

















 EVERY MAN
 A KING


The Autobiography of 


HUEY P. LONG











[image: image1]

Evangeiine Oak, St. Martlnville.


“And it Is here under this oak where Evangeiine waited for her lover, Gabriel, This oak is immortal, but Evangeiine is not the only one who waited here In disappointment. Where are the schools, the roads and highways the Institutions for the disabled you sent your money to build? Evangeline’e tears lasted through one lifetime—yours through generations. Give me the chance to dry the eyes of those who still weep here.”—Prom Bfaey P. Long’s speech. Campaign, 1937-28.
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“Ill fares the land, to hastening ills a prey, 
Where wealth accumulates and men decay” 
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INTRODUCTION


In August, 1933, George R. Allen, a newspaper man who did public relations work for Senator Huey P. Long, wrote an interesting letter to the Louisiana leader. Allen had been able, he said, to persuade the North American Newspaper Alliance to run an article in its syndicated service extolling Long’s program in Louisiana. But the editor of North American, to maintain a pretense of neutrality, had insisted that Allen prepare also an anti-Long article to appear first. Allen had readily agreed. “In the first article I will give the opposition their day,” he told the Senator, “and in the second I will knock it into a cocked hat.” 


Long was duly appreciative of Allen’s artistry. Few American politicians have had as shrewd and as sensitive a regard for the uses of the printed word as this apparently unlettered man who burst so explosively on the national scene in the 1930’s. His knowledge of the techniques of public influence was uncanny and apparently instinctive. It came into play when he ran for his first political office at the age of twenty-four and was constantly enlarged and refined thereafter. In that initial race he hit on the device of putting his cause before the voters through the medium of printed circulars which he tacked on trees and poles all over his district. He continued to use the circular mechanism throughout the rest of his career, in his races for governor and United States Senator, and to popularize his policies after winning power. It has been estimated that between 1928 and 1935 some 26,000,000 of these documents were distributed all over Louisiana. Long’s circulars were no mere abstracts that shrilled forth a few biased sentiments. They were, naturally, partisan and slanted, but they were lengthy compositions—an average product would run from 1,000 to 1,800 words—and they were packed with political and economic information.


They were also extremely well written. Long wrote the copy for every circular or, if he was busy with other matters, sketched out to a subordinate the points he wanted made. It was not just that he was intent on presenting the most effective case to the public. This man who seemed to be purely political had a real interest in literary exposition and an itching desire to represent himself in print. Many of his intimates have opined that if he had not been a great politician he might have been a great actor or preacher. It is very possible that he might have been, if not a great writer, at least a talented one. He constantly sought to create media for the expression of his writings. After he became governor he founded his own newspaper, the Louisiana Progress, which became, when he went to the Senate, the American Progress. It was a weekly, although sometimes irregular in appearance, and for years Long contributed a column to it. Often the column was only an excerpt from one of his Senate speeches, which were his own compositions, but just as often it was something special he had taken time to put together. He also wrote some articles about himself for the popular magazines.


But, like every aspiring writer, he wanted above all to enshrine his name in the most enduring form of publication—books. And the name Huey P. Long appears as the author on the title pages of three volumes. His part in the preparation of the first one published was, however, only nominal. Constitutions of the State of Louisiana appeared in 1930. It was a comparative compilation of the various constitutions from 1812 to 1921, relating articles in the earlier documents to the 1921 version. Most of the actual work seems to have been done by a lawyer friend, aided by assistants assigned by Long, although Long, a master of legal lore, could well have done the job himself if he had not been in the turmoil of his governorship. The purpose behind the project was to enable Loyola University to grant him an honorary degree. A solid piece of scholarship, the book became a widely used reference tool in Louisiana.


In the fall of 1932, after he had taken his Senate seat and already had become a national figure, Long decided to write his autobiography. He began work on it almost immediately and continued intermittently until the task was completed in 1933. Necessarily, because of the press of Senate duties, Long had to get away to New Orleans or Baton Rouge to do his composing. He dictated the whole manuscript, utilizing several secretaries and often striding up and down the room and acting out some episode he was describing. He did a lot of revising and rewriting, and finally, after having his newspaper friend Allen read the finished draft, he made a last revision. The book appeared in October, 1933, approximately a year after its conception. The title, Every Man a King, was drawn from a slogan that Long had employed in his campaigning and that he would later use as the name for a campaign song. (His literary activities included the writing of words for songs to which a more musically inclined friend put the notes.)


Long’s third book was published in 1935. Entitled My First Days in the White House, it was a description of how he would handle the problems of the depression when President. Some Long associates think that this work was ghostwritten for him by a Washington journalist. But reliable evidence indicates that he dictated at least large portions of it himself, although possibly some other writer edited the raw material. My First Days reveals much about Long’s philosophy of sharing the wealth, and it is hilariously funny—for example, he makes Franklin D. Roosevelt a member of his cabinet—but it does not have the personal or historical importance of Every Man a King. The latter book has more body. It is truly autobiographical and details with adequate, if not complete, frankness the rise to power of one of America’s most remarkable politicians.





Huey P. Long was born in 1893 in Winn parish (county), the seventh in a family of nine children. There is a myth about his background that colors everything that has been written about him. It is that the Longs were abjectly poor, were without education or culture, were, in Southern terminology, “hillbillies” or “trash.” Long himself helped to father the myth—he operated in an age when politicians found it profitable to boast of a log cabin origin— but it has little foundation. Winn parish, with its thin soil and cutover timber patches, was undeniably poor in comparison with the more favored cotton and sugar parishes. It could not show an array of planter magnates, but it did have a substantial number of small farmers who worked hard and enjoyed a fairly comfortable living. The Longs were as well off as most people in Winn and, indeed, something above the average. Rather than scorning culture, they were highly respectful of it and eager to acquire it. Every member of the large family secured at least a touch of a college education. Huey Long, as he relates in the autobiography, had relatively little formal schooling at the higher levels—he exaggerates somewhat the work he took at Tulane University—but from boyhood he educated himself with a program of voracious reading. It is unlikely that many college graduates of the period had, for example, as wide a knowledge of history, or as much of a sense of history, as this product of the north Louisiana hills.


The members of the Long family, it needs to be noted for an understanding of the autobiography, were all intelligent and extremely individualistic in their relations with one another. Huey Long hints at this characteristic in referring to two of his brothers, whom, curiously, he does not name. The older brother mentioned in the early pages is Julius, who helped finance Huey’s education and with whom he formed a law partnership. Yet Julius and Huey eventually broke and became bitter personal and political enemies. The younger brother described later who wanted to run for office is Earl Long, who was destined to be a political figure in his own right and three times governor. He and Huey broke too, although before Huey’s death they were reconciled. All the brothers and sisters were in some degree interested in politics and active in it throughout their lives.


Perhaps there was something in the stark environment of Winn parish that was conducive to political interest. Winn had a tradition of dissent and protest that was rare in the rural South. In 1861 the parish had opposed secession and had shown but a scant enthusiasm for the Confederate cause. In the 1890’s it had been the center of Populist strength in the state. In the early 1900’s it had nurtured a Socialist party—more agrarian than Marxian, perhaps, but still daring to wear the collectivist label—that garnered a respectable vote in presidential elections and even won a number of local offices. Huey Long and his brothers and sisters grew up in an atmosphere of hot political debate, and many of the debaters challenged the basic assumptions held by many Americans. None of the Longs was a Populist or a Socialist. But the doctrines of these two factions, which Huey Long heard constantly in his youth, could not help but enter into his thinking. His own political philosophy was a kind of neo- or modified Populism. Drawn from his observation of local issues and conditions and his wide reading in past and current history, it was a down-with-the-big-man and up-with-the-little-man creed. He expressed it in definite terms when in 1918, at the age of twenty-four, he ran for his first office, and he never deviated significantly from it thereafter.


In the autobiography Long states that he decided to run for a place on the Railroad Commission because he was not old enough to try for any other office. The explanation is disingenuous. Although the age element may have had some influence, Long was moving with calculated shrewdness. For a politician who wanted to go to the top, the commission was the best possible starting point. Shortly to be renamed the Public Service Commission and given enlarged supervision over all utilities, it was potentially one of the most powerful agencies in the state. It had been a moribund body. But after Long, who won an easy victory, took his seat, things changed fast. The commissioner launched a series of spectacular actions that he had undoubtedly planned from the moment he set eyes on the office. He instituted and prosecuted complaints and lawsuits against the biggest corporations in the state, with the gigantic Standard Oil Company heading the list of victims. Not all the decisions had the effect that Long claimed. But for the first time the commission had become an active, meaningful agency—and in the process Huey P. Long had become a figure with a state reputation, a man to be reckoned with as candidate for governor.


There can be no doubt that Long had planned from the first to run for governor. In fact, some of those closest to him think that he had mapped out a whole sequence of offices to be secured on a regular schedule—governor, United States Senator, and, finally, President. But he failed in his first try for the governorship in 1924, although he ran a strong third. A variety of factors combined to undo him. He got in the middle of a fight over the Ku Klux Klan. Of the two other candidates, one was pro-Klan, the other, anti-Klan; Long, seeking to avoid the issue, lost votes in both camps. He lacked adequate finances and did not have an effective state-wide organization. The story in the autobiography, that rain on election day held back his full country vote, which has received wide credence, is without basis. What defeated him was an inability to roll up much of a vote in populous south Louisiana and the city of New Orleans. He tried to remedy this situation before running for the governorship again in 1928. To strengthen himself in the southern parishes he indorsed Senator Edwin S. Broussard’s bid for re-election in 1926, in return for a pledge of Broussard’s support. He also sought to create a more efficient organization in New Orleans. The Broussard deal worked. But Long was unable then and later to set up a combination in New Orleans that could cope with the ruling Old Regular machine. He finally, toward the end of his career, broke the Old Regulars, but he never won an election against them in the city proper.


Still, with more abundant finances and better organizational support, Long was able to win in 1928. He did not have the required majority of the popular vote in the first primary. But he was razor close, and when the third ranking candidate pulled out, with most of his leaders declaring for Long, the second runner also withdrew. Huey Long was governor, and a momentous change in the power structure of Louisiana was about to take place. The new governor was determined to do many things, but first and foremost he meant to strike a deathblow at the hierarchy that had long controlled the state.


After Reconstruction, in all the Southern states the places of power were taken over by the upper income groups, the old planter class and the new and rising business interests. For generations these hierarchies ruled Southern politics, exercising their power through the medium of the one-party system, manipulating and combining factions in the Democratic organization. Occasionally rebels rose to challenge the existing order. They were men who claimed to speak for the masses and who demanded for the masses some voice in the councils of government and some share in the material rewards that government could bestow. In Southern historical writing they are called the demagogues. The demagogues made much noise and won some elections, but they did not alter in any fundamental way the nature of power relationships. Despite their violent denunciations of the ruling classes, they did little to raise up the masses. Some of them had no real interest in reform and were easily deflected into race baiting or into collaboration with the hierarchy. Those that had a program were unable to put it through, and for a fundamental reason—they lacked the ability, or more probably the will, to destroy the organization of the oligarchy and were eventually overthrown by it.


No demagogue had dared to defy the Louisiana hierarchy. Composed of the usual upper income groups and others peculiar to the local scene—the Standard Oil Company and gas and shipping interests—and allied with the New Orleans Old Regulars, the machine seemed especially strong and secure, and it was unusually conservative and complacent. It was capable of meeting demands for social change and absorbing and blunting them. It had, for example, to deal with the threat posed by the Progressive movement, which affected Louisiana and the South somewhat later than other sections. John M. Parker, who won the governorship in 1920 and who had Long’s support, advocated some Progressive ideals, and as governor he steered some Progressive measures to enactment. But Parker, a man of ability, was himself a representative of the planter class, inhibited by his own standards and those of his group, and though he pushed harder than some associates thought he should, he did not push too hard. The Louisiana of the 1920’s could hardly be said to be a modern state. It had less than 300 miles of cement roads, only 35 miles of roads with other surfacing, only three major bridges in the state highway system, an inadequate educational arrangement from the state university down to the elementary level, and archaic hospital and other public services. Both the place and the time were ripe, overly so, for a leader who would demand change. But few could have guessed what kind of change would come after 1928.


Long had promised change in both his campaigns. That he would succeed in getting much seemed doubtful to supporters and opponents and disinterested observers. He took with him into office only a minority of pledged followers in the legislature, and everybody knew the vast power of the opposition to contain its enemies. Besides, Long was one of those demagogues. He would make a token effort for reform and then go to denouncing Negroes or Yankees and recalling Confederate glories in the Civil War and Southern suffering during Reconstruction. That was the way it always had been.


It was not going to be anything like that way. Long was the one Southern popular leader who promised something and then delivered. He was governor from 1928 to 1932. In 1930 he ran for the United States Senate, defeating the incumbent with ease. He could not take his seat, however, because of a conflict with his lieutenant governor, Paul Cyr. Long and Cyr had broken, and Huey would not go to Washington until he had made certain that one of his own men would succeed to the governorship. Not until January, 1932, could he safely leave the state. He was in the Senate after that date, but he was, in effect, still governor. His friend, O. K. Allen, was governor in name only. Long ran the administration and the state, ran both, his enemies charged, like a dictator.


The Long program of legislation was put into force over the period between 1928 and 1935. Although it took some time to enact, it was an impressive accomplishment. By 1935 Louisiana had 2,446 miles of cement roads, 1,308 miles of asphalt roads, twice as many miles of gravel roads as when Long took office, and over forty bridges in the state highway system. Appropriations for education, especially at the higher level, were increased, and the providing of free textbooks caused a 20 per cent jump in public school enrollment. In a notable attack on ignorance, free night schools were set up that aided over 100,000 adult illiterates of both races. State hospitals and other public institutions were expanded and enlarged and their services were humanized. Repeal of the poll tax opened the political doors to a host of new voters, and the new, significant issues that Long introduced aroused popular interest in politics to a degree unmatched in any other Southern state. The huge costs of the Long program were met in a manner that anticipated the New Deal—by heavier taxes, especially on corporations, and by the issuance of bonds that increased the state debt to what was by the standards of that time an astronomical figure.


It took Long years to pass his program because he had to proceed against the implacable opposition of the ruling classes. The governor’s announcement of his principal demands in 1928 led to an attempt in the following year to impeach him. He narrowly defeated the move by resorting to the device that became famous in Louisiana political history as the “round robin”—a sufficient number of state senators to block impeachment were persuaded to sign a document that they would not vote to convict. Long thus saved himself and continued to press toward his objectives. That this episode had a profound influence on him cannot be doubted. There is some question, however, as to its exact impact, and even his closest associates differ on this point. According to one version, Long was a fairly typical Progressive or liberal governor. Like similar executives in all sections, he entered office full of ideals and fired with a desire to pass legislation to help the masses. He met unreasoning and even unscrupulous resistance from the conservatives, and this development changed him, making him more rancorous and ruthless, ready to use extreme methods to reach his goals. There is some merit in the analysis. The impeachment unmistakably hardened Long, and the stratagems of the opposition and his own stratagems to overcome theirs induced in him a measure of cynicism about the democratic process. But another explanation probably is closer to the mark. It is that from the very first Long knew pretty much what he was going to do and moved to do it, at his own schedule and on his own terms. He was an artist in power, like Abraham Lincoln or Franklin D. Roosevelt, and as he manipulated power he became increasingly fascinated with its uses.


Long’s first objective after going into office was to perfect the organization that had elected him. He shortly welded together an extraordinarily effective machine. It covered the whole state and was one of the instruments that eventually enabled him to control the legislature almost completely. Before Long appeared on the scene, parish politicians, the “leaders” in local parlance, had exercised an inordinate influence in their own areas and on the state generally. The leader was usually, although not always, the sheriff, and if enough sheriffs could agree on a candidate and make a deal with the New Orleans Old Regulars, they could dictate the election of a governor. Long abruptly abolished this pattern. In his arrangement the sheriff might have a place, but he was only one of several leaders. Deliberately Long would set up in a parish a plural or committee type of organization. There were several leaders who divided power among themselves and watched one another and reported on the others to Long, and no one of them was strong enough to defy the big boss at Baton Rouge. Moreover, Long was accustomed to dealing directly with the voters. He was capable, as his local leaders uneasily knew, of invading their parishes and turning their own people against them.


But no machine, no matter how artfully constructed, can endure on symmetry alone. It has to be able, as Long was fully aware, to pass out material or prestige awards to its followers. The Long organization was deliberately geared to be abundantly appreciative. Its ability rested on a firm and frank basis of patronage and price. Immediately the regime reached out to grasp control of existing boards and bureaus, and then by constantly creating new agencies to perform new functions it kept enlarging the jobs at its disposal. Thus the number of state employees was steadily increased, some of them being added unnecessarily but with a candid admittance that depression conditions obligated the state to hire people. More jobs were made available through the huge road building program, which in part was a state public works project. Finally, the Long organization was self-sustaining in a financial sense. The road contractors, the contractors on other works, the distributors of highway machinery and supplies, and the companies that wrote the state’s insurance were required to render regular contributions to the machine’s campaign treasury, and for obvious reasons these interests met the assessments. The state employees had to pay a percentage of their salaries before an election, the so-called “deducts.” Surviving Long leaders will argue that these dealings were moral because they were open and known to the public. The organization was not beholden to any secret donors, they contend, and was hence independent and free to act in the public interest.


If Long had simply created an efficient machine, his achievement, while noteworthy, would not have been unusual, nor would it have won him the attention he secured in his own time or entitle him to the unique place he has in the annals of American politics. He went far beyond the pattern of previous leaders in the South or any section. He was the first mass or popular leader to set himself, not just to establish a machine of his own or to bring his enemies to terms, but to overwhelm utterly the existing organization and force it to enter his own apparatus. He systematically deprived the opposition of political sustenance, until finally he brought even the Old Regulars to their knees. At the time of his death by assassination in 1935, he had compelled most political elements in the state to affiliate with his organization. Each had a place and received certain rewards—but he defined the terms. A Long henchman was governor, and Long appointees filled all the executive offices. Long followers dominated the legislature, and a Long majority sat on the state supreme court. More, a series of far-reaching laws passed by an obedient legislature gave the governor, that is, Long, a controlling influence over local governments. There was still opposition, bitter and organized, but it seemed that the old power, structure had been destroyed, that, in fact, one man had become the power structure of an American commonwealth. Nothing quite like it had ever been witnessed in the nation’s history.


It was, without exaggeration, an imaginative and imposing edifice of authority, and the man who had envisioned and put it together was very possibly the most daring of all American politicians. Most observers of the political scene would add that Long was also the most dangerous of our leaders. In his own time he was called a dictator and likened to Adolph Hitler or Benito Mussolini. The comparison was natural in the 1930’s and has won wide credence. But later students will wonder about this easy application of the dictator label. Long, a remarkably introspective politician, wondered about it himself. Not surprisingly, he denied the charge. What is surprising was that some of his reasons were perceptively sound. He was well aware, for example, that his machine was largely a personal creation and dependent on the magnetism of his name. (The Long machine of later years was similarly dependent on Earl Long’s name.) He realized too that he had concentrated too many powers in his own hands, powers that he but no successor could wield. On numerous occasions he warned his associates not to attempt to emulate him. He knew, finally, that his so-called dictatorship would not survive him. (The Long machine was, in fact, voted out of office five years after his death.) Long was not an American Hitler. Rather, he was an American boss, typical in many ways of the type, atypical in that he came to grasp for too much power, to look on power as something to be gained for the sheer pleasure of its use. It is fashionable to denounce Long as a power grabber. But no politician should be judged by just one aspect of his character or career. This is especially applicable to the great politician, the “shaker,” the leader who picks things up and changes them, who leaves behind him a different, if not always a better, world. Such a man has to be evaluated in the round, to be rated by what he did to and for society and to and for himself.


Thus it is proper for detached commentators on the art of politics to point out that Huey Long had more power than any democratic leader should have. But they should also emphasize that unless he had been willing and able to take power he could not have done the things that he did—that he could not have lifted Louisiana from a condition of near feudalism into the modern world almost overnight or inspired thousands of poor white people all over the South to a vision of a better life or introduced into all of Southern politics, which had been pervasively romantic, a saving element of economic realism. The commentators might want to add, as a footnote, that in the Long story there is a great tragic query about politics and life itself. Robert Penn Warren poses the question in All the King’s Men. How much evil may a good man have to do to do good—and how will he himself be changed by what he does?





In the autobiography Long hints at the problem the politician may have with power, but he does not tell us everything we would like to know about his own use of it. One of his purposes in writing the book was to further his ambitions, and naturally he was not going to expose methods he had already employed or tip his hand as to what he might do in the future. Having a large element of impudence in him, he could not resist boasting about the ease with which he outwitted opponents about what one reviewer called “his devilish resourcefulness,” but this was as close as he got to the issue. One could wish that he had let his mind play freely and frankly on this central question in statecraft and given us the results of his experience.


Perhaps he intended to be more philosophical in a later volume, which would treat his national career and his accession to the office he was surely aiming at, the presidency. For Every Man a King is a partial autobiography carrying the author up to what he obviously considered a mid-point in his life. It is a story of preparation for greater tasks. When Long wrote the book, he had been in the Senate only a few months. He was just on the verge of his break with Roosevelt. His titanic struggle with the President that helped to turn the New Deal to the left was yet to come. So also was the campaign to sell to the country the economic nostrum known as Share Our Wealth. Long discusses SOW in his book and reveals the interesting information that he thought out the essence of the idea as early as 1918. There is room to doubt that he meant ever to translate the formula into working legislation. But he certainly believed that as a symbol it would be potent enough to carry him into the highest office. In the meantime, as a first installment he would give his countrymen an account of his life.





Apparently Long had the manuscript in final form by the summer of 1933. He asked George R. Allen to act as his agent in New York in dealing with printers, binders, jacket designers, and the like. Allen was to award the jobs on the basis of cost and speed of delivery and to deal with no shop that did not employ union labor. The journalist spent most of August talking to various companies. He ran into all kinds of vexatious problems, shifting cost estimates and delayed schedules, but he was finally able to announce that he had signed agreements. The Senator was shocked at the dark ways of the Eastern publishers. “Re careful with these people up there,” he warned Allen. “Don’t get tied up to where they can back out on you to our disadvantage again. They seem to be a cagy set. I have never seen anything like it.” Actually, Allen had negotiated fairly good terms. The cost of printing an edition of 50,000 was approximately $8,000, a not unreasonable figure. And the first copies came off the press in the remarkably quick time of three weeks. They appeared in resplendent gold jackets which bore five pictures of the author. Although the work had been put together in New York, the title page carried the imprimatur of the National Rook Company of New Orleans, which was the property of Long and some of his associates.


This company handled the sales of the book, sending out three hundred review copies and circularizing bookstores and rental libraries all over the country.


The author displayed more than the normal eagerness of a writer to see his product sell. Long had the additional motive of hoping that a wide distribution would enhance his political fortunes. The book was deliberately priced at the low figure of a dollar, and countless copies were distributed free to members of the Share Our Wealth Clubs. Once when Will Rogers was complaining that one of his books was not doing well, Long laughed and said: “Why don’t you do what I did, give them away.” Whatever the method, sale or gift, most of the edition was eventually disposed of. Seekers of a copy in recent years have found the book almost impossible to come by.


This new edition is presented in the belief that the book is what practically all reviewers, even hostile ones, hailed it as when it first appeared—an important political testament that deserves the attention of all serious students of politics. The present version is reproduced from the original edition with no revisions and, except for the omission of several photographs, no deletions. It contains, in fact, an addition. To conserve space Long cut out a proposed index. The editor has supplied one.


T. HARRY WILLIAMS


Baton Rouge, Louisiana
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CHAPTER I 
EABLY COMMUNITY LIFE



BENVENUTO CELLINI, famed Florentine autobiographer, musician and sculptor, said that when one whose career has been above the ordinary, reached the age of sixty years, he should compile an autobiography for the world.


I am now thirty-nine, some twenty-one years short of that time when, according to Cellini, I should begin to compose such a work. But there is a fable to the effect that Cardinal Mazarin, on his death bed, grieved over the fact that he was near death at the age of fifty-two. A physician is said to have declared that his years of service in the Fronde were four years in one; that, therefore, he was dying at an age past eighty.1


If newspapers, magazines and some biographers of this country and other nations find the public so interested in me that they should continue to write and to publish garbled accounts of my career, then perhaps I should write of myself.2


In the year 1892 my father, Huey P. Long, and my mother, Caledonia, with their six children moved from Tunica to the community of Winnfield, Louisiana, the Parish Seat of Winn Parish (County) and it was there that I was born August 30, 1893. Land was very cheap at the time my parents settled there and they were able to buy a 320-acre tract, a small part of which was under cultivation. When I was born my parents were living in a comfortable, well-built, four-room log house. A year later we moved into a better house which was built on the same premises.


My earliest and more or less inchoate recollections are that, in the time of my childhood, any person of brawn had some place or opportunity to hew out what was required of him in life. My sympathies were attracted to the persons who had no such physical asset, whose fight for subsistence was one of living from hand to mouth, of which there seem to have been more than a few among the people I knew.


Our community was a kindly one with the philosophy of “live and let live”; no one went hungry or in need of clothes if any one in the neighborhood had things beyond his own immediate requirements. I was frequently sent by my parents with food and clothing of the best kind to some less fortunate family living in the neighborhood. Such people did not need to make their wants known—not even was it necessary that they disclose their identity. If there was a fair sign from which it might be reasonably suspected that someone was in need, we shared with him the best we had.


Among the first of the strange families to have moved into our locality was a Methodist preacher with a number of small children. There were not enough people of his faith to furnish sufficient contribution for his church work. I made frequent trips to their home, sometimes more than once a day, carrying provisions to feed the children.


Years later, when one from this family was among the foremost of the sinister-controlled members of the Legislature undertaking my ruin as Governor I sent someone to him and I said to my messenger:


“Tell him one thing: I am still glad my folks didn’t let them starve.” But there is and always has been a Pi’ovidence who understands and who does not forget.


I must have been about eight years old when I saw the first sheriff’s sale which I remember. By that time a railroad had been built into the community.3 A farmer’s place was to be auctioned by the sheriff for a debt owed to a store. Before the sale, standing on the steps of the courthouse, this farmer begged the crowd not to bid for his home. He plead that it would be taking it away from his children; that if given time to raise another crop he could pay his debts.


No one in the crowd offered a bid. The creditor remained silent until the sheriff was about ready to declare “no sale,” when he took courage and made his bid.


The poor farmer was out; I was horrified. I could not understand. It seemed criminal.


This marked the first sign, in my recollection, of a neighborhood, where the blessings of the Creator were shared one with the other, being transformed into a community yielding to commercial enticements.


A small railroad built a line into Winnfield and located a depot on my father’s farm. Soon other railroads entered the same vicinity and Winnfield became a village. Within ten years the town grew to about 3000 inhabitants. One side of my father’s farm became part of the business section, and another part of it was occupied by residences.


The surrounding territory soon abounded with sawmills and lumber camps. The sparse farm population increased. But the more remote rural section was never thickly settled and is not now.


I recollect a trip to one of these sawmill camps near my home a few years later when a schoolmate and myself auctioned off a wagon load of books. We had only a banjo and a pair of scissors left in the wagon. We sold them, too.


Returning home that night, after we had calculated our profits, the mule pulling the wagon made a run away going down hill, tearing up the wagon and the harness. Bang went the profits!


The free and easy life and practises of the incoming railroad and sawmill workers rather excited my father, lest his sons might become contaminated by them. With some of the first money which he acquired from the sale of town lots carved from his farm, he bought another farm ten miles back in the country from Winnfield, to which he early announced his intention of moving.


The family home was never moved to this farm; however, we did some of the work there. A few crops of cotton and corn were raised.


I managed to keep as a closed secret the fact that I smoked and chewed tobacco. But when the time came for me to leave town and go to the country farm, I usually managed to smuggle a little along. On one occasion a plug slipped out of my back pocket while I was riding on a spring seat of the wagon. My father picked it up.


“If you stay alive until you are twenty-one, it will be the wonder of this world,” he muttered, taking the tobacco away from me.


Practically everybody in the neighborhood, male and female, had done some of the work of planting corn, cotton and potatoes; all had picked cotton; most of them from time to time had worked on the railroad or at the lumber camps and sawmills.


From my earliest recollection I hated the farm work. In the field the rows were long; the sun was hot; there was little companionship. Rising before the sun, we toiled until dark, after which we did nothing except eat supper, listen to the whippoorwills, and go to bed.


Sometimes we split a few rails, or hewed a cross tie or two; occasionally we cut wood or drove a team of mules. The cotton boll-weevil had made its appearance and added to the already uninteresting and unprofitable work. My every sympathy has gone out to those who toil.


At the age of ten, I made my first attempt to run away from home. I got less than fifty miles. I made another effort a few years later, but was caught some twenty miles away from Winnfield.


I had read in the Scriptures of the tears and greetings given for the prodigal son on his return. But when I reached home one of my sisters, in a shrill voice, shouted:


“Come in, tramp!”


While at home I was, under compulsion, a regular attendant of all religious ceremonies. On Sunday morning about nine o’clock we went to Sunday School. Church services immediately followed. On the same Sunday in mid-afternoon I went to the church for the young people’s religious society meeting. On Sunday night we returned for more church services. On Wednesday night we attended prayer meeting. We went to every funeral within ten miles. Most of us read the Scripture from cover to cover.


At about the age of thirteen I took up the work of a printer. I mastered the trade fairly well, working in a printing office most of the time while not actually attending school. The compensation was rather good in comparison with what was paid for other work. A book auctioneer, with a large collection of books of all kinds and descriptions, came to Winn-field. He hired me to help in handling the books. I took my pay in books.


A school mate of mine made an arrangement by which he secured some books to auction in nearby and smaller towns. I helped him in some of the towns, with none too great success except to acquire a considerable stock of books. At times we found jobs selling stocks of merchandise at auction.


At the age of fifteen I was sent as a representative in debating from the Winnfield High School to the State High School Rally which was held at the Louisiana State University in Baton Rouge, the Capital of the State. I fared badly, but was given honorable mention.


The following year, April, 1910, I was again sent to the State Rally as debater, declaimer, mile runner and member of the relay team. I made no showing worthy of mention in any of the contests except in debating, in which I won third place and a scholarship to the Louisiana State University.




























CHAPTER II
SALESMAN’S LIFE AND STUDY OF LAW



CONDITIONS were not very good in the Winn-field community along in 1910.


There were nine children in our family. I was sixteen years old. My parents had been able, with the help the six older children had given, to send them to college until they were practically finished or graduated.


I saw no opportunity to attend the Louisiana State University. The scholarship which I had won did not take into account books and living expenses. It would have been difficult to secure enough money.


I secured a position travelling for a large supply house which had a branch office in New Orleans. My job was to sell its products to the merchants and to advertise and solicit orders for it from house to house. Along with the work of soliciting orders from house to house and from merchants, I tacked up signs, distributed pie plates and cook books and occasionally held baking contests in various cities and towns.


I dropped out of the employment of the concern for about four months to attend school at Shreveport, after which I took up the same work.


In the summer of 1911, I secured employment with a packing company as a regular travelling salesman with a salary and expense account. For the first time in my life I felt that I had hit a bed of ease. I was permitted to stop at the best hotels of the day. My territory covered several states in the south. According to the lights and standards of my associates, I had arrived.


On one of my trips back home, I brought a newly invented product, a safety razor. My father undertook to use it. After moistening his face, he stood in front of the looking glass just over the mantel and began to shave. One of my older brothers, a college graduate, was seated on a trunk in the rear of the room. Observing the lather drying and becoming thin, he undertook to advise my father, with a grain of satire.


“Pa,” he said, “they say that thing works a little better with lather.”


My father paused and looked at my brother.


“I’ll just swear,” he said, “I have certainly raised smart sons. I’ll bet, young man, that the wonder of your life is how pa ever got this far.”


The life of a drummer was entirely too easy for me. I turned in a goodly volume of business. I was easily convinced by other drummers that so long as I reported large sales I need not worry as to my expense account or as to the regularity of my work. I found this was not true in my case and that I was working for a strict disciplinarian; after being given a few warnings, which I did not heed, I was summarily discharged.


I undertook to secure my reinstatement without avail whereupon I went back to Houston, Texas, where I stayed for some months. I secured employment at various occupations, but I was not able to get another position as a travelling salesman.


Finally I left Houston for Memphis, Tennessee, but I found no opening for a travelling salesman there, and for several weeks I was without any employment at all. I went from park to depot and depot to railroad yards, sleeping wherever I might be permitted to lay my head and eating what I could get when I could get it. I gave up my effort in Memphis and left for Oklahoma.


Uptown in Oklahoma City was and still stands the office of the Dawson Produce Company. I went there and called for the manager. I met Mr. K. W. Dawson himself, the owner of the business. He was a very serious but kindly faced gentleman.


I immediately felt at ease and asked to secure some kind of work as a salesman in the vicinity of Norman, Oklahoma, so that I might earn enough money to attend the University there and study law. I was almost penniless at the time but undertook not to disclose it.


Mr. Dawson told me to return the next day. On the following day he told me that there were four towns, including Norman, which were being worked by a salesman whom he could use in the office; that if I wished to make those towns as my territory he thought I could work their trade and attend school all the time necessary to carry on a year’s law classes.


I gladly took the job and was given an order book with a price list and the accounts which I was to collect. This occurred January 2, 1912. But how was I to get to Norman?


Snow and sleet covered the ground. The wind was cold and cutting.


I surveyed my belongings. I had exactly three nickels.


There was an interurban line which ran half way the route to Norman, from Oklahoma City to Moore. The fare for that first nine miles was fifteen cents. I pondered—whether I should ride the first nine miles for the fifteen cents and walk the remaining nine miles or try to walk the entire eighteen miles, as cold as it was, and have the money when I reached Norman. I took the course of walking the full distance.


I reached there about midnight and walked the streets of the town the balance of the night, spending some time to warm myself at an oil mill where work was being done.


On the morning of January 3, 1912, bright and early, I ventured forth on my new employment. Immediately, I sold one merchant some fifty sacks of potatoes. I finally secured pledges for sufficient orders to account for an entire carload. What luck!


I went to telephone the orders to Mr. Dawson, intending to ask his permission to draw some amount of money on the business. Of course, I placed the call “collect.” I had eaten breakfast and had not a cent left.


Word came back that the collect telephone call was declined.


I faced the task of securing twenty-five cents in order to place my telephone call from Norman to Oklahoma City. In my back pocket was a new leather purse which had been sent to me as a Christmas gift. It had been put to no use whatever. It couldn’t have been. I found a way to pawn it to a second-hand furniture store, outside the business section of the town, for the necessary amount.


I again placed the telephone call for Mr. Dawson. When he answered I informed him that I had sold a carload of potatoes in Norman at list price.


“I am sorry,” he answered, “we are out of potatoes and will be for some time.”


I had walked; I had starved; I had disposed of everything of value I had on the face of the earth. So, I planned to leave Norman the best way I could. I would not give up without one more effort. Boldly I went to a bank to see the president and undertook to borrow twenty-five dollars. At least the banker wasn’t crazy.


So my plan was made to leave Norman.


I strolled over to the Santa Fe depot.


While there I noticed a well groomed, rather stout looking gentleman, who appeared to be as aimless and purposeless as I was. He seemed unsettled and nervous. He either spoke to me or I to him. One word brought on another. He asked where I was going. I told him I hadn’t exactly decided, but that maybe I would go south, or maybe north. Then he said:


“One train is due here any minute.”


“I am not thinking about the train,” I replied.


“Then, how are you going?” he asked.


“How do most people go that don’t ride?” I asked.


“You don’t mean you are going to walk?”


“Out of here just like I walked in,” I answered.


He introduced himself to me as R. O. Jackson. In the conversation which followed I told him how I had secured employment in Oklahoma City, of walking into the town, of my disappointment in making certain sales which could not be filled, of my inability to stay there long, and of my decision to leave.


He reached into his pocket and pulled out several bills. He offered to hand me one of twenty dollars.


“I do not want you to give me twenty dollars or anything else,” I said. “The chances are, however, that whatever you hand me will be a gift. If I can make it here at all, I can do it on five dollars. If you will lend me five dollars, and I can’t pay it back, then you can feel that I at least saved you fifteen.”


He handed me the five dollars.


My new friend and creditor did not leave me after lending me the money. On the following morning, when I approached the mercantile establishments of Norman, I was frequently informed that Jackson had been to one or the other asking that they give as much of their business as possible to the Dawson Produce Company. I met Mr. Jackson on the street the following morning.


“What are you going to do for law books?” he asked me.


“Go without any until I can get some money to buy them,” I replied.


“My brother-in-law owns the drug store here that handles the law books. He will credit you.” 4


I was at the University from January until May, 1912, where I spent the happiest days of my life. I attended my law classes regularly and I earned, on the average, nearly $100.00 per month for my work as a salesman.


My previous experience did not make much of a mark on me. I spent my money as I made it. What I did not spend, I either loaned or gave away to other boys at the University more in need than myself.


I left that school at the end of its session in the spring of 1912, expecting to return that autumn. I secured a job with a manufacturing house of Kansas City, Missouri. I was one of the regular salesmen for the concern.


Eventually, other salesmen were placed under me —men doing work similar to that which I had done in the early days with the supply company.


I was soon located in Memphis, Tennessee, with headquarters at the Gayoso Hotel. My territory embraced parts of Texas, Oklahoma, Louisiana, Arkansas, Tennessee, Illinois, Kentucky, Mississippi, and Alabama.


I had begun to help certain others. I could not see a way to return to the University of Oklahoma, a fact which gave me much grief and heartache.


During Christmas week, 1912, I came back to my home in Louisiana on a month’s vacation. I spent much of my time in Shreveport. I invited Miss Rose McConnell, whom I had met while attending school in Shreveport, to go with me to the Grand Opera House to see the opera “Lohengrin.”


A few days later I was arrested and charged with having shot at some one, but at a time during the hours when I had been at the Grand Opera House. Miss McConnell had kept the stubs torn off the theatre tickets. We located all the people who had been near us at the show and I was released.


We were married the following year in Memphis, Tennessee. I was nineteen years old.


Late in the summer of 1914, when war clouds had gathered in Europe, I spent a final few weeks on the road with the Chattanooga Medicine Company at a better rate of pay, and in October entered Tulane University at New Orleans as a law student. I undertook to carry the work of a three-year law course in one year in order that I might be admitted to the bar in the following spring. I had a few hundred dollars and a brother had promised to lend me $400.00 more.


My wife and I settled in a dingy two room apartment in the city of New Orleans. I attended such classes as the hours would permit, studying many other subjects without the help of class instruction.


I entered a contest to become one of the school’s debaters, and was chosen by the University to debate against a girls’ college. That was the year, I think the only year, when that girls’ college won the debating contest from Tulane.


I studied law as much as from sixteen to twenty hours each day. My weight fell to 112 pounds. While I passed such of the examinations as I was permitted to take at Tulane, it was not possible under the scholastic rules of the University for me to take the other examinations so that I might secure a diploma.


My money gave out completely during the last months of the spring. I faced the alternative of becoming a lawyer very quickly or of abandoning the effort.


I went to Chief Justice Frank A. Monroe, of the Supreme Court of Louisiana, in New Orleans.


“My name is Long. I am a special student at Tulane University,” I said to the Judge.


“All right, Mr. Long, what can I do for you?”


“Judge, I don’t know that you can do anything for me, but I want to give you the facts about my situation and get your advice on what I should do and if possible, your help.”


The old Chief Justice appeared responsive. I felt perfectly at ease.


“Under your rules here I cannot take an examination for the bar until the last part of June. I would like to wait until June if I could. I am married. I have no money. I have borrowed to get to where I am now. I want to know if it’s at all possible for the court to give one an examination other than on the day set by the rules.”


“This court can do anything that a majority of its members want to do,” he replied. Then he continued: “The only difficulty I can see for you is in getting the bar committee to examine you. Looks to me like they ought to be reasonable.”


“Well, Judge, if it’s not asking too much, just how would you advise me to go about getting the bar committee.”




“Why, just go to them like you came to me. If you are well enough up on your subjects they can examine you orally. We’ll try them out. Let me know how you make it.”


I sought a meeting of the bar committee for the next day, and was able to arrange it. I was passed by the bar committee, whereupon Chief Justice Monroe assembled a majority of the court, gave the necessary examination, and on the 15th day of May, 1915, at the age of 21, I was sworn in and declared a full-fledged lawyer in the State of Louisiana.
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