
















Praise for A Glorious Disaster



“There’s much to like about J. William Middendorf II’s new book. First, of course, is the title—A Glorious Disaster—which is dead on and may finally help to strip away the Velcro long stuck between the name “Goldwater” and the noun “debacle.” Then there’s the author, Bill Middendorf, who bolts into politics with typical businessman swagger and, atypically, stays to create his own space, develop survival skills, and do much good. And finally, there’s the candidate, Barry Morris Goldwater, without whom there would have been no campaign and no movement and maybe no magazine quite like this one.”


—Weekly Standard






“Lively . . . a breezy, anecdotal chronicle.”


—Library Journal





“[A]n interesting insider’s account of that election and its aftermath.”
 

—Kirkus






“I covered the Goldwater presidential campaign closely, but Bill Middendorf provides significant facts and insights that were new to me. This is a fascinating book that reveals the background for Republican developments of the last forty years.”


—ROBERT NOVAK, nationally-syndicated columnist and author





“Barry Goldwater was a great pioneer in the conservative cause—and Bill Middendorf tells so well the obstacles faced in Barry’s 1964 campaign for the presidency.”


—JOHN MCCAIN, United States Senator from Arizona





“The account by Bill Middendorf of the Goldwater enterprise is very good history, wonderfully revealing, by someone who was there and critically situated. Middendorf writes with authority, as one would expect. But he writes, also, engagingly. Anyone interested in high moments of 20th century American politics will read this entertaining book gratefully and with keen appreciation.”


—WILLIAM F. BUCKLEY JR.





“Bill Middendorf has written a riveting insider’s account of the historic 1964 presidential campaign and the most important loser in modern American politics—Barry Goldwater.”


—LEE EDWARDS, author of Goldwater:   
The Man Who Made a Revolution





“This is an absolutely riveting account of the draft, nomination and defeat of Barry Goldwater in the early 1960s, written by a man who saw and, in impressive detail, tells it all. Historians and grassroots conservatives will find Bill Middendorf’s story of those days indispensable, for he was there—and deep on the inside.”


—WILLIAM A. RUSHER, author of The Rise of the Right






“Bill Middendorf’s truly inspiring bookprovides first-hand insights into the genesis of modern conservatism. A Glorious Disaster vividly reminds us of the struggle to throw off the shackles of the New Deal and restore conservatism to America’s mainstream.”


—EDWIN J. FEULNER, President, The Heritage Foundation
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Preface


SHORTLY AFTER SENATOR Barry Goldwater was trounced in the presidential election of 1964, Robert Novak wrote, in The Agony of the  G.O.P. 1964, that “this debacle . . . was the inevitable outcome of the Goldwater nomination.” “How, then,” Novak asked, “did this nomination—one that violated every precept of American politics—come about? And will the damage it caused—damage threatening the very existence of the two-party system—prove irreparable?”


The short answer to the second question is no. Whatever damage the campaign may have caused—a media fixation at the time—it did not prevent the Republicans from winning five of the next six presidential elections. Winning, perhaps, not in spite of the Goldwater nomination, but because of it.


And though there is no short answer to Bob Novak’s first question, the long answer is a fascinating story—and one that I may be uniquely positioned to tell, as I was one of the small group of men and women who, convinced that the most popular conservative of the day was the best choice to bring rationality to the federal government, persuaded him to make the run. The story has been told before, often by authors copying earlier authors, but it has never been fully explained. We did not violate every precept of American politics, but we did create some new moves that are now essential strategies for any Republican campaign. Barry Goldwater became, for a time, the most vilified man in American politics, and he remains to this day one of the most misunderstood. But his 1964 campaign represented nothing less than a political revolution. Understanding the true scope of that revolution is vital to understanding what came after.


The story begins with a clandestine effort involving only a few dozen people, a small group of “revolutionaries” who organized what has been described as the first true presidential draft in history. While Goldwater was indeed publicly reluctant, he was privately somewhat encouraging, and even though we were organized as the “Draft Goldwater Committee,” I would say he was not “drafted” into the contest so much as nudged. To sweeten the nudge, we began, years ahead of time, to develop a true grassroots campaign, quietly filling vacant Republican Party posts with supporters at every level—precinct, district, and state. The candidate went to the 1964 Republican Convention with the winning votes in his pocket.


And came out of it having already lost the election. We just didn’t know it at the time.


Goldwater did not lose the race because he was an “extremist” or a captive of the radical right. Despite what is claimed in many—if not most—published accounts, he did not advocate using nuclear weapons in Vietnam, did not call for the elimination of Social Security, and was not an opponent of civil rights. Those were charges laid on him by Republican opponents before the nomination, carried on by the Democrats in the fall campaign, and kept alive to this day by the ongoing mythology surrounding Goldwater’s place in American politics.


He lost for a combination of reasons: He was sabotaged by Republican competitors, advised poorly by a well-meaning but inexperienced and headstrong campaign staff of longtime cronies, and damaged by the illegal and unethical actions of his opponent, President Lyndon Johnson. He was often an inept campaigner, irritable and impatient. Because he so much wanted to get his message across in an unvarnished way, “shooting from the lip” was practically a campaign theme. The Senator Barry Morris Goldwater who seemed so bold, the leading conservative elected official in America who excited so much passionate support, was not always the Goldwater who showed up on the campaign trail. The former had the power of myth; the latter could have feet of clay.


Nevertheless, he changed American politics forever. The Goldwater campaign was established and run by men and women far younger than most elected officials. Our half-million volunteers were drawn from such conservative incubators as the Young Republican National Federation and Young Americans for Freedom. The Goldwater “revolution” pioneered the use of small-dollar donations and generated some 1.5 million contributions for the primaries and the campaign, an astonishing increase over the 50,000 supporters who had contributed to the 1960 Nixon campaign. Every one of those donors, no matter how small their contribution, became a committed supporter helping to lay the foundation for the growth of the conservative movement. We also submitted the first fully audited report of presidential campaign financing in U.S. history. Political fund-raising has never been the same.


The Goldwater campaign gave many of today’s conservative politicians their first national hearing. By replacing the conventional wisdom of the Republican Party leaders in the Northeast (a “me, too” imitation of Democratic policies) with a refreshing conservative logic (“The government does not have an unlimited claim on the earnings of individuals”), we brought about a marked shift in Republican philosophy and geography—from liberal to conservative, and from the Northeast to the South and West. We created the conditions that put conservative Republicans back in power after more than thirty years of domination by the liberal eastern establishment—the so-called “Country Club” Republicans, exemplified by governors Thomas E. Dewey, Nelson A. Rockefeller, William Scranton, and the 1960 vicepresidential candidate, Henry Cabot Lodge. Mostly wealthy, mostly old money. You may recall the ditty:




Here’s to the city of Boston, 
The land of the bean and the cod,
Where the Lowells speak only to Cabots, 
And the Cabots speak only to God.





It wasn’t a joke. This inbred crew grew more and more like the Democrats with every passing year (perhaps they were suffering from the Stockholm syndrome), but they argued that the public should elect Republicans instead. They would do exactly what the Democrats were doing but more efficiently—because so many of them had gone to the Harvard Business School.


The organization that we created to win the Republican nomination for Barry Goldwater—state by state, county by county, precinct by precinct—and the conservative vision that attracted so many supporters came to represent a new baseline for the Republican Party. The defeat in 1964 left behind a cadre of millions of true believers, a loyal base of future convention delegates and activists. In the very next election, the 1966 midterm, the “destroyed” Republican Party gained 700 seats in state legislatures, 8 governorships, 47 seats in the House, and 3 in the Senate. Nixon was nominated in 1968 with the decisive support of the Draft Goldwater leaders and delegates. I believe it is safe to say that without Goldwater, there would have been no Reagan or Bush administrations—nor even, perhaps, the centrist administration of Bill Clinton. Our efforts to elect Barry Goldwater gave muscle to the embryonic conservative movement, which, indeed, had been our basic goal all along.


I joined the Goldwater Draft in 1962 as a thirty-seven-year-old investment banker with a growing interest in politics. I served as Barry’s campaign treasurer through the primaries and then as treasurer of the Republican National Committee (RNC) for the election, staying on in that position through the Nixon campaign of 1968, after which I was appointed ambassador to the Netherlands. I was a member of Goldwater’s inner circle from the start and remained part of it throughout the campaign—coordinating finances, arranging TV and speaker schedules, going on the road with the candidate, taking notes, recording conversations, saving documents (at my own expense, I hired a photographer to follow Barry everywhere), and creating the extensive personal archive—perhaps the most complete of any presidential campaign—from which this narrative is drawn.


In this, I would be remiss if I did not acknowledge the assistance of two retired naval officers, members of my personal staff when I was secretary of the Navy (1974–1977); some years later, Eric Berryman helped me assemble and catalogue my archives, and Brayton Harris—a brilliant compiler—assisted in winnowing down to the more useful material. And I must offer a public appreciation for my editor, William Frucht, whose guiding hand ensured that this narrative was not just a collection of anecdotes but actually had a beginning, a middle, and an end.


The thoughts, observations, recollections, opinions—and errors, if any—are, however, my own.






















PART I


Goldwater, in some imperceptible investiture, had  been crowned king of the nation’s conservatives.


TIME, AUGUST 8, 1960
























CHAPTER 1
The Secret Meeting


ON NOVEMBER 10, 1962 , F. Clifton White, a New York–based public relations counselor and political consultant, sent me a brief note offering kind comments on my work as treasurer for a losing congressional campaign in Connecticut. “Congratulations on the tremendous run,” he wrote. “I’m sure you feel as I do that it was a very important vote.” 


My profession was investment banking; my partner, Austen Colgate—a member of the family that was famous for toothpaste and for being instrumental in the founding of Colgate University—and I had recently set up our own business, Middendorf, Colgate & Company. We bought a seat on the New York Stock Exchange for $155,000; the price soon dropped to $90,000; we took that as bad timing, not an omen. Within a few years we would have offices in Boston, Baltimore, San Francisco, and New York.


But my personal interests were gravitating toward public policy and politics. I served as a Republican block captain for the 9th District of Manhattan in the 1948 election (along with almost everyone else, I predicted that New York Governor Thomas Dewey would win over President Harry Truman). A few years later, after moving to Connecticut, I became a member of the Greenwich Representative Town Meeting. Fellow member Jeremiah Milbank, Jr., became my mentor—five years older and wiser, he had solid political experience. Jerry’s day job was running the Milbank Memorial Fund, which focused on issues of health policy. His great-grandfather had financed inventor Gail Borden’s development of canned milk and made a fortune providing the product to the Union Army during the Civil War.


My next-door neighbor in Greenwich was Prescott Bush—the U.S. senator and father of George H.W. Bush. At that time, George (whom everyone called “Poppy”) was just getting started in the oil business in Texas, but he already had an interest in politics and spent a lot of time in Connecticut. Some evenings, when this old Yale University clan had gathered, I could sit on my back porch, Scotch in hand, and hear the sounds of the “Whiffenpoof Song” drifting across the lawn. The senator and his sons—Poppy, Prescott (Jr.), and Johnny—made a pretty good quartet.


Jerry and I frequently teamed up with Pres Bush, Jr., on local campaigns—we learned the ropes on the financial side, with winning candidates for local offices, the state legislature, and the U.S. Congress. At the Representative Town Meetings I learned a couple of other lessons. One had to do with a phenomenon of local politics that I call the “stoplight” mentality. Most people cannot get their arms around a really large civic project and thus pay it little attention, but if the project is small, everyone will not only understand it but have a lot to say. Greenwich wanted to put a stoplight out on one of the back roads and had a contractor’s estimate of $24,000. That sparked a debate that continued for weeks. Was $24,000 the right cost, or should it be $17,000 or $28,000? Should the yellow light be set to a 30- or a 45-second cycle? Meanwhile, a proposal for a new $15 million high school sailed through in a couple of days.


Another thing I learned at the town meetings was that few residents knew the party affiliation, let alone the names, of most local political leaders—but everyone seemed to have a complaint or an opinion on the major issues of the day.


Clif’s letter invited me to a meeting on Sunday, December 2, at the Essex Inn in downtown Chicago. “This is the important one,” he wrote. He didn’t have to mention the purpose—I was well aware of his quiet efforts to set up a “Goldwater for President” movement, and John M. Lupton, our losing congressional candidate, was already a member. Jerry and I had been involved, too, but on the fringes. Clif’s fund-raising was anemic, and we had helped underwrite the rent on his modest two-room office in Midtown Manhattan. As part of the effort to avoid attention, the sign on the door said only “3505,” although Clif’s printed stationery identified the tenant as “F. Clifton White & Associates, Inc.”


Clif’s invitation began my transformation from Wall Street to a life of public service.


The seeds of the 1964 Goldwater candidacy were planted in 1960, when his name was placed in nomination at the Republican National Convention. Goldwater’s supporters harbored no illusions but hoped that a good showing would put him on the short list for vice president. At the proper moment, Goldwater took the podium to announce his withdrawal and threw his support to Nixon. Nixon chose Henry Cabot Lodge as his running mate, and loyalist Goldwater hit the road on their behalf, making some 177 speeches. No matter: As we all know, Nixon and Lodge lost the election to John F. Kennedy and Lyndon B. Johnson by only 118,550 out of some 68 million votes cast. Nixon, after some brief soul-searching, decided not to challenge the result, even though there was compelling evidence of vote fraud in Illinois and, possibly, Texas.


The night he pledged support to Nixon, Goldwater said something else from the podium: “Let’s grow up, conservatives!” he challenged. “If we want to take this party back, and I think we can someday, let’s get to work.” Time magazine reported: “Goldwater, in some imperceptible investiture, had been crowned king of the nation’s conservatives.”


Two months later, inspired by that ringing call—or, perhaps, by their own inner demons—a group of conservative firebrands met at the home of intellectual provocateur William F. Buckley, Jr., and launched Young Americans for Freedom (YAF). Though perhaps more philosophical than practical, they helped set the stage for what was to come.


Buckley first made a name for himself with the publication of his devastating 1951 book God and Man at Yale, which indicted the university—accurately, to my mind—as a bastion of official atheism and collectivism. In 1955, with a group of like-minded friends and relatives, he launched the National Review—in support of which, for many years, I wrote the occasional check. Thanks to Bill Buckley, conservative politics in America has never been the same since.


On September 11, 1960, YAF issued the seminal “Sharon Statement” (written by M. Stanton Evans and named after the town in which Buckley was living), which began, “In this time of moral and political crises, it is the responsibility of the youth of America to affirm certain eternal truths.”


Such as:








That liberty is indivisible, and political freedom cannot long exist without economic freedom;











That the purpose of government is to protect those freedoms through the preservation of internal order, the provision of national defense, and the administration of justice;











That when government ventures beyond these rightful functions, it accumulates power, which tends to diminish order and liberty.











An editorial in the New York Sunday News gave a more man-in-the-street explanation:









In recent weeks, an organization called Young Americans for Freedom has been curdling the blood of any number of radicals and “liberals.”









Roughly, its philosophy agrees with that of Sen. Barry Goldwater (R-Ariz.), but it is not tied to the political chariot of Sen. Goldwater or anybody else. Its members are out to annoy, contradict and harass “liberals,” radicals and Communists in every lawful way they can, and to convert as many of their fellow Americans to conservatism as the good Lord will let them.











They are fed up with professors who preach socialistic welfare statism and Keynesian spend-and-spendism, in season and out. Many are fed up with hearing New Deal philosophy at home, from parents who have not had a new political or economic thought since about 1935. They insist on thinking for themselves and disputing such stock liberal ideas as “the idea that the government should do more and more for people while people do less and less for themselves.”











Here’s a tip to practical politicians of both parties. . . . Better keep a sharp eye on the young conservatives, gentlemen, because it is eminently possible that they are riding the “wave of the future” in this country.









That prediction was validated just a year later, in 1961, when YAF demonstrated remarkable skill in staging a conservative spectacle in the heart of liberal New York City: a full-house rally at Madison Square Garden. Some 18,000 cheering spectators wouldn’t let Barry speak—for almost an hour, by some accounts, but more likely for about twenty minutes—so great was their enthusiasm. Eighteen thousand voices chanted “We want Barry!” When Barry, who had been introduced as “the conservatives’” choice for president, finally got their attention, he said, “Well, if you’ll shut up, you’ll get him.” With tickets priced from $1 to $25, the rally added a reported $80,000 to the YAF treasury.


The Sunday News had put a finger on the pulse of a generation, dissatisfied and disaffected conservatives. I was most definitely one of them, although a Johnny-come-lately to the cause. My early political and economic thinking had been conditioned in the quasi-Marxist world of eastern prep schools and Harvard; when I entered the university in 1943, I was an unfocused and mildly irresponsible student. Released from the strict prep-school environment, I discovered that partying was more interesting than studying.


A cautionary tale: At six foot four, I was, technically speaking, a “Big Man on Campus,” but frankly, I was pretty much an outsider. I was awkward, with a compromised complexion, and shy to a fault. Imagine my surprise and pleasure, my first week at school, at being overwhelmed by a team of absolutely stunning girls wearing some sort of Eastern European peasant garb. They wanted me to join their club and perhaps thereby enjoy their friendship. The club was the John Reed Society. At the time, the name meant no more to me than the Sons of the American Revolution. I was tempted—the girls were vivacious—but the membership fee was $10, so I declined. It was only later that I learned that John Reed had been a Harvard graduate of the class of 1910, a radical journalist and a certified Communist. Had I accepted their offer to join this Communist club, you most likely would not be holding this book today. I certainly wouldn’t have made it past the confirmation hearings for the presidential appointments that grew out of the tale that unfolds below.


Three things soon happened that would change my life. First, I was accepted into a World War II naval officer training program, which enforced discipline. Second, I became a disciple of the Austrian libertarian school of economics, having studied under Joseph Schumpeter (an odd-man-out at Harvard, later named by the Wall  Street Journal as the most important economist of the twentieth century) and Ludwig Von Mises (at New York University). Schumpeter and Von Mises saw entrepreneurship as a major driving force in economic development, considered private property—protected by an independent judiciary—essential to the efficient use of resources, and held that government interference in market processes was usually counterproductive.


Third, I read Friedrich Hayek’s 1944 The Road to Serfdom, which had been described on the cover as “A classic warning against the dangers to freedom inherent in social planning.” Hayek wrote of encroachments on liberty and human dignity, on the abuse of government power, and on the danger of policies created to further social goals. He warned that social planning could eventually destroy all individual freedom—political no less than economic—as it already had in Germany and Russia.


The Austrians helped me create a frame of reference: People with whom I disagree believe that the government is a working tool that should be used to shape society; I believe that society is shaped by individuals. People with whom I disagree believe that earning a profit means abusing workers and that employing hundreds of people is a form of exploitation. The demonization of all business owners, of course, makes no sense: They provide the jobs whereby most Americans earn a living. Demonizing big business just because it’s big makes even less sense, especially in a global economy where American firms may already be at a disadvantage. But planning every aspect of the lives of those “abused” workers—economic and otherwise—is seen by some as a holy calling. More people with whom I disagree.


I had discovered a new world—the world of economic conservatism—and, because of this, found myself drawn to the political process. Politics provided a way of taking these ideas, in which we so fervently believed, beyond theory and into practical application. For a time, Barry Goldwater became the figure at the center of that world.


Right after the 1960 elections, a number of Goldwater’s friends tried to talk him into making a serious run for 1964. He would have none of it, but his popularity continued to grow apace.


Goldwater was charismatic, a born salesman. In the one year he spent at Phoenix Union High School in Arizona, he got abysmal grades—and was elected class president. His father sent him off to Staunton Military Academy in the hope that the school might instill some sense of discipline in his wayward son; the academy kept asking his father to take him back, but in four years he became captain of the football team and the outstanding cadet in his class. He was offered an appointment to the U.S. Military Academy at West Point, but his father’s poor health led him to decline.


Barry was a solid citizen. After his father’s death in 1929, he helped transform the family-owned department store in Phoenix from middlegrade middle class to an upscale equivalent of Neiman Marcus. Four months before the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor, he talked his way into a desk job with the U.S. Air Force—though he was overage and not physically fit (his knees were damaged from playing semi-pro basketball). Since he already had a private pilot’s license, he soon had his wings. He ferried P-47 fighters to the Mediterranean and saw action in the China-Burma-India theater, came out of the war a lieutenant colonel, and organized the Arizona Air National Guard. By 1962, he was a major general in the reserves with a logbook listing pilot hours in seventy-five different types of aircraft.


He was elected to the nonpartisan Phoenix City Council in 1949, and to the U.S. Senate in 1952 and 1958. While in the Senate, he served twice as chairman of the Republican Senatorial Campaign Committee, a job that took him all over the country to raise money and speak in support of Republican candidates, conservative and liberal alike. He offered blunt descriptions of what was wrong with America and challenged the conventional wisdom that the government was the solution to all ills—that only the government had enough money to tackle all the problems of society and the collective wisdom to make the right decisions. He charged that the government was engaged in activities in which it had no legitimate business, that the government was reluctant to pursue victory over “the tyrannical forces” of international communism, that “powerful” union officials were taking advantage of the working man, and that high taxes removed money from the marketplace where it belonged. One paragraph from his 1960 book, The  Conscience of a Conservative, supplies an apt summary of his views:




I have little interest in streamlining government or in making it more efficient, for I mean to reduce its size. I do not undertake to promote welfare, for I propose to extend freedom. My aim is not to pass laws, but to repeal them. It is not to inaugurate new programs, but to cancel old ones that do violence to the Constitution, or that have failed in their purpose, or that impose on the people an unwarranted financial burden. I will not attempt to discover whether legislation is “needed” before I have first determined whether it is constitutionally permissible. And if I should later be attacked for neglecting my constituents’ interests, I shall reply that I was informed their main interest is liberty and that in that cause, I am doing the very best I can.





The senator found a willing audience: conservatives who felt locked out of the political process, and who responded with an enthusiasm that at times slipped into adulation. By the summer of 1961, Goldwater was getting 200 invitations a month for personal appearances, and his mail was running to 800 letters a day. He and a ghost (his senatorial campaign manager, Stephen Shadegg) wrote a widely syndicated newspaper column, and The Conscience of a Conservative, a collection of his speeches assembled and edited by Brent Bozell, was selling at the rate of 50,000 copies a month. Total sales through 1964 would reach 3.5 million; a second book, Why Not Victory?, dealt with the rise of communism and was published in 1962. At one point in 1961, thirteen national magazines were simultaneously working on cover stories about Goldwater, including Popular Mechanics, whose editors liked the fact that he was an inveterate tinkerer. A Time article published on June 23 was not the predictable “Arizona cowboy goes to Washington” story but took as its focus “the hottest political figure this side of Jack Kennedy.” The fifty-two-year-old Goldwater, Time said, was “traveling tirelessly about the land to champion the cause of the Republican Party, U.S. conservatism and his own variety of rugged individualism.” His “unabashed, unapologetic conservatism has struck a responsive note in a nation wondering if there is some clear-cut alternative to an ever-expanding welfare state,” the article said.


When Time asked Goldwater if he hoped to make a run for the presidency, he replied, “I have no plans for it. I have no staff for it, no program for it, and no ambition for it.” Then, this grandson of a Jewish peddler (raised as an Episcopalian) added with a grin: “Besides, I’ve got a Jewish name. . . . I don’t know if the country is ready for me.”


Perhaps encouraged by Time—or feeling it was an idea whose time had come—a close-knit group of political conservatives, to several of whom Goldwater had already said “not interested,” began nevertheless to construct the movement that would make him the Republican candidate for president in 1964.


The effort began on July 10, 1961, when Ohio Republican Congressman John Ashbrook (freshman class of 1960) and National Review  publisher William Rusher had lunch together. They met to discuss a troublesome change in the leadership of the Young Republican National Federation (YRNF), a thirty-year-old social-political organization that was then (and remains today) an incubator for conservative leadership. Ashbrook had started his political career as president of YRNF in the biannual election of 1957, with the backing of longtime YRNF string-pullers Rusher and Clif White. But Rusher and Clif moved away to pursue other interests, and the incoming 1961 YRNF president was, for the first time in a long time, not a conservative but of the eastern tilt. The congressman and the publisher were concerned.


The conversation drifted to what they saw as a leadership vacuum in the Republican Party—gentrification at the top, superannuated officials out of touch with the present, let alone the future. But at the same time, there was a cadre of young (and conservative) Republicans who could be brought forward with the right encouragement. Rusher noted, “If we held a meeting of our old Young Republican group, it would probably comprise about the third or fourth largest faction in the Republican Party.” After lunch, Ashbrook showed Rusher a file cabinet full of YRNF contact information, and the wheels started turning.


Three days later, Rusher had lunch with Clif and carried on the discussion. Clif volunteered that he had his own files, not just YRNF contacts but many others. Perhaps, he mused, they could combine the files and launch a nationwide organization committed to nominating a conservative candidate for president—or, at the least, to influencing the 1964 platform. After a few more conversations among themselves, Ashbrook, Rusher, White, and some others determined to move forward, with Clif taking the lead.


Thus began what Robert Novak would call “one of the most remarkable clandestine operations in American political history.” A writer for the Harvard Crimson would describe Goldwater’s eventual nomination as the result of “a secret decision” by “the White Machine.” Secret, yes. Machine? A bit over the top.


Rusher, Ashbrook, and White began with a few dozen carefully selected friends who held compatible philosophies, were interested in participating, and could be expected to keep a secret. The early meetings focused on broad concepts: Could the conservatives take control of the party and nominate a conservative—Goldwater was frequently mentioned—and if so, how could this best be accomplished? Their resources included boundless enthusiasm and a passionate belief in conservative government.


The “how” part, they decided, was a given. Working with local, district, and state organizations, they would have to ensure, wherever possible, that committed conservatives became delegates to the next Republican National Convention. Only sixteen states held primary elections, selecting 541 delegates; 767 were selected by caucus—the good old-fashioned smoke-filled room. Six hundred and fifty-five votes were needed to win the nomination. A candidate might lose every primary or enter none, but by controlling each caucus, could still walk into the convention with the winning votes in hand.


The mechanics of delegate selection varied from state to state, but some portion of the party machinery always came into play. Precinct committeemen—down at the level where people worried about stoplights, where they felt their voice could make a difference—were often the most influential players, and precinct committeemen were selected two years before the presidential nominating convention. Ergo, it would be essential to start early. It was no small task: They would have to get organized; have a thorough understanding of the often arcane local statutes, bylaws, and customs of each precinct; identify solid conservative leaders; motivate conservatives to become involved and stand for election to various positions; and fill empty slots in the party organization. Indeed, at that time, as many as half of the state, county, and local GOP committee posts were vacant, and no one seemed to care. The plan was to quietly put conservatives into those jobs, without fanfare, so as not to alert the other side, and create a pipeline for sending sympathetic delegates to the 1964 Republican National Convention. Although this was not exactly a “machine,” Clif White most certainly was the driver.


By the time of the December 2 gathering in Chicago—which Jerry and I attended—the White-Ashbrook-Rusher group had expanded to fifty-five members and was ready for action. We later would be dubbed “a bunch of amateurs” by Bob Novak and electoral historian Theodore White—even, at times, by Goldwater himself. If by that they meant “unpaid,” most of us qualified (Clif was drawing a modest salary). If they meant “inexperienced,” I think the term applied to none of us. I may have been an idealistic thirty-seven-year-old soon to be caught up in the glamour of presidential politics, but I had been walking a lot of political streets. Other attendees included members of Congress, current and former Republican state chairpersons, and an assortment of elected and appointed state and federal officials. Leaders of our movement would say that the “amateur” label could more aptly have been applied to a few individuals who came along later in the process, took command of the campaign, and botched the job. They were not part of our movement.


More to the point, Clif White was the consummate professional politician. Average voters (even, I believe, most candidates) think of politics in terms of media exposure, headline-grabbing rallies, and demonstrations. The professional’s lexicon includes petitions, county chairmen, precinct captains, phone banks, convention tactics, Robert’s  Rules of Order, voter registration, poll watchers, and fund-raising. Clif White was a professional.


Clif opened our meeting with an announcement: “We’re going to take over the Republican Party.” Those words were later to be widely quoted, and the citation was accurate—as far as it went. The media usually left out the second half of Clif’s statement: “and make it the conservative instrument in American politics.”


Clif reported that he had met several times with Goldwater, and in explaining the purpose of the group, he said it would set out to encourage support and raise funds for conservative candidates, with Barry Goldwater as first choice. The senator, Clif said, thought raising money was a good idea, but expecting him to run for president was not. He had not agreed to endorse the effort, but neither had he asked Clif to cease and desist. Our goal was to coax him aboard.


We needed 655 winning votes; Clif believed that Barry could easily get 451 from southern and western states, with the balance coming from states we felt were sympathetic to the cause. He also handicapped the Electoral College, adding up the states where Nixon had won in 1960 and those that barely gave a majority to Kennedy and were possibly winnable in 1964. Clif believed that Goldwater could carry the necessary 270 electoral votes.


Clif submitted a budget for the eighteen months leading up to the convention: We would need $3.2 million (pushing $25 million in 2006 dollars; use a general factor of 7.5 in making conversions). About half would finance entry in the primaries; the rest was for rent, the convention, and staff salaries—a campaign director, a public relations manager, a research director, three financial and fund-raising experts, five field men, an office manager, and six secretaries. For 1964, we should add two more public relations men, four additional researchers, five field men, and four secretaries.


With the stage thus set, it was time for us to get to work. We organized a public relations committee, a survey committee to work with polling firms, and a research committee to identify issues of greatest concern to the public. There was to be a women’s division as well, and the chairs of the various committees and the head of the women’s division would form a strategy committee.


We created a checklist. In December, we would organize the financial operation. During January 1963, we’d establish our group in proper legal fashion, and in February, after Congress returned from the winter recess, we’d meet with Goldwater, show him that we were serious, and seek, if not his blessing, at least a sustained interest. We hoped to make a public announcement in March or April, and from April through June, we would mount petition drives (“Sign here to encourage Senator Goldwater to run for president”) and set up stateby- state affiliated committees. October would be the time to review what we had accomplished so far and make needed adjustments. By November, we could focus on selected local elections to test the effectiveness of efforts to that date.


At one point, someone asked, “Who wants to be finance chairman?” I didn’t see any hands raised. Most of the men were politicians or industrialists, not financiers. I volunteered to be treasurer. I was not well enough connected with the national organization to take on the job of finance chairman, but my Wall Street background and campaign experience in Connecticut gave me the confidence that I could keep track of spending, establish controls, and maintain an impeccable audit trail. Chicago entrepreneur (Fannie May Candies) and philanthropist J.D. Stetson (“Stets”) Coleman, Jerry Milbank, and I became “trustees” of the finance committee, pending appointment of a real chairman.


We briefly agonized over the challenge of raising $3 million, but Stets got things moving when he declared, “Look, everybody’s been talking about how we need all this money, but who’s going to put some up? I pledge $25,000.” I added $10,000 of my own, and within an hour, we all had pledged, to a total of $285,000. A few days later, Fred LaRue was among the first to honor his pledge with a $25,000 cashier’s check, from “Republicans in Mississippi, the poorest state in the nation.”


I like to think of December 2 as a watershed, the beginning of a practical modern conservative political movement. It was our symbolic “St. Crispin’s Day,” on a fictitious version of which Shakespeare’s Henry V told his inner circle, “From now until the end of the world, we . . . shall be remembered. We few, we band of brothers.”


We were in business.






















CHAPTER 2
The Brush - Off


BARRY GOLDWATER AND I were acquaintances before the December meeting, but not close. A few years earlier, I had attended some fund-raisers at which he was the star attraction, and, like any good politician who knows how to mind his manners, Barry had acknowledged my contributions with brief notes. They were friendly, but impersonal, as befitting our relationship at that time. 


Later, Milbank and I had taken on a special challenge for the National Republican Senatorial Committee to raise funds for six key 1962 senatorial races. The premise was that incumbents did not always have a free ride to reelection—especially those who might have to travel great distances, fighting the schedule in the Senate, to meet with voters at home. Some Republican senators had been defeated by margins of less than 1 percent by opponents who could campaign at home all year round. These incumbents might benefit from funds to assist with “voter education”—a transparent fiction, but it meant that the contributions were not reportable campaign funds. Around the nation, committees were set up to help. One of our candidates, New Hampshire Senator Norris Cotton, had three committees working on his behalf at the same time. He was challenged by an opponent just before the election for not having revealed the “contributions.” The opponent wanted him declared ineligible. Senator Cotton won on the merits—as spelled out in the law, but not necessarily as they might have been decided by common sense.


We explained to potential contributors that all donations would be deposited directly: Nothing would be siphoned off for overhead. If any candidate should drop out, his share would be distributed to the others. To establish our credibility, we informed them that “Senator Barry Goldwater, who, as Chairman of the Senate Republican Campaign Committee, is directly responsible for successful Republican Senate campaigns next year, has given his approval to our effort.”


By August 1962, I was a member of the New York Advisory Committee to the National Republican Senatorial Committee and was asked to take on a new task. This would mirror the earlier efforts, but this time, instead of helping Republican incumbents, we would be raising funds for Republican challengers in races with Democratic incumbents. Our efforts were successful, and the thank-you notes I received from Barry grew more personal.


Building Republican coalitions was then in fashion. Two weeks before our December 2 meeting, the New York Herald-Tribune reported that New Jersey Republican Senator Clifford P. Case was seeking “a cooperative arrangement among the party’s moderate and liberal officials.” These included governors Nelson Rockefeller of New York, William Scranton of Pennsylvania, and George Romney of Michigan—all of whom had just been elected (or reelected). Senator Case and friends were not accused of having any nefarious purpose. But our group, also working toward a “cooperative arrangement,” was soon to be raked over the coals for “splintering” the party.


The Case meeting had been announced to the press; our Essex gathering, like the earlier sessions, was held in secret. There were three simple reasons for this: We didn’t want to alert the “establishment” to the effort; we didn’t want to force Barry into a corner; and we wanted the opportunity to lay some groundwork, build an organization, and establish an agenda before we had to start answering questions.


Our secrecy lasted less than a day. There was, it seemed, a spy in our midst—with an agenda of his own and a hidden tape recorder. Or maybe there was just a hidden tape recorder, planted by an informed outsider—we never found out. However it was engineered, a synopsis of what we talked about and a list of attendees ended up in the hands of a reporter with the Associated Press, who had a story on the wire by the afternoon of December 3. Less than two hours later, the CBS Evening News with Walter Cronkite featured a Chicago-bureau reporter and some hastily grabbed footage of a room at the Essex, where, he noted, a group of prominent Republicans had met to plot a presidential campaign for Barry Goldwater. The CBS footage was of the wrong suite in the hotel—Stets Coleman’s room, I believe, which was not nearly large enough to hold the group—but the essence of the story was correct.


As for the print media, the story that made headlines on December 4 was also accurate in the main, although we preferred the San  Francisco Examiner’s version—“Secret Move to Push Goldwater in 1964”—to the New York Herald-Tribune’s “Move to Block Rocky.” The New York Times said we were “splintering” the Republican Party. The Times also reported Barry’s reaction to the news: “I don’t know a thing about it. I don’t know who the group was, where they met or what it’s all about. I did see or hear something about it today, but don’t know a thing.” This was a bit disingenuous. He had heard about it because Clif had called and warned him to expect inquiries from reporters.


We also could have done without the Herald-Tribune’s editorial of December 5, “The Folly of Factionalism, or, How to Fail Without Even Trying.” It said: “The latest Republican drama, that somewhat secret meeting of conservatives in Chicago, should be appropriately titled, ‘How to Fail in Politics Without Even Trying.’ Neither the plotting to promote Sen. Goldwater for the Presidential candidacy nor the conspiracy to block Gov. Rockefeller contributes to the health or harmony of the party. . . . Whatever the exact details, the conservatives are guilty of bad timing, narrow motives and poor politics.”


A few lines further on, however, the editor made a prescient point: “We don’t blame the conservatives for dreaming of Barry Goldwater for President. The Rockefeller people are working with understandable zeal for their man, and the same can be said for supporters of Michigan’s Romney and Pennsylvania’s Scranton. But the point is, none of these men will have a chance and all their preparations will be purely academic if every faction pursues its own fractious way and the main goal of a party victory is submerged by the lesser goals of personal victory.”


At a regular meeting of the Republican National Committee (RNC) later in the week, the news sparked some lively but not particularly argumentative conversation. Some party leaders were irritated to learn that we had raised a reported $250,000 for our purposes, while the party was struggling with a $400,000 deficit from the recent midterm elections.


The “move to block Rocky” theme was frequently and vigorously encouraged by the Rockefeller forces, which were hoping to create an impression that the governor was the underdog and in need of protection from a conservative juggernaut. This stance was undermined when James L. Wick, executive publisher of Human Events,  reported that “the President’s Inner Circle leaks to visitors that the only G.O.P. candidate causing loss of sleep in the White House is the New York governor.” Wick assumed the leaks were a tactic to panic the Republicans into nominating Rockefeller—and he was right.


Meanwhile, Bobby Kennedy told “a senior Democratic Senator from the Deep South” that the First Family feared Goldwater far more than they feared Rockefeller. And the Chicago Tribune (March 26, 1963) ran a headline that read, “Kennedys Fear One Man in 1964 Election—Goldwater.” As that issue was hitting the streets, delegates to the 1960 Republican National Convention were being asked by Congressional Quarterly who was most likely to get the 1964 nomination, Rockefeller or Goldwater. Better than 2 to 1 said “Rockefeller.” When asked which man they would prefer, the count was about 4 to 3 for Goldwater.


Some reports that came out later said we didn’t pick a name for our group right away; others claimed we called ourselves “Draft Goldwater” right from the start—both are incorrect. My notes of the meeting clearly state, “Goldwater for President Committee.” On December 11, 1962, Clif, Stets, Jerry, and I set up a “Goldwater for President” account with the First National Bank in Dallas. On December 19, I sent Barry a copy of a letter that I had just sent to state finance chairmen urging them to action. In my note to Barry, I wrote, “We have been amazed at the speed with which the money has come in.” Below my signature appeared “Treasurer, Goldwater for President.” There was no ambiguity in our minds, either about the name of our committee or its purpose.


Barry’s true position, however, was unclear. We weren’t sure whether he was interested in running for president, willing to tolerate but not participate in the effort, or totally opposed to it. The record is rife with confusing statements, contradictory remarks to the media, and conflicting “insider” accounts. I think the truth is that for a long time he was ambivalent about leaving the Senate but open to suggestion. Soon after the Chicago meeting, Barry asked Steve Shadegg if he would manage his 1964 campaign. Shadegg asked him if it would be for the Senate or the presidency? Barry said: “I still haven’t made up my mind.” They agreed to assume, for the time being, that the campaign would be for the Senate. “If I change my mind,” Barry said, “you can change your plans.”


On December 27, when Barry met with a group of friends in Phoenix, they told him that winning the nomination was “within the realm of reasonable possibility.” There were issues, however. It would be very difficult to beat Kennedy, and if Goldwater ran and lost, he could lose any influence he might have had in the future. Sufficient funds could probably be raised for a national campaign, and a campaign organization could likely be put together. But it would not be wise, they said, for Barry to run for the Senate and the presidency at the same time. (In 1960, LBJ made a run for the Senate and the vice-presidency at the same time; he won both races, but could accept only one office. In a special election held in May 1961, John Tower became the first Republican since Reconstruction to be elected to the Senate from Texas.)


All in all, this was not very encouraging, and the situation was made even less so by a mid-December Gallup poll on Republican “presidential possibilities.” Rockefeller came in at 41 percent; Nixon, 21 percent; Romney, 15 percent; Illinois Senator Everett Dirksen, 11 percent; and Goldwater, 4 percent. Goldwater must have questioned whether there was much interest in his candidacy, after all.


These thoughts were no doubt on his mind on January 14, 1963, when Clif visited him to report details of the December meeting and discuss progress to date and our plans for the future. Clif expected a friendly welcome, but instead he found an angry and personally distant man. Goldwater’s reason for being angry was clear enough: Some of his colleagues from the eastern establishment had just maneuvered him off the Senate Policy Committee. The reason that he was distant didn’t become apparent until later, when we realized that he didn’t understand Clif’s motives. Barry had been told (perhaps by the same person who had leaked the details of the Chicago meeting) that Clif was only in the game for a big salary and an enhanced reputation, and that he was looking for a big boost to his political consulting business. When I heard this, I thought, Clif? Clif was perhaps the most self-effacing man I’d ever known, and his salary from the movement was so modest that he had to draw from his children’s college account to get by.


As Clif described the encounter, he was about to run through some details with Barry—focusing on funding, delegate predictions, and the like—when Goldwater stopped him and said he had no intention of running for president. Clif said, “Well, we thought we might have to draft you.” At this Goldwater became incensed, replying, “Draft nothin’, I told you I’m not going to run. And I’m telling you now, don’t paint me into a corner. It’s my political neck and I intend to have something to say about what happens to it.”


Later that day, I stopped by Room 3505, expecting to find a happy man, fresh from the field of victory. Instead, I found Clif, his secretary, and a couple of other members of our group so depressed that they could have been holding a wake. As a morale-boosting contribution, I took everyone out to dinner.


At almost the same moment—give or take a couple of days—Barry was complaining to a writer for Business Week about the public image of the Republican Party. Back in 1961, as the Kennedy administration was about to take over, Republicans in Congress had hit upon a clever way to carry the party’s message to the people—they created a weekly press conference starring the floor leaders, Senator Everett Dirksen and Congressman Charles Halleck. However, the so-called “Ev and Charlie Show” suffered from comparison with John F. Kennedy’s witty press conferences and created the impression that the Republican Party was being led by a pair of behind-the-times warhorses. Commenting on these press conferences, one GOP congressman said: “There’s Dirksen with his fuzzy hair and Halleck with his big red nose.” Goldwater spoke for many of us when he said, “The image is wrong now. . . . They should give the American people a picture of Republicanism that is something other than two elderly men who have had a hard life and look it.”


He seemed to agree that it was time for the Republican Party to put on a younger face. We just had to get him to agree with us about whose face it should be.
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