the Republican presidential nomination—and that he would place his bets on Goldwater. The next morning Goldwater dutifully stepped up to a press conference microphone and assured the buzzing reporters (backsliding on his promise to the Manionites not to declare for a candidate) that Vice President Richard Nixon was his and the party’s choice for the nomination. But something was happening. People were crazy for Barry Goldwater. The same day in South Carolina, a newspaper interview was printed in which Republican chair Shorey bragged he would corral at least two-thirds of the 310 Southern Republican delegates for Goldwater. (Manion sent the clip to his committee members: “Please get it reprinted and distributed as widely as possible among the Republicans who expect to attend the national convention.”) The Los Angeles Times’s Kyle Palmer, who had virtually minted Richard Nixon as a political star in the 1940s, printed four paragraphs of Goldwater’s remarks for his readers to savor over their coffee the next morning (the Times printed but two sentences of Rockefeller’s address). The publisher, Norman Chandler, invited Goldwater to lunch with the newspaper’s editorial board.

A historian once wrote of the Chandler family and their Times, “it would take in the East a combination of the Rockefellers and the Sulzbergers to match their power and influence.” Much of it stemmed from that moment in 1890 when a printer’s strike shut down the plants of Los Angeles’s four newspapers and only the Times’s patriarch, General Harrison Gray Otis, Norman Chandler’s grandfather, kept his machines running. For this—and his attendant crusade to make southern California the most union-free region in America—thugs in 1910 blew up the printing plant (and Otis began tooling around town in an armored car with machine guns mounted on the hood). The Times, its news columns as much as its editorial pages—its news columns sometimes  more than its editorial pages—had been a blaring, smearing voice for conservatism ever since. But in 1958 Chandler named a new managing editor with the mandate to make the paper professional and fair. From that point forward, the editorializing would go on the editorial page. Which meant that the newspaper needed more people to do the editorializing. The editorial board offered Goldwater a thrice-weekly column. After securing Steve Shadegg as his ghostwriter, Barry agreed to a January 1960 debut.

Meanwhile Rockefeller traveled to California, Oregon, Missouri, Indiana, Minnesota, Wisconsin, Oklahoma, Texas, Florida. Occasionally he would be received warmly; more often his appearances were debacles. Nixon loyalists would arrange for only one hundred tickets to be sold at a two-hundred-seat hall so the press would report that Nelson had spoken to a half-filled house. In New Hampshire Nixon’s people infiltrated a press conference to needle Rockefeller with embarrassing questions. At Chicago no one met him at the airport. “The more I campaign,” he lamented, “the more I drive the party to the right.” He didn’t understand why. Nelson Rockefeller could never understand why.

You could almost imagine him, traveling across the nation in his private jet, entourage in tow, bestirring in Republicans long-buried folk memories: the ghost of John D. Rockefeller Sr., the brilliant and ruthless young oil man, rumbling across Ohio wantonly buying up every refinery in his path through means fair and foul but mostly foul, neatly folding enterprises built up through the sweat of generations into the Standard Oil juggernaut and rendering once-proud independent men mere nodes within a great and impersonal bureaucracy. His grandson grew up to make it his career to spend money he hadn’t earned—his grandfather’s first, then, as governor, that of millions of ordinary, hard-working New Yorkers. “Many gigantic fortunes, built by virtue of private enterprise under the Constitution, have fallen under the direction of Internationalists, One-Worlders, Socialists and Communists,” the old Manion fund-raising appeal ran. “Much of this vast horde of money is being used to ‘socialize’ the United States.” Rockefeller spoke once at the Advertising Club in Chicago. He was introduced as Nelson Roosevelt—“another Republican who wants to betray his class and go to Washington and wreck the economy.”

He returned home from the disastrous tour and, the day after Christmas, released a statement announcing that his presidential explorations had come to a “definite and final” close.
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CONSCIENCE


Over the holidays Goldwater skimmed Bozell’s manuscript and pronounced it fine. On January 23, 1960, his column, “How Do You Stand, Sir?,” debuted in the Los Angeles Times. And twenty-nine members of Manion’s Goldwater for President committee finally met in person. It was the same locale as his For America third-party meeting almost a year earlier, the posh Union League Club in downtown Chicago. They were getting more politically savvy. W. W. Wannamaker Jr., the new Republican chair from South Carolina, said that his organization was ready to commit its thirteen convention delegates to Goldwater—though, should it be judged bad publicity to launch the cause in Dixie, his people would publicly back Nixon for the time being.

Manion explained the plans for the book. “Victor Publishing,” the dummy imprint he had set up and licensed as a Kentucky-based not-for-profit, would publish 50,000 copies in March. Friendly businesses would be approached to make bulk purchases, which would be tax deductible as a business expense. (Since his radio show had gone on the air in 1954 as a “Non-Profit Educational Trusteeship, Politically Non-Partisan,” Manion had been packaging transcripts of his programs just this way: 175,000 copies of a fusillade against the Tennessee Valley Authority—characterized as “wholesale fraud”—for power companies to distribute to customers with their bills; a like number of blasts at Social Security—“wholesale humbug”—for life insurance company stockholders.) The members of Americans for Goldwater—as the committee, which had never quite got up to one hundred, was now called—would buy the copies at $I each and resell them for $3, keeping a dollar vig for themselves and remitting the rest to the organization.

Now Clarence Manion was in the book business. Throughout February, pages were sent in batches to the printer in Kentucky and Shadegg in Arizona

(who was vetting them for the senator) almost as they rolled off Bozell’s typewriter. Manion had sent an announcement to all the names on his Robotype punched tapes. Now he was taking orders. Brent Bozell dropped in on a board meeting of Robert Welch’s new John Birch Society to announce that the book was almost ready for shipping; the Birchers watched, amazed, as Fred Koch, a Wichita oil refiner, ordered 2,500 copies, then turned to his friend Bob Love, a county Republican chair who owned a box factory, and ordered him: “You send it out.” The 2,500 were dutifully earmarked for Mr. Love’s warehouse, to be circulated to every library, newspaper, and VIP in Kansas. The publication date was set for April 15. Manion promised Roger Milliken that he would move heaven and earth to deliver 500 hand-sewn copies for Goldwater’s triumphant return to the South Carolina Republican convention on March 26. Soon 10,000 copies were committed.

But Publishers Printing Company would not recoup its investment unless 50,000 copies were sold. To do that Manion would need to get the thing into bookstores. So they sent out review copies and took out newspaper ads. Before long booksellers were dutifully contacting one Victor Publishing Company in Shepherdsville, Kentucky, with orders. That was a problem. The Shepherdsville operator had not yet been apprised of the existence of a Victor Publishing Company. That crisis resolved, the first boxes were shipped to stores on April 7. April 8, the president of Publishers Printing, Frank Simon, began answering his private line “Victor Publishing.”

Manion and Simon were offering bookstores what seemed to them a fair deal: books were shipped upon receipt of a dollar per unit, and the booksellers could keep $2 profit on each book sold. They were unaware that in retail book-selling inventory is shipped to stores on credit, and unsold copies are returned to the publisher, so the risk of trading in an unsaleable book belongs to the publisher, not the bookseller (Simon soon found this out from booksellers who called to fulminate over his private line). Meanwhile Manion fielded angry telegrams from his people that the book was unavailable in their hometown bookstores. But the angriest telegram came from Senator Goldwater. He had not yet received his two hundred author’s copies. The next day Manion and Simon tracked Barry’s cartons to a warehouse in D.C., where they had sat for three days with the labels stripped off. They suspected union sabotage; Goldwater agreed and contacted the FBI. It was the most interest he had taken in the project to date.
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