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FOREWORD

BY PHYLLIS SCHLAFLY

It is unlikely that any nominee for U.S. president who was not elected ever had the lasting influence on American politics that Barry Goldwater did. Indeed, he was more influential than many who were elected. He was the original leader of the modern conservative movement, which has played a dominant and sometimes decisive role since 1964.

Goldwater was authentic. What you saw was what you got. His political positions and agenda came from his personal convictions, not from reading the polls or press releases manufactured by his staff.

Over the years, and even today, many men have hoped they would feel a draft for president. Goldwater is one of the very few men ever really drafted. He did not seek the heavy mantle of leadership. He was drafted by a grassroots movement seeking a leader who would never compromise with the liberals.

Goldwater was refreshingly honest. Bill Clinton’s first comment on learning of Goldwater’s passing summed it up: “He was truly an American original. I never knew anybody like him.” Perhaps Clinton thinks an honest politician is a curiosity, something fit for display in the Smithsonian.

The importance of Barry Goldwater cannot be overestimated. If there hadn’t been a Goldwater, there wouldn’t have been a President Ronald Reagan. That’s because the thousands of voters who supported Goldwater at the 1964 Republican National Convention in San Francisco stuck with him despite all the slings and arrows that the Rockefeller Republicans and the so-called kingmakers hurled at him during the campaign. The twenty-seven million who voted for him in November never regretted it because they had become true believers in conservatism.

When Goldwater walked onto the political stage, most politicians claimed the liberal label. Conservative was a sort of epithet that it took political courage to accept. Barry Goldwater’s book The Conscience of a Conservative changed all that, making “conservative” a label we embraced. Goldwater defined the conservative agenda as individual freedom and responsibility, and he plotted the route to get there by reducing the size of government and repealing laws rather than passing new ones.

Those twenty-seven million who withstood the 1964 vitriol against Goldwater kept the faith in the ensuing years and grew into the mighty majority of forty-four million that elected Ronald Reagan in 1980 and the fifty-four million who reelected him in 1984. If there hadn’t been a Barry Goldwater, there never would have been a President Ronald Reagan.

By proclaiming from the start that he offered America “a choice not an echo,” Goldwater made his supporters understand who their political enemies were: the liberal, Eastern Rockefeller Republicans, who every four years from 1936 through 1960 had saddled the Republican Party with a presidential candidate who “me-tooed” the Democrats on the fundamental issues of big federal spending and a globalist foreign policy.

Lee Edwards is a major historian of the modern conservative movement, and his biography of Barry Goldwater fills a void in the teaching of American history today. It is important for all Americans to know how the grassroots once successfully seized control from the little group of self-appointed kingmakers.

Phyllis Schlafly, the president of Eagle Forum, is the author of twenty-three books, including the bestselling A Choice Not an Echo, originally published in 1964 and updated in 2014.


INTRODUCTION

TO THE 2015 EDITION

In November 2014, fifty years after Barry Goldwater lost his race for the presidency, several hundred of conservatism’s finest met in Washington, D.C., to honor the most consequential loser in twentieth-century politics. Leading the tribute were Phyllis Schlafly, the First Lady of American Conservatism and the author of A Choice Not an Echo, which won the crucial California primary for Goldwater, and J. William Middendorf II, the former secretary of the navy and U.S. ambassador to the Netherlands and the Organization of American States, Wall Street wizard, and adviser to presidents, who served so successfully as treasurer of Goldwater’s presidential campaign that he and his colleague Jerry Milbank were dubbed the Fabulous Brinks Brothers.

Eminent conservatives gathered from across the country to reminisce about the 1964 campaign, tell stories that brought laughter and tears, and salute a political leader who would not compromise his beliefs no matter the cost or provocation. Barry Goldwater ignited a conservative revolution, but he was an unlikely revolutionary.

He was a college dropout whose 1960 political manifesto, The Conscience of a Conservative, sold more than 3.5 million copies and was once required reading for History 169b at Harvard. “The root difference between the Conservatives and the Liberals of today,” he wrote, “is that Conservatives take into account the whole man while Liberals tend to look only at the material side of man’s nature.”

He was a man of contradictions, inspiring and infuriating. He said of his presidential race, “I know I am going to lose, but I am going to lose my way,” based on principles. He was courageous and cantankerous, announcing, “I did not come to Washington to pass laws but to repeal them.” He was profane and profound. A classic Goldwater axiom was “Any government big enough to give you everything you want is big enough to take away everything you have.”

He delighted in saying the unexpected, like the famous line from his acceptance speech, “Extremism in the defense of liberty is no vice.” He was vilified for saying it, but let us reflect. Was Patrick Henry an extremist because he declared, “Give me liberty or give me death”? Were the Americans who fought and died in World War II to defeat Nazism and Imperial Japan extremists? Was Christ an extremist because he died on the cross?

Barry Goldwater constantly challenged conventional wisdom, asking why we can’t have a voluntary option for our Social Security system, which is headed for bankruptcy.

He argued that welfare ought to be “a private concern . . . promoted by individuals and families, by churches, private hospitals, religious service organizations, community charities, and other institutions.” He demonstrated his personal compassion by flying food and medicine to snow-bound Navajos in his private plane.

The Constitution was his guide, the Declaration of Independence his inspiration. In an address to the American Political Science Association in September 1964—grievously underreported by the media—Goldwater praised the Founders for creating the American system of federalism, with its genius for combining “the size and power of a great empire with the freedom of a small republic.”

He was a man of enormous charm and self-deprecating humor, especially about his “old-fashioned” conservatism. He called a press conference to announce that a Hollywood movie would be made about his life—by 18th Century Fox. The son of a Jewish father and a Protestant mother, he once approached the first tee of the Phoenix Golf and Country Club but was stopped by an official who said, “We don’t allow Jews to play here.” “Well,” replied Goldwater, “I’m only half-Jewish. Can I play nine holes?”

With his 1964 campaign, he affected American politics more than any other losing presidential candidate in modern times. He raised “untouchable” issues such as Social Security, government subsidies, welfare, privatization, and victory over communism.

He inspired thousands of young people to get into and stay in politics and public policy. Among them were Ed Feulner of the Heritage Foundation; Ed Crane of the Cato Institute; commentator and presidential candidate Pat Buchanan; direct mail guru Richard Viguerie; Morton Blackwell, head of the Leadership Institute; publisher Al Regnery; Randal Teague of the Fund for American Studies; David Keene, former chairman of Young Americans for Freedom, the American Conservative Union, and the National Rifle Association; and Ron Robinson of Young America’s Foundation. Politicians who raised the conservative torch because of him included Congressmen Phil Crane of Illinois, James Sensenbrenner of Wisconsin, and Duncan Hunter of California, and Senators James Buckley of New York and Bill Brock of Tennessee.

He was the first presidential candidate to use direct mail and television in national political fund-raising. Over one million individuals contributed to the 1964 Goldwater campaign, preparing the way in the following decades for conservative candidates and institutions to use direct mail to raise money and communicate ideas to a national audience.

By winning Alabama, Georgia, Mississippi, South Carolina, and Louisiana, Goldwater broke the Democrats’ iron grip on the Solid South, enabling the GOP to become a national party.

He persuaded 27.5 million Americans to vote conservative despite an unprecedented counter-campaign run by President Lyndon Johnson and the Democrats. The White House’s dirty tricks included having the FBI bug Goldwater’s campaign plane and having the CIA plant a spy in Goldwater’s national headquarters.

Goldwater approved Ronald Reagan’s famous televised speech “A Time for Choosing,” which Goldwater’s top advisers tried to kill, twice. Because of the phenomenal response to “A Time for Choosing,” prominent Republicans, led by Henry Salvatori, approached Reagan in early 1965 and begged him to run for governor of California. In political shorthand: no presidential candidate Goldwater, no President Reagan.

With his 1964 candidacy, Barry Goldwater laid the foundation for a political revolution and led conservatives to understand that theirs was a winning as well as a just cause.


PART I

POPULARIZER


CHAPTER ONE

PEDDLER’S GRANDSON

At the close of World War II, political change was in the air. As historian Eric F. Goldman wrote concerning the 1946 congressional elections: “A nation which had quite enough of inflation and the Russians, of strikes, shortages, and the atom bomb, of everlasting maybe’s about peace and prosperity, rose up in a hiss of exasperation and elected the first Republican Congress since the far-distant days of Herbert Hoover.”1

One group of euphoric Republicans, emboldened by the results, proposed to cut $10 billion from the budget, lower taxes, and abandon “the philosophy of government interference with business and labor.”2 Led by Senator Robert A. Taft of Ohio, Republicans decided that a strongly partisan line in domestic policy would accentuate the differences between the two political parties and win them the White House in 1948. But external events like the communist seizure of Eastern Europe converted their partisan plans into bipartisan cooperation in the field of foreign policy, although not without heated disputes.

Still, the American intelligentsia were predominantly liberal. But the Left was jolted by the intellectual power and mass appeal of a little 240-page book, The Road to Serfdom, that appeared in the fall of 1944. Written by Friedrich A. Hayek, an emigré Austrian economist living in London, its thesis was devastatingly simple: “Planning leads to dictatorship,” and “the direction of economic activity” inevitably means the “suppression of freedom.”3

Hayek proposed a different road, the road of individualism and “classical” liberalism, which he insisted was not laissez-faire but based on government, carefully limited by law, that encouraged competition and the functioning of a free society. Although Hayek stated that his work was “not intended for popular consumption,” Reader’s Digest condensed the book in late 1944 and arranged for the Book-of-the-Month Club to distribute more than a million reprints.4 Hayek became the center of a fierce controversy, with the New York Times Book Review calling The Road to Serfdom “one of the most important books of our generation” and The New Republic dismissing it as the darling of “reactionary” business interests. Young American servicemen like Robert Nisbet and Russell Kirk read Hayek and other classical liberals, along with libertarian mavericks like Albeit Jay Nock, who titled one of his works, Our Enemy the State.

Convinced that traditional liberals should unite, Hayek convened a group of forty prominent European and American scholars in Mt. Pelerin, Switzerland, in April 1947. The mood of the conferees was somber, for socialism and statism dominated European governments and was on the march in the United States, despite the recent Republican capture of the Congress. Declaring that the “central values of civilization are in danger,” the group defined its central goal as “the preservation and improvement of the free society” and named itself the Mt. Pelerin Society. Although the meeting was not reported on the front page of the New York Times, it demonstrated, as member and future Nobel Laureate Milton Friedman put it, that “we were not alone.”5

Six thousand miles from the snow-peaked mountains of Mt. Pelerin, in the middle of America’s Southwest desert, a man who seemed to have everything knew that he did not. At age thirty-seven, Barry Goldwater was president of the most popular department store in Phoenix, blessed with a loving wife, four handsome children, and robust health, and surrounded by old friends in a sun-filled climate that drew tens of thousands of tourists and new residents every year. His days were a whirl of community activities—Chamber of Commerce, Boy Scouts, YMCA, Masons, Community Chest. And he indulged himself in his myriad hobbies—flying a plane, operating a ham radio, photographing the people and places of his beloved Arizona.

When asked to help city or state, Barry Goldwater rarely said no: he organized the Arizona Air National Guard, served on the Colorado River Commission to help bring water for power and irrigation to central Arizona, and led a referendum for right-to-work legislation in the state. Goldwater was living the American dream to its fullest. Why, then, was he so dissatisfied? Why couldn’t he settle down to the good life he had led before going off to war?

The Goldwater men had always been restless. His grandfather Michael left family and friends and an easy, secure life in London to search for his destiny in the gold fields of western America. His father Baron willingly exchanged the comforts and luxuries of San Francisco for the challenges and uncertainties of frontier Arizona.
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Michel Goldwasser was born in October 1821 in the central Polish town of Konin, one of twenty-two children. His father, Hirsch Goldwasser, was an inn-and storekeeper; little is known about him other than that he could not write. There had been Goldwassers in Konin for generations and a Jewish community in the town as early as 1412.

Michel showed an early interest in reading and politics, but he was deprived of formal education by Russian laws that forbade schooling for Jews. The young man became involved with a group of anti-Russian dissidents and decided to leave Poland rather than risk arrest or conscription into the czarist army. Michel traveled first to Paris where he worked as a tailor until the bloody revolution of 1848 drove him to London. There he learned English, changed his name to Michael Goldwater, and established a prosperous tailoring business.

One day, while walking a London street, Michael Goldwater, tall, muscular, and fair-haired, met Sarah Nathan, pretty and strong-willed, who managed the family fur-processing factory. After a short courtship, they were married in the Great Synagogue of London in March 1850. They soon had two children, Caroline and Morris, who was to play so important a part in the life of Barry Goldwater.

At this point, Michael’s younger, free-spirited brother, Joseph, arrived from Poland and began talking about the wealth and adventure in the gold fields of California.6 Sarah, who much preferred her comfortable life in London, protested strongly, but Michael could not resist. Sarah finally relented when her two brothers promised to support her and the children until Michael was able to send for them.

In August 1852, thirty-one-year-old “Big Mike” Goldwater and his brother Joe, with one trunk between them, sailed from London. Like millions of immigrants in the nineteenth century, they arrived in bustling, crowded New York City, but immediately set off for San Francisco via ship and the isthmus of Nicaragua, the cheapest way at only $180 each. Many of their fellow passengers died during the hard trek across the 212-mile isthmus, much of it jungle, or of tropical diseases. But the two healthy Goldwater brothers arrived in San Francisco in November 1852 and found themselves among thousands of other newcomers lured by the glittering promise of the Gold Rush of 1849. Everything was new and raw and untamed in this two-year-old state of California.

Mike and Joe listened intently to the get-rich-quick stories of the gold camps and at last picked Sonora, located in the foothills of the Sierras, 100 miles east of San Francisco. They started a business that required a small investment and minimal space and that appealed to nearly every miner—a saloon. They rented space on the ground floor of a two-story wooden building, the upper floor of which housed the town’s most popular bordello. Contrary to rumors that circulated in Barry Goldwater’s political campaigns a century later, the Goldwaters never ran a whorehouse; the two businesses were separately owned.7

The brothers worked hard, as Goldwaters always did, and within fifteen months, Mike had saved enough money to bring Sarah and the two children to California. Although she tried, the London-bred Sarah never adjusted to the rough life of Sonora. During her first six months there, there were twelve murders; Mike himself was accidently wounded, although not seriously, by an errant blast from a shotgun.

At last, Sarah announced that the wild ways of a gold rush town were not for her and the children, now numbering four. It was the beginning, biographer Dean Smith writes, of a thirty-year period during which Mike and Sarah were separated for months and years at a time. They loved each other but could not reconcile Mike’s search for fortune on the untamed frontier and Sarah’s wish for security in California.8

Mike’s problems multiplied. After several years of success, he fell into heavy debt when the gold mines around Sonora became exhausted, and he moved to Los Angeles where Joe was living. Approaching forty and close to penniless, Mike Goldwater in no way resembled the future founder of a business empire. But he was not a man to give up or in; he remained confident that somewhere, somehow, in this boundless new world where you could be anything, he would find success.

And soon. The Goldwater brothers heard about the gold strikes on and near the Colorado River. They speculated that an enterprising peddler with a wagon full of “Yankee” notions and specialty goods could prosper in the mining camps and towns. Mike, they decided, would take a wagon of goods to sell to the miners on the Gila River, 18 miles east of Fort Yuma. It was a 276-mile trip through barren desert and high mountain passes on a rough wagon road littered with the skeletons of cattle and broken spring wagons. After several weeks of hard travel, Mike crossed the river by ferry to Arizona City (now Yuma) on a fall day in 1860 and headed east to Gila City, the first Goldwater to set foot in Arizona, not yet a territory.

Gila City was a typical mining town, filled with “over a thousand hardy adventurers” who turned the earth upside down looking for gold. They gambled, drank, and bought fancy and not-so-fancy wares. The city had everything, as historian J. Ross Browne describes, “but a church and a jail, which were accounted barbarisms by the mass of the population.”9 Mike Goldwater quickly exchanged everything in his wagon for gold dust at a greater profit than expected and returned to Los Angeles with the good news.

In the early 1860s, Mike was peddling in Arizona, Joe was selling tobacco and candy in the Bella Union Hotel in Los Angeles, and both were running the hotel’s bar and billiard parlor. The Goldwater brothers seemed on the edge of achieving solid success when suddenly a San Francisco creditor demanded immediate payment on a note totaling $6,500. Other creditors began clamoring for their money and soon Mike and Joe were stripped of all assets. After days of anger and fear, a good friend and fellow merchant, Bernard Cohn, who had started a general merchandise store in La Paz, 70 miles north of Fort Yuma, invited Mike to join him in the booming new town where the gold nuggets were as big as rocks. Mike started as an employee, soon became a partner, and five years later bought Cohn out.

During this period Mike made a significant political commitment—he became a citizen of the United States on July 29, 1861. Although many residents of southern California favored the Confederacy, Mike supported the Union soon after news of Fort Sumter’s fall arrived.10 On the home front, despite the heavy demands of business in Arizona, Mike frequently traveled to Los Angeles to visit Sarah and the children and was present in May 1866 for the birth of their last child, Baron, who, forty-three years later, would father Barry Goldwater.

Brimming with confidence and with plenty of money in his pockets, the ever-restless Mike Goldwater branched out into other areas of business. With Cohn, he invested in a mine and undertook contracts to haul supplies to military posts in the interior of Arizona, which was proclaimed a Territory by President Lincoln on February 24, 1863. He added a freighting business and extended credit to a business they established in Tucson, many miles to the south.

In 1868, the Colorado River changed course, isolating La Paz. Undaunted, the Goldwater brothers moved their business downstream and named the new community Ehrenberg, after a close friend, Herman Ehrenberg, an early Arizona pioneer who had been murdered by Indians. A political precedent was established when Joe Goldwater became postmaster of Ehrenberg and a member of the first school board.

The Goldwaters established a grain hauling business that grew steadily, despite frontier dangers. One fine June day in 1872, Mike, Joe, and a Dr. Jones were returning from a business meeting in Fort Whipple, near Prescott, when a band of about thirty Mohave-Apaches ambushed them. During a wild four-mile chase, two Indian bullets hit Joe in the back and shoulder. Escape was looking dim for the fleeing trio when three ranchers appeared around a bend and began firing at the Indians, who abruptly disappeared into the surrounding hills. Dr. Jones extracted both bullets, and Joe returned to San Francisco to recover his health. He had the rifle ball from his back made into a charm for his watch chain, which he wore until his death seventeen years later.11

These Indian raids came with the territory and did not end until the famed chief Geronimo, who led bloody raids throughout Arizona and New Mexico, was banished in 1886. By then the Goldwaters, looking for a supply source closer to the interior towns and military posts, had decided to open a branch store in Phoenix, located in the Salt River Valley, which was becoming an important agricultural area for the territory.
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The Goldwater store in Phoenix opened in December 1872, the year that President Ulysses S. Grant was reelected by the largest popular vote since Andrew Jackson in 1828. The manager of the new store was Mike’s twenty-year-old son, Morris, who had come to Arizona after several years with a prominent hat company in San Francisco. Morris was a skinny young man with a flowing walrus mustache and sharp wit; he was energetic, ambitious, and shrewd. When he learned that a new telegraph line to Prescott was going to bypass Phoenix, he made the government an offer it couldn’t refuse: he donated part of the Goldwater store as a telegraph office and offered to serve as a telegraph operator without pay. He introduced the first automatic telegraph recording instrument into the territory, demonstrating an affinity for electrical things that flowered in his nephew, Barry Goldwater.

Morris also displayed an early interest in community affairs, serving as deputy county recorder and running, although only twenty-two, for the territorial legislature as a Democrat. He and his Republican opponent tied, and when it seemed likely that he would be defeated in the runoff, Morris withdrew in favor of a well-known Arizonan; the alternate Democrat won handily. Morris’s vote-getting ability and his graciousness in stepping aside were both noted by Democratic party leaders.

Meanwhile, the profits of the Phoenix operation did not meet Mike Goldwater’s expectations, and in 1875 the first Goldwater store in Phoenix was closed. The Goldwaters were convinced that the center of Arizona trade and commerce was moving north to Prescott, the future capital of the territory.

The Prescott store was an immediate success. It was the first Goldwater store to carry a line of high-fashion goods and to adopt the motto, “The Best Always.” At the insistence of Morris, who became manager in 1879, it began catering to ladies. Home furniture, furnishings, and fancy goods rivaled liquor, tobacco, and flour. Among the store’s best customers were the bordello girls, who frequently purchased champagne at $40 a case.12 Morris soon became as indispensable to the community as to the store, practicing what he often said—that successful people had the moral duty to repay, by whatever means, the communities that had helped make them.13 It was a belief that Barry Goldwater would take seriously seventy years later when he pondered how best to repay his city of Phoenix for what it had given him.

Biographer Edwin McDowell points out that Morris and his father Mike, now fifty-five and referred to as the “old gentleman,” set a high standard of community service. They were the first to pledge $5,000 in bonds for a railroad into Prescott, and Morris and two partners helped finance the construction of a railroad to Phoenix. Morris later helped develop mines and real estate throughout the territory and served as secretary of the Prescott Rifles, which protected the people from Indian attacks.

And then there was politics. Although only twenty-seven, Morris was elected mayor of Prescott in 1879 by an almost 2 to 1 margin. It was the first of his ten terms as mayor over the next forty-eight years. He also helped organize the Arizona Democratic party in the 1880s when the territory was under the control of a Republican administration. Known as a Jeffersonian or conservative Democrat, Morris later served as president of the twentieth Territorial Council and vice president of the crucial 1910 Constitutional Convention, which led to Arizona’s statehood in 1912. Following statehood, he was president of the Senate in the second Arizona legislature. He often said, and later repeated to his favorite nephew Barry, that if a man believed firmly in an issue, he should stay with it no matter what the odds or how heavy the criticism.14 He was only 5 feet 4 inches tall and weighed less than 140 pounds, but he was determined to succeed at whatever he tried.

By the mid-1880s, Big Mike was talking about retiring. Then a group of Prescott citizens urged him to run for mayor. Flattered, he accepted and won. He launched a series of reforms that nearly rivaled the first hundred days of a future president. His measure to ban “B” girls from the bars of Whiskey Row was strongly supported by professional prostitutes who did not welcome the competition. He also supported building a wooden fence around the courthouse square to keep out stray cattle and backed a regulation that required wooden crossings at the downtown street corners.

Encouraged by the public response, Mike pushed through an ordinance requiring all property owners to put board sidewalks outside their property. Absentee owners protested—in many cases the cost of the sidewalks would have exceeded the value of the property. But Mike would not budge, even when urged by old friends. (The same stubbornness would often surface in his grandson Barry.) The man who had “spent a lifetime conquering strange languages, strange customs, marauding Indians, and countless other hazards” could not adjust to the independent ways of a frontier town whose citizens would not be dictated to by anyone, even one of their founding fathers.15

Mike pressed forward, and soon went one step too far. He had an altercation with Police Chief James Dodson and the city council and resigned. Within a year, Mike sold the business to Morris and retired to San Francisco, where he lived contentedly as a respected patriarch in the Jewish community until his death in 1903.16
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The fortunes of the Goldwaters received an important lift in October 1882 when sixteen-year-old Baron, wearing a suit from Wannamaker’s and smelling of cologne, arrived from San Francisco to take his place in the family business. His one-color outfits were the talk of the town: he was always in all gray, all brown, or all blue. But, as biographer Stephen Shadegg put it, “Baron may have been a dude, but he was no dunce.”17 He quietly went to work as a clerk and spent a year analyzing the changing tastes and growing wealth of Prescott and the territory. Morris and Henry Goldwater were impressed, but they waited a decade before making Baron, at age twenty-eight, a full partner in Goldwaters. Meanwhile, Baron Goldwater, like his father before him, was looking for new lands to conquer.

By the mid-1890s, Prescott and Tucson had both been eclipsed in growth and economic importance by the farming community of Phoenix. The capital, which had been moved from Prescott to Tucson and back again, was shifted to Phoenix in February 1889. Baron became convinced that there ought to be a Goldwaters store in the most important city in the territory, but Morris was not so certain. Baron pressed his brothers until, the story goes, he challenged Morris to a game of casino to settle the matter and won. Henry wanted to manage the Phoenix branch, but Morris picked Baron because of his flair and steadiness; he would be able to weather the ups and downs of a new enterprise.

Goldwaters, however, was successful from opening day in March 1896; women in particular enthused over Baron’s sophisticated taste. Mike and Morris’s store in Prescott had met the pioneer need for everything “from shovels to sunbonnets.” The Phoenix store offered not only reliable merchandise at low prices but the latest fashions from New York and Europe. Baron decided that pleasing the ladies was the way to economic success. Once he had the new store running smoothly, Baron became active in the civic life of his adopted town. He was soon elected a director of the Phoenix Chamber of Commerce and saw the Sisters’ Hospital (now St. Joseph’s) through some financial difficulties. He helped establish the Phoenix Country Club and the Arizona Club and was a founder of the Valley National Bank.

In his late thirties, still trim and good-looking, Baron became the town’s most eligible bachelor. His parents hoped that all their children would marry in the Jewish faith, but Mike’s death in 1903 followed by Sarah’s death in 1905 allowed them to marry whomever they wished.

Within two years, both brothers were wed, Morris to his Protestant landlady, Sarah (Sallie) Shivers Fisher, and Baron to a remarkably independent young woman from the Midwest, green-eyed, auburn-haired, Episcopalian Josephine Williams, on January 1, 1907. Neither man ever renounced his faith; Morris, in fact, stipulated in his will that he would have preferred a Jewish burial but since no rabbi was available, he would settle for a Masonic burial.18 They were sons of Moses who had found their Promised Land, after only twenty years in the wilderness of Arizona. Since there was little or no organized Jewish religion in those early days, Baron followed the Jewish custom of allowing his children to be raised in the faith of their mother.
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Baron and Jo Goldwater were an unusual couple. Here is how Dean Smith describes them:

          Baron: devoted to his business and community, sartorially impeccable, carefully conservative, conscious of his public image, reluctant to get his hands dirty or leave the niceties of civilization. . . . Jo: peppery, loving the outdoors, willing to experiment with almost any new idea or device, casual in dress, a bit too profane for the tastes of some Phoenix matriarchs, so honest and direct that she sometimes strained the bounds of diplomacy.19

When people write and reminisce about Jo Goldwater (“Mun” or “Mungie” to her children, “Jo-Jo” to her grandchildren), adjectives pop like Chinese firecrackers. She was “a spunky individualist” who refused to “conform to the stuffy moral code of her day.”20 Thin as the proverbial rail, she smoked and swore and wore trousers and liked her drinks. She was a registered nurse (trained in Cook County, Illinois) who moved to Arizona at the turn of the century because she had tuberculosis, a fatal disease in those days, but she lived to see her oldest son run for the presidency in 1964. She took her patriotism seriously, inspired by her father, Robert Williams, a direct descendant of the founder of Rhode Island. Tiny and frail-looking, Jo was tough as rawhide.

She was a crack shot, a champion golfer, and loved to go camping with her three children. Each summer, Phoenix’s upper class escaped the city’s searing heat by vacationing in cottages along the beaches of southern California. Most made the trip by train, but Jo and her three kids traveled in an open touring car filled with tents, sleeping bags, and camping gear. When the sun began to set, they pulled off the road and set up camp. “Never mind the rattlesnakes, the scorpions, or the Gila monsters—the Goldwater family was on vacation and the wild creatures would have to move over.”21

Jo Goldwater was a deep-dyed patriot who, with her children beside her, would drive three miles in the hot Phoenix sun to the Indian School to stand in “silent respect as the flag came down.” She was a woman of strong opinions and traditional American values who taught her children “what was right and what was wrong and I told them I’d rather they’d steal than tell a lie.”22 As her younger son Bob put it, lying “was the ultimate sin.”23 That lesson stuck. Barry Goldwater could never forgive anyone, particularly a president, who lied.
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On January 1, 1909, two years to the day after Baron and Jo were married and three years before the Arizona territory became the forty-eighth state, Barry Morris Goldwater was born in his mother’s bedroom on the second floor of their home at 710 North Center Street (now Central Avenue). A Phoenix newspaperman wrote, in the ornate language of the time, that the baby boy “promises to add luster to a family name already distinguished in the annals of Arizona.”24 Two other children soon followed: Robert Williams in July 1910 and Carolyn in August 1912.

The Phoenix of 1909 was a typical Southwestern town, leisurely, comfortable, content with life and itself, but still close in time and place to the old frontier. In February, Geronimo had died in an Oklahoma military prison. The paving of city streets and sidewalks began the following year. It was a new town (its first house was built only forty years earlier), but its location in the Salt River Valley and the arrival of the Southern Pacific Railway in 1887 made it a potential center of commerce in the Southwest. That potential was realized in 1911 when the Theodore Roosevelt Dam was dedicated. The state’s golden era in farming had begun.25

The son of the city’s number one entrepreneur and the heir of a prominent Arizona family, Barry Goldwater was a young man with the freedom and means to do almost anything he wanted, and he did precisely that, setting a pattern for the rest of his life. He was daring, athletic, handsome, curious about anything mechanical, but indifferent to books. “I don’t think he ever read a book growing up,” said his sister Carolyn, “and I don’t think he ever missed an issue of Popular Mechanics.”26 He was a leader of the Center Street Gang, played football, basketball, baseball, and boxed.

He was a very good boxer, but not so good as he thought. One day, watching Kid Parker, a professional boxer, work out in a downtown gym, Barry cockily agreed to step into the ring and landed a hard punch that rocked the professional. Parker unleashed a string of jabs and punches that had the young man groggy at the end of their one-sided one-round contest. “Sonny,” said Parker, “don’t ever do that again.” But he did. Goldwater never backed away from a tough fight.27

He was a more successful swimmer, becoming captain of the swimming teams of his military school and the University of Arizona. And he was a good golfer. Years later he won the Phoenix Open Pro-Am tournament with golfing legend Sam Snead. But even then he went his own way: he showed up for the match dressed in faded blue jeans, a stained sweatshirt, and dirty sneakers. Snead was appalled until Goldwater began firing pars and then a birdie on a handicap hole for an eagle.28

Barry’s independence was encouraged by his indulgent parents. He had the first radio crystal set on his block, the first and most expensive model train set, and, naturally, the largest wardrobe. At twelve, he received the first factory-made radio set sold in Arizona. He built his own transmitter, operating his amateur radio station, 6BP1, from the garage loft. He became so fond of Dixieland music that he taught himself to play the trombone, although he was never a threat to Tommy Dorsey.29

Baron was indifferent to religion, but Jo was a devout Episcopalian and insisted that all the children attend Sunday school and church at Trinity Cathedral. Barry served as both altar boy and acolyte, although theology was not his strong suit. Asked at Sunday school what monogram he wanted on his sweater, he replied that he wanted a “P”—for “Piscopal.” The only dances the Goldwater children were allowed to attend were held in the parish hall on Friday night.

Dean William Scarlett, future bishop of Missouri, was a favorite of Barry, Bob, and Carolyn, who liked his open, friendly manner. Scarlett, Goldwater declared, was never “sanctimonious,” a deadly sin in the senator’s book, and helped to make “God a part of our everyday life when we were kids.”30 God was an essential part of Goldwater’s life, although he never felt he had to worship Him in church when He could be found everywhere.

Barry was not a model of deportment at any age. He once fired a miniature cannon at the steeple of the Methodist church. On another occasion, he installed a microphone and loudspeaker in the Goldwater bathroom and delighted in embarrassing female visitors by asking them as they went about their business: “Hi, there, honey. What’s new?” He used his photographic skill to capture friends in compromising poses at parties. He was Tom Sawyer, Huck Finn, and Peck’s Bad Boy all in one.31

In the fall of 1923, when he entered Phoenix Union High School, Barry was pampered, self-centered, and charismatic. He was elected president of his freshman class. He made both the basketball and football teams, but flunked two courses and wound up with two academic credits out of a possible total of sixteen. The school principal suggested that the young man might benefit from a change in school, and Baron selected a military school 3,000 miles away—the celebrated Staunton Military Academy in Virginia. Mun protested, but Baron insisted that Barry needed a different kind of lesson—discipline.

Barry did not take readily to military discipline: he was late for formation, his rifle was dirty, he was not present at bed check. “There were times,” remembered Major Alexander M. (Sandy) Patch, his head military instructor, “when we thought we would never get him through the school.”32 But Goldwaters didn’t quit. Barry repeated his freshman year and was elected president of his class. He was captain of the swimming team, which won the Virginia state championship in 1927, and was promoted to commander of Company C. In his senior year, he won the school’s Kable Medal, awarded to the best all-around cadet, although his marks were only average.33 He was encouraged to apply to West Point, but his father wasn’t well and his mother wanted him home in Phoenix.

Many years later, Goldwater mused: “I should have gone to the Point.”34 As his later service suggested, he almost certainly would have had a distinguished military career.

In the fall of 1928, Goldwater enrolled as a freshman at the University of Arizona in Tucson, arriving on campus in a Chrysler roadster with a trunk full of expensive clothes. He planned to major in business administration and, as he put it, “to have a good time.” Once again, he was elected president of his freshman class. He made the football and basketball teams and pledged Sigma Chi fraternity but, or so the story goes, he had trouble because of his Jewish background. Barry is said to have told the fraternity brothers: “I’m half Jewish and half Irish, boys. Why not pledge the Irish half and everybody can be happy.” Then there was the time he tried to play golf at a private eighteen-hole course and was turned down because of his name. “I’m only half-Jewish,” Goldwater said, “so I promise I’ll just play nine holes.”35 Actually, his brother Bob made up the story about himself and told it at a golf banquet, but Barry liked it so much he appropriated it.

At the university, Barry found it difficult “to give my attention to a subject which didn’t particularly appeal to me.” It didn’t seem to matter that much in a world where Herbert Hoover had just been elected, the Twenties were still roaring, and he didn’t need a Phi Beta Kappa key to run the family store. Still, he proved he had flair. In a display of fundraising talent that flowered later in the U.S. Senate, he coaxed $5 from each student—a month’s spending money—to build a sports stadium.36

Life was sweet and lovely for the 6-foot, 180-pound athlete and budding campus leader. But the following spring, his father suddenly died of a heart attack and, after the funeral, he and his brother decided that Bob should continue at the University of Illinois (and later Stanford University) and Barry should leave college and prepare to take his place at the family store.

Goldwater claimed that dropping out of college “was the biggest mistake of my life. . . .”37 His ensuing feelings of intellectual inferiority led him to remark to a reporter the summer before he announced his candidacy for the Republican presidential nomination, “You know, I haven’t got a really first-class brain.”38 Although he made up for his lack of formal education by reading voraciously in later years, he held intellectuals in awe throughout his life.

While Barry was preparing to run the family business, Goldwaters was in the capable hands of Sam Wilson, who had been with the store since 1909 and was “far more qualified to steer the store through the difficult days of the Depression than ex-college freshman Barry.”39

Wilson started the young Goldwater at the bottom, as a clerk in piece goods at $15 a week. Barry was a natural salesman. “He could sell anything,” recalled his brother Bob, who handled the business side. “He still can.”40 As he made his way up, he sparked such innovations as an electric eye door and Little Pedro, the store’s advertising symbol. And he had plenty of time left over for practical jokes. One day, he stuck a live mouse in one of the tubes that went whooshing through the pneumatic system. When it arrived at the station of the chief cashier, Clara Mains, she took the temporarily stunned mouse for a toy, which suddenly came alive. Wriggling mouse in hand, Mains chased Goldwater through the store, shouting, “I’m going to get you for this, Barry!”41

Although the young merchant prince usually got what he wanted, Margaret (Peggy) Johnson of Muncie, Indiana, was quite another matter. Barry first met Miss Johnson, brown-haired, blue-eyed, and petite, in December 1930 when she was shopping in Goldwaters. She and her family (her father, Ray Prescott Johnson, was executive vice president of the Borg-Warner Company) were wintering in Phoenix, hoping the climate would help Peggy’s older brother who had bronchitis.

Peggy thought Barry “extremely handsome” while Barry found her “quite attractive but reserved.” But she was only twenty and went back to Mt. Vernon Seminary in Washington, D.C., where she was studying art and design. After graduation, Peggy went to New York City and worked for the highly regarded David Crystal organization. She soon received the plum job of clothes designer, quite an honor for a young and relatively inexperienced woman. In her social moments, she dated several eligible young men, including G. Mennen Williams, later a liberal governor of Michigan and assistant secretary of state for African affairs in the Kennedy and Johnson administrations.

But in the fall of 1932, her father suffered a stroke while in Phoenix, and she was back in Arizona, liking it less than ever. She saw Barry several times at the country club and store, but they did not date as she was focusing all her attention on her father. After her father died, Peggy spent the summer in the Johnson place in Charlevoix, Michigan, where Barry Goldwater found her and came calling. He had planned to stay one weekend but remained for two weeks. He proposed to Peggy the night he left, but “I wasn’t ready for marriage,” she recalled, and “told him so.”42 Undaunted, Barry stepped up his courtship by letter, telephone, and in person, sending her gifts that displayed the creative Goldwater touch—a caged lovebird delivered by hand at an airport, a box of apples on a train full of doctors.

In December 1933, Barry arrived in Muncie to spend Christmas with the elusive Miss Johnson. Just before midnight on New Year’s Eve, he suggested they call her mother and wish her a happy New Year. They found a telephone booth off the hotel ballroom and, in the midst of the call, Barry closed the door and again proposed, warning her that he was running out of patience and money. “There wasn’t any escape,” remembered Peggy. “I said yes.”

Impetuous as always, Barry wanted an early wedding, but Peggy had promised to go with her mother on a cruise around the world and wouldn’t budge. The young man took no chances. While she was on her four-and-a-half-month trip he arranged to have a packet of love letters and gifts waiting for her at every port. Finally back in a New York hotel room, she was given a small box with her engagement ring—the wedding ring of Barry’s grandmother. Sarah had worn it in 1854 on her trip from London across the Isthmus of Panama to San Francisco, where Big Mike and a new life in a new world awaited her.43

Barry and Peggy were married in Grace Episcopal Church in Muncie on September 22, 1934. Peggy, who wanted to share every aspect of Barry’s life, took instructions from Dean Scarlett and was confirmed in the Episcopal Church shortly before they were married. They would have four children over the next decade: Joanne, in January 1936; Barry, Jr., in July 1938; Michael, in March 1940; and Margaret (“Little Peggy”), in July 1944.

The 1930s were happy years for the young couple. Whatever Barry loved, Peggy grew to love as well. They went exploring, hunting, fishing, and searching for Indian ruins. She washed photographic prints in his darkroom, cooked over a campfire, and slept on the ground in a bedroll. The one thing she never completely accepted or shared was his life in politics. She worried that the demands of politics, of being in Washington, D.C., or on the road would change him and affect their children. In 1962, when rumors about her husband running for president were mounting, she told Stephen Shadegg, “Not long ago I read . . . that President Kennedy doesn’t joke any more, doesn’t have time for laughter, doesn’t have time for his friends, and it frightens me to think this might happen to Barry. It’s bad enough now.” But then she quoted her husband, “‘We have to pay rent for the space we occupy,’” and she said, “I guess he’s right,” adding ruefully, “Barry won’t let the rent go unpaid.”44
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There was also one nonpolitical passion of Barry’s that Peggy did not share—flying. “He was a rare natural,” commented Ruth Reinhold, one of his early flying instructors who later piloted Goldwater all over the Southwest on campaign trips. “He did everything right almost from the beginning—by instinct. If anyone was born to fly, it was Barry Goldwater.”45 He soloed in 1929 in a Great Lakes biplane, the beginning of a lifelong affair with planes of all kinds and speeds. Part of the fascination was in the mechanics, measuring and balancing airspeed, lift, and pressure altitude. Part of it lay in the exhilaration of flying at night when the stars and the sky seem infinite and freedom is on the wing. For Barry Goldwater, all history is the record of man’s quest for freedom, and flying an airplane was “the ultimate extension of individual freedom.”46

In the 1920s, Barry tried to enlist as an aviation cadet but failed the vision test. In 1930, at age twenty-one, he was commissioned a second lieutenant in the Army Reserve and simultaneously received a commercial pilot’s license. During the 1930s, he accumulated over four hundred flying hours. Most of his flying was limited to the valley or the state, what he called “pooping around,” but he found time to fly supplies to snowbound Navajos during the winter. While he was running Goldwaters with his brother Bob and raising a family with Peggy, he “never gave up hope of wearing . . . wings” in the armed forces. As he put it, “the store work meant only eating—flying with the corps would be living.”47

During this time Goldwater discovered history. In the mid-1930s, he began buying dozens of books, poring over old newspapers, and talking with his uncle Morris about life on the frontier. His transformation into a serious student of Arizona history and culture began when, as a store clerk, he discovered a pile of old ledgers from the Prescott store, dating back to its founding in 1876. The young man persuaded his uncle, still lively in his eighties, to make a nostalgic trip to Ehrenberg, now a ghost town. They found the old Goldwaters store, its adobe walls crumbling, its wooden doors rotting. “Well,” remarked the young merchant, looking at the tiny room, barely as big as a modern kitchen, “the Goldwaters started small enough!”48

Barry began visiting Emery Kolb, who had taken his first trip down the treacherous Colorado River in 1911. Inspired, he began taking boat trips himself down the Colorado. Finally, in July 1940, he and eight others (including three women) set off down the Green River in Wyoming for a six-week, 1,463-mile ride to Boulder Dam. Barry kept a diary of the trip that he privately published; it revealed a great deal about the man who, a quarter of a century later, would run for president.

The temperature never dropped below 100 degrees during the day, with mayflies so thick that ears and mouths and eyes were filled with them. But Goldwater’s affinity for nature shone through the pages as he described the rapids and rocks, the canyon and rivers, and sketched the history of the regions they passed through. He respected the rapids, but “if one forgets the[ir] roar . . . and their awesomeness . . . they present nothing but a physical problem that can be easily overcome.”49

As with most of his experiences, he personalized the journey: “This Sabbath will be our last on the river, and while I will not use such a holy day for a prayer that such a trip be repeated, still I will thank the Lord for the friends I have had the honor to travel with these six weeks past.” He was far more thankful to see Peggy and his “beloved” daughter Joanne waiting for him: “Nothing in God’s world gives one such an appreciation of home and family as does a prolonged absence.”

Yet this was only one of many adventures that would take this restless man from home and family over the next five decades. The last line in the journal was quintessential Goldwater, proud and patriotic: “I said goodbye to the Colorado . . . glad I had seen its wonders in the AMERICAN WAY.”50
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Another old Arizonan, John Rinker Kibby, took Barry when he was only seven on his first trip to an Indian reservation. They visited the thousand-year-old Hopi village of Oraibi. Over the years, Barry visited most of the state’s tribes, especially the Navajos and the Hopis, eating with the chiefs, talking with the squaws, playing with the children around the hogans. He became a silent partner in a trading post at the base of Navajo Mountain, located in the Navajo reservation in the northwest corner of Arizona. The post sold canned goods, shoes, clothing, hats, gasoline, tires, and tubes, much as his grandfather and uncle had done in La Paz and Erhenberg in the Arizona territory fifty years before. In the early 1930s, he purchased a half interest in Rainbow Lodge, which could accommodate five hundred guests and offered mule-back tours to the spectacular Rainbow Bridge and Indian cliff ruins. He also built a 2,000-foot runway strip so that he could fly in and out at will.

A Navajo medicine man once warned Goldwater not to fly his airplane around Navajo Mountain, a sacred place for the tribe. Goldwater shrugged off the warning until one day, in 1946, his small plane stalled in flight and hit the side of the mountain. He escaped uninjured but the plane was demolished. As he sat on a rock looking at the wreckage and thanking God that he was alive, several Navajo medicine men appeared. Without a word, they collected pieces of the tinted windshield and placed them in their charm bags. The elder then turned to the bruised pilot and said, “You may now fly the mountain in peace. The gods have proven their medicine stronger than the white man’s medicine.”51

Over time, what began as a “simple interest and historical hobby became an inner conviction and commitment.” Later, as a political leader, he would always be an advocate for Indian causes. As Goldwater put it, “from my first campout in Indian country, the red man always seemed as much—if not more—a part of Arizona and America as any white or black person. . . . They’ll always be my brothers and sisters.”52
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After proving that he could sell with the best of Arizona, Goldwater spent a year at the store’s buying office in New York City learning the art of merchandising. He also learned about the East’s disdain for the West. “They wouldn’t take a check on a bank outside the city,” he recalled angrily. “They didn’t think Arizona had banks. That’s when I first said, ‘Let’s cut off the whole Eastern Seaboard and turn it loose in the ocean.’”53

On his return, with a renewed sense of pride in the West, he strove to shape the taste of Phoenix women. One of his ideas came from his collection of Western branding irons, another of his hobbies. In short order, Goldwaters was offering women’s blouses, men’s sports shirts, and window draperies with branding iron designs. Sales were so good that in the 1930s he placed a series of advertisements in the New Yorker—the first national advertising ever done by an Arizona department store—and was soon filling orders around the country and outside it as well. He brimmed over with ideas: a brand of cologne named “Gold Water,” and “antsy pants”—men’s shorts, covered with a design of red ants, which became a national fad.

But the curve was not always up. Because of the Depression, sales dipped alarmingly low. Goldwater worked day and night, grew short-tempered, and slept fitfully. Finally in 1936, pressured beyond endurance, he had what biographers Rob Wood and Dean Smith called a “mild nervous breakdown.” After a long rest, he returned to work, only to have another breakdown, again mild, two years later after being named president of Goldwaters. “His nerves broke completely,” Peggy Goldwater was quoted as saying about the second incident in Good Housekeeping magazine in 1964. “He couldn’t sleep nights.” She later said that her choice of words was wrong, that her husband had suffered from simple exhaustion. Goldwater was typically candid when asked about the episodes in a 1959 interview: “I just blew my stack” after five straight days and nights of work.54 His physician warned him that he must learn to relax, or else.55 The young executive took the warning seriously—he found that several bourbons in the late afternoon did wonders for his peace of mind and body—and never again had any serious trouble with his nerves.

When Sam Wilson finally retired in 1937, Goldwater was named president of Goldwaters, at twenty-eight, one of the youngest chief executive officers in the nation. He was proud that throughout the Great Depression, no employee was ever let go although everyone, including the two Goldwaters at the top, took cuts in pay.

Goldwaters was a good place to work. The store paid hospital and life insurance for its workers, and during the war years, Barry began putting aside 25 percent of the store’s profits each year for a workers’ pension plan. In 1942, with the advent of World War II and rationing, Goldwater bought a twenty-five-acre farm on the outskirts of Phoenix, built a clubhouse, swimming pool, and walkin refrigerator, and put cattle out to graze—a place where workers could go for vacations.56

Barry Goldwater and the employees were friends, members of an extended family. When Mrs. Mains (the victim of many of his practical jokes like the live mouse in the pneumatic tube) was injured in an automobile accident, Goldwater made arrangements for her care. When an office manager with no relatives was in a hospital waiting to die, Goldwater visited her faithfully and arranged for her funeral. In 1940, he reassured a longtime employee who had to retire early because of illness that she would continue to receive a monthly check of “$50.00 until such time as you are eligible for Social Security benefits.”57 One December, he noticed a little, poorly clad boy looking longingly at the wonders in the toy section and asked him what he wanted most for Christmas. “If only I could have a red wagon like that one there,” the youngster pointed, “I couldn’t ask for anything more.” The red wagon was under the boy’s stocking on Christmas morning.58

Goldwater could be tough with presidents, prime ministers, and majority leaders, but not with ordinary people whom he knew and considered his friends. His secretary at the store, Kay Lindner, could never keep him on schedule. “He would set up an important conference in his office,” she recalled, “and make me promise not to let a soul in the door until it was over. Then a hungry Indian, or a bunch of kids looking for a baseball team sponsor would ask to see him. Before I could say ‘no,’ Barry would usually hear them and yell out, ‘I’ll see them.’ He just couldn’t seem to refuse.”59

The remarkable loyalty this sparked taught Goldwater a lesson he carried with him into politics: “Loyalty is an endless circle.” But then again, if loyalty takes precedence over matters like competence and wisdom it can create problems, as it did in his presidential campaign, when only loyal friends wound up making many of the important political decisions.

Goldwater liked to say that he led two lives—the “straight life” as son and student, husband and father, businessman and (later) politician, and the “sweet life” as athlete, ham radio operator, pilot, car buff, photographer, gadgeteer, and all-around tinkerer. He was a quintessential American in his abiding curiosity about tomorrow, but different in his deep respect for yesteryear, for the history of Arizona and America. He learned about the West from his family and their early struggle against desert, snakes, hostile Apache Indians, and the searing sun as they sought a foothold in the territory of Arizona. And like them he was grateful. Whatever it took, he would always pay the rent.
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Early on, before World War II broke out in 1939, Goldwater recognized the threat of Nazi Germany. He read Hitler’s Mein Kampf and was appalled by its rabid antisemitism. He hoped that Charles Lindbergh’s warnings about the real purpose of the technological superiority of the new German aircraft “would awaken our nation to its peril.” Instead, the press characterized Lindbergh as a Nazi sympathizer. Goldwater would be the butt of similar ad hominem attacks by the media in 1964 when he tried to tell the truth about Vietnam. As war drew closer in the late 1930s, Goldwater wondered why the West had failed to maintain its military strength after World War I. “Perhaps,” he later wrote, “my commitment through the years to maintaining weapons systems superior to any potential enemy is only the natural outcome of my frustrations and disappointments in this period just prior to World War II.”60 He was convinced that if the United States and other Western nations had remained militarily strong in the 1920s and 1930s and had been prepared to use their strength, Hitler would have backed off.

In July 1941, as chairman of the Armed Service Committee of the Phoenix Chamber of Commerce, a determined Goldwater called on the commander of Luke Air Force Base. He told Lt. Colonel Ennis C. Whitehead that he was a reserve first lieutenant in the infantry and knew something about how to get things done in Arizona. Despite his bad eyesight and age, thirty-two, Goldwater was signed onto a one-year tour of active duty. Lieutenant Goldwater was not sent into the wide blue yonder, but became an airplane gunnery instructor.

While at the base in Yuma, Goldwater, along with Captain Walter Clark and Group Captain Teddy Donaldson of the Royal Air Force, developed a new firing technique called the curve of pursuit. It was based on the theory that all bullets fired at an enemy aircraft, starting at 90 degrees and following through to zero, will hit the target. Before this discovery, only 10 percent of the Yuma cadets were graduated as proficient in aerial gunnery; afterward 94 percent were qualified. The technique was picked up by the training command and is still used in the military.61

When the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941, Goldwater had about two hundred hours of unofficial flying time in the AT-6 trainer. At last, Goldwater was given a slot in the Air Transport Command. He was a member of the Over-the-Hill Gang, which delivered aircraft and supplies to every American theater of the war. Promoted to captain, he became operations officer of the 27th Ferry Squadron at New Castle Army Base, Delaware, and was chief pilot of two operations—one from the East Coast to the Azores, across North Africa to Karachi, then the capital of Pakistan; the other from Miami to Brazil, on to Lagos, Nigeria, and across central Africa to Karachi. For months, he was stationed in the China-Burma-India Theater, ferrying aircraft over the Himalaya Mountains in some of the most treacherous weather and terrain in the world.

As always, there were lighter moments. One night in Calcutta, he was drinking with a friend, Major Hap Carswell, when a radiogram arrived with instructions to “return by first available aircraft” to the United States. Elated at what he knew was the long-awaited order to join a B-29 bomber command, he sobered up, called in a crew, and took off on a three-day, 13,000-mile flight to New York—where he learned that the radiogram had been intended for his friend, Major Carswell. He was told to return immediately to India. His 26,000-mile round trip may have been, as Wood and Smith suggest, the longest unnecessary trip of the war.62
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Goldwater was a very good pilot, which is why he was selected as one of ten pilots to ferry the first and only group of single-engine P-47 Thunderbolts across the North Atlantic to American units in Britain in August 1943. During their 3,750-mile flight, they touched down in Newfoundland, Greenland, and Iceland before landing in northern Scotland. Goldwater never forgot the briefing they received before taking off. The officer explained how to use the life raft if they went down, about their warm clothing, and the protection the accompanying aircraft (two B-24s) would provide. Then he said, “Well, fellas, if you have to bail out or if you have to put her down in the ocean, don’t worry too much. You’ll have about twenty minutes to live, and there’s no way we can rescue you.”63

Goldwater kept a thirty-six-page diary of the flight, describing the billowing clouds and the rich blue sea and mountains “flecked with white snow.” The fjords of Greenland were covered with large and small ice floes that had broken loose from the glacier; against the rocky coast they “looked like salt on a dark cloth.” And of course, he named his plane after his sweetheart: “I am naming her Peggy G. after you know who. She has led me thru the best part of my life, so I figured I may as well follow her namesake across the Atlantic. . . . She is the sweetest, smoothest-running airplane ever made, and she and I will get along as famously as her namesake.”64

The diary recorded his careful attention to detail, his intimate knowledge of every part of his plane, his calm acceptance of the dangerous nature of the mission: “I said the Lord’s Prayer and asked Him to do right by all of us, then touched my Flying Saint Christopher Peggy gave me.” Returning home in a C-87, he summed up his historic experience in the P-47: “It was the first time in history that a single engine army plane had been flown across the ocean and while my pride in being part of the flight is great I think my pride in a country that can make engines and planes that will stand such a trip is greater.”65


CHAPTER TWO

IN THE RING

Before World War II, Phoenix was an agricultural community of about 65,000 citizens who praised the mild winters and endured the sizzling summers during which the normal temperature ranged between 105 and 115 degrees. The Chamber of Commerce published brochures filled with pictures of grizzled prospectors and desert “rats” with long beards and wide-brimmed hats.

But after V-J Day, thousands of ex-servicemen who had been stationed in Arizona returned to Phoenix to make it their home, nearly doubling the city’s population to 107,000 by 1950. Manufacturing began to challenge farming as the primary source of income. The little desert town was rapidly becoming a minimetropolis, and whose family had more experience at helping to run a boom town than Barry Goldwater’s?

Although a nonpartisan city council had governed Phoenix well enough in the past, it was clearly not up to the many demands of an expanding modern city. The five council members who managed the city’s affairs elected one of their own as mayor. The mayor, with the approval of two council members, could hire or fire anyone, from city manager to bus driver. Not surprisingly, political coalitions came and went, and in the thirty-five years prior to 1950, the city changed managers thirty-one times. Prostitution and gambling flourished, flouting city ordinances and state laws. When one city manager demanded that the city council take action against the brothels, he and the police chief were fired.

Prostitution was only one of the serious problems. None of Phoenix’s basic services—police, fire, sanitation—was working well. There were continuous deficits. The city clearly needed to reform its old-style, small-town government.

At last, in early 1947, Mayor Ray Busey, a Democrat, appointed a citizens’ committee to revise the city charter. Among the forty citizens he named was businessman Barry Goldwater, who was anything but a political novice. As a small boy, the most important people in the city had dropped by his father’s home for a drink. His uncle Morris would often visit, bringing along his friends, many of them politicians. One frequent visitor was Ned Creighton, the Republican leader of Phoenix; another was George Wiley Paul Hunt, six-term governor of Arizona between 1913 and 1928. Robert Creighton, Ned’s son and a boyhood friend, remembered that, young as he was, Barry would jump into the discussions. “He would never call them ‘sir’ or ‘mister.’ He always used their first names, to the horror of his brother and sister. He would debate with them and never hesitate to ask questions. . . .”1

In his teens, Barry often chauffeured Uncle Morris and his Republican opponent as they debated the future of Prescott. They would attack each other on the platform as though “they were mortal enemies” and then pile into the car with their arms around each other and share “a bottle of [illegal] hootch”—it being in the midst of Prohibition.2 Barry carried the trait—fight hard but don’t bear a grudge—to the Senate where even those who strongly disagreed with him admitted they liked him.

Inspired by his uncle, Goldwater began to read authors he had neglected, including Edmund Burke; Thomas Jefferson, a favorite of his uncle; and James Madison, “author of the Constitution,” his political bible in the Senate. And he discovered that he didn’t like what President Franklin D. Roosevelt was doing. When he was invited by the Phoenix Evening Gazette in June 1938 to write a guest editorial, he was ready. “A Fireside Chat with Mr. Roosevelt” is Barry Goldwater’s first recorded political statement—a revealing preview of the major themes that concerned him through his long public career.

Goldwater began by recalling that Roosevelt, when first running for president, had called for “economy in government and a reduction in taxes,” but that in his first five years in office he “spent more than this government of ours spent in its entire history before 1932.” Taxes, moreover, had increased “over 250 percent and I fear greatly that I ain’t seen nothin’ yet.” Roosevelt had promised to better the conditions of the working man, and while hours had been shortened and therefore wages raised, the working man was “making about the same, or a little less, than he did before.” As for the unemployed, despite all the promises, millions of men were still out of work. He criticized Roosevelt for “jumping down” the throats of everyone in business and dismissed his talk of “priming the [economic] pump,” asking, “Isn’t that money really going to prime a few votes?”

His conclusion was pretty good political rhetoric for a twenty-nine-year-old who had never held public office:

          I would like to know just where you are leading us. Are you going further into the morass that you have led us into, or are you going to go back to the good old American way of doing things where business is trusted, where labor earns more, where we take care of our unemployed, and where a man is elected to public office because he is a good man for the job and not because he commands your good will and a few dollars of the taxpayers’ money? I like the old-fashioned way of being an American a lot better than the way we are headed for now.3

Here are all of the themes, except for anticommunism, that Goldwater would tirelessly promote as senator and presidential candidate: a belief in free enterprise and limited government, a strong dislike for taxes and organized labor, the need for public service in place of professional politics, a commitment to tradition and the permanent things. Although he did not use the word—it wasn’t around in those days and would not be for another twenty years—he was a conservative.

A few weeks after Goldwater was mustered out of the Air Corps in November 1945, Governor Sidney Osborn, a Democrat, asked him to organize the Arizona Air National Guard. One of his first recommendations, soon approved, was that the unit be desegregated. Goldwater’s integration of the Air National Guard took place more than two years before President Truman, by executive order, integrated the U.S. armed forces in the summer of 1948.

An impressed Governor Osborn asked Goldwater to take on a bigger job: serving on the Arizona Colorado River Commission, whose goal was to secure U.S. congressional funding for the Central Arizona Project, which would divert the Colorado River to central Arizonans. At stake was the most precious resource in the parched lands of the Far West, water. Goldwater, the master salesman, was delighted to take on the challenge.

But California effectively stonewalled the diversion until June 1962, when the Supreme Court decided in favor of Arizona. (Asked in later years how he, a conservative, could actively seek federal funds for a state project, Goldwater replied that he had never opposed federal reclamation projects and had in fact hailed President Theodore Roosevelt’s reclamation acts as “invaluable steps in the march of progress.”)4

While on the Colorado River Commission, Goldwater worked with someone who would play a major political role in his life, Stephen Shadegg. A fluent writer, Shadegg was the most successful campaign manager in the state. He was a new kind of political professional, one who applied the methods of demographics, advertising, and the mass media to politics, anticipating the political strategists of the 1980s and 1990s (men like Roger Ailes, Lee Atwater, and James Carville).

Shadegg had handled the campaign for every winning candidate for sheriff of Maricopa County (which included the city of Phoenix) since 1936 and would manage U.S. Senator Carl Hayden’s successful reelection effort in 1950. He was a registered Democrat but like most Arizona Democrats a strong conservative who believed in limited government and free enterprise, the freer the better. Goldwater and Shadegg, both conservative, strong-willed, and direct, hit it off immediately.

Barry Goldwater became more and more involved in the nonpartisan politics of the community. He urged the Phoenix Chamber of Commerce not to approve dog racing, warning that if the city did not take a firm stand against “evils” like racing and crooked politics, it could become another Las Vegas.5 On another front, organized labor had been trying to expand its influence in Phoenix for years and there were occasional incidents of violence. But unionism, particularly compulsory unionism, had little appeal in Arizona. In the fall of 1946, the Arizona legislature passed a right-to-work law, and the following spring Goldwater was asked to head the retailers’ part of the campaign to implement the legislation.

He bought space in the Phoenix Gazette to announce that Goldwaters would be closed on July 4th so that its employees “can appreciate more how darned lucky we are being American.” Mayor Busey liked the ad so much (“The 4th is a good day to look out over the mountains, the city, or your home and say to yourself, ‘Am I doing my best to be the kind of American that made America?’”) that he recited it over local radio.6

In 1948, Goldwater became general chairman of the Community Chest Campaign and threw himself into it with his usual energy. The campaign raised $317,313, a record sum. Goldwater was unconsciously gaining invaluable experience in the key elements of a political campaign—money, organization, campaigning, issues, and the media.

The previous year, Mayor Busey had appointed forty Phoenix leaders, including Barry Goldwater, to study possible revision of the thirty-four-year-old city charter. The committee recommended a special election to approve a new charter with the following changes: expand the five-member council to seven; authorize the council to make policy and the city manager to implement it; and choose the manager “solely on the basis of his executive and administrative qualifications” and remove him only for cause.

The intent of the changes was clear: insulate the city manager from local politics and pressures and make the city’s department heads responsible to him, not the council. Phoenix’s old guard fiercely resisted the reforms. The Phoenix Gazette, which would play a crucial role in Goldwater’s political career, strongly supported the changes and published a pro-charter editorial four days before the public referendum. In those pretelevision days, newspapers, especially in small cities like Phoenix, made a difference in politics.7

The referendum passed. The new revised charter became law, but the vice and corruption continued. The new mayor, Nicholas Udall, brother of Morris Udall, later a Democratic congressman from Arizona and presidential candidate, tried to implement the changes, but the new enlarged council preferred the old political system. Goldwater later remarked ruefully, “We had been naive. We had thought it necessary only to reform the charter; in truth, no written document is of much value unless the people elected to power are faithful to that document.”8

The eye-opening lesson remained with him all his life. He saw the same syndrome in national politics where executive orders, congressional actions, and Supreme Court decisions radically altered the intention of the Founding Fathers as set forth in the Constitution about the kind of government America should have.

Angered by the stonewalling of the city council, more than one hundred prominent citizens, including Goldwater, formed the Charter Government Committee and determined to elect a city council that would honor the new city charter. To make sure, the committee decided to run its own slate of candidates in 1949. At long last, citizens revolted against political manipulation, inefficiency, and rising costs, and appointed a nominating committee, including Goldwater, to choose the seven candidates for the city council. Pleading political inexperience and his responsibility to the family business, Goldwater declined to run. Seven candidates were chosen, but two days before the filing deadline, two suddenly withdrew. One new candidate was selected, but the other slot remained open. Barry Goldwater, the obvious choice, had already said no. Harry Rosenzweig, his oldest and closest friend and one of the candidates, said, “I’ll get him,” and invited Goldwater over for dinner. He placed a bottle of his friend’s favorite bourbon on the table, and they talked and reminisced late into the evening. At last, Goldwater said, “All right, Harry, what the hell do you want?”

“The boys want you to run for city council.”

“What the hell, I’ll do it.”9

Goldwater later admitted that his fast draw was deceptive. He had been thinking for months about whether to get into politics, nonpartisan politics. He recalled his Uncle Morris’s belief that prosperous citizens were morally obliged to repay, by whatever means, the communities that had helped make possible their success. By this time public questions rather than business questions occupied his mind. Although he had no intentions of devoting his life to politics and had no exaggerated idea of his competence to serve on the council, he was angry at the people who had betrayed the people’s trust. He liked to quote Edmund Burke: “All that is necessary for evil to triumph is for good men to do nothing.”

Goldwater’s somewhat vague plan, if he won, was to serve two years, perhaps four, and then return to the store. Partisan politics seemed a very unlikely profession. After all, he was a registered Republican, and Democrats outnumbered Republicans in Arizona by about five to one. Since statehood in 1912, only two Republicans had been elected governor and only one had been sent to the U.S. Congress. The Democratic winner in the primaries in September was the de facto winner in the general elections in November.

Given these political odds and the fact that his Uncle Morris had been a Democratic leader most of his life and his father a registered Democrat, why was he a Republican? It was not, as he insisted in his 1979 memoirs, because his mother was a staunch Republican nor was it that his brother Bob was a Democrat and he a Republican for business reasons. Rather, he was a Republican because the Democratic party “had ruled Arizona with an arrogance that offended me. My decision to register as a Republican [in 1928] was an act of defiance.”10 Barry Goldwater always liked to enlist on the side of the underdog. His Republicanism was reinforced by 1930s Rooseveltian programs like the National Recovery Act, “which gave the federal government the power to impose its will on private business.” His resentment of the New Deal, he admitted, was “an instinctive rather than a reasoned reaction.”11

The new candidate tapped out a letter to his brother Bob and Bill Saufley about his decision to seek public office, a letter rightly described as “classic” Goldwater:

          Willie and Bob:

                You both will probably think me seven kinds of a dirty bastard when you hear that I have decided to run for councilman with Harry and the rest and I dont blame you much. . . .

                However I dont think a man can live with himself when he asks others to do his dirty work for him. I couldn’t criticize the government of this city when I myself refused to help. . . .

                I dont know if we can win but if we do then I know Phoenix will have two years of damned good government that I hope will set a pattern for the coming years and the coming generations.

                There has always been one and sometimes two Goldwaters damned fools enough to get into politics and they always did it with service in their minds which is the way I approach this thing. . . .

                The city needs help more than any of our governments . . . maybe we can give it to them . . . maybe we will suffer doing it but in our mi[n]ds we will be doing what Americans should always be doing . . . helping each other.

                Dont cuss me too much . . . it aint for life, and it may be fun. . . .12

                B.

He was wrong about one thing: his decision was for life, because it was in public service, in politics, that he finally found what he had been searching for—himself.

Goldwater campaigned as he did everything, all out. He and Harry Rosenzweig rang doorbells, shook hands, and spoke at every opportunity: it seemed as though wherever two or three were gathered, there were Goldwater and Rosenzweig. As it turned out, he was a natural politician, especially for Arizona—warm, friendly, plainspoken. He was at his best, it was noted, on the Southside, with its heavy concentration of what were then called Negro and Mexican-American voters.13 His enthusiasm was infectious, and soon all his fellow candidates were campaigning hard.

Civic activist Margaret Kober remembers one hectic night when the candidates left a rally and Goldwater, despite the tight schedule, stopped to talk with some awestruck boys. “I can see him in the headlights of the car,” says Kober, “talking to those little boys about airplanes. It impressed me then that he was a big-hearted man.”14

On November 8, 1949, forty-year-old Barry Goldwater led the field of twenty-seven candidates and was elected to his first political office, receiving three times as many votes as his nearest rival. The reformers won every precinct when more than 22,000 voters, a record high, cast their ballots.

The following month, Goldwater was elected vice chairman of the new city council, which set about cleaning up the city and straightening out its finances. An audit showed that the city would wind up $400,000 in the red if it adopted the previous administration’s budget; after a series of spending cuts and economy moves, the new council announced a surplus of more than $275,000 a year later. City contracts were awarded on the basis of competitive bidding, the police department was reorganized, and vice took a beating.15

The conscience of the council was Goldwater, who raised hell, Cain, and various other things at meetings. He could not stand long-winded bores. To make his point, he bought a toy set of windup teeth and set them to clattering whenever a particularly annoying colleague opened his mouth. He was just as direct with someone who would not admit to doing wrong, like a businessman who denied he had overcharged the city for library furniture. Goldwater looked at him and said flatly, “You’re a liar.” And then there was the underdog. When city housing officials tried to oust a woman from her home to clear the land for a subsidized housing project, he exploded, “You’re using Gestapo tactics. Get the hell off this woman’s property.”16 During all these council sessions, he was as relaxed as though he were in his living room, even shedding his shoes.

But he was deadly serious when it came to spending the taxpayer’s money, including “contingency funds” that he felt ought to be returned to the people. He never hesitated to take on big business, such as criticizing the Southern Pacific railroad because it was blocking the expansion of the city limits. He stunned downtown merchants, of which he was still officially one, by stating that the city had no intention of providing public parking lots. Jack Williams, who served on the council, became mayor of Phoenix, and then governor of Arizona, recalled that before Goldwater and his charter colleagues took office, every city official received a pile of Christmas presents. “They got whiskey, cigars, hams, sides of beef, crates of oranges.” But soon “no one was sending anything in.”17 In 1950, only one year after the Goldwater council was swept into office, Phoenix won an All-America City award from Look magazine and the National Municipal League.

In February 1951, while still in his first term, Goldwater showed that he meant it when he said he believed in strictly limiting the role of government. A group of angry citizens protested against a beer and wine license being granted to a supermarket 1,200 feet from West Phoenix High School—it would contribute to the delinquency of minors. They were stunned when councilman Goldwater told them they should do a better job of teaching their children to resist temptation. Why penalize the store for the failure of the parents?

This was libertarian Goldwater speaking, the man who insisted you could not legislate morality. It was the first recorded confrontation between Goldwater and what might be called the Christian Right. Goldwater won: the liquor license was granted by a vote of four to three.18
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Badly outnumbered, Republican candidates in Arizona usually received between 30 and 40 percent of the votes in a general election, making the state one of the most Democratic in the nation outside the Solid South. Old Republicans were resigned, but new Republicans—those who had moved in since World War II—did not know they were not supposed to win.

At the spring 1950 meeting of the Republican party organization (which included Barry Goldwater), Charles Garland stood up. He represented the historic shift of political and economic power from east to west and from north to south that was taking place in America. An Arizona resident for only five years, Garland came from Illinois where he had been the Republican mayor of Des Plaines and a congressional candidate. Garland said that the party should fight hard to elect a Republican governor that fall, the first time since 1928. He also proposed that the party draft Howard Pyle, a well-known radio personality, as its gubernatorial candidate. Pyle was young, forty-three, a superb speaker, and a former war correspondent, with only one drawback: he had no political experience. But then neither did any other Republican in one-party Arizona.

Randolph M. J. Evjen, the Republican state chairman, realized that Pyle needed a campaign manager to make the run more than the usual perfunctory effort. The choice was obvious—Barry Goldwater, a well-known figure liked and respected by men and women of both parties.

Pyle was “drafted” by the Young Republicans at their annual convention, and the next day Goldwater called on Pyle. “You got your mouth open too wide, didn’t you?” he said and offered to manage Pyle’s campaign.19 The two men made a decided contrast. Pyle was slight, short, and bald. Goldwater was tall, lean, and Hollywood handsome. Pyle was careful and thoughtful, weighing all the alternatives, Goldwater was impulsive and daring, a man of action. Asked which was which, a stranger would have probably said Goldwater was the candidate and Pyle the manager.

Before the two Republicans could take off on what Goldwater had conceived as a unique aerial campaign, the Democrats jubilantly announced that State Auditor Ana Frohmiller, a popular vote-getter whom no one had dared challenge for years, would be their candidate for governor. Republican enthusiasm “wilted like a young flower in the desert sun,” and there was talk about waiting until 1952, of canceling the opening Pyle rally. The famous Goldwater temper exploded. “If you guys are going to be scared out by this woman,” he told fellow Republicans at a strategy meeting, “I’m through with you. I may even pull out of the party. Where’s your guts, anyway?”20 The rally was held.

The two men set out on a backbreaking, twenty-hour-a-day campaign that covered more than 22,000 miles in Goldwater’s red, white, and blue Beechcraft Bonanza. Pyle was a smooth and effective speaker, but Goldwater provided the common touch. Entering a bar to shake some hands, Goldwater would say, “Just put the governor’s drinks up here on the bar. If the governor doesn’t get to the drinks, I’ll personally look after ’em. No waste in this administration!” Day after day the crowds grew larger and more enthusiastic.21

Goldwater did more than manage Pyle’s campaign and counsel him on political strategy; he breathed new life and purpose into a party that had been asleep for decades. Arizona had never witnessed such a campaign. The Democrats campaigned as always, traveling by automobile and caravan, visiting the county courthouses, dispensing gifts and literature, behaving like visiting royalty. Pyle and Goldwater dropped out of the sky, filled with fire and enthusiasm, young crusaders who promised they would make state government the servant of the people.

In November, Republican Howard Pyle was elected governor of Arizona by a thin plurality of 2,991 votes, a major political upset. The new governor generously credited Goldwater with his success, while his manager coped with postcampaign depression.

But national politics quickly occupied him. More and more people told him they did not like the way things were going in Washington. They were particularly unhappy with the no-win war in Korea. When President Truman relieved General Douglas MacArthur of his command in April 1951, Goldwater realized, as he put it, that “the future of freedom was in the hands of the Washington politicians. I didn’t question the president’s right to fire MacArthur. I believe in the commander in chief and that civil authority is and should be paramount to any military commander. What troubled me was the apparent loss of our once-strong commitment to defend freedom at any cost.”22 Why not victory?

Goldwater did what he could as a citizen. An ex-GI recalled that the week before Christmas in 1950, during the Korean War, he was at the Los Angeles airport trying to get a ride home to Arizona. But there were no seats. Then he heard over the loudspeaker: “Any men in uniform wanting a ride to Arizona, please go to runway such-and-such.” There he and his fellow servicemen found Barry Goldwater sitting in his plane. Every day, all day long, during the Christmas season, Goldwater filled up his twin-engine Beechcraft, flew to Arizona, and then returned to Los Angeles for another load of GIs.23
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But such personal gestures were not enough. Deeply dissatisfied with American policy, foreign and domestic, he began to think seriously about running for the U.S. Senate. The idea seemed quixotic, even for Goldwater. After all, the two men occupying Arizona’s seats in the Senate were Carl Hayden, an Arizona icon and national institution who had served in Washington, D.C., since 1912, and Ernest W. McFarland, who had proved his vote-getting ability when he defeated the popular Henry Fountain Ashurst in the 1940 Democratic primary and was now Senate majority leader. Both, of course, were Democrats as were about 85 percent of the registered voters in the state.

McFarland was up for reelection in 1952 and seemed unbeatable, or at least most professionals thought so. Goldwater was not so sure. President Truman’s popularity had declined sharply (down to the mid-twenties, according to Gallup), and McFarland was a Truman man who had backed the Fair Deal, Truman’s prolongation of FDR’s New Deal, at every opportunity. People were unhappy with the scandals rocking Washington, D.C., the no-win policy in the Korean War, and the lackluster economy. Change was in the air and on the way, even in staunchly Democratic territory like Arizona. Still, friends warned Goldwater that if “I ever opposed [McFarland], he’d saw me in half.”24 But Goldwater had a political itch that could be satisfied only one way—by running.

Goldwater was still weighing his options when Senator Everett McKinley Dirksen of Illinois came to Phoenix in the late fall of 1951 to address a state convention of Republicans. During the cocktail reception, Dirksen took Barry and Peggy Goldwater aside and urged Goldwater to run against McFarland. “I felt overwhelmed,” Goldwater remembered. “Here was a veteran national politician coming into my home town, and he not only knew my name but suggested I run to help him in the Senate.”25

Goldwater talked things over with Peggy. She said, he wrote, that “I was too direct and candid to be successful in politics” and that “I’d get hurt and disillusioned with the endless promises and compromises needed to survive.” And she was reluctant to move the family into what she called “the twenty-four-hour whirlwind of Washington politics,” thousands of miles from friends and the informal outdoor life of Arizona. But, having had her say, she asked, “Are you really sure you want to do it?”

“Yes,” Goldwater said.

“All right, Barry, if that’s what you want.”26

It was indeed. Because he was a Goldwater, and Goldwaters always paid the rent, and a little more for the land they occupied. Because he was bored with the store and even the city council. Because managing the Pyle campaign had been a six-month high, and his own ought to be even more fun. Because he was genuinely disturbed by the foreign and domestic policies of the Truman administration.

But, unlike a young politician from Massachusetts who was also preparing to challenge a distinguished incumbent senator, Goldwater did not view the U.S. Senate as a stepping-stone to higher office. He had no all-consuming ambition to be president; he just hoped he would make a good senator for Arizona. But first he had to get elected, and he went about planning his campaign with his usual thoroughness.
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Goldwater won reelection to the Phoenix City Council in November, but his thoughts were already on McFarland. In early December 1951, Governor Pyle asked Goldwater to accompany him to a speaking engagement outside Phoenix. During the twenty-minute ride, Pyle challenged his friend to run for senator. “You’ve been doing a lot of talking about what the rest of us should be doing about good government. . . . Now, how about getting in there yourself?”27 Goldwater told a delighted Pyle he was through talking and ready to start running.

Goldwater called on an old friend, Ned Creighton, the Republican boss in Phoenix whom he had first met in his family’s living room decades before. “What makes you think you can win?” asked a skeptical Creighton.

For one thing, Goldwater said, “I can call ten thousand people in this state by their first name.” For another, he said, “I’ve heard McFarland talk. I’ve heard Roosevelt talk. I’ve heard Truman. I’ve heard all our state governors and sheriffs and local officials. But they never say what they’re really thinking. You see them on the golf course or for a drink and they’ll give you a whole different story. I think a guy running for office who says exactly what he really thinks would astound a hell of a lot of people around the country.”

“Well,” said Big Ned, “it would be refreshing anyway.”28

Goldwater knew how important a manager was, and he knew whom he wanted: Steve Shadegg. In late February 1952, he visited Shadegg at his office and said he would run for the Senate if Shadegg would handle his campaign. For two hours, a skeptical Shadegg and an enthusiastic Goldwater talked politics and policy. Shadegg revealed that he had been asked to run McFarland’s campaign, but had said no because he didn’t like McFarland’s support of the New Deal and the Fair Deal.

Goldwater did not close the sale that afternoon. But a couple of days later, overwhelmed by Goldwater’s energy, his sincerity, and his personal assurance there would be no shortage of money (he could depend on Harry Rosenzweig to shake the money trees), Shadegg agreed to take on the “impossible” assignment of helping to defeat one of the most popular Democrats in Arizona.

“I knew,” recalled Shadegg, “that to win we’d have to get 90 percent of the Republicans to the polls and get support from 25 percent of the Democrats. If either fell short, we’d lose. We both realized that there was only an outside chance we could make it.”29

Shadegg made one stipulation: Goldwater would have to agree not to make any off-the-cuff speeches or adopt any positions that had not been discussed and agreed to in advance. “Oh, you think I’ll pop off?” Goldwater asked. That is exactly what Shadegg thought, and Goldwater accepted the condition.30 Thus began one of the most successful political partnerships in Arizona politics.

Over the next thirty years, with Shadegg as his campaign manager, speechwriter, advertising consultant, resident philosopher, and overall amanuensis, Barry Goldwater would be elected to the U.S. Senate five times, become a nationally syndicated columnist, publish a series of best-selling books, and become the most popular conservative politician in America. During this period, he lost only one election: the presidency in 1964—the only time Steve Shadegg was not his campaign manager.

Goldwater decided that he would make his official announcement as candidate for the Senate at the Arizona Republican Convention in May and stepped with both feet into the middle of a controversy. The party’s old guard, strongly in favor of Robert A. Taft, tried to ram through a motion sending all fourteen Arizona delegates to the GOP convention pledged to the Ohio senator. But they were opposed by a small but determined group of Young Republicans who backed General Dwight D. Eisenhower. Goldwater admired Taft and believed he would win the nomination, but the railroad tactics of the senior Republicans so angered his sense of fair play that he suddenly jumped to his feet. “I’m for Eisenhower,” he shouted, to the astonishment of all present, and backed it up with an impassioned speech.

The convention rejected the proposal for an all-Taft delegation and wound up approving ten delegates for Taft and four for Eisenhower. Furious pro-Taft Republicans hit back at Goldwater by tearing up several nominating petitions they had been circulating for him and dumping them in his lap.31

Goldwater later admitted that he had made “a political blunder which might have damaged my own chances for election.”32 The bitter resentment of those Taft Republicans might have lasted through the fall campaign if Taft had not urged all his supporters to help make Ike the next president.

But it was not just a blunder, an off-the-cuff remark made in anger. Goldwater thought that either man, Taft or Eisenhower, would end the welfare state policies of the Roosevelt-Truman era, but, as he revealed in his 1979 memoirs, he had “some natural leanings toward Eisenhower, acquired during my five years in the military service.” Goldwater was more of a practical politician than is generally understood. He believed that “Ike would be a stronger candidate.” In his 1988 memoirs, he put it more succinctly: “I felt that Ike was a fresh political personality, he could win, and the party needed a new beginning.”33

This was, in fact, Goldwater’s first of several swerves from the conservative position in presidential contests. He would support the least conservative man for his party’s nomination in 1968, 1976, and almost in 1980. (See chapters 18 and 19.)

On May 31, 1952, William Matthews, the Democratic editor and publisher of the influential Tucson Daily Star, asked a question that was on the minds of many Arizonans: “What kind of a Republican are you, Mr. Goldwater?” A few days later, Goldwater answered with a letter to the editor and a radio talk broadcast throughout the state. It was the first full public statement of Goldwater’s political philosophy. Although carefully crafted by Shadegg, the statement echoed the Jeffersonian themes of limited government and individual freedom in Goldwater’s open letter to FDR in 1938 and his public talks over the years. It began crisply:

          I am not a “me too” Republican.

          I am not a “Fair Deal” Republican.

          I am a Republican who believes all Republicans and all Democrats must practice in their personal and business lives those principles of honesty, integrity, devotion, and thrift which all of us long to see reestablished in our national government.

The references to honesty and integrity were calculated to remind people of the ongoing Democratic scandals in Washington. In March, Goldwater had charged that although Senator McFarland was “a clean, honest American,” he had succumbed to pressure and condoned dishonesty in government. “How can Senator McFarland defend the president,” he had asked, “when Harry Vaughn [Truman’s military aide and longtime friend who was a prominent figure in the White House scandals] sits in his lap?”34

The statement continued:

          I am a Republican opposed to the super-state’s gigantic, centralized authority, whether it be administered by Democrats or Republicans.

This was political boilerplate, but in his blunt way, Goldwater was serving notice that if elected he would oppose Big Government no matter who proposed it. He kept his promise, sometimes to the irritation of President Eisenhower.

          I am a Republican [said Goldwater] who is opposed to appeasement, who is shocked and saddened at the failure of our “now do nothing—now do anything” State Department, whose vacillating policies have resulted in a deterioration of world affairs and the loss of prestige and respect for the flag which I hold dear.

                I am a Republican opposed to communism and particularly to the communist-inclined sympathizers and communist-inclined policymakers and their companion wishful thinkers.

In 1952, the cold winds of the Cold War were blowing across the world, Alger Hiss was in jail for denying that he had once been a communist spy, Senator Joseph McCarthy of Wisconsin was at the peak of his power, and every Republican candidate was waving the red, white, and blue flag of anticommunism. Goldwater was unquestionably anticommunist, but his anticommunism was based on more than the obvious military threat of the Soviet Union and Red China. In the years to come, he would develop the argument that America was a special nation with a special mission: “to preserve and extend freedom” around the world.35

          I am a Republican [Goldwater continued] who gives more than lip service to a balanced budget. I believe individuals and local governments . . . must reassert their independence and their responsibility. . . .

Federal spending was increasingly out of control: the last Truman budget was billions of dollars in the red.

          I am a Republican who believes that management and labor must work together. . . .

Shadegg’s moderating influence was clear here. Gone was the anti-labor rhetoric of the past. Many of the 300,000 registered Democrats were union members.

          I am a Republican who believes that free men, working freely together, free of the coercion of federal bureaucratic interference and the compulsion of high federal tax demands, can and will work out their own salvation.

Here was the independent Westerner talking, the man who believed with heart and soul that any American could be anything if only government would get out of his way.

The statement would not have been true Goldwater without a reference to his political patron saint, Jefferson:

          I am a Republican who has a profound respect for those principles of individual responsibility and limitation of the power of the central government first expressed by Thomas Jefferson and now ignored by the Fair Dealers and the New Dealers.

And it would not have been Goldwater without a nod to the centrality of God in government and society, a notion emphatically shared by Shadegg, a devout Episcopalian:

          I am a Republican who believes that man’s freedom comes from Almighty God; that man possesses an important human integrity and an immortal soul. . . .36

One omission in the statement stands out starkly—the word “conservative.” First, because there was as yet no organized conservative philosophy or movement in America. Liberal critic Lionel Trilling lamented in 1950 that “liberalism is not only the dominant but even the sole intellectual tradition” in America.37 Second, because in the Arizona of the 1950s, to be a Republican was to be a conservative. Goldwater did not have to distinguish between the two until he came to Washington, D.C., and for the first time met liberal Republicans.
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Although Shadegg wrote almost every word uttered by Goldwater in the campaign, the two men were never ventriloquist and dummy. In July 1952, Goldwater took time out from speaking to tell Shadegg where he stood on the major campaign issues; characteristically, he did it in one page. His positions were to change remarkably little over the decades. Shadegg, a good editor as well as writer, incorporated much of the letter’s language in Goldwater’s speech in September, which marked the official opening of his campaign. Goldwater wrote:

Spending: The federal budget “must be cut to stop the dangers” of inflation and deficits.

Foreign Aid: “I don’t like the idea of sending any amount of money that is asked for out of this country without sound, logical reasons for its use.” (Throughout his career, Goldwater would cast more votes against foreign aid than any other federal program.)

Labor: “I believe in the Taft-Hartley Law.” (His belief in equal treatment of management and organized labor would earn him the enduring enmity of union leaders like Walter Reuther and win him a national reputation while still a junior senator.)

Military Spending: “The military is the greatest waster of money and manpower we have.” (Although he supported the funding of many weapons systems as a senator, he opposed many and spent his last year in the Senate on legislation to reorganize the Pentagon for the first time in forty years.)

Korea: “I say win any war this country ever enters.” (He would say the same thing in 1964 when he was running for president and would be pilloried for it.)

Corruption in Government: “Man must conduct himself in office on even a higher plane than he would conduct his own personal affairs.” (Nixon’s failure to do so during Watergate led Goldwater to characterize him as “the most dishonest individual I have ever met in my life”—an extraordinary statement when one considers that Goldwater also knew Lyndon B. Johnson, Robert McNamara, and Spiro T. Agnew.)38

Social Security, Old Age Pensions, and Welfare: “I believe in these programs but I believe in proper and honest administration of them.” (He was not a no government but a limited government Republican, much like the senator he admired so much, Robert Taft.)

Bureaucratic State: “The federal government should get out of the states and municipals as fast as they can.” (Here was Goldwater’s heartfelt federalism that misled some in the 1960s to call his advocacy of states’ rights racist.)

Indian Affairs: “The Indians have made no progress under the Indian Bureau in a hundred years. . . . I believe the Indians can conduct their own affairs better under a state government. The Indian is still not a full citizen and we must make him one.” (No issue so engaged Goldwater’s passionate commitment as that of the American Indian.)

Foreign Policy: “I believe in a strong foreign policy that will enforce the desires of this country and protect its citizens.” (The three key words here are “strong,” “enforce,” and “protect,” all part of the emerging Goldwater code that the United States should worry less about winning world public opinion and more about winning the Cold War.)39

In more than one thousand speeches that year, Goldwater said over and over that the choice was clear—the “American Idea” as championed by himself versus the “Socialist Idea” favored by his opponent. That McFarland was not a socialist but a Fair Deal Democrat did not trouble Goldwater, who delighted in “painting McFarland as a collectivist bent on smothering all free enterprise through an all-powerful federal government.”40

Goldwater liked to tweak his often pompous opponent. One time McFarland boasted that he was “one of the four most important men in the Government of the United States.” That being so, Goldwater said, the senator must assume “25 percent of the blame” for the Truman administration. He twisted the knife adroitly: “Will the junior senator from Arizona,” he asked, “take 25 percent of the credit for increasing your taxes? Will the junior senator—will this Fair Deal spokesman . . . accept his share of the responsibility for the more than 117,000 American boys who have been killed, wounded, or captured in Korea?”41

McFarland’s initial strategy was to ignore Goldwater as a fleeting phenomenon. He had won reelection in 1946 in a walkaway, and he saw little reason to doubt that 1952 would be a repeat. He stayed in Washington while his spokesman, attorney Frank Beer, went around dismissing Goldwater as a “country club Republican” totally unprepared for high office. In fact, few Arizonans, even among his friends, thought Goldwater could win; Rosenzweig admitted that a McFarland man had offered to give him a twenty-thousand-vote handicap for a sizable bet, but he had turned it down.42

Undaunted, Goldwater campaigned away, attacking “Trumanism,” the coddling of communists in government, federal intrusion into the affairs of states, organized labor’s growing power, and mounting federal spending.43 He made frequent and effective use of radio and a new campaign medium, television—he looked even more handsome and rugged on television than in person. Slowly, his fluent delivery of Shadegg’s carefully prepared speeches convinced more and more voters that the upstart businessman from Phoenix with the old Arizona name might make a pretty good senator.

Even in 1952, television and radio time was not cheap. Harry Rosenzweig approached friends all over Phoenix and the state for contributions to the campaign. Vic Armstrong, another Goldwater friend and fundraiser, remembered that well-known Democrats would come up to him on the street and shove bills into his pocket, saying, “I’m for Barry, but if you tell anybody I contributed to his campaign, I’ll call you a liar.” Approximately half the money raised came from outside Arizona. Besides the $5,000 from the Republican Senatorial Campaign Committee (for which Goldwater would one day set a fundraising record), donations came from wealthy businessmen like H. L. Hunt of Dallas, who gave $3,000. In all, the Goldwater campaign raised $44,721, a modest sum compared with today’s million-dollar senatorial contests but not bad for the time.44

The campaign organization was a deliberate reflection of the candidate: simple and uncomplicated. Mel Harris, Goldwater’s longtime personal secretary, kept the campaign schedule. Hoyt Pinaire, comptroller for the Goldwater stores, was responsible for keeping track of expenditures. Strategy, Shadegg recalled, was decided in a campaign “headquarters” that included one secretary, a telephone, and two typewriters.45

Shadegg came up with a political variation of one of the oldest devices in American advertising—the famous roadside Burma Shave sign. In the forty days preceding the general election, the following jingle could be seen on eye-level signs up and down the highways of Arizona:

Mac is for Harry

Harry’s all through

You be for Barry

’Cause Barry’s for you

Goldwater for Senator

Some analysts have argued that the 1952 Senate campaign was decided when Goldwater gave his formal kickoff speech in late September from the steps of historic Yavapai County Courthouse in Prescott. He surprised the crowd of some seven hundred and a statewide radio audience in two ways. The first was when, determined not to be caricatured as a neanderthal Republican, he praised “the social gains which have been made in the past twenty years”—the Securities Exchange Commission, the Social Security system, unemployment insurance, old-age assistance, and aid to dependent children and the blind. “They were created by the Congress of the United States and no responsible Republican and especially not this Republican has any intention or any desire to abolish any one of them.”46

Goldwater then proposed a four-part program for reform: putting an end to waste; overhauling and revising the machinery of government; putting into office people who regard public service as “a public trust, not a mandate for private looting”; and establishing a foreign policy that would bring peace.

Here was no knee-jerk, anti–New Deal Republican who wanted to turn the clock back, but a Jeffersonian Republican who believed in limited, responsible government. Here were themes that would occupy him as a senator over the next thirty years and as a presidential candidate in 1964.

The second surprise came in the final five minutes of his speech when he put aside his prepared manuscript and revealed that the cautious McFarland had at last spoken out on one issue—Korea. The people of Arizona were entitled to know, Goldwater said, his voice low and controlled, that in the past week “the junior senator described our Korean War as a cheap war. ‘Cheap,’ he said, because we’re killing nine Chinese for every American boy. And to justify his participation in this blunder of the Truman administration, he added to his statement these words: ‘It is the Korean War which is making us prosperous.’

“I challenge the junior senator from Arizona,” declared Goldwater, “to find anywhere within the borders of this state, or within the borders of the United States, a single mother or father who counts our casualties as cheap—who’d be willing to exchange the life of one American boy for the nine communists or the nine hundred Red communists or nine million communists.”47

Shadegg made McFarland pay dearly for his callous remark by producing a radio spot filled with the sound of diving airplanes, firing machine guns, and shouting men while a voice said with understated disgust: “This is what McFarland calls a cheap war.”48

Realizing that he had seriously erred in taking his reelection for granted, McFarland counterattacked hard, ridiculing his opponent’s political inexperience. Frank Beer read over the radio a letter that Goldwater had written to McFarland during the war asking the senator to help him transfer from the infantry to the air force; Beer called it “influence peddling.” But the implied slur—that Goldwater had tried to avoid combat—backfired when an angry Goldwater, who had said nothing about his military service, detailed how, denied combat duty, he had still flown many risky missions, including piloting a single-engine P-47 across the North Atlantic, for which he was awarded the Air Medal.49

Now desperate, McFarland brought in top Democratic guns from Washington. Veering close to antisemitism, Senator Robert Kerr of Oklahoma referred to Goldwater as “Mr. Silver Stream” and “Mr. Branch Water.” Goldwater coolly responded that “If my name were Kerr, I wouldn’t think I would fool around with somebody else’s name.”50

With two weeks to go, the polls showed McFarland narrowly ahead, 48.9 percent to 45.1 percent, but Goldwater closing fast. Everything jelled in the last several days. Goldwater rode with Dwight D. Eisenhower in an open car when the general visited Phoenix to give a speech. Eisenhower was comfortably ahead of Adlai Stevenson and expected to carry Arizona by a wide margin.

Shadegg made certain that Arizonans knew that Ike wanted Goldwater in Washington by placing an advertisement in the Phoenix and Tucson newspapers with the headline, “Arizona Needs a Republican Senator in a Republican Administration,” right above a large photograph of a broadly smiling Eisenhower shaking the hand of a no-less-happy Goldwater. The Monday before election day, another advertisement appeared with the tag line: “GIVE IKE a man he can work with—GIVE ARIZONA a man who can work with Ike for Arizona and America—Vote for BARRY GOLDWATER.”51

To no one’s surprise, the Arizona Republic endorsed Goldwater and urged all who wanted Eisenhower in the White House to put Barry Goldwater in the Senate and John Rhodes in the House of Representatives “for the sake of America.”52
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On election eve, the candidate made his last appeal to the people with a half-hour television program called “An Evening with the Goldwaters” that featured all six Goldwaters: himself, Peggy, Joanne, Barry, Jr., Mike, and little Peggy. More than one “fence-hanging voter” moved into the Goldwater column because of it.53 About 75 percent of the state’s population was concentrated in Maricopa County, where Phoenix is located, and in Pima County, which surrounds Tucson, site of the state capital. Goldwater was confident that he would do well in his home county but was concerned about Pima, many of whose citizens resented the increasing economic and political power of Phoenix.

On election night, Goldwater sat down with his family and friends in his home to watch the returns. He was soon smiling. Eisenhower was easily winning Arizona while Pyle and Rhodes moved ahead and remained there. Goldwater was winning by a larger margin in Maricopa than even he had hoped, and McFarland was not doing as well in Pima and the outlying areas as he had expected.

The final tally was Goldwater, 132,063; McFarland, 125,338—a slim majority of 6,725 votes. Eisenhower beat Adlai Stevenson in Arizona by 152,042 to 108,528, giving him a margin of 43,514 votes, almost six times larger than Goldwater’s edge over McFarland. Goldwater often declared that in 1952 he was “the greatest coattail rider in history” and that he had “no business beating Mac, and I never would have done it without the help of Eisenhower’s popularity and Mac’s overconfidence.”54

But this simply wasn’t so. He did all the things that a candidate should do to win: he raised the necessary money to hire Steve Shadegg and a small but competent staff and to pay for a comprehensive advertising campaign; he put together his own organization, using the Young Republicans and the contacts he had made over the years through his many civic and charitable activities; and he campaigned unceasingly and effectively.

Goldwater’s campaign was helped in two other critical areas, issues and the media. The paramount national issue was the Truman record, and Goldwater tied his opponent fast to all of it—the military stalemate in Korea, the political scandals in Washington, and the economic stagnation in America. As for the media, television had not yet monopolized the news and information; newspapers could make a decisive difference in a close race. Goldwater was not only endorsed by the most important newspaper in the state, the Arizona Republic, but received abundant and front-page news coverage. And as it turned out, he was a natural on television, articulate and relaxed.

He was delighted that he was part of a three-way triumph for Republicans: Pyle had been reelected governor, and Rhodes was elected to the U.S. House of Representatives, where he would serve for three decades, eventually becoming minority leader. As Goldwater later said, “Arizona had indeed become a two-party state,”55 in large measure due to his efforts. He had persuaded Rhodes, as well as a number of candidates for the state legislature, to run. It was not an exaggeration to call him a, if not the, founding father of the Republican party of Arizona.


CHAPTER THREE

MR. GOLDWATER GOES TO WASHINGTON

On January 3, 1953, two days after his forty-fourth birthday, Barry Morris Goldwater was sworn in as the junior senator from Arizona. Normally confident, he was awestruck, doubtful. As he later wrote, he was not a scholar or an experienced legislator. He was neither a big city politician from the North nor a shrewd country judge from the South. He was a successful entrepreneur who had grown tired of the family business, had entered politics, and had wound up defeating a Truman Democrat with a lot of help from his friends and a national hero named Eisenhower.

As he swore to support and defend the Constitution of the United States, it occurred to him, as he put in his memoirs, that if he did nothing more than keep that oath, he would make a pretty good senator. He revered the Constitution, and he resolved to make it his rock.1 As he would put it in his most famous book, The Conscience of a Conservative: “My aim is not to pass laws, but to repeal them.”2

Goldwater sat down with Taft, who as Senate majority leader made all the key decisions, to talk about committee assignments. He hoped to land a seat on either Interior, which was important to his state, or Armed Services, where his experience in the military could be put to good use.

Taft shook his head: Republicans wanted a businessman on the Senate Labor and Public Welfare Committee to counteract the liberals, and Goldwater filled the bill nicely. The freshman senator protested that he knew little about labor relations because he had never had any difficulty with his employees. Union organizers had twice tried and failed to form a union at Goldwaters because they could not offer the employees more than they were already receiving—a liberal benefits package and an hourly wage of $1.75 when the national retail store average was $1.52 an hour. He had campaigned for Arizona’s right-to-work law, but that was the extent of his knowledge of national labor law.

But Taft insisted, and Goldwater, for one of the few times in his life, meekly accepted an assignment that, far from burying him politically, helped make him a national figure in his first term. The Labor Committee dealt not only with labor legislation, but with education, the minimum wage, and other social welfare issues that directly touched the life of every American in the 1950s. His highly effective service on the Labor Committee led to his appointment to the famed McClellan Rackets Committee, which investigated and exposed the corrupt activities of union leaders Dave Beck and Jimmy Hoffa.

Goldwater later said that he was “forever indebted to Bob Taft . . . for his insistence that I serve on the Labor Committee.”3 Goldwater was also assigned to the Banking and Currency Committee, and named chairman of its subcommittee on economic stabilization, which handled price, wage, and rent control issues.

Although Goldwater and Taft served together for only seven months before Taft died of cancer in July 1953, the senator who was known as “Mr. Republican” had a profound impact on his younger colleague. Jack Bell, a veteran political reporter for the Associated Press, wrote perceptively of the similarities and differences between the two conservatives. Both men, he said, tended to black-and-white thinking: “to them, a principle was a principle . . . they were, in short, men of convictions with the courage to fight for them.” They were against centralized government, socialism, and foreign aid; they were for balancing the budget and preserving states’ rights. But, Taft, the veteran legislator, had become reconciled to the role of government in several areas whereas Goldwater, the newcomer, was adamantly opposed. As he put it years later, “I didn’t take an oath to make sure every factory [in Arizona] got a little cut of mustard.”4

While agreeing that some government programs like Social Security were needed, Goldwater disagreed with Taft about federal aid to education, which he argued was the responsibility of the states and not the federal government. He went so far as to suggest that Taft was “quite a liberal if you study his legislation and his debates.” But Taft’s was a classical liberalism based on government as the agency of last rather than first resort, on government that encouraged competition and the functioning of a free society.

Taft was “a genuinely brilliant man,” Goldwater asserted, “whose brilliance was actually overshadowed by his character, his convictions, and the courage which fortified him against the assaults inevitably made upon men to whom principle is more sacred than profit.”5 That is, Taft was too principled for his own political good. Others would say the same thing about Goldwater, particularly when he was running for the presidency. Taft, Goldwater continued, “was the only member of the Senate that I ever knew that could literally tell you what was in every bill on the calendar. Senators by the dozen would come up and say, ‘Bob, what the hell’s this all about?’ and he’d tell them. . . . He was one of the last of our ‘chiefs’—men like Walter George and Dick Russell,” two legendary Senate leaders.6

Goldwater described himself as a “Jeffersonian” from his first days in the Senate (once again reflecting the influence of his Uncle Morris), by which is meant that he adhered to five basic principles: (1) individualism, stemming from a belief in the sufficiency of human reason and the ability of man to govern himself; (2) republicanism, reflecting faith in the people and a conviction that government should be kept as close to the people as possible; (3) anticentralism, based on a distrust of executive power and on the protection of the rights of the states against the federal government; (4) strict constructionism, holding that the federal government can only exercise power delegated to it and enumerated in the Constitution; and (5) frugality and simplicity, calling for economy in government, the payment of debts, and the cutting of taxes.7 Throughout his public career, Goldwater did his best to apply these Jeffersonian principles.

When Taft died, many conservative Republicans wept for the man who had led them tirelessly in the Senate for two decades and for the seeming end to their chances of nominating one of their own for president. Three times, in 1940, 1948, and 1952, they had put forth Taft, and three times they had collided with the political fact that at convention time, Eastern liberals ruled the Republican party.

They remembered what Senator Dirksen, a Taft stalwart, had said at the 1952 Republican Convention during the heated debate over whether to seat the Eisenhower or Taft delegations. Pausing during his emotional address, Dirksen directed a few words “to my good friends from the Eastern seaboard.” Asking the delegates from New York and Pennsylvania to raise their hands and looking directly at Thomas Dewey, he reminded everyone of 1944 and 1948. “Reexamine your hearts,” he told the Easterners, “before you take this action [of seating the Eisenhower delegation from Georgia]. . . . We followed you before and you took us down the road to defeat.”8
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