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Foreword


JEFF BINGAMAN


I first came to know Jack Campbell when I went to work as an associate in the Santa Fe law firm of Stephenson, Campbell and Olmsted in 1970, two years after graduating from law school. Jack had completed his second term as governor four years earlier and was practicing law part-time while involved in several other activities. On January 1, 1971, Don Stephenson left the firm to serve on the New Mexico Supreme Court. Shortly after that, Jack and I started our own firm, Campbell and Bingaman. We were soon joined by Bruce Black, and the firm became Campbell, Bingaman and Black. In 1978 I left the firm to campaign for and then serve as New Mexico’s attorney general. At that time, Jack’s son Michael Campbell joined Jack and Bruce to carry on the firm’s work.


Jack approached law practice and all of his endeavors as a tenacious problem solver. He was optimistic about the prospects of finding solutions, but at the same time he was pragmatic about what could be achieved. He had a rare ability to absorb and synthesize large amounts of information quickly. In the essay “On Political Judgment,” Isaiah Berlin writes about “a capacity for integrating a vast amalgam of constantly changing, multicolored, evanescent, perpetually overlapping data, too many, too swift, too intermingled to be caught and pinned down and labeled like so many individual butterflies.” Jack had that capacity; he could draw on that “vast amalgam of data” to reach well-considered judgments about how to proceed, whether the subject was a legal issue in our law practice or a judgment on a political issue.


In 1971 US Senator Clinton P. Anderson announced that he would not seek reelection. The question for all who were focused on politics in New Mexico at that time was whether Jack could be persuaded to run for Anderson’s Senate seat. I did my best, along with I’m sure many others, to urge him to do so. He decided not to run, but I have no doubt that if he had, he would have been elected, and that once elected he would have served our state and country with great distinction in the Senate.


As this book so eloquently attests, Jack’s accomplishments as governor in the four years he served in that office were enormous. He did more to bring our state fully into the twentieth century than any other New Mexican of that period.


Jack’s integrity was unquestioned. His personal commitment to the highest of ethical standards became clear to me shortly after we began our law firm. I remember him explaining the policy he wanted us to follow if any question of ethics arose. He said, “If we can ever see an ethical question about anything that we are involved with, then we don’t need to discuss it further—we simply don’t do it.”


Jack’s good friend and trusted adviser Maurice Trimmer has done all of us an immense service in working with Jack over several years to prepare this record of Jack’s life and accomplishments. Charles Poling deserves great credit for adding chapters 17 through 23 to that manuscript and preparing the entire document for publication. I also want to thank Michael Campbell for his essential work in shepherding this entire project to completion.


There is much to admire in the life and public service of Jack Campbell. I feel privileged to have known him and worked with him.


This book is a testament to that life and public service. New Mexico is a better place for it.





Preface


MAURICE TRIMMER


Although Jack Campbell may be best remembered in New Mexico for his accomplishments as governor from 1963 to 1966, that was only one chapter in a life dedicated to education, personal achievement, and public involvement. He was born in Hutchinson, Kansas, on September 10, 1916, to John M. Campbell, a traveling salesman, and Blanche Chain Campbell, a former schoolteacher. John Campbell died seven years later, and Jack grew up during the Great Depression with his widowed mother and two older sisters.


Jack became active in sports and academics at an early age. As a high school debater, he went to a national tournament in Wooster, Ohio, where he won first prize. He was not yet seventeen when he graduated from high school in 1933 and was named the “outstanding member” of his class.


While still a teenager, Jack became active in local Democratic campaigns as a speech writer, and in 1936 he competed in an oratorical contest for the Young Democrats of America. As one of the winners, he received a free trip to the June 23–27 National Democratic Convention in Philadelphia, where he saw his political hero, President Franklin D. Roosevelt, in person.


Jack graduated magna cum laude from Washburn College in Topeka, Kansas, in 1938, when he also was nominated for a Rhodes Scholarship at Oxford University. He received his juris doctor degree from Washburn Law School in 1940, then joined an Albuquerque, New Mexico, law firm and attended the 1941 legislative session in Santa Fe as a lobbyist. Later that year he joined the Federal Bureau of Investigation, serving as a special agent for a year and a half before joining the US Marine Corps in the midst of World War II. With the rank of first lieutenant, he led a rifle platoon in the invasions of three Pacific Islands—Bougainville, Guam, and Iwo Jima.


After the war, Campbell returned to Los Angeles, where he married Ruthanne DeBus, who had worked with him at the city’s FBI office in 1942. They soon settled in Roswell, New Mexico, where they had four children. Jack developed a law practice, became active in local Democratic politics, and was elected state representative from Chaves County in 1954. In 1961 his fellow legislators elected him Speaker of the House. A year later the state’s voters elected him governor of New Mexico. In 1964 he became the first governor in twelve years to win a second successive term, beating his opponent in a record-setting landslide.


I first met Representative Jack Campbell shortly after I came to Santa Fe in November 1958 as a reporter for United Press International. Four years later I became involved in his campaign for governor as media representative. After his election in November 1962, Jack asked me to serve as his press secretary.


Under his leadership, the state improved and expanded public education at all levels, eliminated the traditional political turnover of state employees after elections, modernized the care and treatment of the mentally ill, and established a four-year medical school at the University of New Mexico. He was the first governor to appoint a scientific adviser. Major construction projects completed during his administration included a new state capitol, a state library building, and the Rio Grande Gorge Bridge, the key to a new east–west highway across northern New Mexico.


After his pair of back-to-back two-year terms in the governor’s office, Campbell became involved in a variety of national and regional programs to promote long-range planning in higher education, nuclear energy, space technology, and telecommunications. He served as chairman of the Institute on State Programming for the 70s (1967–1969), president of the Federation of Rocky Mountain States (1969–1976), and member of the National Space Applications Board (1973–1979), among others. In the 1970s he addressed international conferences on the energy crisis and the use of technology in education, including a speech to the First International Congress on Technology Assessment at The Hague. In 1984 he was one of the founders, along with several leading Los Alamos scientists, of the Santa Fe Institute. It has since developed into an international center for interdisciplinary research and the study of the theory of complexity. He helped establish New Mexico Technet—considered a forerunner of the “information superhighway”—in Albuquerque and served as its president from 1986 to 1988.


In the 1990s Jack and I began collecting materials for his autobiography. In compiling and writing the original draft, we skipped most of his years as governor so we could spend more time recalling his early life before 1962 and his many activities after 1967. So the intended autobiography was unfinished when Jack died on June 14, 1999. Those chapters have now been written, and by necessity they are not in Jack’s voice but in the third person. We also never got around to his final reflections on family and friends.


The Reverend Monsignor Jerome Martínez y Alire delivered the eulogy for Jack during his funeral at Santa Maria de la Paz Church in Santa Fe. Father Jerome spoke powerfully of Jack’s lifelong role as a builder of bridges. Just as he brought people together to create the Rio Grande Gorge Bridge near Taos, Father Jerome said, he also reached across the chasms that divide people: the rich and the poor, northern and southern New Mexicans, the established cultures here and the newcomers, even those who treasured the past and those who yearned to explore space. Jack united them in common purpose. Father Jerome’s words moved us all. So did Jack’s three teenage granddaughters, when they sang “Amazing Grace.” Along with family, friends, colleagues, and past and present politicos, a handful of New Mexico’s living former governors attended the service—David Cargo, Bruce King, Jerry Apodaca, Toney Anaya, and Garrey Carruthers, together with sitting governor Gary Johnson. In one memorable moment, they all joined hands, as if to illustrate in flesh and blood their departed fellow governor’s ability to connect people.


The family bid a final farewell to their patriarch on a Sunday morning in late August 2000, when I joined them on a knoll overlooking the Pecos River and Panchuela Creek near the family cabin to scatter Jack’s ashes under a young evergreen tree. Our group was quiet and respectful but not grim as we walked the quarter mile from the cabin. Blue skies and scattered sunflowers brightened the scene. We were celebrating our memories of this man who had meant so much to each of us. Son Michael’s wife, Annie, read a prayer, and Jack’s daughter Kathleen played her accordion. One by one we took the urn, said a few words, and let his ashes drift to the ground.


This peaceful river valley in the mountains east of Santa Fe had long been Jack’s spiritual and recreational retreat. I guess it had been about sixty years earlier that Jack first saw the Pecos, and apparently it was love at first sight. No matter where he traveled, he always wanted to return to this place. Now, the Kansas native—who had journeyed around the world in defense of his country, in public service for his adopted state of New Mexico, and in roving advocacy for space-age technology and education—was home.





Introduction


Science fiction author Isaac Asimov called 1945 the only true “discontinuity” in human history. Other important watersheds have marked our human story, the late writer-scientist acknowledged in his Chronology of the World, but he said none could compare to the technological and political changes related to the end of World War II because these changes took place in a relatively short period of time and they affected every continent and corner of the world.


One hesitates to disagree with the author of more than four hundred books on science and society, but I would include the Great Depression because it ignited the conflicts in Europe and Asia that produced the war and Asimov’s “discontinuity” of 1945. As a member of the generation that lived through the Depression and the war, I want to share some of the wonder and terror I felt as a bit player in the drama of our time. I want to pass on to my grandchildren the faith and determination and sense of humor that helped me and my contemporaries deal with the challenges we encountered individually and collectively on our journey.


By coincidence of time and geography, I had the opportunity to observe and experience the impact of New Deal programs on a depressed economy, the use of massive military might and individual foot soldiers to defeat German and Japanese totalitarianism in World War II, the buildup of the struggle between communism and democracy, the postwar economic boom of the fifties, the explosive social divisions of the sixties, the search for peaceful uses for nuclear power, the expansion of computerization and telecommunications into every facet of life, the promotion of space-related research and exploration, and the development of cooperative interstate and international organizations to improve educational and health services in isolated areas of the world.


During my exciting and generally happy eighty years of life I have read many autobiographies, and I must confess that, except for the memoirs of truly certified famous souls like Winston Churchill, I have found them generally boring. I concluded that I didn’t want to spend any of my limited time crafting such a tedious chronicle. In considering how I might tell this story, my first inclination was to incorporate some of the events of my life into a work of fiction. It seemed obvious that an adventure of intrigue and romance would have considerably more appeal than a monotonous string of “then I . . .” anecdotes. Unfortunately, I’m not a novelist and I couldn’t find anyone with those skills interested in such a collaboration, so a novel is “out.”


I am not inclined toward public soul-searching or self-analysis, so I have settled for a combination of biography and history. I would like my story to tell more about an era than about one individual. It was a period of significant change that affected millions of lives, including mine.
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Some Thoughts While Waiting for the Next Bomb to Fall


Between Skirmishes, a Chance to Plot the Future


I haven’t had any mail since November 5 so I don’t know what the hell is going on anywhere but in my own platoon CP [command post]. I [keep] from beating my head against a tree by making plans for after the war.


—Letter from Bougainville, December 13, 1943


I BELIEVE IT was Winston Churchill who said that one of the most exhilarating experiences in life is to be shot at without result. It does focus one’s attention. But when it happens with some regularity and one has no way to escape the situation, one tends to find refuge in the past or the future. On the Pacific Ocean island of Bougainville, I had time to think between skirmishes about how I got there and what I planned to do if I survived.


The battles for Guam and Iwo Jima would be much more ferocious, but Bougainville was my first taste of combat. Or perhaps I should say smell. The odors of wet jungle vegetation, dirty swamps, gunpowder, and engine exhaust fumes mingled with the taste of fear. It was on this island that I would experience Thanksgiving and Christmas in ways I would never forget.


From 1942 to 1945, American forces fought their way north from New Guinea to Japan. The Solomon Islands campaign began with the taking of Guadalcanal in December 1942 and ended a year later on Bougainville. The island is about 110 miles long and 30 miles wide, but our mission was not to capture the whole of it. We were to establish a thirteen-mile perimeter six miles from the beach. That would be large enough to provide security for the three airfields the Navy Construction Battalions—CBs, better known as the Seabees—would construct. Fighters and bombers from these fields could knock out Rabaul on New Britain, about two hundred miles to the north. Rabaul was the hub of Japanese air power in the South Pacific.


The Japanese had landing strips on the northern and southern ends of Bougainville, but their troops were concentrated on the east coast. American and New Zealand aircraft bombed and strafed the island for two months before our landing. The Allies hoped these attacks would reduce enemy air power and keep them guessing about where we planned to come ashore. A few days before the main assault, diversionary bombings and landings focused on a couple small islands south of Bougainville.


In the predawn darkness of November 1, 1943—D-Day for Bougainville—the first ships carrying the Third Marine Division moved into Empress Augusta Bay about midway up the west side of the island. Apparently the diversionary tactics had worked. We found no sign of enemy aircraft or artillery. When you’re huddled on the bottom of a landing craft, surrounded by steel, you have a sense of security. Then the front of the craft swings down and you feel completely exposed. A thousand thoughts flash through your mind, like, “Why the hell did I leave the FBI for this?” You remind yourself of the penalty for desertion, take a deep breath, and shuffle down the ramp with your group. Loaded down with rifle and gear, you jump into the waves. Stumbling toward the shore, you pray you will have whatever it takes to do what you’re supposed to do when the bullets start peppering the water and sand around you.


As a young Marine Corps lieutenant, I wanted to set a good example for the thirty men in my platoon. We encountered little resistance the first day, and by nightfall we had slogged through knee-high mud in search of dry ground. The best place we could find was a patch of semi-marshland. It was impossible to dig a real foxhole, so we more or less burrowed our sleeping bags into the ground and waited for morning. I shared my shallow hole with Lieutenant Raoul Archambault, whom I had met at Quantico and would encounter in future battles. Sporadic gunfire through the night made sleep difficult. I soon learned that night firing was a traditional tactic to weaken the enemy.


With an average annual rainfall of 124 inches, Bougainville has two seasons—wet and wetter. We were in almost as much danger from the rain-soaked terrain and foliage as we were from snipers and artillery. Six-inch-thick bamboo stalks were entangled with climbing vines. Moss hung from every tree and grew three feet deep on the ground. Swamps twenty to two hundred yards wide flanked the bay where we landed. Bread turned moldy overnight, metal rusted, clothing rotted, and mosquitoes flourished. Malaria was prevalent but was not life threatening as long as you remembered to take the pills distributed by the medics. We learned to check our foxholes for snakes.


Within two weeks, nearly thirty-four thousand American troops had landed on Bougainville and moved three miles inland through the dense mangrove swamps. My platoon was posted on the edge of the perimeter, near the landing strips built by the military construction crews. Often working under fire, the Seabees built airstrips, roads, and camps within hours of every island landing. These skilled volunteers were often older men who had given up high-paying civilian jobs and deferments. While the average age of a marine rifleman was nineteen, the typical Seabee was thirty-four. This gave rise to the marine expression, “Be kind to a Seabee, he might be your father.” Pushing road graders and bulldozers through the jungle, they filled in swamps and cleared space for the airfields, which consisted of little more than large strips of flat steel grids. They were rough to land on but could handle the huge B-29 Superfortress bombers headed for Tokyo.


We spent much of our time scouting for enemy positions that might endanger our landing strips. We often had to chop our way through the jungle or carry our rifles over our heads as we waded through swamps. That’s how we spent most of Thanksgiving Day. Our dinner was a can of cold C rations, which we ate while lying on our bellies. “There’s no denying I’m scared to death every [time I take a patrol] into enemy territory,” I wrote a few days later to my college friend, Jim Sperling, who saved the three-by-five-inch sheets of paper I had torn from a pocket pad to use for stationery.


These kids are really good. Seeing them blown to Hell by someone they can’t see—men you have told to move into the position where they are hit—is tough. Lying nite [sic] after nite in a hole, waiting for someone to creep through the jungle and roll a grenade in with you, raises Hell with the nervous system. Some nites ago a Nip jumped or fell into the foxhole adjoining ours and knifed one of my men badly before we killed him.


Eventually, you get accustomed to the sounds of combat—the whistles, screams, roars, and thuds of bullets and artillery shells—but the Japanese launched a strange and frightening weapon at us on Bougainville. They filled forty-gallon drums with explosives and somehow catapulted them into our lines. The large, metal containers made a bizarre thumping sound as they tumbled through the air, and you never could guess where they were going to hit. You felt that every one of them was coming your way and would land in your foxhole. Apparently, they weren’t too successful, as I never saw or heard them again after Bougainville.


Terrified and Confused


It was about this time that natural forces joined the campaign to find new ways to terrify and confuse us. We were accustomed to the night noises of jungle creatures as well as the machines of war. “The artillery is intermittent, but the four frogs never stop,” a Newsweek correspondent wrote from Bougainville, identifying amphibious creatures that laughed, cried, sang, and moaned. Crickets snapped all night, and hornbill wings whirred through the trees. But they were nothing compared to the surprise that greeted us one morning around Christmas. It had been a blustery night and it was still dark when I awoke to find my hammock and sleeping bag beating against the sides of my four-foot foxhole. I heard shouting and cursing down the line as members of my platoon scrambled out of their holes, ripping their mosquito nets as they tried to escape. Flashlights and lanterns flickered in the darkness. Many of the men had never been in an earthquake and didn’t realize immediately what was happening. Those who did ran out from under the tall trees bending in the wind, which tore handmade Christmas decorations from the palm trees and scattered them across the ground.


Screams came from the battalion commander’s dugout just a few feet from my foxhole. The middle-aged major had been a house painter and a member of the Marine Reserves. When war came, he was called up and given a command for which he was ill equipped psychologically. The troops irreverently referred to such officers as “retreads.” After the battalion set up its position on the perimeter, the first thing our major did was to order the Seabees to dig him an eight-foot hole, which he had lined with sandbags and covered with canvas. He was very proud of his personal fortress, which housed his office and sleeping quarters. A double stack of sandbags down the middle separated his cot from a homemade table, where he kept his maps and supplies. Another pile of sandbags outside the entrance shielded his domain from the curious glances of the boys in the foxholes.


When the earthquake shook our world, the panic-stricken major clambered outside in his shorts as the sandbag walls collapsed around him, knocking him to the ground. He apparently thought he was being attacked by his own troops and started looking for the guilty culprits. I had never seen anyone so terrified. I assured him it was just a natural phenomenon and not an insurrection. We finally calmed him down, got him dressed, and started piling up the bags to reconstruct his makeshift refuge.


After the initial confusion and fright, the quake became the subject of jokes among the troops, who made bets on when the ground would start trembling again. I had experienced an earthquake in Los Angeles while I was with the FBI, so I had quickly realized why my hammock was swaying and the earth shivering. Although I suppressed my initial fears, I couldn’t help but wonder if this might be the beginning of something more serious. Ancient shifts in the earth’s crust below the ocean had formed many of those Pacific islands. Could our continuous air bombardment have jarred something loose in the island’s foundation? Could it sink back into the sea from which it had once arisen? With the quake, jungle, swamps, incoming artillery shells, barrel bombs, and hand grenades, I began to question my chances of survival. I thought about my life up to that point and what I wanted to accomplish if I got out of this hell they called war. I’m sure that others in that situation shared those concerns and questions, though we generally were reluctant to talk about them.


I tried to keep my fears and misgivings out of the letters I sent to my mother and sisters in Hutchinson, though I did share some of my thoughts. In copies of my correspondence saved by my older sister, Mary Eloise, I found a couple messages from Bougainville. On November 25 I wrote: “Today is Thanksgiving Day and what a place for it! I’m trying to ignore the sights and sounds for a few minutes at least and think of how thankful I am for a wonderful family and fiancée and for the chance of getting back to my country for things like cold fresh milk and real eggs. Even the Army’s K Rations can never take the place of baked ham and raisin sauce, baked beans and ketchup, hot rolls or penny puffs, and rhubarb pie and peppermint ice cream. Don’t worry about me,” I added, “I’m the careful type.” On December 1 I wrote: “Tomorrow it will be two months since I left the states and it seems like a lifetime. During the past few weeks I have seen things I will never be able to describe. My letters will probably be few and far between for while longer. The conditions for correspondence are primitive and the envelopes stick without licking them.”


I let myself be more explicit in my letters to Jim Sperling, a close friend and confidant since our days at Washburn College and law school in Topeka. We shared many interests and talked often of someday setting up a law office together. “First thing I’m going to do is to get a wife. Then I’m going to rest for a month. Then you and I are going to start arrangements to engage in our chosen profession. You may have to wheel me to court but we’ll be there.”


I also thought a lot about the path that my life had taken before I found myself on that embattled island in the Pacific. The bullet-riddled jungles of Bougainville were a long way from the quiet streets of Hutchinson, Kansas.
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In the Beginning


A Place to Dream of Adventures


I CAME FROM the heart of America. My story starts in the town of Hutchinson near the middle of Kansas, which contains both the geographic and geodetic centers of the continental United States. Before homesteaders staked out the territory, Kansas was a windswept grassland roamed by great herds of buffalo. Its location made it a natural crossing for east–west hunting trails, which eventually became stagecoach roads and train tracks. It was a good place for a boy to grow up before starting his own journey west.


Hutchinson was “laid out with a lavish hand by pioneers who had more land than anything else,” according to the 1939 Kansas: A Guide to the Sunflower State, prepared by the Federal Writers’ Project as part of its American Guide series, which further described the community’s “long, straight streets, broad lawns, and many parks.” The guide continued: “Unlike most Arkansas River towns, it did not begin at the river’s edge, but grew from a tiny cluster of houses on Cow Creek, which follows a parallel course approximately one-half mile north of the river.” I remember Cow Creek. That’s where I first learned the joys of fishing. I never dreamed then that some day I would catch trout in another Cow Creek in the mountains near Pecos, New Mexico.


A former Baptist preacher named Clinton Carter Hutchinson founded his namesake town in 1871 when he bought one square mile of land from the new Santa Fe Railway where its tracks crossed the Arkansas River. He wanted to make it a peaceful, prosperous community, so he persuaded the Kansas legislature to ban cattle drives in Reno County, where his new town was located. That sent the bellowing cows and brawling cowboys from Texas to more colorful Kansas communities like Wichita, Dodge City, and Abilene. Hutchinson made everyone who bought a lot pledge that alcoholic beverages would never be sold or consumed on their land. If someone violated this agreement, his property would revert to the original owner—Hutchinson.


The town’s commercial stability was tied in large part to the many railroads that ran through it, including the Santa Fe, Rock Island, Missouri Pacific, and several smaller lines. They helped to make Hutchinson a trading center for the farmers who homesteaded and cultivated the surrounding rich soil. But the sound of a train whistle at night was a siren call for a boy dreaming of new adventures beyond the wheat fields and grain elevators.


Although one writer opined that most people of the Great Plains states are “as plain and level and unadorned as the scenery,” Kansas has produced its share of colorful characters, including John Brown, the fiery abolitionist hero and martyr. In the late 1800s progressive political activist Mary Elizabeth Lease told farmers to “raise less corn and more hell.” In the early 1900s prohibition crusader Carrie Nation went saloon busting with a sharp tongue and a sharp axe, too.


Despite the many differences distinguishing the American Midwest and the Southwest, Kansas and New Mexico share certain historical similarities. Their original inhabitants were Indian tribes; the first outsiders to visit them came not from northern Europe but from Spain. Kansas derived its name from the Kansa tribe, who had lived for centuries in that area along with the Osages, Pawnees, and Wichitas and nomadic bands of Arapahos and Cheyennes. Heading northeastward out of New Mexico, the Spanish explorer Francisco Vázquez de Coronado reached central Kansas in 1541. He and his company of soldiers and servants had journeyed north from below the Rio Grande the previous year in search of Cíbola, the fabled cities of gold. They found only the adobe pueblos in what is now New Mexico. Then a turbaned Indian slave they called El Turco enthralled them with stories of Quivira, a land to the east where they would find palaces filled with golden bells and silver plates.


After seventy-seven days of following El Turco across the plains, the Spaniards encountered only straw huts, stone tools, and animal hides. Suspecting that their guide was leading them into an ambush, the frustrated explorers strangled him and returned to the Rio Grande. (Some 399 years later, a young law school graduate in pursuit of a career in the Mountain West would retrace Coronado’s six-hundred-mile trip from Kansas to New Mexico, except he did it in a day by train.)


Other Spanish expeditions crossed the Great Plains in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, when French settlers also began entering the area. France attained undisputed possession of the interior in the mid-1700s. In 1803 the Louisiana Purchase transferred most of that territory, including the region of the Kansa, to the United States. In 1821 Mexico gained its independence from Spain, prompting Captain William Becknell to open the Santa Fe Trail from Franklin, Missouri, to the capital of the new nation’s northernmost province. His wagon was the first wheeled vehicle to cross Kansas soil. Six years later, the first white immigrants from the East reached Kansas when the US government sent the son of Daniel Boone to teach farming to the Indians. In 1849 more than ninety thousand gold seekers passed through the territory on their way to California. A few stayed in Kansas. In the decade before the Civil War, Kansas became a battleground for the slavery issue in a bitter, violent period known as “Bleeding Kansas.” The official population grew from 1,500 in 1854 to 128,000 in 1861, when Kansas joined the Union as a free state.


After the Civil War the flow of westward immigration accelerated. Some evidence shows that my father’s parents, B. J. and Martha Moren Campbell, arrived in Hutchinson in the late 1800s. (I was christened Jack Moren Campbell at birth but dropped my middle name shortly after my sisters, Mary Eloise and Virginia, started calling me Jack “Moron.”) The 1920 Reno County census lists a John M. and Blanche Campbell, with two daughters and a son, at 720 Sherman Street East in Hutchinson. The census noted John was born in West Virginia and Blanche in Ohio. My recollection is that my father came from Steuben-ville, Ohio, and my mother from Newcastle, Pennsylvania. Perhaps those were the places they lived before they came to Kansas. My mother’s name was Chain before their marriage, and her mother had been a Reed. My grandfather, William Chain, and his second wife, Mary, lived near us in Hutchinson.


I had joined the Campbell family on September 10, 1916. That also happened to be the year that one of the bloodiest wars in history was raging across Europe, American voters reelected President Woodrow Wilson, and a band of Mexican revolutionaries attacked an American border town. When guerrillas killed seventeen US citizens in a March 9 raid on Columbus, New Mexico, President Wilson dispatched Brigadier General John J. Pershing to pursue the raiders and their leader, Francisco “Pancho” Villa. Although the American troops never caught the elusive Villa, their expedition into Mexico gave the military a chance to test its personnel and equipment, including that new contraption, the airplane. A year later, Congress declared war on Germany and Wilson sent Pershing to France as commander of the American Expeditionary Force. One factor in this country’s entry into the war was the interception of a German diplomatic message promising Texas, New Mexico, and Arizona to Mexico in exchange for its support.


Compared to the European conflict, Villa’s one-day incursion into Columbus was a minor incident in world history. Forty-five years later it would become a minor issue in my campaign for governor—more about that in another chapter. Meanwhile, Villa’s raid and my birth did have one thing in common—both included an element of the unexpected. I was told later that John and Blanche Campbell were quite satisfied with their two-daughter family when they learned in early 1916 that another child was on the way. But the forty-two-year-old traveling salesman and thirty-eight-year-old former schoolteacher seemed to enjoy having a son after they got over the initial shock. And Mr. Hutchinson’s town on the Arkansas River turned out to be a good place for a boy to struggle with the challenges of family tragedy and national disaster.


World War I officially ended on November 11, 1918, with the signing of an armistice. It proved to be an inconclusive conclusion to four years of slaughter ignited by the assassination of an Austrian prince. The war’s casualties included three empires—czarist, Austro-Hungarian, and Ottoman—and eight million men. A worldwide influenza epidemic killed another twenty-two million people in two years. The American public was tired of war, tired of death, and tired of trying to settle feuds among foreigners. After our troops returned from Europe, most Americans were ready to pull up the drawbridge, lock the gate, and forget about the rest of the world. In 1919, an ailing President Wilson received the Nobel Peace Prize for his efforts to establish an international organization capable of creating a just and lasting peace, but a year later the US Senate rejected membership in the League of Nations. That same year American voters elected a Republican president who called for a “return to normalcy” and “triumphant nationalism.” The handsome Warren Harding and his taciturn running mate, Calvin Coolidge, easily defeated the Democratic team of James M. Cox and Franklin D. Roosevelt, whose main claim to fame so far was having the same last name as a former president, his cousin Theodore.


Losing Papa


In 1920 I was four years old and enjoying the prerogatives of the only son of middle-aged parents. “Papa” was a commercial traveler, as traveling salesmen were often called in those days. He spent most of the week away from home, calling on customers for the Hutchinson Wholesale Grocery Company. He would leave the house on Sunday night or early Monday morning and return on Friday. We eagerly looked forward to his returning home through the front door, especially when his bags included packets of candy samples. At first he traveled through southwestern Kansas and the Oklahoma Panhandle on the Rock Island Railroad, stopping to visit customers in the small towns along the way. At some point he acquired a Model A; it was one of the first automobiles in Hutchinson. Occasionally I got to ride in the car with him all the way to Guymon, Oklahoma, and back, a total of about 450 miles. That could be an exciting trip on the dirt roads of those days, especially when rain turned them to slick clay and our car lurched from side to side, sliding from ditch to ditch. Pale with fright, I would hide in the space under the dashboard, certain of impending disaster. It was both a terrifying experience and a wonderful memory, because it was one of the few opportunities I had to be alone with my father and to enjoy his pride in me as his son.


Short and slight, Papa was full of energy. I know he enjoyed my favorite form of relaxation because I have a photograph of him and several other men holding a long string of fish. But I never got to go with him on one of those trips. Sometimes the family would drive into the nearby sand hills for a picnic. At home we often sat around in the evening playing card games, dominoes, and checkers or assembling a jigsaw puzzle. We didn’t have a radio at that time, but I had seen a primitive version called a crystal set.


Papa liked to tell of the first time he saw a picture of an airplane. I think it was called a “Flying Jenny.” Although he had been too old to be subject to the military draft, he had hoped to enlist in the army during World War I. Then he had become sick during the flu epidemic, and by the time he recovered the war was over. My father had struggled with high blood pressure for several years and in 1921 he suffered a stroke, which in those days was often called apoplexy. For two years he lay paralyzed and speechless in a room next to our parlor. I think my mother had converted the dining room into a bedroom to make it easier for her and others to care for him. In her search for someone who could help him, she consulted doctors, ministers, and Christian Science practitioners. But his condition worsened. On the morning of Saturday, November 3, 1923, family and friends were gathered in the parlor when suddenly we were startled to hear him speaking. We hurried to his bed in time to hear him repeat the Lord’s Prayer word for word as he had learned it as a child. A few moments later he stopped breathing.


The obituary in the Hutchinson News referred to “Jack” Campbell’s popularity among the town’s many traveling salesmen. (Although my father’s official name was John, he was often called Jack.) The obituary noted that Jack was a member of the Shriners and Elks Lodge and was a thirty-second-degree Mason. The article said his deceased parents, Mr. and Mrs. B. J. Campbell, were former residents. Their son had attended the first grade in Hutchinson but later moved, returning in 1900.


My father’s funeral service was the first I ever attended. I was seven. My most vivid memory is of the overwhelmingly sweet smell of the wreaths and bouquets. It still haunts me. Whenever I attend a memorial rite or other gathering with many flowers, their scent always reminds me of that earlier service. Two famous men also died that year—President Warren Harding and General Francisco Villa—but their deaths couldn’t compare to losing my papa. When my mother and two sisters returned to our house after the burial, even I knew that our lives would never be the same again. But I was too young to foresee the tough times my mother would face as a widow with three children and an uncertain income.


While my father was sick, my mother had tried to maintain part of his sales route to keep some income in the family. After his death, she decided that her seven-year-old boy and two teenage girls needed her full-time presence and supervision at home. My sisters were six and eight years older, respectively, than I. As the years went by and I became older and more independent, I became acutely aware that I lived in a house managed by women. I also learned that we would all have to do our part to survive.
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The Charleston, Crawdads, and Community Soup Kitchens


Growing Up in the Twenties


THE ROARING TWENTIES, a period notorious for national isolationism and individual self-indulgence, actually began in 1918 with the close of World War I and ended in 1929 with the beginning of the Great Depression. Allied demands for reparations from Germany sowed the seeds of political discontent and economic chaos in Europe during the 1920s. Inflation went through the roof in Germany. At one point it took 4 million deutsche marks to equal one US dollar. High tariff policies in the United States played havoc with the whole system of international trade. Citizens of Germany (and, increasingly, Italy) wanted economic stability and international respect, but they got fascism under Benito Mussolini and Nazism under Adolf Hitler.


In Russia the Bolsheviks seized power in 1917 and established the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics in 1922. The cry for world revolution and class warfare sparked outbursts of nationalism and racism, including the establishment of tariff barriers and resurgence of the Ku Klux Klan in the North as well as the South. Hooded KKK bands used nighttime raids, brutal whippings, and lynchings to terrorize blacks and those who sympathized with them. In 1919 race riots broke out in Chicago. A charismatic leader acclaimed by his followers as Father Divine became a national force in African American efforts to achieve some form of economic independence and self-esteem. In 1920 the Back to Africa movement led by black leader Marcus Garvey called for the mass emigration of blacks to Liberia.


Rebellious youth everywhere found new ways to exasperate their elders. Girls bobbed their hair, rolled down their stockings, and favored boyish styles and short skirts. The amount of fabric required to make a dress had dropped from nineteen yards in 1919 to seven yards in the 1920s. Jazz was rampant. Popular songs of the time included “Yes, We Have No Bananas,” “Makin’ Whoopee,” and “I Found a Million-Dollar Baby in the Five-and-Ten-Cent Store.”


Everyone was dancing the Charleston. In 1924 an eight-year-old boy in Hutchinson, Kansas, achieved his fifteen minutes of fame by winning a Charleston contest at a local movie house. My family appreciated my five-dollar prize. I remember going to a silent film starring Rudolph Valentino and watching in amazement as my sister Virginia proceeded to tear her straw hat to shreds in excitement over the passionate Latin lover. The first talking film, The Jazz Singer, appeared in 1927. That was the same year that Charles A. Lindbergh flew the Spirit of St. Louis non-stop from New York to Paris to become the hero of the decade. Mickey Mouse made his film debut in 1928. Other good news during this era included the discovery of insulin to treat diabetes, the folksy humor of Will Rogers, and the passage of the Nineteenth Amendment granting women the right to vote. Buying stocks on margin enabled anyone with a few bucks to play the market. Shoeshine boys were buying $100 worth of stock for $8 and $10. Americans had a love affair with the automobile, and by 1923 they had bought twenty-three million Ford Model T Tin Lizzies. Used Model Ts sometimes sold for as little as ten dollars. Meanwhile, the media played up the antics of the rich and flamboyant—flappers and flagpole sitters, gangland murders and Wall Street gamblers, movie madness and bootleg gin. It also was a time of social conformity and hypocrisy, as exemplified by the flagrant violation of prohibition laws and circus-style evangelism.



From One Address to Another



Ordinary people like the Campbells, however, had neither the money nor the time to participate in the more bizarre antics of the decade. Like most American families, we expended our energy finding ways to put food on the table and pay the light bill. In the middle of the decade, the average worker still spent nearly forty-nine hours a week on the job and brought home less than twenty-seven dollars.


After my father died we seemed to be constantly on the move, occupying a variety of cheap houses and apartments as our mother searched for a place within our means. I remember a small house on Crescent Drive, an apartment on Main Street, another place on West Ninth Street. While living on Crescent, our whole family almost died on a cold night when we were all sleeping on the floor near a gas heater in the living room. Fortunately, one of my sisters woke up long enough to crawl to the door and open it before we all were asphyxiated.


No matter how often we moved or where we lived, I always found other youngsters to play with. At one time, one of my best friends was a boy from what most folks called “the colored section” of town. I can’t remember his name, but we spent a lot of time together, especially out at the sand pits on the outskirts of town. Every chance we got we would hike out there to go swimming in the deep, water-filled pits. One day he swam out too far and went under. Terrified, I ran for help, but by the time we got back he had drowned. It was my first experience in dealing with the death of a friend.


There were no segregated schools in Hutchinson, perhaps because there weren’t enough African Americans to justify separate facilities. As far as I can recall I never heard any expressions of prejudice in my home. While my father was still alive and we were living on Sherman Street, my mother was active in church and community programs. My sisters and I were often left in the care of Sophronia, an African American lady who kept the house and cooked most of our meals. We considered Sophronia part of the family, and we often went with her to black church services. We especially enjoyed their choirs and congregational singing. When financial difficulties forced us to move from Sherman Street, our greatest regret was that we lost Sophronia.


The railroads and nearby farms attracted many Mexican workers and their families. I remember seeing railroad laborers pumping hand-cars on their way to work on the roadbeds. Every summer a large influx of migrants arrived to cut the wheat, stack it, and run the threshing machines. In the morning we would see lines of suntanned men sitting on the wall by the Santa Fe Depot, waiting for the farm trucks to carry them out to the fields.


During the years we were moving from one address to another, I attended several elementary schools. Central Elementary was a block down the street from the local Catholic church, and we often walked past the church on our way to and from school. Some of my classmates warned us to stay away from the sidewalk in front the church if we didn’t want to be kidnapped by some evil priest or nun. I attended a variety of Protestant churches while growing up, but when I finally made a declaration of faith as an adult, it was in the Catholic Church.


Although we never had the best of food or clothing, my family found a variety of ways to enjoy life. I have always been grateful to Granddad Chain for introducing me to the pleasures of fishing, which has provided me with many hours of outdoor relaxation and contemplation over the years. Cow Creek was only about a block from my grandparents’ house on Ninth Street. Carrying our cane poles and a can of chicken livers, Granddad and I would head for the creek every chance we had. We used the liver to catch crawdads and then removed the crawdad tails for bait. We usually hooked enough carp and catfish for a meal or two. My mother did her best to make those critters edible, but we had to eat very carefully to avoid all the bones. We used to joke that the best way to cook carp was to get a big piece of wood, nail the carp to the wood, roast it over a hot fire, and then eat the wood. Granddad worked as a school janitor for many years; I guess that’s why I often associate my memories of him with the smell of the oil-treated sawdust he used to sweep the school floors and hallways.


Although my family had little opportunity for recreation together, occasionally mother would borrow a car and drive Mary Eloise, Virginia, and me, along with our dog, Toby, out to the sand hills for a picnic. Toby, a brown-and-white fox terrier, loved to swim, whether it was in a lake, pond, river, or cattle tank. When we drove by any body of water, we had to keep the windows rolled up or he would dive out of the car as we were rolling down the road. We also had a series of cats. I know that most males pride themselves on hating cats, but I think that’s because cats so easily outsmart them.


Strong Women in Hard Times


My mother was one of the strongest people I’ve ever known. Only after I was grown did I realize what an amazing person she was. She was an independent, self-reliant single mother many years before those characteristics were discovered by militant feminism. There must have been times when she felt despair and wondered if we would make it, but she did what she had to do for our survival. Looking back, I realize that I owed whatever success I had in school and in later life in large part to that woman’s spirit of determination and devotion to her children. She nursed me through serious bouts of asthma. I remember her home remedy consisted of my sitting at the dining room table with a towel over my head, inhaling fumes from a gunpowder-like substance that she had ignited in a saucer. The only childhood disease that ever sent me to the hospital was typhoid fever. (Years later when I told my doctor in Roswell, New Mexico, that I had no more problems with asthma after my battle with typhoid, he advised me that chronic asthmatics were sometimes treated with typhoid serum.) In her struggle to support her family, she took on a variety of jobs. She worked often as a sales clerk in stores around town. With teaching certificates from Pennsylvania and Kansas, she occasionally found temporary positions as a substitute teacher at elementary schools. At one point she bought a house and opened the community’s first preschool center to care for kids whose mothers were working. I believe it’s still in operation.


My father had a $2,000 insurance policy when he died, but the insurance company had refused to pay us the benefits. A lawyer friend named A. C. Malloy took the case up with the state insurance commissioner, and after a couple years we got the $2,000. Mother used the money to buy a small grocery store. Unfortunately for us, a retail chain outlet moved into the area soon after that, and my mother lost the store. She also briefly owned and operated a little restaurant called the Green Dragon.


Of course, times were hard for many people. There were no large federal welfare programs in the 1920s, but folks took care of each other. And, when you ran out of money or food, it was no disgrace to seek help from your neighbors, a church, or the local Red Cross office. I remember holding my mother’s hand as we stood in line at a community soup kitchen. The stress of those years destroyed some families, but the difficulties we faced seemed to strengthen our love for each other. I am confident that whatever ambition and initiative I may have possessed in later years came from my survival experiences during the Depression and the war that followed.


I don’t recall that I ever gave my mother any serious discipline problems as I was growing up, but correction when necessary was swift and memorable. Once at a service station I couldn’t resist sneaking a candy bar out of the case when the attendant’s attention was diverted. Later, overcome by guilt, I told my mother, who took me by the hand and marched me down to the scene of the crime, where I confessed my misdeed to the station owner and promised to never do it again. I paid for the candy out of the money I made selling the Saturday Evening Post and Collier’s magazines door to door and on street corners. Apparently, it was an effective lesson—I never did anything like that again.


I don’t think growing up among strong women scarred my psyche in any serious way, despite what amateur psychologists may say. I learned to respect female intelligence and fortitude. There were male role models among our family friends and my mother’s father, Granddad Chain, who took me fishing. I joined the Boy Scouts but lost interest after attaining Life Scout.


However, from about nine to fourteen years of age, I spent many hours at the local YMCA, which offered boys like me a variety of opportunities for recreation, friendship, and leadership in a positive, healthy environment. I especially enjoyed tumbling, swimming, lifesaving, basketball, and camping out in the summer.


I got my lifesaving certificate at a young age, and the Y summer camp gave me the chance to serve as a lifeguard and guidance counselor and to edit the camp paper. Since I was usually on my own during the summer months, the YMCA became my proverbial home away from home. I shall always be indebted to that organization and to Hugh Cronin, its administrator for many years in Hutchinson. At one point, the local churches organized a basketball league at the Y, and I was temporarily lured away from the Methodist church to play on the Baptist team, which had more attractive uniforms. I even started attending the Baptist Sunday School and Baptist Young People’s Union programs. I loved basketball and did quite well playing it, despite being one of the smaller boys on the team. These kinds of experiences helped me to develop the confidence to aim high and the persistence to achieve my goals in later years. It also was during this time that I discovered the exciting worlds to be found inside books, and I did a lot of reading on my own.


My mother’s pursuit of full-time employment finally paid off when the Hutchinson Police Department hired her as a matron and radio operator. She apparently was the first authorized female police radio operator in the United States. As a young teenager, I got a big thrill out of riding around the city in a police car and hearing her voice on the radio. It was a steady job that provided her with some financial security and a feeling of achievement.


I tried to do my part with the usual kid jobs, such as selling magazines and newspapers on the streets. When I was older, I went to work as an errand boy at the A and A Drug Store and soda fountain, eventually graduating to “curb man,” the guy who delivered cokes and milk shakes to cars parked in front of the store. My big dream was to get a bicycle, but they cost twenty to twenty-five dollars, and that was a lot of money for a family with more pressing priorities.


Since our mother was at work most of the day, my older sister generally prepared my lunch when I came home at noon. She baked great cookies, but my most vivid memory of her cuisine was a dismal dish made out of canned salmon and crackers, which we ate at least three times a week. Inexpensive and nutritious, I’m sure, it kept us alive. But I can’t honestly say I ever learned to like it.


The radio was the principle source of information and entertainment in most households in the late twenties. We had an old Atwater Kent set that required us to delicately synchronize three dials to tune in a station. The 1928 presidential campaign was one of the first non-sporting events I remember hearing on the radio. In the election that year, Republican Herbert Hoover, who was respected for his managerial skills, overwhelmingly defeated Democrat Al Smith, who was handicapped by his New York accent and Catholic religion.


Hoover’s vice president was Charles Curtis of Topeka; Curtis had the distinction in Kansas of being a descendant of the Kansa, Osage, and Potawatomi tribes. Hoover became president just about the time the economic catastrophe sweeping Europe reached the United States. I remember that October day in 1929 when I was lunching as usual at the kitchen table in our house on West Ninth Street. Listening to the radio as I ate my salmon and crackers, I heard the announcer say that the stock market had crashed and Wall Street was in a panic. Stock values had dropped $26 billion, and rich people with great reputations were jumping out of windows. As a thirteen-year-old, I didn’t understand the event’s full significance, but the situation became more real when Kansas farmers started dumping wheat on the streets and pouring milk into ditches because they couldn’t afford to sell them at the deflated prices.


Those of us who lived through the 1930s understand now that we had witnessed two of the most significant events of this century: the widespread devastation of the Great Depression and the election of the Great Communicator—a revolutionary, tenacious, disabled New York aristocrat named Franklin Delano Roosevelt.
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From Desperation to a New Era of Leadership


FDR, Politics, and Public Speaking


IN THE MONTHS following the stock market crash, business failures across the country put millions of Americans out of work. Wages plummeted. Banks closed by the hundreds. The international gold standard collapsed in 1931, smashing any hope for the recovery of trade. By 1932 America’s industrial output had dropped 50 percent. Agricultural prices fell to their lowest level since the Civil War. Farms were full of food that had no market, and farmers banded together to stop foreclosures—by armed force if necessary. Railroad trains ran empty. One-fourth of the labor force was out of work, and there was no such thing as unemployment insurance. Most of the fifteen million jobless men and women had dependents who also needed to be fed and housed. Former millionaires stood on street corners trying to sell apples at five cents apiece.


Such massive poverty and hunger had never been known in this country before. Our traditional institutions of government, labor, and business seemed to have failed. The intensity of the economic and social collapse made many Americans fear that the nation was stumbling toward revolution. In the early years of the Depression the Communist Party provided the desperate and jobless with opportunities to channel their personal frustrations into specific action. Sometimes it seemed to be the only political organization that really cared about the working class. On March 30, 1930, a million people joined Communist-sponsored hunger marches all over the country. That same year the voters of Minnesota elected the radical Farmer-Labor Party candidate for governor. Down in Louisiana, “Kingfish” Huey Long served two years, 1931–1932, as both governor and US senator. In a couple years, his share-the-wealth program would challenge Roosevelt’s New Deal.


In 1932 thousands of Detroit citizens walked through the streets under red banners while a band played “The Internationale.” Four men were killed during a hunger demonstration against the Ford Motor Company in Dearborn. That spring, thousands of unemployed World War I veterans gathered in Washington, demanding cash for the bonus certificates issued to them at the end of the war. When two thousand of them refused to go home in July, Hoover called in the army to demolish their camps. It was the first time a US president had used military force against unarmed citizens.


Desperate for leadership, Americans saw no hope in Hoover’s repeated assurance that “prosperity is just around the corner.” The 1932 election results indicated that most voters didn’t want radical revolution, but they wanted more than words. The Democratic candidate, Franklin Roosevelt, carried all but six states, while Socialist Norman Thomas and Communist William Foster together received less than 3 percent of the vote.


Most voters responded to Roosevelt’s call for direct government action, and they were inspired by his March 4 inaugural declaration “that the only thing we have to fear is fear itself.” This was perhaps neither an original nor a realistic thought, but his confident call for bold action and radical reform performed a near miracle in reviving a nation’s spirit.


The new president seemed eager to seize the levers of government and do whatever might be required to shatter the status quo and get the country moving. His dramatic political comeback after suffering from polio in the early 1920s endowed him with an exuberant self-confidence that inspired others to follow him. Although physically handicapped, the gentleman from Hyde Park had demonstrated during his two terms as governor of New York that he thrived under the stress of public office and enjoyed manipulating people and power to achieve social goals. After defeating two strong contenders (Al Smith and John Nance Garner) for the Democratic nomination in the summer of 1932, he broke precedent by flying to Chicago to make his acceptance speech in person, pledging himself and his administration to “a new deal.”


It turned out to be something close to a bloodless revolution. In the first one hundred days after his inauguration Roosevelt got Congress to enact fifteen pieces of major legislation, including bank reform, cuts in federal salaries, national job programs, repeal of the gold standard, establishment of an emergency relief system, agricultural assistance, refinancing of home and farm mortgages, creation of the Tennessee Valley Authority to bring electrical power to isolated areas, securities reform, and $3.3 billion in public works programs.


These emergency measures set the direction for other changes that would be enacted in the next six years. Unemployment would decline from 25 percent in 1932 to 14 percent in 1937. Today, that figure would be cause for alarm, but at that time it was reason for rejoicing. The economy gradually improved from 1933 to the end of 1938, when it stumbled briefly and then was revived by increased defense expenditures.


During this same period, the country had to deal with extraordinary natural as well as economic and social disasters. In the middle of the Great Depression, farmlands, already depleted by overplanting, careless plowing, and overgrazing, were ravaged by drought, wind, erosion, and plagues of insects. Dust storms swept across the plains, turning day into night, stripping leaves from the trees and hope from the soul. Drought was nothing new to American farmers, but this one was the worst in this nation’s history. It struck the eastern third of the country in 1930, damaging crops from Maine to Arkansas.


In 1932 the drought center started moving westward, and by 1934 it devastated the Great Plains from North Dakota to Texas and from the Mississippi River Valley to the Rockies. Thousands of people fled the Midwest in loaded-down cars and trucks. One writer described “dusty, lonely caravans of automobiles, each vehicle held together by hope and bailing wire and Anglo-Saxon curses.” More than 2.5 million people abandoned their farms and homes in the 1930s; 440,000 Oklahomans and 227,000 Kansans moved elsewhere.


Perhaps the most lasting contribution of the Roosevelt era was a permanent shift in public expectations regarding the responsibilities of the federal government. The presidency became an office of centralized power attended by a vast bureaucracy. Sixty years after the New Deal, most citizens still look to Washington to guide, direct, and bolster the national economy.


The continued impact of the New Deal is found in Social Security, unemployment insurance, minimum wages and maximum hours, housing for low-income people, and federally guaranteed savings accounts. The regulatory state founded by Roosevelt has multiplied to include rules for small businesses, interstate commerce, workplace safety, pollution emissions, wages, hours, working conditions, and all manner of edicts designed to limit what the business community may and may not do. Labor was granted the right to organize and bargain collectively. I believe with many others of my generation that while the New Deal did not solve all the problems of the Great Depression, it saved the American political and economic systems. Although I think modern Democrats have carried some welfare programs to extremes never envisioned by Roosevelt, I share with most Americans, Republican and Democratic, the confidence that he was the right man at the right place at the right time. The actions he took then created jobs, generated income, and restored people’s faith in their government. And the agencies and programs he established have made it unlikely that such a disaster would happen again.


Roosevelt’s success and popularity were based not only on the legislation he initiated but on his ability to communicate, to relate to ordinary people. He had charisma before that word became a cliché. His electronic fireside chats inspired confidence in himself and in his efforts to make drastic changes. This scion of eastern wealth and privilege somehow became a symbol of political compassion. Families in every part of the country gathered around their radios to listen to his familiar voice. Although many of the nation’s elite considered Roosevelt a traitor to his class, the underprivileged considered him a friend.


For instance, Kansas was traditionally a Republican state, but the president’s efforts to help working people appealed to many residents of the Sunflower State, including one Hutchinson widow and her teenage son. I was especially impressed when my weekly shoe-clerk’s salary jumped from $7.50 to $12.00 because of the National Industrial Recovery Act that Congress passed during the new administration’s first hundred days. As I told my children in later years, “that’s when I became a Democrat.”


I reached high school during the early days of the Depression and, despite the economic collapse around me, I had a wonderful time. I discovered the joys of public speaking, politics, and amour. According to my high school yearbook, the Allagaroo, I was president of the Forensic Forum and prosecuting attorney at the forum’s annual court trial. I served on the student council and the school paper (the Buzz), and I played the juvenile role of Jimmy in the senior class play, Cat o’ Nine Tails.


A Flair for Public Speaking


Although I had won several swimming championships at the YMCA, I wasn’t big enough physically to win a place on any Hutchinson High School athletic teams. I did attain the exalted position of head cheerleader for two years, during which time our football team did not win a single victory. Perhaps it was because we tried to inspire our noble gladiators with such incoherent chants as “Allagaroo, garoo, garoo! What, hoo, bazoo! Hicer, picer, dominicer! Sis! Boom! Bah! Hutchinson High School! Rah! Rah! Rah!” Our record of successive defeats was a real challenge to my faith, hope, and tenacity and may have sobered my attitude toward life at a very early age.


My most satisfying experiences came as a member of the school debate team, which won first place in state and regional competitions in my junior and senior years. In 1933 we went to the National High School Tournament in Wooster, Ohio. The debate question that year was: “Resolved, that at least one-half of all state and local revenues should be derived from sources other than tangible property.” We reached the finals, where my friend Phil Stratton and I spoke for the affirmative in our contest against the team from Altus, Oklahoma. The debate was carried nationwide by the Columbia Broadcasting System. We were disappointed when the judges voted 3–2 in favor of the Altus team, but my pain was ameliorated a bit when college officials from every area of the country unanimously selected me as the tournament’s outstanding debater. It was a wonderful experience and gave me confidence to continue public speaking. Both Hutchinson and Altus had community colleges. Members of their 1933 high school debate teams would meet again two years later at the national junior college tournament in Bristol, Virginia. This time we brought home the first-place team trophy, and I had the good fortune to win top individual honors in debate and extemporaneous speaking.


Since I had skipped the third grade, I was not yet seventeen when I graduated from high school in May 1933. Near the end of my senior year, a committee of students, faculty members, and alumni selected me for the school’s annual Young American award. Named the outstanding member of my class of 330 students on the basis of leadership, natural ability, and scholarship, I was grateful for the honor and the hundred-dollar prize accompanying it. It did marvelous things for my ego and also reminded me of the debt I owed to my mother and teachers and other adults who had inspired me over the years to believe that I could overcome any personal adversity or economic obstacle that came my way.


A couple years before my graduation, the city had added a wing to the high school building to provide classrooms for a junior college or community college. Tuition was free for local residents, and it was the logical choice for my first two years of higher education. The small college had some outstanding instructors. I especially remember Mary Holt Morris, who taught zoology, and my history professor, E. C. Campbell, no relation. He not only was a fine teacher but shared my love for fishing and often took me with him to nearby waters. I continued my involvement with debate and public speaking and also served as student body president in my senior year.


Outside of school, I took an active part in community theater and church youth programs. At one point I served as president of the Reno County Council of Christian Youth, and briefly taught a class of eight-year-old Methodist boys. This future Marine Corps lieutenant also got involved in the 1930s peace movement. My red-headed debating friend, Roy Steinheimer, and I spoke on behalf of the Kansas Peace Action Committee, generally at country churches in the area. Since we were allowed to keep a portion of the donations we collected, our spirited attacks on the “merchants of death” (arms manufacturers) may not have been motivated entirely by our idealism. Several years later when I applied to the Federal Bureau of Investigation, the bureau expressed some concern about my teenage activism. They finally decided I did not pose a threat to national security. Roy later became dean of the Washington and Lee University School of Law in Lexington, Virginia.


Meantime, my two sisters had grown up and found lives of their own. Mary Eloise attended the University of Washington for two years while living with relatives near Seattle. After returning home, she became registrar at the community college where I was a student. A history of the school’s early years quotes one former student as saying Mary Eloise “really ran the school.” She certainly was a very bright and competent person who enthusiastically supported my efforts to excel and gave me whatever financial aid she could spare. My other sister, Virginia, married a local watchmaker and took on the responsibilities of raising a family while continuing to live in Hutchinson. Her stepson, Kay Brower, showed an early interest in science and eventually joined the faculty at the New Mexico Institute of Mining and Technology.


Several four-year colleges around the country expressed interest in my debating record, and I received scholarship offers from Wooster College and another Ohio school, Heidelberg College. But the offers wouldn’t cover my expenses, so I decided to stay in Kansas and go to Washburn College and then Washburn Law School in Topeka. I was confident that I could get a job at the state capitol, especially with my political connections, which I will explain shortly.


My speaking skills also helped me to win financial assistance from the Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks. Many members of the local club still remembered my father, who had been an active Elk. During my last year in junior college, our family attorney friend, Mr. Malloy, encouraged me to try for a national Elks scholarship. The award was based primarily on the quality of a written oration or essay. I won a $300 prize for my presentation, “Pseudo Patriotism,” which was included in the 1935 Yearbook of College Oratory. It was not exactly in the same class as the orations of Pericles or Winston Churchill, but the money helped me to continue my education. I suppose it was in large part because of my interest in public speaking and my admiration for Mr. Malloy that I had started thinking about a career in law while I was still in high school.


It was about this time I experienced my first romance and acquired my first car. The car was a Model T Ford with a rumble seat, and I think it cost fifteen dollars. However, after dropping assorted bolts, wrenches, and other tools into the gear box while trying to repair it, I soon concluded that I was a better talker than mechanic. Several unsuccessful efforts to fix my jalopy later, I sold it for five dollars.


My Juliet was actually named Martha Ellen, a lovely girl who was selected Queen of the May, a special honor at Hutchinson Community College in those days. We exchanged honor society pins and pledges of undying devotion, but we had to part when I went to Topeka. She married a fine Kansas gentleman and years later they moved to Santa Fe, where we were able to renew our acquaintance.


The Lure of Politics


It was primarily because of my speaking activities that I became involved in my first political campaign and won a trip to the 1936 National Democratic Convention. Roosevelt’s Republican challenger that year was the governor of Kansas, Alfred M. Landon. I had met Landon a year earlier when he spoke at our junior college commencement. A Hutchinson lawyer named Walter A. Huxman was the Democratic candidate for the governor’s job. I was home for the summer after my first year at Washburn, and some local party officials asked me if I would talk on Huxman’s behalf at meetings in our area. They knew my family and my school record as a debater, and most of them had heard me speak at local civic clubs.


I had been around people involved in local Democratic politics since I was a youngster, primarily because my sister Mary Eloise’s circle of friends included the local district attorney, Wesley Brown. Wesley also was the county Democratic Party chairman and had been asked to head up Huxman’s campaign for governor. Kansas had elected only five Democratic governors since becoming a state in 1861. The Democrats had been beaten so often and so badly that Wes had trouble finding people who were interested in writing campaign speeches or who had the time to do it. The party couldn’t afford to hire a professional, but young Jack Campbell was available and would work for nothing. Not that I was moved solely by my devotion to Huxman and Democratic philosophy. I anticipated that a successful campaign could open some doors in Topeka, which was the home of Washburn College as well as the state capitol. Mary Eloise tried to send me a few dollars from time to time, but going to a private school away from home required a steady income.


Although my political speeches didn’t offer any competition to the Gettysburg Address, they were not bad for a nineteen-year-old and they were adequate for local politics. For my ghostwriting activity, Wes would give me a list of topics to be covered, and I would prepare a position paper or script. Although I also was working at a summer job, I usually found time to travel with Huxman whenever he campaigned in our area. It was a rare chance for someone my age to observe political activity at several levels. My experiences that summer helped shape my views of public life and public service.


Democratic leaders tried to stir up interest among young people that year by sponsoring an oratorical contest on the party’s history and merits. I had the good fortune to give one of the four prize-winning speeches, which meant a free trip to the June 23–27 national convention in Philadelphia. Mingling with one hundred thousand ecstatic party activists was a heady experience for a teenager from Hutchinson. Kansas Democrats were a bit of a novelty at the gathering, considering the state’s political history and the fact that our governor was the Republican candidate for president. So four young Roosevelt supporters from the Sunflower State attracted more than their share of attention from party leaders and the media.


The convention was held in a large stadium, and the speaker’s platform projected onto the field at one end of the arena. I shall always remember the excitement rippling through the crowd the night Roosevelt arrived. His sons helped him out of his wheelchair at the bottom of the ramp going up to the rostrum. I was sitting where I could see the strain on the president’s face as he slowly pulled himself up the iron railing at the side of the incline. The roar from the crowd increased in anticipation as Roosevelt’s head and then his body came into view. When finally with great effort he stood at the podium, the delegates went wild.


Alf Landon was a gentleman of intelligence and often progressive ideas for his time. He had briefly bolted the state Republican Party in 1924 over that party’s unstated support of the Ku Klux Klan, and he was an active conservationist. Landon probably was sympathetic with many of the New Deal reforms. By coincidence, the Communist Party candidate for president that year was a Kansas native also; Earl Browder was born in Wichita. Of course, Roosevelt won the November election in a landslide, carrying every state but Maine and Vermont, giving rise to the parody, “as goes Maine so goes Vermont.” His overwhelming victory swept many other Democratic hopefuls into office, including the gubernatorial candidate in Kansas. Huxman served one two-year term, vainly trying to push New Deal–type legislation through a Republican-dominated legislature. When he ran for reelection in 1938, he was soundly defeated. It would be another twenty years before another Democrat made it to the governor’s office in Topeka.
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The Light at the End of the Tunnel Was Europe Burning


Friendship and Destiny as War Approaches


AFTER PARTICIPATING IN the 1936 campaign, I decided to stay out of college for a semester so I could work full-time and build up my depleted school fund. Then the next three and a half years at Washburn would be some of the happiest and most fulfilling times of my life. Topeka was about 150 miles from Hutchinson, near enough to get home on holidays but distant enough to feel detached from my childhood environment. Perhaps more important for me and my fraternity brothers, our quiet campus was only sixty miles from the bright lights and nightlife of Kansas City, Missouri, where we could escape certain Kansas prohibitions regarding the sale of alcoholic beverages.


Washburn began as Lincoln College in 1865, the year of that president’s assassination and only four years after Kansas became a state. Three years later, the name was changed to honor a generous benefactor, Ichabod Washburn. In the 1930s Washburn College was a small, private institution. It became a municipal university in 1941 and today is a comprehensive public university, but its athletes are still called the Ichabods. Washburn opened its law school in 1903, which two years later achieved membership in the Association of American Law Schools. Its location in the state capital provides access to a variety of courts, public agencies, and the Kansas legislature.


I quickly translated my political experience and contacts into steady jobs and paychecks. These enabled me to continue my education in the middle of the national Depression, which had made it difficult for many otherwise qualified students to stay in school. One of my first jobs was elevator operator in the state capitol during the legislative session. While in law school I worked four to six hours a day for the National Recovery Administration Emergency Council, which had oversight over the Works Progress Administration (WPA) and Public Works Administration (PWA) work programs. (Governor Huxman had been named director of the National Recovery Administration in Kansas after his 1938 defeat.) I also served as night librarian in the law school library and helped annotate certain property cases for the Kansas Bar Association.


During a couple summers I found outdoor work with the state highway department. My duties included measuring loads of gravel for the road going south from Hutchinson. I was given a piece of paper that converted length to load. After stepping off the designated distance, I would motion the truck driver to come ahead. He would open the cargo door, and by the time he got to where I was standing, the correct amount of sand had been dumped on the gravel. The work was not intellectually taxing, but I got a great tan. During another summer, I traveled throughout the Midwest, town to town, door to door, distributing samples of Protex Soap and Magic Washer for the Iowa Soap Company. As they say, “travel is broadening.” One does meet all kinds of interesting people in that line of work, and the name Protex seemed to provide endless possibilities for humor among the young salesmen.


And I found time to relax. My sister Mary Eloise had attended a youth camp in the foothills of the southern Colorado Rockies near the little town of Rye. She remembered how I had dreamed of the West while still a kid in Hutchinson, and she arranged for us to rent a cabin, where we could hike the pine-covered slopes and catch our limit of fish. This was my first venture beyond midwestern plains and prairies. I soon realized that my heart was truly in the highlands, among evergreens and trout streams. I knew with absolute certainty that I would never be satisfied living anywhere but in the West.


But I also enjoyed the academic life at Washburn. I found my studies exciting and even took an extra year of college classes to explore interests and subjects outside the legal system. At that time, Washburn had a program that allowed students to complete their law degree after six years—three years in a standard undergraduate program and three years of legal classes. I could have graduated from law school in 1939, but I took a fourth year of prelaw, concentrating in history and political science.
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